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Foreword

“Hey, Dondra, how’s our population looking?” asked the President of the United States of America.

“Hanging in there, Mr. President,” replied US Population Secretary Dondra Norman. She never knew if he was being serious with that frequently asked question, if he wanted an up-to-the-minute Census Bureau estimate of the American headcount, or general trends for the last six months, or just her feeling of how things were looking as the nation experimented with a radical new approach to making America gestate again.

So she always answered generically, with a “Things are looking up,” or “Signs are positive,” and waited for the follow up question, which he always asked enthusiastically, regardless the content.

“When does Breeding Camp start?”  he asked this time, leaning across the conference table, elbows sliding.

“Two weeks,” Dondra replied.

“And we’re gonna get all those campers popping out babies?” asked the President.

“Well, yes,” Dondra said. “That’s the ultimate objective. But the goal of the camps is what we’re calling reproductive immersion. Reduce or eliminate cultural inhibitions, eliminate bodily shame, normalize the sex act. We’re going to—”

“Damn!” the President exclaimed. “All they taught us at camp was making bonfires and not sitting our sorry asses in poison ivy.”

Dondra laughed. So did the Secretary of State, the Secretary of Defense, the Attorney General, and the head of the Secret Service.

“So how you gonna do all that in, what, four weeks?” the President asked.

“It’s a six-week camp, Mr. President,” Dondra said. “Completely immersive, experimental, geared toward attendees at various levels, with a—”

“Let’s get to the slides,” the President said. “I heard you got some good ones.”

“Can we dim the lights?” Dondra asked, and the room immediately went dark. A moment later, the first slide of Dondra’s presentation flashed up on the screen: “Breeding Camp: Phase II of the Strategic Population Initiative.”

Dondra tapped her keyboard and the next slide appeared, a declining line graph under the title “Developed Nations: The Crisis of Declining Fertility.”

“As you can see,” Dondra began, “the birth rates in—”

“We’ve already covered all this shit,” the President of the United States complained.

Dondra moved to the next slide, speaking quickly.

“We’re at 30 regional camps now, just added two more, with room, on average, for a little over 200 campers and 40 staff and volunteers. We’ll offer the usual summer camp activities. Some camps have horses, most have lakes or rivers, hiking will be available. But the theme is reproductive knowledge and practice, with programming delivered at three levels, depending on—”

“Heard this too,” the President complained. “Let’s get to the new stuff. The stuff about that country, Svendland. Right? Svendland?”

“Yes, Mr. President,” Dondra said, sounding slightly disappointed. “Svendland is a highly developed nation, but they’re exceeding replacement rate. In fact, they’ve got higher reproductive rates than all countries except Glambia and Bisquefort.”

“Both of which are total shitholes,” the President said. “Probably be better if they couldn’t have any kids there at all.”

“Yes, Mr. President,” Dondra agreed. “Glambia and Bisquefort are following a traditional, emerging economy reproductive strategy, while Svendland is doing things no one else has tried. Their strategies are a mix of cultural practices, unusual sexual regimens, innovative strategies for—”

“Let’s get to the pictures,” the President said. “Didn’t you take a bunch of pictures while you were there?”

“I did,” Dondra said, looking at the assembled powers with deep misgivings. “But I need to warn everyone . . . these pictures are unredacted. They capture very effective practices, but they will be very surprising. Even shocking. Or even offensive. So if anyone would—”

“Chop chop,” barked the President. “We’re all big boys and girls here. Show us what you got.”

So that’s what Dondra did, skipping past the statistics, the Breeding Camp plan, the organization and objectives, how the camps fit into the overall American population strategy, and just landed on the first slide with the pictures she’d taken during her official visit to Svendland.

The people of Svendland were blonde, very blonde. And blue-eyed. And light-skinned. Pubic hair was other colors, though. Black. Red. Green. Probably dyed in most cases. Or shaved. Or no color at all.

“Damn,” remarked the President, leaning in to focus on the central portion of the first picture. “Are they doing what I think they’re doing?”

“Yes, Mr. President, this is one of the urban parks in Kronnigstonne, their national capital.”

“And that’s two, uh, gentlemen uh, making time with that young lady there,” the President noted.

“Yes, they’ve penetrated her vaginally and anally.”

“She doesn’t look all that pleased about it,” the President quipped.

“She’s concentrating,” Dondra said.

“Concentrating on how she ended up with these couple of gang-bangers, maybe,” the President said, to laughter. “And how she’s going to extricate herself.”

“Actually, she proposed it,” Dondra said.

“Now why’d she do a thing like that?”

“She said she was traveling and didn’t have access to her regular training partners and needed to keep up her conditioning.”

“Conditioning?” the President echoed.

“Reproductive conditioning,” Dondra said. “When they’re ready to breed, they don’t want any physical limitations interfering.”

“Okay,” the President said, clearly impressed. “So what else you got?”

“To understand these next pictures,” Dondra said, flipping to an image from a campground, tall trees shadowing the naked people there, “you need to understand the Svendland reproductive philosophy.”

“It looks like a few of those are getting ready to start,” the President said, pointing to the man sporting an erection.

“Yes, Mr. President,” Dondra said, advancing through another half dozen slides. “But it’s not just unlimited sex. Sexual desire is celebrated and rewarded, but it’s also carefully controlled. The principal trait of a breeder is obedience. Schedules are set, followed, and enforced.”

“I guess that’s some of the enforcement there,” the President said, pointing.

“Yes,” Dondra agreed. “When necessary, restraints and barriers are used, confinement systems are deployed. They have found—”

“What’s that girl got on?”

“The best translation is masturbatory restrictor,” Dondra said. “She’s been put on a schedule by her parents.”

“Same idea for that boy?” the President asked.

“That’s right,” Dondra said, advancing through a few more images. “They call it kopellat.”

“Cop a what?” the President quipped.

“Kopellat,” Dondra said. “An English speaker will hear ‘copulate’, but it’s more than that. Not just a union of bodies, but unions between body and mind, body and culture, personal desire and national reproductive objectives.”

“Wait,” the President said, “what’s going on between those two?”

“That a feature of couple training,” Dondra explained. “They’ve been secured together as part of learning to cooperate with a breeding partner.”

“So they’re going to do it like that?” the President asked.

“Yes, they did,” Dondra replied.

“You got any pictures of that?”

“No,” Dondra said. “It was mealtime, and I wanted to capture how food delivery is done.”

“Keep going,” the President urged.

“Before I move to the next set of slides,” Dondra said a little uncertainly, “I need to explain that another key component of the Svendland approach is to push all participants out of their comfort zones. Joining sperm and egg isn’t as easy as it sounds, and squeamishness can be a problem. Shame, body issues, waste anxieties . . .” Dondra moved to the next image. “So that’s very aggressively addressed.”

“Damn!” the President said, struggling for words, a rare condition for him. “Is that . . . is that . . .”

“Yes,” Dondra said. “It’s a variation on strawberry shortcake, designed for—”

“Keep going,” the President said.

Dondra moved to the next slide, and the President’s face froze in disbelief.

“Wait,” he said. “What are they . . . are they . . . is that . . .?”

“Yes, Mr. President.”

“You got any more?” the President asked, seemingly afraid of the answer.

“That’s the end of today’s presentation,” Dondra said, moving to a slide that said simply “Questions?” at the top. “I do have plenty more pictures, but those I chose for the presentation do a good job of conveying the Svendland story.”

“And you think American kids will put up with all this?” the President asked.

“We’re about to find out,” Dondra said. “But the Svendland youth love the program, and every year more youth participate.”

“No laws will be broken, right?” the President said. “Some places are a little touchy about that.”

“Federal and local laws will be observed everywhere,” Dondra said. “But we’ll also observe the spirit of the law. No coercion, campers can opt out at any time, all interactions, whether among campers or counselors, are limited to peers only, and everything is supervised at all times.”

“How are the empiricals?” asked National Security Advisor Clark Burroughs.

“Good question,” said Dondra. “Those who complete the Svendland program conceive their first child two years earlier than the non-participants, and they have an average of three point three children, which is more than a child better than non-participants.”

“Those numbers add up, do they not?” the President asked.

“When you start with a population of close to 400 million people, they do,” Dondra assured.

“Okay,” the President said. “But you know, and I hate this word, but you know, it’s a total paradigm shift. For America, it is. I’m having trouble seeing how it would work here, and I’m the president. So . . . how are you going to get the kids to buy into this? And their parents?”

“There remains a chance it won’t take,” Dondra said. “And that’s where the reproductive ambassadors concept kicks in. We’re renting hundreds of Svendlandians for the summer. Boys, girls, whole families, to work at the camps, mentor the American youth. They’ll explain everything, and model the behaviors we’re trying to instill.”

“And a bunch of translators?” the President said.

“English is mandatory in Svendland from grade school up,” Dondra said.

“Okay, it just might work,” the President said.

“You mentioned renting?” Burroughs said.

“Yes, that’s how it’s being put,” Dondra said. “Svendland is granting us use of their citizens for our program.”

“But we’re paying?”

“A very reasonable rate,” Dondra said. “They see value in the partnership too, because we can teach them some things.”

“Like what?”

“America is considered the most advanced nation in the world when it comes to individual security.”

“You mean, keeping people safe?” the President asked.

“No, chaining, leashing, and caging them.”

“How did we get so good at that?”

“Lots of practice. Very high incarceration rates, lots of private prisons.”

The President raised his arms victoriously, because any area where his nation stood out was something to be proud of.

“The Svendlandians are being rented to us,” Dondra continued, “like any other foreign product. They’ll be shipped securely, and kept securely here.”

“And then when we’re done with them we just crate them back up?” the President asked. Perhaps he was joking, but Dondra took him seriously.

“Yes, Mr. President,” she said. “Although we may keep a few.”

“And hire them?”

“No,” Dondra said. “Buy them.”




Chapter 1: The First Vollstrade

It was early Tuesday evening at Nericke Piersonsdottir’s home, the sky dark blue, the horizon still glowing. It was mid-February, her world starting to wake up from the depths of winter, although the bright summer days when she could walk naked outside were still months away.

So she looked out the big picture window in the living room and dreamed of the days to come.

She knew there were places in the world where people could go outside all year round in whatever they wanted to wear, including nothing. She believed such places existed. She’d seen the pictures. But she could not imagine what it would be like to be there, this time of year, outside, in just shorts and a t-shirt. Or in nothing.

Dinner Tuesday was reserved for the discussion of reproductive matters. All the family agreed to this. All the family agreed to everything. They were a good kopellat family, proudly abiding by the national program to maximize output, all of them working diligently to fulfill their roles: Mother and Father as the final decisionmakers, the four children as obedient students doing as their parents instructed, but only after all had been heard, all had been given a chance to state their preferences, argue their cases, propose alternatives. The final decision rested with Mother and Father, however, and once it was rendered, no later than the end of mealtime, it was settled until, at best, the next Tuesday.

The rest of the family was gathering in the kitchen, chatting together through final mealtime preparation, but Nericke paused before the picture window, watching the sky grow darker as her body grow correspondingly more visible. Her breast circumference had grown almost a centimeter in the last month, something her parents noted with some surprise. But she’d always been what they called a palfenshrang—a “late bloomer” in English. Even her pubic hair was still making its mind up. Blonde as she was, it had been thickening and growing blacker since last summer over her mound, and recently sending new colonies of soft down on either side of her pink lips.

She looked at her nipples and her lower hair, reflected in the window, and allowed herself a small frown of discontent, because she’d turned eighteen a few months ago and her parents had been dropping hints that the time had come for an essential kopellat right of passage: the harness.

She had hoped to put it off until the summer, at least, or maybe longer. She was a late bloomer, after all. Why harness her now, in the middle of the school year?

Ultimately, maybe, it was her fault. She’d been a little too eager over things, now that she’d discovered them. But she feared her parents’ overcorrection.

Nericke was not contrary at all, was in fact a good kopellat girl, agreeable to conditions that few females her age in any other land would tolerate. But she had things in common with virtually all her earthly peers in that she didn’t believe she was entirely understood. Life was different today than it had been for her parents, she was certain. And her body was different from any other girl’s body. She felt things in her own ways, sensations just as real as anyone else’s, even if she didn’t quite know the words to describe them, and thus couldn’t discuss them with anyone else, not even her sister, Zinzie.

Chief among those sensations was her growing fondness for masturbation. And self-pleasure was, of course, a central activity of kopellat, each youth encouraged, at their own pace and at whatever level of guidance they preferred, to discover the powers of their sex organs. Again, this had been something Nericke had pursued in her own time. She’d long known that both males and females could touch their sexual organs in certain ways, either for a pleasurable sensation or the ultimate feeling, a powerful surge of endorphins called the vollstrade. She knew that the vollstrade was a product of both touching and thinking. One touched in certain ways, and one thought of certain things, and then one achieved vollstrade.

But how should one touch? And what should one think? Nericke had long struggled with the question. In short, she was guilty of overthinking it, of trying to achieve perfect vollstrade every time, starting with her first one, because she was particularly focused on perfection in all her endeavors, and she would touch and try to think the right things and doubt her thoughts and lose confidence.

“Have you touched this week, Nericke?” Mother would ask over dinner on Tuesday nights, the conversation always the same.

“A little,” she would reply.

“Have you had vollstrade?” Father would ask.

“I don’t think so,” Nericke would reply, “but what I did felt good.”

There was no wrong answer to the question, but her older brothers had been answering in the affirmative for years when the question came up. “Yes,” Lars might reply, in the summer when school was out and things weren’t as restricted. “Two vollstrade last night, 15 for the week.”

“Yes,” Simon’s summer answer might begin, “Vollstrade this afternoon and just before dinner. And also at night. Twenty three this week.”

“Ja,” Zinzie had begun reporting, well before Nericke, even though Zinzie was just a little older. “I had vollstrade in the shower this morning, and three times in bed last night, and 17 for the week.”

And then, just a few months ago, in mid-December, it had finally happened for Nericke, by accident. They’d been watching an American comedy. Friday night was movie night in the home, and the movie the majority had voted in favor of explored the theme of American class conflict. People in a small town were fighting a big manufacturing company that didn’t treat its workers well and wanted to expand into a forest and river, destroying both. The people were simple, but they were passionate, determined to stop the expansion, save the nature they loved, and restore justice to their town.

They drank beer, fought with billiard cues, smashed things over each other’s heads, and drove huge trucks in the mud. Is that how Americans really lived? Nericke wasn’t sure, but the question fascinated her. The people fascinated her. Some were blonde, like the women of Svendland, and some were dark haired, and some were Black, and some were Native American, or other races. But the men all had this look, regardless of race. Dark. Solid. American. It was like they absorbed something special from American rock through their feet when they walked over it, and it became part of them.

When they weren’t fighting the factory or drinking beer, they drove their trucks in the mud. The trucks would get stuck, and they’d have to get out and push. That happened in the movie. And still they couldn’t get them out. More people would push. The wheels of the truck would spin. The mud would shoot all over everyone. They would be having all their clothes on—they always kept their clothes on in American movies—and they were all covered with mud. They gave up trying to get the trucks out. The star of the movie was covered with mud, and he turned, and there was the girl he liked, even though she worked for factory management, which made her his enemy. Why was she there, where the trucks were all driving through the mud? Nericke couldn’t remember. The enemy girl was covered with mud too. The man and the woman walked up to each other, and they said some unfriendly but maybe funny things that didn’t make complete sense to Nericke, because they were spoken in an American dialect she hadn’t studied in school. She needed to look up some unfamiliar words, like yall, aint, and yeehaw. And then the woman slipped and fell and the man tried to help her and fell on top of her, because there was so much mud and it was so slippery. They looked at each other, mad at first since they were supposed to hate each other, and then they smiled, and then their eyes got hard, and then they kissed. They kissed with their muddy faces and their muddy mouths, and the man was on top of the woman, and there was so much mud you couldn’t even tell if they were naked or not.

What would it be like to have sex like that? Naked? Covered with mud?

Perfection would no longer matter. Perfection was hopeless in that case. You wouldn’t even have to think about it. Am I doing this right? Who cares? I’m covered with the mud!

All but the night light was off in their room on the night she watched that movie. Nericke was on her back, above the covers, legs spread so she could do her nightly touching. Zinzie was in her usual masturbatory pose, seated on her bed with her legs crossed, the quick shake of her shoulder matching the movement of her hand. Zinzie liked to go slow some nights, building up to one gasping vollstrade instead of two or three little hisses of pleasure. Tonight it seemed like she was going faster and planning several vollstrade.

Nericke thought about the couple in the mud. What if she was that girl who’d slipped? What if the man had fallen on top of her instead of the girl in the movie? What if they’d both been naked when they started kissing?

Nericke would have looked down and seen his penis, long and muddy. If she’d needed to, she would have told him to go ahead and insert it, but she would have spread her legs and angled her pelvis up, and probably no words would have been necessary, and he would have put his penis inside her, mud and all. And kissed her with his muddy mouth. It would be getting inside her, the mud. A disaster of lovemaking. She’d feel it, the slick muck and the grit in her hole. She’d have to douche, afterwards. It would take her days to clean herself. But they wouldn’t care. He’d be just . . . bumping her, pushing his muddy organ inside her and grinding against her long sylvina and she’d push back, she’d push back, it would feel like her fingers felt right now, him inside her, her around him, moving and moving and pushing and dirt and mud and . . . and “haa, haa, ha a a a haa . . . a . . . haaaaa . . . haa, HAA . . . eee . . . jaaaaa . . . ohhhh, ohhhhh . . .”

Nericke kept rubbing, even after the sensation ebbed. She was so sensitive now she was twisting her vulva away from her hand, and yet she couldn’t stop touching, feeling . . . learning. Finally, after what felt like a century, the feeling of intense pleasure passed, leaving a wonderful exhaustion, and Nericke looked up and stared at the dark ceiling, feeling deeply contented.

“Was that vollstrade?” Zinzie asked. She’d stopped masturbating and was staring at her sister in the half-light.

Nericke rose up on one elbow to examine herself. Her vulva was soaked. So were her fingers. And the insides of her thighs. This was new.

“I think . . .” Nericke said, struggling to catch her breath. “I think . . . do you think it was?”

“You never made sounds like that before,” Zinzie said. “Not while you’ve been with me. Or ever. Right?”

“No, that’s never happened before.”

“How did it feel?”

“Different than anything,” Nericke said.

“I think it was,” Zinzie said. “I think it was your first.”

“It was . . . it was . . . new,” Nericke said. “And yes.”

“Did it feel like your whole body was being squeezed?” Zinzie asked, and her shoulder started moving again.

“That was . . . ja . . . part of it, I think.”

“Like something big just picked up and dropped you?”

“I guess. Ja.”

“Did you like it?”

Nericke laughed. “It was . . . it scared me. But then, now I’m happy, sort of.”

“Will you do it again?”

“Tomorrow night, I’ll try,” Nericke said.

“Girls can do it a lot, though,” Zinzie observed.

“I know,” Nericke said, sitting up, sliding her bottom toward her pillow, and raising her sheets to get under them. “But I don’t want to cause myself a problem. And it’s not stopping.”

“What’s not stopping?”

“The feeling,” Nericke said. “It’s still . . . it’s all in my body. Not as strong. But good.”

“Yes,” Zinzie said, “you had one.”

“It’s wet everywhere,” Nericke said, hand under the sheets to feel herself.

“Did you squirt?”

“Some came out, ja.”

“I squirt sometimes,” Zinzie said, her voice a little hoarser, fading to a groan, and her body shook, her arm almost vibrated with the speed of its movements, and her thighs lifted and fell.

“Ah ah ah ah ah ah ahhhhh,” she sighed, her pleasure familiar to Nericke, something she’d heard many times before. What sounds had Nericke made during vollstrade? She couldn’t remember, even though it was moments ago. She still felt good, soundless now as she was. Sensitive, but in a pleasant way. Alive. Electric.

The next night, she thought only about kissing the muddy man before he put his muddy penis up her vagina, and she reached vollstrade again, and this time it didn’t scare her. She had to learn not only how to cause it, but how to experience it, she realized. As new as she was at it, euphoria was her first sensation this time, pure joy, and she knew she would keep doing this. The next night, she did it twice, two long sessions of playing, two hard and happy arrivals, two washes of juice from her opening, which dampened her sheets enough that she knew she must start getting a towel to lie on.

Nericke made no secret of her newfound ability, explaining to her father why she needed to wash her sheets and the two towels she’d soiled, asking her mother about her sylvina—her clitoris—wondering at its considerable size at full arousal, and if it could be injured with too much pressure. And the next Tuesday over dinner, she felt a small rush of pride when she offered her official report, two vollstrade last night, 10 since she’d had her first one five days ago. Mother and Father nodded with approval.

The following Tuesday, Nericke reported 35 vollstrade—just over five per day, and far more than any of her siblings. It was an estimate, of course, because she wasn’t sure yet what constituted a true vollstrade. Nericke’s reported vollstrade continued to climb, and after two months, with the Tuesday night dinner looming, Mother and Father were beginning to express their concerns. How much was too much?

~ ~ ~

Per tradition, at the start of each month, bedrooms were switched, giving Nericke a chance to learn about both genders.

Nericke had always been curious about her brother’s penises. She remembered wondering why they had those, and what they were for, and why they couldn’t get along with just the slit between their legs that Nericke and Zinzie had. Things were explained to her in due time, that the boy’s part went into the girl’s part, and she had the usual reaction, first a certainty it couldn’t be real, then distaste, then a guarded acceptance, followed by a growing fascination as both the size and frequency of her brothers’ erections increased.

At bedtime, when she was sharing a room with a brother, Nericke would watch them masturbate, not as a voyeur, because her brothers didn’t mind, but more analytically. Some part of that goes inside the female’s body, she thought. Maybe all of it, although that seemed increasingly impossible as the brothers grew. But why rub it with a hand? Shouldn’t you just wait until a woman was ready to let you enter her? Were they practicing for that? But why did they go so fast? And how much practice did you really need? It seemed to Nericke that once you had the basic idea of where it would go, and had experienced vollstrade, the release of the semen and whatever else it entailed, you’d know everything you needed to know. Instead of a hand, you’d use a vagina. Why keep practicing the same thing the same way?

Before she’d learned to orgasm, Nericke had asked these questions of Lars and Simon, sitting on her bed and facing them while they assumed whatever poses worked for them—lying down, sitting up, on their side, standing sometimes, or even on hands and knees.

Her brothers had answered patiently, if a little breathlessly, and she learned much from them.

“I just really like to do it,” Lars had told her once, a few years ago. “This way.”

“But why so fast?” Nericke had asked. At her request, the lights were still on in the bedroom, and she could see Lars’ hand sliding up and down as he lay back, head raised on his pillow to watch himself.

“It just feels the best,” he told her.

“But will you go inside the girl that fast?”

Lars laughed before he could form an answer. “I never thought of it,” he said. “But I don’t think I could. It might not even be physically possible, because my whole body would have to move this fast.”

“And you would hurt her,” Nericke said.

“She might like it,” Lars said.

“But you would be going so fast, you wouldn’t be able to keep from putting all of your penis inside her.”

“I would want to do that,” Lars said.

“All of it?” Nericke said, looking down at her own entrance. “She would die.”

“Why would she die?”

“Because you would be breaking her insides.”

“No, the girl is big enough,” Lars said. “All of it’s supposed to go inside, if the penis is average or even a few centimeters above average.”

“I’m not sure I’m big enough for that,” Nericke said.

“You probably are.”

“It doesn’t seem like it.”

As they chatted that night, well before her first orgasm, Nericke had been massaging her vulva, familiarizing herself yet again with the sensations, the hole and the lips and the clitoris, which were sensitive and pleasant to touch, but not for too much time, and not at the speed Lars touched himself.

“Do you ever reach inside?” Lars asked.

“Not that much,” Nericke said. “Zinzie does.”

“I know. At the start usually.”

Nericke worked a finger up her vagina, shallowly, felt the tissue inside, the little barrier that girls are born with, and she rubbed it briefly and put her finger in her mouth.

“What does it taste like?” Lars asked. He was on his side now, raised on one elbow while his other arm shook and his hand worked his member.

“Not like anything,” Nericke said. “Maybe sweat. Or pee. Or something in between.”

Lars fell silent as he worked toward his customary finish, rolling to his back and grabbing himself with both hands, groaning frantically before he spasmed and grunted with each release of semen, and Nericke watched each white rope arc over his belly and land on his chest, and wondered as she often did what it felt like, why he and Simon had to grunt when it came out, why Zinzie grunted even though nothing emerged from her vagina when she went through vollstrade.

Everyone seemed to know something she didn’t, and might never.

And then, thanks to a muddy American movie, Nericke arrived.




Chapter 2: A First Harnessing

In January, Nericke was moved into Simon’s bedroom, and now there was a new world of conversation to be had.

The lights were off on that first night, the room deep gray, lit only by a distant streetlamp casting its light through bare trees, and Nericke lay on her back and went to work, sighing as she touched. She no longer had to think only of the American movie. In fact, she could think of a variety of things. But usually she thought about a penis going into her body. It could be a clean penis now, though. It didn’t have to be muddy. It could be anyone’s penis, really, in any condition.

After a minute or two of warming herself up, feeling the juice at her opening, she peered at her brother’s bed, surprised to see him facing away from her, his body still.

“You’re not going to masturbate?” she asked.

“I was waiting for you to finish,” he said, turning his head slightly.

“Don’t wait,” she said. “I don’t mind.”

Simon rose, sat up, spun so that his legs were dangling off the bed, his feet on the floor. He reached for the place between his legs, and Nericke knew he was already erect.

“Zinzie sits up,” he said.

“I know, I’ve tried it that way,” Nericke said. “I like this way more, for now.”

“How long will you do it tonight?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I can be quiet.”

“You go a long time?” he asked, sounding a little worried, although he was working himself in earnest now, leaning back, his hand sliding up and down his penis.

“Not always,” Nericke said. “Sometimes.”

“What’s the longest you’ve gone?” Simon asked.

“All night,” she replied.

“You didn’t sleep?”

“Maybe a little,” she replied. “I had no plans the next day, so I could sleep later.”

“How many vollstrade did you have?”

“I don’t know exactly,” she said. “Sometimes, the pleasure comes in waves, for five or 10 minutes, and it will shake me, and then subside a little but not stop, and then I keep rubbing and it comes back as strong as before, and finally I stop. But I’m not sure if it’s one long vollstrade, or several shorter ones.”

“How can you count them then?”

“I do my best,” Nericke said. “Every peak of my feelings is one.”

Her family members could have counted many of her vollstrade themselves as she produced them on the couch in the living room, during dinner, on her bed in the afternoon while she studied and watched the news and groaned and, occasionally, shouted with shocked ecstasy.

“It’s because I’ve just learned now,” Nericke said a little apologetically during the first kopellat family dinner of the new year. "I’m sure I’ll do it less soon.”

“What time are you stopping at night?” Father asked.

“It varies,” Nericke said. “Sometimes at 11, and sometimes at 2 or 3. Or sometimes later.”

“Achh,” said Mother, turning to look at Simon. “You must not get any sleep at all.”

“It doesn’t bother me,” he said. “I usually don’t hear it.”

“I hear it,” Father said. “I hear your squeaks, and your bedsprings.”

“And shouts,” Lars noted.

“Sorry.”

“Are you sleeping enough?” Mother asked.

“I think I am,” Nericke said. “I sleep a little later when I have to go longer.”

“The winter term starts in two weeks,” Mother said, “and you need to do well for the best position at University.”

“I can do it,” Nericke said.

“If you can’t, you’ll be harnessed,” Father warned.

“You said my harness could wait until summer,” Nericke recalled.

“That was before you learned to masturbate,” Mother said.

“I’m just doing it a lot because there’s no school.”

“We’ll see,” said Father. “No decision yet, but if you’re masturbating into the night once school starts back, you’ll need to get one.”

Nothing had improved a month later, and by that Tuesday night in mid-February, it was time for a family reckoning.

“How many vollstrade, Nericke?” Father asked.

“I think seven.”

“Seven?” Mother asked doubtfully.

“I mean, seven per day,” Nericke corrected. “So 45 for the week. I mean 49. Or maybe 50. Or more.”

“You aren’t counting them?” Father asked.

“I don’t always know when one ends and the next one begins.”

“I’m only seeing three or four during the day,” Mother said.

“I did five yesterday on the couch,” Nericke said. “Three while we watched the news.”

“Yes, but you’re getting them at night still?” Mother asked. “When you need to be asleep?”

“Some nights, yes,” Nericke confessed.

Mother and Father looked to Lars, who’d been sharing his room with Nericke since the start of February.

“It’s most night,” Lars said. This wasn’t tattling, simply stating a fact, and all the family understood that.

“She wakes you up?” Mother asked.

“Sometimes, briefly,” Lars said a little defensively.

Mother and Father both turned their attention to Nericke, wanting the next words to be hers.

"May I have a harness?” she asked, because she’d decided in the last few moments that she had no choice. It was not because she wanted one, but because this was where things were obviously headed, given the way Mother and Father were looking at her tonight. A good kopellat girl anticipates her parents’ decisions.

“She can borrow mine for now,” Zinzie offered.

“For now,” Mother agreed doubtfully. “But you girls are different sizes. So Nericke, you’ll go to the Kopellatorium tomorrow, and maybe you’ll have it in a week.”

“Zinzie, you go too,” Father said. “You need some adjustments to yours.”

“It’s still fitting,” Zinzie protested, because she had other things she wanted to do tomorrow.

“I think it’s not,” Father said, his laughter booming the way it did when he suspected his children weren’t being completely honest about their restrictions. “You only needed 45 minutes with your bayonatte last night.”

“Ja, Vattu.”

“Let’s see how Zinzie’s harness works on you,” Mother said, and Nericke nodded without any indication of disappointment.

“Ja, Muttu.”

Once dinner was cleaned up, Zinzie got her harness and brought it to the living room, where Nericke and her parents were waiting.

Nericke had seen her sister put it on often enough to know what to do, and she took it and slipped her legs through the straps, pulled the vaginal shield into position, and waited for Father to step behind her, and he pulled the harness belt tight above her hips, forced a gasp from her as he tightened it, and locked with a click at the small of her back.

Mother stepped before Nericke, placed her hands lightly on the girl’s shoulders, and Nericke straightened her back accordingly.

“Give it a try,” Mother said.

“Try to masturbate?” Nericke asked.

“Yes.”

“I usually lie down,” Nericke said, and she went to the couch, spread out the relief towel she kept folded under it, lay flat, and reached for her sex organ, both from the top of the shield and from either side, grunting as she tried to get her fingers between her body and the edges of the shield.

“How does it feel?” Mother asked.

“It pinches my lips a little,” Nericke said.

“Your vulva’s always been bigger than Zinzie’s,” Mother noted, stepping to the couch to inspect the fit. “But this will work for now. You and Zinzie can take turns wearing it.”

“When must I wear it?” Nericke asked, sounding distinctly disappointed all of a sudden, because she knew what the answer would be.

“You’ll sleep in it tonight.”

“May I have it off before bedtime?” Nericke asked, voice rising in panic.

Mother and Father looked at each other, said no words but nodded in mutual agreement.

“But after that, you’ll wear it until the morning,” Mother said, “but we’ll open the window, and a little later, you can learn to use the bayonatte.”

“I think this will be hard for me,” Nericke said, struggling to keep her voice even. “I didn’t plan for this.”

“You masturbated this afternoon,” Mother said.

“Yes, but only twice,” Nericke said. “I would have done it more if I’d known.”

“Your window will be open for an hour tonight,” Father said in his this-is-final voice. “After that, you get the bayonatte until bedtime, and Zinzie can teach you how to use it.”

“Yes, Sir,” Nericke said, looking at Mother, and the woman went down the hall to the bedroom, returned with the little box where harness accessories were kept, and she drew forth the little window key.

“Sit up,” she said, kneeling beside the couch. Nericke complied, opened her legs and watched as Mother raised the key to the little shutter which, when opened, was intended to give access to the clitoris. Mother used the key to open the panel, and she swung it wide and pressed its edge into the two little hooks set there to hold it open, and she peered through the aperture, confirming that Nericke’s clitoris was within reach.

“Give it a try,” Mother said, and Nericke reached down, found to her disappointment that the opening was only big enough for one finger, so she gave it a few perfunctory taps, looked up, and her next words were almost—but not quite—a whine. She was a good kopellat girl, but when things didn’t agree with her, she was going to say so.

“I can’t really get at it,” she said.

“Press harder,” said Mother. “You see Zinzie do it all the time.”

Nericke pressed again, more assertively, but that didn’t help.

“I think I need my own harness,” she said. “I can only touch it. I can’t circle it, or pinch it either. And I can’t put my fingers up my vagina. I need to do all those things.”

“I like doing those things too,” Zinzie said. “But I found out I don’t have to every time.”

“You need to learn to do it this way,” Mother said. “Try.”

Nericke put her middle finger through the little window and prodded her clitoris and noted to herself how unlikely vollstrade was at the moment. If she couldn’t put her finger up her vagina, she couldn’t dip into the lubricant that greased her fingers and smoothed their passage over her flesh. If she could only use one finger, and could only press with it, she was like an aeroplane pilot who had all her levers, rudders, and wheels taken away, and had been told to fly the craft by pushing a certain button only. And being watched by Mother, Father, and Zinzie didn’t help either, triggering a shadow of the lingering concern about doing things perfectly.

And yet . . . when one is suddenly, unexpectedly threatened with the deprivation of something one has come to count on—food, drink, free access to one’s sex organ—the hunger is immediate, and soon all her female flesh was thick and swollen and aching with desire, and the reaction of her clitoris with each tap was so intense her pelvis recoiled, and soon the pink flesh was emerging through the doorway, long and hard, like a small male erection. From there, nature took its course and she was pounding with abandon, poking and tapping and pressing and grunting, and in no more than five minutes, she went from despair to grunting, her left hand around her right breast, her nipple squeezed between her fingers while her right hand worked at the threshold of pleasure, and soon her throat was growling and her pelvis was oscillating with vollstrade, intense pleasure, and relief.

As she recovered, Nericke lay flat, breathing in and out with her eyes closed, forgetting everything around her. She had ejaculated, she confirmed without needing to feel herself with her fingers, because the juice was dripping out from under her vaginal shield and across her anus. There was a lot of juice there, in fact. Maybe more than usual.

“We should give her my harness,” Zinzie said as she and her parents waited for Nericke to recover.

“No, she needs her own,” Father said. “She’s sticking out the window, see?”

Mother and Zinzie peered downward, and Nericke looked at them and wearily spread her legs so they could see the sensitive tissue, still extending past the opening as it softened and shrank.

“It must be full of sensations!” marveled Mother. “No wonder she masturbates so much.”

Nericke nodded and listened as her family discussed things.

“She’s going to need a bespoke shield,” Father said.

“Do they make them that big?” Zinzie inquired.

“Of course,” Mother said, cupping her hand in front of her vulva. “You’ve seen how big mine is. That’s bespoke.”

“Nericke’s will be bigger, though,” Zinzie said. “She’s twice your size, and her clitoris is huge.”

“But she’ll sleep in this one tonight. It’s better than nothing.”

“With the window open?” Nericke asked hopefully, voice still a little strained. “It’s still harder to do, with it on, so I won’t do it as much I’m sure.”

Father laughed, and mother crouched before the girl to inspect her flesh.

“No, you’re done for the night,” she said, uncatching the cover, closing it carefully, mindful of the girls’ clitoris, using the little key to lock it shut. “You need to sleep well for school tomorrow.”

“May I wear yours instead, Mother?” Nericke asked, not willing to let the matter rest until every avenue had been explored. “I think it would fit me better, and Zinzie will have hers if you want her in it tonight.”

“You know Father harnesses me on Tuesdays,” Mother said.

“Yes, okay,” Nericke said, well aware of her mother’s harnessing schedule—Tuesdays, Sundays and an average of two or three more nights a month when she needed to be punished.

“I know that, yes,” Nericke agreed. “Zinzie’s harness is fine. But maybe I should try the bayonatte?”

Father provided the answer with his customary laughter: No.

Nericke, not quite sated, would have welcomed the bayonatte despite the obvious rigors, the challenges that accompanied the tool’s use she had witnessed many times on Zinzie’s part. About once a month after she’d learned to masturbate, Zinzie would be put in her harness for 48 hours, the clitoral door staying closed, the girl completely deprived of access to self-pleasure to help her build self-discipline. During her time in restriction, she’d grow increasingly distracted and irritable, struggling to focus on schoolwork, snapping at her siblings, sleeping poorly. Finally, she’d be given the tool, usually in the afternoon of the second day after she got home from school, and she’d set upon herself with urgency, sitting cross-legged on the couch, ignoring the television and her family while she focused single-mindedly on the equipment locked between her legs, working the tool into its hole and against her desperate flesh, gasping and grunting and cursing under her breath until her deliverance arrived, at which point she would seem to melt into herself, her legs and arms shaking, her belly and breasts quivering, her gasps of relief loud and prolonged. The towel she usually masturbated on when using the couch, chosen for its thickness and absorbency, was always wetted after vollstrade, but so much more gushed out of her during her exercises with the bayonatte that she’d have to double it beneath herself and wipe repeatedly where the juice leaked out at the edge of the shield closest to her anus.

Only after she had finished would the harness come off and Zinzie, free once again to stimulate herself as she saw fit, could focus on her organ the rest of the evening, forcing herself through one angry vollstrade after another, even during dinner, and for an hour after bedtime as well.

But no, neither the agony nor the ecstasy of the bayonatte would be Nericke’s tonight.

Only sleep.

“How long do I have to wear it?” Nericke asked.

“Just until the morning,” Mother said. “Tonight you sleep without distraction.”

“So does poor Lars,” Father said with another booming laugh.

“Are you going to cage him?” Nericke asked somewhat hopefully, not looking forward to being forced to abstain while her sibling relieved himself.

“No,” Father said. “I only meant he won’t have to deal with your grunting all night.”

“She has a point, though,” Mother said. “She shouldn’t be tormented her first night in a harness.”

“That’s fair,” said Father. “Lars!”

The boy showed up quickly, his fully-erect penis bouncing before him, a drop of pre-ejaculate at the slit.

“Were you masturbating?” Mother asked.

“Yes,” he said. “I’m almost done.”

“Finish, and then bring us your cage,” Father said.

“You must have heard us talking,” Mother speculated. “Is that why you were doing it now?”

Lars wrapped his hand around the midpoint of his shaft, nodded and smiled tightly. “I suspected the cage was on the table for tonight,” he said. “Should I finish in my room, so Nericke doesn’t have to watch?”

“You should,” Zinzie said. “If she has sympathy pangs from watching you, she’s going to fill her harness.”

“What do you mean?” Lars asked.

“Didn’t you hear us talking?” Zinzie said. “Her clitoris sticks out the door when it’s open.”

“I didn’t hear that, I was studying,” Lars said. “It always sticks out?”

“No, just when she’s aroused.”

Lars, hand wrapped tightly around his member but motionless at the moment, looked at his sister’s harness curiously.

“We should show him,” Zinzie said.

“We should,” Nericke agreed, suspecting this might be a path to one more orgasm tonight.

Mother looked at Father, and Father shrugged, and Mother went ahead and unlocked the door, and the sensitive pink flesh emerged.

“It must be terribly sensitive,” Lars said.

“It feels really good to touch when it’s like this,” Nericke said, and she lowered her hand to the window but stopped just before her finger made contact. “Mother, now that Lars has seen, can you shut the door?”

“If you shut it while she’s sticking out, she’ll get pinched,” Zinzie warned.

“Make it small again, then,” Mother said without consulting Father, and Nericke set to work, middle finger manipulating her insistent flesh before anyone could change their mind.

Lars settled on the couch beside her and began rubbing energetically, delivering another argument for Nericke’s pleasure. How could they stop her and close her door in the middle of a partnering session?

The siblings finished quickly together, neither vollstrade particularly strong, but good enough to help them sleep in their restrictions, and Nericke’s window was promptly closed and locked, and Lars went to the bathroom to wash up, and he retrieved his cage and handed it to Mother.

“We’re going to need a bigger one for you soon,” Mother said as she slid the cage over his penis and carefully cinched the collar around his scrotum.

“It is holding your erection?” Father asked.

“Barely,” Lars said, wincing slightly as the cage was secured. “My tip is pressing up sometimes against it now.”

“Do you need a new cage now?” Father asked.

“Not yet,” Lars said. “Maybe never. I think I’m finished growing, and I don’t mind the pressing.”

“Alright,” Mother said, looking at Nericke and Zinzie. “Tomorrow after school, both of you go to the Kopellatorium.”

That night, with their genitals secured, Lars and Nericke studied in the room they were sharing, dedicating themselves to self-improvement until they agreed at 11 to prepare for bed. But after they’d washed up, brushed their teeth and settled into bed, Nericke wasn’t quite ready to end the day.

“Does it hurt?” she asked him.

“Not really.”

“You made a sound when Mother put it on you,” Nericke observed.

“I always do,” he said. “You’ve seen her put it on me a bunch of times though.”

“I never really thought about it until tonight, though,” she said.

“It’s different now you’ve got to wear something too,” he said with a chuckle.

“I know,” she agreed. “I didn’t think you cared one way or another, so I didn’t care.”

“It’s not that I care or don’t care,” Lars said. “I just do as I’m told.”

“I care,” Nericke said. “I don’t like it.”

“It’s for the best,” Lars said. “I’ve been appreciating vollstrade more since I couldn’t have it whenever I wanted.”

“I always appreciate it,” Nericke countered. “No matter what.”

“Because you’re new at it. I was like that my first six months.”

“Why did Muttu and Vattu decide to start caging you?”

“They set a goal of 18 for the week, and I had trouble hitting it.”

“They caged your penis to make you have more vollstrade?” Nericke queried, certain this didn’t make sense.

“Ya, we talked about it at dinner the next week,” Lars said. “Don’t you remember?”

“I don’t, sorry,” Nericke confessed. “I think I tuned it out because I couldn’t do it. But now I’m much more interested.”

“You know the theory though, right?”

“Refresh my memory.”

“If you can have anything whenever you want it, you don’t value it,” Lars recited. “If it’s taken away sometimes, it means much more to you.”

“Yes, of course,” Nericke said. The principle was a familiar one to all kopellat youth, and it made sense in concept, and maybe it had even proven true for Nericke this evening, although she was a little doubtful.

“If I wasn’t harnessed, I’d be doing it as much as ever,” she said. “But that would keep me up tonight, so I understand that part.”

“It will be good for both of us,” Lars said.

“You can’t do it at all?” Nericke asked.

“No, not with the cage on.”

“But what if you shake it?” Nericke said. “Shake your cage? Doesn’t that stimulate you?”

An important aspect of kopellat is respect for the questions of others, so Lars did not laugh at his sister.

“No,” he said. “The cage is metal, and hard, and what stimulates my penis best is soft things, like my hand, or a vagina.”

“What about when you grow inside it? Doesn’t that make a strong pressure all around it, and help you?”

“Like now,” Lars said.

“May I see?” Nericke asked.

Lars slid forward on his bed, and Nericke crossed the room and knelt between his feet, leaning forward to eye his fully-engorged penis within the wire of the cage.

“You can’t squeeze it a little?” she asked.

Lars wrapped his hand around the metal. “A little, ya, but it wouldn’t feel good.”

Nericke touched the tip of the device, where a slot had been placed, large enough to allow for the passage of urine and semen.

“Do you ever try to touch it through this hole?” she asked.

“No, that wouldn’t do any good.”

Nericke angled the cage up, looking at the window positioned on the underside. Like the female’s harness, the penis cage offered a lockable aperture to allow limited stimulation of a few centimeters of the organ.

“How long does it take when that’s all you can touch?” she asked.

“You’ve seen me do it,” Lars said.

“Ya, but I didn’t get out my phone to watch the time.”

“It takes a little longer,” Lars said. “At least 20 minutes. Without the cage, I can get it done in five minutes.”

“You take longer than that,” Nericke said. “I’ve never seen you finish in five minutes. You go for an hour sometimes.”

“I’m just saying I could. You’re supposed to take longer than that, if you’re a boy.”

“Why?”

“Don’t they teach you that in kopellat class?” he asked.

“They told us three reasons,” Nericke said. “More pleasure, to practice lasting longer for the stimulation of the female, and it helps you make more sperm.”

“You get high marks for that answer,” Lars said, and Nericke laughed.

“So which reason is it?” she asked. “Why do you go so long sometimes?”

“It’s mostly for my own pleasure,” he said. “But it’s good practice too. I don’t care as much about making more sperm, or semen. That’s just more I have to clean up.”

“Doesn’t it feel good when it comes out, though?”

“Vollstrade feels good, overall. I don’t think it matters if I have anything coming out.”

“I like the feeling of what comes out of me,” she said.

“Do you always ejaculate?”

“Yes,” Nericke replied. “Not like a boy, though. It’s just salty water. But it covers my whole vulva and feels good when it happens. It doesn’t happen every time, though.”

“Not as much comes out of Zinzie,” Lars noted.

“You can watch, when my harness is off,” Nericke said. "It’s been more lately.”

“Ya, I’d like that.”




Chapter 3: At the Kopellatorium

As instructed, the next day after school, Nericke and Zinzie took the bus to the Kopellatorium in downtown Kronnigstonne. As did most visitors, Nericke and Zinzie went first to the locker room to undress, stripping completely before entering the store with only the bag slung over Zinzie’s shoulder. This was the largest such store in Svendland, and it was busier than usual, many citizens taking advantage of the winter doldrums with this indoor project, ensuring that equipment was up to date, that the mechanisms were in place to help them or their offspring use their parts responsibly and productively.

Here was a mother with her son, whose penis had grown over the summer, trying out a new tube. He had masturbated to full erection and was waiting while the naked female clerk adjusted the locking collar around his scrotum and his mother examined the fit. Like a number of the women here, the mother was unclothed except for the harness around her hips, a thong running from its rear section to the base of something lodged within her anus. It was a common practice among kopellat females, using the harness to hold devices up one or both chambers to provide a constant, mild stimulus. Either the mother, or possibly someone else, had chosen to plug her anus today, and it had been cinched tightly and locked, the thong taut, her harness dipping in the back. In other cultures, a similar function might be performed by tobacco, an energy drink, a vaping cartridge, but the openness of the people in Svendland meant that equipment for provoking sensations between the legs was an acceptable solution.

Past the woman and her son was a girl in her early 20s, seated, trying out a variety of dildos, grabbing unused models from the table to her left, pushing them up her vagina, stirring them around briefly, indicating her opinion by biting her lip or smiling or grimacing, setting them onto a second table, to her right. The male clerk helping her wore nothing but a meshed metal tube around his sex organ, presumably because this was a day he’d been scheduled for abstinence, or to dispel the concern he might interrupt the woman’s product evaluations by offering his penis for trial. He was definitely erect, Nericke confirmed, his penis angled up, its outline visible in the tube, a dark shape that extended to the end of the restrictive device.

Further back in the kopellatorium was a girl on her hands and knees on a table, legs apart, while male and female staff members examined her vulva, one holding a tape measure, the other a caliper. Nericke’s eyes lingered longest on her.

“What are you visiting for?” a naked male inquired from the shelf he was stocking.

“I need adjustments to my harness,” Zinzie said. “And she needs her first harness.”

“I can help with that,” he said, turning to face them. His penis was at the moment unrestricted and soft. “I’m Felix.”

“Hi, I’m Zinzie, and this is Nericke.”

“Hi,” he said. “Who needs helping first?”

“I guess me,” Zinzie said, and she swung her bag off her shoulder, set it on the table next to her, unzipped it and reached in to retrieve her harness. “My parents think it needs adjusting.”

“What’s not fitting?” he asked.

“The bayonatte,” Zinzie said. “That’s what my dad mentioned. I’m getting it done too fast. But maybe other parts too.”

“Put it on,” Felix said.

Zinzie complied, closing and locking the clasp at her right hip.

“I brought the keys,” she said, gesturing toward the bag.

The boy knelt, and Zinzie spread her legs and planted her bare feet firmly on the floor, looking down as he examined the shield, a plate of metal custom-fitted to the female’s body, beginning between the anus and vaginal entrance and curving up and widening from there, covering the vulva and the clitoris, its top edge reaching almost to the upper reaches of most girls’ public hair.

Felix knelt and passed a practiced hand around the edges of the shield, looking for gaps where Zinzie could work in a finger or a tool to stimulate herself to vollstrade. “Turn around and bend,” he said, and she complied and put her hands on her knees, staring at the floor as he examined the shield’s lower edge. After a little prodding, he worked his middle finger into the gap between the shield and Zinzie’s perineum and, judging from the way Zinzie clenched her jaw, entering her chamber.

“This is loose,” he said, stating the obvious. “It’s usually the first place you see a gap, because of the way the pelvis grows.”

Felix pulled his finger out, and Zinzie stood and watched as he made an impromptu shield with one hand, wrapping it around his other hand, which he made into a fist.

“As you grow,” he explained, loosening his fist, “the shield is pushed forward, and that’s what makes the gap.”

“Okay,” Zinzie said. “But I can’t reach back there, so maybe it doesn’t matter.”

“You need a new shield anyway,” Felix said. “How is the door fitting?”

“Okay I think,” Zinzie said, and she reached into her bag and pulled out the key to the relief door, handed it to Felix, and he unlocked the little door set into her shield, swung it wide, clamped it open, put his finger through the door and pressed Zinzie’s clitoris, forcing a slight gasp and a bucking of her hips.

“That’s still in the right place,” he said, standing, his penis semi-erect now.

“Yeah, it’s been fine,” Zinzie said.

“How is it draining?” he asked.

“A little slow,” Zinzie replied, gesturing to the rear edge of the shield, where anything her vagina released would emerge.

“Water still runs through freely?” he asked, running his finger along the top edge of the shield, where grooves accepted cleansing liquid and channeled it past her sex organ and through the back.

“Yes, but a little slow too.”

“And you mentioned the bayonatte?”

“Ja, it’s taking me half an hour now. It used to take a couple of hours.”

“Show me,” Felix said, and after he shut and locked the relief door, Zinzie reached into the bag, pulled out the little metal bar, its tip rounded, its shaft fluted precisely so only it could be slipped into the hole in her shield. She bent and inserted it while Felix watched.

“It is touching your clitoris?” Felix asked.

“Ja.”

“You don’t have to push it all the way in?” he asked.

“No, it touches it when it’s this far in now.”

“You should have to put it all the way and barely touch yourself,” Felix said. “Your parts are growing. How long have you had this harness?”

“I got it a year ago,” Zinzie said.

“You need a new one,” Felix concluded. “Take that one off.”

“Okay,” Zinzie said. She found the key to her harness, pushed it into the lock on the side, and the harness slipped off and fell to her feet.

“And you need your first?” Felix said, turning to Nericke.

“Yes,” she replied. “I started getting to vollstrade a few months ago, and my parents want me to have one now.”

“Let me measure you first,” he said, gesturing to Zinzie. “And Nericke, you can watch to learn what to expect.”

“Which table?” Zinzie asked. One table was occupied, two were available.

“That one,” he said, pointing, and Zinzie clambered up while Nericke took her place by her sister’s side.

The fitting table was designed to allow the female to remain comfortably on all fours while she was measured and examined. Topped with a thick pad, the table included a round notch, cut into the edge of the table, for the fitter to stand within so he or she wouldn’t have to lean over to examine the female’s parts.

As soon as Zinzie was in position, Felix stepped up, pulling a cart behind him. As was advised, both girls had shaved their pubic hair completely prior to the visit, and Felix’s first task was doing an overall visual inspection of Zinzie’s buttocks, anus, vaginal entrance, lips and clitoris.

After looking, Felix reached up to find Zinzie’s clitoris, squeezing it between his thumb and forefinger, and the girl gasped and rocked her pelvis.

Felix, obviously experienced in this procedure, tried a few approaches before he settled on rhythmically stimulating the girl, his thumb sliding back and forth while his finger pressed against her.

The objective was not vollstrade at this point, it was forcing the girl to a heightened state of arousal so he could observe the behaviors of her sexual flesh, the growth and firmness of her clitoris, the way her inner and outer labia stretched and swelled.

Felix reached for two rods on the table beside him, lubricated them both with a quick plunge of a dispenser, and slipped them up Zinzie’s anus and vagina. Sensitive in both places, Zinzie winced, shook her pelvis, and arched her back slightly before she settled on a pose and went still.

Felix, now fully erect, stepped beside the table to examine the angle of the rods emerging from Zinzie’s chambers. First he merely looked at them, then he picked up a measuring tool, noting the distances between the rods at the entry points and at several further markings along each rod.

There seemed to be both art and science at work here, because after taking careful measurements of the rods, Felix flicked them with a fingertip, grabbed their ends and shook and stirred them within Zinzie’s body while she grunted and arched again.

Done with that aspect of the exam, Felix withdrew the rods and set them in a dish on the table’s lower shelf, presumably for sanitizing.

Next came a caliper, its two points pressed against various places of interest between Zinzie’s legs, each distance diligently noted: length of each lip front to back, distance from anus to vaginal opening, anus to clitoris (whose continued engorgement was ensured through regular stroking and squeezing), anus to top of vulva, width of major labia, length of vulva etc.

Felix motioned Zinzie off the table, and while she stood beside her sister, he drew forth a tape to measure other parts of her body: bust, waist, hips, thighs, and distance between the legs, between clitoris and small of the back, between the kidneys.

Finished with Zinzie, Felix motioned to Nericke, and she climbed up on the examination table and spread her legs, but when Felix picked up the anal and vaginal rods, she looked back at him.

“Please don’t put the rod all the way up my vagina,” she said. “I’m not broken there yet.”

“Do you want to be?” he asked.

“Not now,” she said. “I’ve heard it hurts.”

“Yeah, usually,” he agreed, and he bent and pulled Nericke’s lips wide, peering into her chamber.

“It’s deep,” he said. He reached in, pressed his finger gently against her hymen. “And it’s thick too.”

“Will that make it hurt more?” Nericke asked.

“Probably.”

The stimulation of the sex organ was necessary for an accurate measurement, so Felix went to work on Nericke’s parts, stroking her clitoris and massaging her labia and the mouth of her organ, inserting the anal rod an inch up her vagina to wet it before he slid it into her rear hole, inserted the vaginal rod cautiously and not too deep, and Nericke responded appropriately, hips rocking, breath coming sharply.

“Your vulva is very wide,” Felix noted, “especially after arousal.”

Nericke grunted her agreement but could think of nothing to say. She’d been aware of her pronounced sex since puberty enlarged it and covered it with hair.

“Your clitoris gets very long and thick,” he said, and he grabbed the sensitive tissue and pulled it away from her body, making Nericke buck.

Once he had the girl fully aroused, he measured her in all the same ways he’d measured Zinzie, and Nericke waited patiently for it to be done even though she was distracted by her need for climax.

“We don’t see dimensions like this very often,” he said. “I’m sure you’re very sensitive?”

Nericke, still on hands and knees, looked curiously at the boy as he took his place next to her table.

“I guess so,” she said. “I masturbate a lot.”

“How often?” he asked.

“Well, sometimes just twice in a day,” she said. “But it goes on and on.”

“How many vollstrade per day?”

“Five,” Nericke said. “Or ten. Or more.”

“Last one?” Felix asked, stepping back to the place between Nericke’s legs.

“Six this morning, after my parents took my harness . . . my sister’s harness off. They made me wear it overnight. For better sleep.”

Felix reached up, pinched Nericke’s clitoris, still extending from her vulva.

“Ow, gott!” Nericke protested, but she made no effort to escape Felix’s grasp. In fact, she pressed back, against his hand, swiveling her pelvis, unconcerned that her shout had drawn the attention of dozens of other Kopellatorium patrons.

Felix continued to massage the girl’s flesh expertly, adjusting his manipulations based on her cries and the way she shook, and within five minutes (it could have been done more quickly, but the art of vollstrade is quality over speed) he had pulled from her mind and body a wrenching climax, the girl’s bottom shaking, her breasts swinging beneath her, her back arched and toes curled, and when she was done, she was still on all fours, head hanging between her arms as she gasped for air.

“Are your vollstraden always so pronounced?” Felix asked once Nericke had recovered somewhat.

“No,” she said. “I don’t shout like that usually. I don’t want to disturb my family.”

“But the feeling is very strong?”

“Oh yes. Always.”

“You stand out,” Felix said. “I don’t see that many girls with a sex organ as big as yours, who have vollstrade so quickly and easily.”

“I really like it,” Nericke said.

“Has anyone asked you about the international breeding exchange?” he asked.

“No, what’s that?”

“A lot of countries are trying to get better at reproduction, because their populations are in decline,” Felix said. “Svendland is the best at breeding among developed nations, so they’re turning to us to send them demonstrators.”

“Demonstrators?” Nericke said. Still weary from vollstrade, she dropped her bottom to the table and raised one knee, wrapping her arms around it and looking with arched eyebrows at Zinzie, who looked back curiously. “Demonstrators of what?”

“Effective breeding techniques,” said Felix, adding with a hint of nationalistic pride, “since we’re so good at it.”

“I’ve never had a baby, so I can’t demonstrate that,” Nericke said, drawing laughter from Zinzie.

“There’s a flyer on the table by the front door,” Felix said. “We’re doing a big program with America now.”

“America?” Nericke asked. “What do they need us for?”

“They’re not having enough babies,” Felix said.

“There’s a simple fix for that,” Zinzie interjected. “And they don’t need us.”

“They’re not doing enough of that either,” Felix said.

“Why not?” Nericke asked.

“They don’t have kopellat,” Felix explained.

“We can send them a kopellat manual then,” Zinzie said. “And they can read it, right?”

“You can’t just read kopellat and do it,” Felix said, smiling patiently.

“Our whole family would have to go,” Nericke said. “Mom and Dad run kopellat for all of us.”

“You get trained, and then you go alone,” Felix said. “May I tell them about you?”

“Tell them what?”

“Your measurements and performance,” Felix said. “Plus how to reach you.”

“I don’t know,” Nericke said.

“If you do it, you’ll get to go to America,” Felix added. “America pays for it. Okay, all done now.”

Nericke slid off the table and realized that a free trip to America would not be a bad thing.

“I’ll look into it,” she said.

“If you want to know about it,” Felix said, “there’s the literature by the door.”

“Ya,” Nericke agreed, noncommittally.

“Watch your email,” Felix said. “If they agree with my recommendation, you’ll hear from them.”

“You get something if she applies?” Zinzie asked suspiciously.

“Only if she’s chosen,” Felix said, and he brought his hand to his mouth as though drinking beer from a stein. “Then I get a little bonus.”

The girls dressed and headed out the door, and it was Zinzie who grabbed the flyer, its cover emblazoned with images of smiling Americans, all fully clothed, beneath these words in Svendlandic:

American Breeding Exchange!

Young Men and Women Wanted!

Teach Kopellat and Serve Your Nation!

Back at home, at Zinzie’s insistence, Nericke looked over the flyer, her interest growing somewhat. But the next afternoon, she was sincerely surprised when an email arrived from a woman named Orchidd at the national Secretariat of Kopellat.

“You have been recommended as a candidate for the American Breeding Exchange,” Orchidd had written. “Please familiarize yourself with the program at this link and, if you’d like to be considered for participation, go to the form here.”

Nericke, primarily under the impression doing so could benefit Svendland, followed the link and, after providing her name, birthdate, address and phone, she did her best to answer the rest of the questions. She described her involvement in kopellat as beginning at birth, described her masturbatory habits and average weekly vollstrade, admitted she was a virgin, confirmed the dimensions of her genitals as measured by Felix, and agreed that she would submit to further examination, participate obediently in training and, if she was selected, travel internationally. The last question asked her to rate her own suitability for the program, and this was the only place she struggled, because good kopellat girls did not brag about themselves, compare themselves to others, or in any way suggest they were superior or anyone else was inferior when it came to sexual anatomy, performance, desire, or the ability to conceive. At last, she arrived at this answer: “Felix, at our Kopelattorium, said he would recommend me. I’m not sure exactly why, but he mentioned that he thought my sex organ and clitoris are very big, and that I seem sensitive there, and it was easy to get me to vollstrade under stimulation from his hand, and I told him I really like masturbating. Also, I get very good scores in English, and enjoy all the regional dialects spoken in America, and try to understand them.”

Nericke completed the form, reviewed her answers once, submitted the data and forgot about it. She was much more concerned about her harness, which was expected to arrive via post in a few days.

Since her visit to the kopellatorium, she had adapted to the implications of what she had ordered. Zinzie had one, of course, and Lars and Simon both had the male version, the steel mesh tube that fastened to the testicles and enclosed the penis. The devices, meant to prevent masturbation and, eventually, intercourse, embodied the spirit of kopellat which, while focused on reproduction, was not about unbridled sexuality. Instead, the emphasis was on balanced sexuality. Carnal pleasure was best when enjoyed in the full context of life, which included education, vocation, family, leisure, and enlightenment. Carnal pleasure was best, too, when its ultimate possible result—new life—was not forgotten.

There was other equipment vital to instilling the philosophy of kopellat—chains, collars, leashes, racks, poles, rods, and a whole array of edging tools—and Nericke and her family had availed themselves of all of it. But the harness represented the most direct impediment to personal release, and its import was not lost on Nericke.

Within a week of placing the order, Nericke’s harness arrived by post, waiting for her atop the snow on the front stoop when she got home from school, and that evening she brought it unopened to her parents’ bedroom so they could confirm the fit and take possession of the keys.




Chapter 4: First Harnessing

Nericke’s new harness conformed well to her body, locking tight around her waist. Its primary component was the shield, beginning between Nericke’s anus and vagina, curving upward and spreading side to side, covering her hole and clitoris and several inches of surrounding flesh. The device was designed for extended use, allowing the passing of urine and menstrual blood, with channels at the top to allow for cleaning of the vulva and the inside of the shield without the harness’s removal.

Once Nericke’s mother had locked it on her, her parents invited her to attempt to reach her sex organ, and the girl made a sincere go of it but couldn’t get her fingers under the shield from any direction or in any position, standing, lying on the floor, or sitting in one of the chairs in the bedroom.

Mother unlocked the door over Nericke’s clitoris, and she put a finger through it to stimulate her flesh and get it erect. The shield was better suited to Nericke’s body than Zinzie’s was, wide enough to cover all of the girl’s vulva, and with a more extended cup, so that even when Nericke had prodded the tissue to full engorgement, it didn’t stick out the window the way it had with Zinzie’s harness.

While that made things a little more challenging, Nericke discovered after a little trial and error several ways to pleasure herself, either by pushing one finger through the door to press her clitoris, or pinching its end with the tips of her finger and thumb. A quick study now that she’d discovered the mechanics of masturbation, Nericke was halfway to vollstrade as she stood in her parents’ bedroom, her lubricant flooding the rear end of the shield and dripping to the floor, before her father told her to stop so her parents could continue discussing the device with her.

“I think I should wipe,” Nericke said breathlessly, pausing her training to grab a cloth from the bathroom and dab at the back of the shield.

The hole for the bayonatte was set into the door, with fittings for a variety of tools that could be inserted to stimulate the clitoris, and Nericke’s mother locked the door back and handed her the first of the tools, no longer than the last joint of her pinkie finger, its shaft fluted, its tip rounded.

“Try it,” Mother said.

After some fumbling, Nericke was able to work the tool into the hole, pushing until its end found her erect flesh, and she grunted as she touched herself, more in frustration than pleasure, however.

“That’s called the two-hour tool,” Father said. “We usually give Zinzie the same thing.”

So Nericke knew what she was in for, once a month, but she did not fear it. Yes, the work Zinzie had to put into her vollstrade under the stimulation of the bayonatte seemed excessive, almost cruel, but Nericke judged the payoff adequate, an arrival so delightful the girl couldn’t stop shaking and groaning, followed by removal of the harness and hours of more immediate pleasure.

There were other features of the harness, a shield to cover the anus if the parents wanted to prevent the stimulation or penetration of that hole, as well as plugs for both the anus and vagina, which would be used if and when necessary to enlarge either chamber, as a punishment, to prepare the female for being restrained by either hole, or to provide additional stimulation.

It took close to two hours for Mother and Father to check the fittings, attach and remove the shields, and insert the smaller plugs up both holes while Nericke bit her lip and thought about masturbation and her next vollstrade.

“It’s not just kopellat equipment,” Mother told her as they finished their inspection. “It’s a way of life. Think of it as your first breeding partner, and the partner you will stay with.”

Those last words were certainly true. For as long as Nericke could remember, Father had been putting Mother in her harness a few times a month. Nothing was announced or said when she came to dinner wearing it or spent the day with it locked around her, but questions were welcome, and served as a rite of passage of sorts, the questions getting more detailed through the years as maturation progressed:

Is that your underpants, Muttu?

No, it’s my harness.

What’s it for?

It has many purposes. It’s part of kopellat.

Do you take it off to go to the bathroom?

No, I don’t have to.

Is it locked on you? Is that a keyhole?

Yes. Father has the key.

What’s it for?

To keep me from masturbating or putting anything inside my vagina.

How long do you have to wear it?

For 48 hours, usually.

Why does Father lock it on you?

To keep me disciplined, and so that I will appreciate having it off and knowing responsible pleasure. And sometimes as punishment.

Will we ever wear one?

Yes, once you have learned how to give yourself vollstrade.

But what will Lars and Simon wear?

A cage around their penises, so they can’t touch it.

As customary in kopellat families after a harness arrived, Nericke spent that night with her sex organ bound, and was forced to keep it on throughout the weekend, with all the attendant angst.

Learning the control of one’s urges and frustrations during extended harness time was an important aspect of kopellat, and Nericke did her best to grow and conform. On Sunday afternoon, in accordance with kopellat practice, she sat down with all of her family to discuss her first experience with the harness.

“Nericke, before we give you the bayonatte,” Mother began, “tell us how you think you have done.”

“It has been frustrating,” Nericke said, beginning her thoughts the same way her siblings had when they first received their barriers. “But I have tried to be patient, and not think arousing ideas too much.”

“Simon, what do you have to say about things?” Father asked.

“Nericke has been a little more clumsy than usual,” Simon replied. “She dropped a foamy dish into the sink after lunch yesterday and the foam sprayed everywhere.”

Nericke nodded, remembering the incident.

“She has been very restless at night,” Lars noted. “I was awakened by noises from her bed and saw her standing next to it with her hand on her shield.”

“I was dreaming of masturbating while walking to school,” Nericke said with a short laugh. “I woke up when I couldn’t touch my vulva and went back to sleep.”

When Lars didn’t dispute Nerick’s account, Zinzie spoke

“I still have dreams like that,” she said with a shrug.

“May I have my bayonatte now?” Nericke asked.

Father laughed, but Mother stood and retrieved the smallest of the devices, handing it to Nericke and sitting back down.

All of the family watched as Nericke leaned back in her chair, spread her legs and eased the little tool through the aperture in her clitoral door.

“Ahh,” she sighed as soon as the bayonatte’s rounded tip made contact with the base of her clitoris, which she knew was fully extended, long and hard and maddeningly sensitive.

She withdrew the bayonatte and reinserted it, experimenting with different angles, needing to find a way to touch her female shaft.

“Rock your hips, sister,” Zinzie urged quietly. Nericke complied, confirming that moving her middle while she manipulated the bayonatte brought the tip against different parts of her little erection.

It was a clumsy affair, but something Nericke was determined to get better at, and for the next hour she focused only on that, grunting in frustration or, rarely, a brief, fleeting pleasure. Already desperate for an orgasm, her agitation grew as she worked at things, oblivious to the comings and goings of her family, her parents and siblings stepping away to get chores done or retrieve a phone or masturbate themselves, but always somewhere else given how cruel relieving themselves in her presence would have been.

It took Nericke 90 minutes to understanding the basic mechanics of the harness and bayonatte, but eventually she settled into the rhythmic stimulation of her flesh, prodding the tip while she used her free hand to grab her breasts, pinch her nipples, and wipe the sweat from her forehead (Mother provided a towel for that, fortunately, which quickly grew as wet as the one she was sitting on). The touch of the bayonatte was feather-light, but Nericke knew she must keep at it, and persevere she did with a pitiable string of groans and whines until, an hour later, she at last arrived with an initial howl of pleasure, followed by cries, gasps, and the shaking of all of her body except her bayonatte hand, serving honorably at the door to her clitoris, working the tool feverishly in and out and side to side.

With her family looking on with something approaching alarm, Nericke climaxed urgently, violently, even tragically, because by the end of her wrenching, three-minute ordeal of overwhelming release, she was crying, leaning back with her face turned up and her exhausted right hand and arm limp by her side, the bayonatte held loosely between two glistening fingers.

Even as the pleasure faded, however, she continued to oscillate her pelvis slowly, and she wrapped her left hand around her shield and squeezed while her right hand drifted up to her left nipple, absently tugging it.

Finally done, she raised her head and opened her eyes to find all of her family seated around her, studying her anxiously.

Nericke laughed.

“It’s all right,” she said. “May I have my harness off now, please?”

“You’re doing it again already?” Mother asked.

“Oh yes,” Nericke said simply.

Nericke paused from her exertions only for the start of dinner that night. The rest of the evening, even during meal times, was devoted to the joy between her legs. The towel beneath her had to be changed twice as she stroked her female slit, groaned and shook through orgasm after orgasm and, when she was finally done and getting ready for bed, it must be said that she was more a kopellat girl than ever, for she had learned that one should never take for granted the magical properties of one’s own body.




Chapter 5: A Call from Konradt

That next Tuesday, after school, Nericke was on her bed, wrapping up a math assignment and planning to reward herself with a few minutes of masturbation, when her phone rang from an unfamiliar number, and she reached for it under her bare thigh.

“It is Nericke,” she answered.

“Nericke!” said an enthusiastic man. “It is great to be speaking to you today!”

“It is also great to be speaking to you today!” Nericke replied.

“This is Konradt, how are you doing?”

“I’m great,” she said. “I am home from school. What are you doing, Konradt?”

“I am calling you, to become your kopellat assessor and trainer, for the American Exchange.”

“Ai!” Nericke almost shouted. “You got my form!”

“The Secretariat of Kopellat received your application,” Konradt said. “They are very impressed with your initial scores, and they wish you to receive training and examination and see how you do.”

“And if I do well, I go to America?” Nericke asked.

“Do you want to go to America?”

“Ya.”

“Why?” Konradt asked, sounding slightly surprised.

“I like how they talk,” she replied, laughing briefly at her answer. “I like American movies and television. And the people there seem nice. Usually.”

Nericke, suddenly guessing this call was not about official acceptance but instead an interview to further assess her qualifications, added quickly, “And I would be very proud to represent kopellat in America, and I have very high scores in English.”

“Ya,” Konradt said, “you are a candidate to be a kopellat ambassador. But we have to get a lot of things done first.”

“I’m in school,” Nericke said. “What do I have to do?”

“Two hours on two days during the week,” Konradt said. “And three hours on the weekend.”

“I can make time for that,” Nericke said without hesitation. “Where do I get trained?”

“It’s training and assessment,” Konradt said. “We can stop any time if the assessment doesn’t go well.”

“What will be assessed?” Nericke asked.

“Both body and mind,” Konradt answered. “First body. You’re a virgin?”

“Ya.”

“You still have your hymen?”

“Ya.”

“I’ll need to break it then.”

“How?”

“With my penis.”

“Oi!” Nericke exclaimed. “How big is it?”

“Eighteen centimeters long, 15 centimeters in circumference.”

“Will it hurt?” Nericke asked.

“It usually does, ya.”

“When do you want to do this?”

“Are you on your period?”

“No, not until Sunday or Monday.”

“Are you free today?”

“Uh, ya . . . no,” Nericke stammered. “Our family’s kopellat dinner is tonight. Let me get approval first. This is unexpected.”

“Perhaps tomorrow?”

“If it’s approved,” Nericke said, and she looked at her phone. “Should I call you back at this number?”

“Ya, or just text.”

“Where would we meet?”

“At your home,” Konradt said. “I have your address, and we’d like a parent to be there, or whoever manages your kopellat.”

“My parents do.”

“Good, one of them then.”

“It seems like you’re in a hurry,” Nericke observed.

“Ya, Breeding Camp starts July 1,” Konradt said.

“Breeding Camp?”

“It’s what the Americans call their program. They have their own ideas, but they want kopellat ambassadors at every camp, and there’s a lot of training you need first, especially if you’re an instructor.”

“Instructor?”

“Ya, the Americans want training.”

“Why was I selected for this?” Nericke asked, fear growing that she wasn’t qualified.

“You haven’t been selected yet,” Konradt said. “In addition to the training, you get assessed, and if it doesn’t work out, we’ll be finished then.”

“Is every girl doing this?” Nericke asked. “My sister Zinzie—”

“No, only girls who meet certain criteria.”

“What are the criteria?” she asked.

“They vary,” he replied. “But I see you have a large vulva, vagina, and clitoris. And you reported that you masturbate often.”

“I do. I really enjoy it.”

“Good,” Konradt said. “But those are preliminary criteria only. You’ll need to continue to train and demonstrate kopellat excellence.”

“I can try.”

“Very good!” Konradt enthused. “Text me tonight if I can come over tomorrow to break your hymen.”

“I will, bye!”

Nericke set down her phone with sudden, deep misgivings, because she was sure having a large sex organ and masturbating frequently didn’t qualify her to serve as a kopellat instructor, even in Svendland, much less in America. How could she expect to learn so much in such a short time? And then, Konradt had to penetrate her, and it would be her first time, and it would hurt. And yet, he sounded very nice, and surely he’d be gentle, and go slow.

Nericke imagined her first meeting with Konradt, and allowing him into her. How much would it hurt? Maybe for just a second, and then he would stay inside her, wouldn’t he? It would hurt, and she would bleed a little, probably, but he wouldn’t be done until he’d had vollstrade, and maybe she would be able to as well.

As she imagined how things could go, Nericke’s hand drifted down to her vulva, and she explored herself with new appreciation, her wide lips and the mouth of her vagina and her clitoris, which quickly firmed up, lengthened, and grew more sensitive, and she groaned and shook with a surprisingly quick, intense vollstrade.

At dinner that night, eager as she was to share her news and seek approval for the American Exchange program, she waited patiently while everyone shared their weekly vollstrade counts, and schedules were set for harnesses and cages. But as soon as the floor was opened for additional thoughts, Nericke was ready.

“I got a call from a man named Konradt today,” she announced.

“What does Konradt want?” Mother asked.

“He wants to train me for the American Exchange,” Nericke announced.

“They called you?” Zinzie said. “I got you to apply for it!”

“The American Exchange?” Mother said.

“I’ve heard of it!” Simon said. “You go to America to teach them kopellat!”

“You have to finish your schooling,” Father said.

“It’s not until the summer,” Nericke said. “One July. But first I have to qualify. That’s what Konradt does. He assesses me and decides if I can do it.”

“You want to do this?” Mother asked.

“Yes.”

“Why do you want to go to America?” Father asked.

“I just do,” Nericke said. “I like how they speak English. And we’re serving our country. America is paying for us to teach them.”

Mother and Father looked at each other uncertainly.

“May I do it?” Nericke asked. “I mean, may I try? I might not pass, but I’d like to see.”

“This is a big decision,” Mother said.

“Konradt is coming over tomorrow, if you say it’s okay,” Nericke said. “He wants one of you there.”

“Tomorrow!” Mother exclaimed.

“He said they’re in a hurry to find their ambassadors. And he needs to break my hymen.”

“With what?” Father asked.

“He said with his penis.”

“It’s time for that anyway,” Mother said. “Tell him to come over at 5, and I will meet with him.”

“Okay,” Nericke agreed with relief. Until this moment, she wasn’t sure she’d get her parents’ approval for the program. But there were still challenges to be overcome, she remembered.

“He said he has a very large penis,” Nericke said.

“As big as your vulva is, that shouldn’t matter,” Father quipped.

“He said it would hurt,” Nericke said.

“Ya, it will,” Mother said. “But after that, you’ll like it.”

“You can tell him to be gentle, and go slow,” Nericke said to her mother.

“Why should Mother tell him that?” Father demanded.

“So it won’t be too bad,” Nericke said.

“No, why should Mother tell him, and not you?”

It was a central principle of kopellat, that the partners communicated what they wanted, what they liked, what they wanted from the other, and what they didn’t want. Intervention should never be necessary from parents or anyone else, and Nericke knew that. But knowing something and practicing something were two very different things in her mind, especially where pain was concerned.

Still, this is something she should have remembered. If she was going to teach kopellat to Americans, in English, the principles needed to come to her like second nature.

“I’m just nervous,” she said, looking around the table and trying not to blush. “I will tell him. And I’m sure he will listen, like any good kopellat boy.”

“And Mother will be there,” Father noted, “just in case you forget again.”

“How should I get ready for it?” Nericke asked, anxiety mixing with a yearning anticipation for this rite of passage.

“As long as you’re not on your period, there’s nothing you have to do,” Mother said.

“But will it help to have heightened yearning?” Nericke asked.

“Do you ever have anything but that?” Father said with a laugh that was echoed by the others around the table.

“It goes down sometimes, if I masturbate a lot in a short time,” Nericke said. She wasn’t embarrassed. A strong interest in sexual pleasure was a welcome attribute for kopellat girls. “So if masturbation is prevented, do you think that would help?”

“It would be good if you’re hungry for him, ya,” Zinzie said. “It might make the pain less too.”

“Should I sleep in my harness?” Nericke asked.

“You’re volunteering?” Mother asked, surprised. “But ya, I’ll put it on you at bedtime, but have one more vollstrade first.”

After dinner, Nericke sent a short text to Konradt: “My mother will be here, come at 5.”




Chapter 6: The Breaking of Nericke

“Mutti, he’s here, take off my harness!” Nericke shouted, rising from her seat by the window and hastening to her parents’ bedroom.

Mother, bearing the key, met her daughter in the hallway, quickly unlatched the harness and let it fall to the floor, and both naked females headed to the front door. Nericke opened it before Konradt had a chance to knock, and he looked up in surprise and stamped his feet twice to get the snow off his boots before he entered and smiled at the teen.

“Nericke?” he said, pulling off his gloves and shoving them into his coat pocket.

“I am Nericke, and this is my mother,” the girl said, offering her hand. “It is nice to meet you, Konradt.”

“Hello,” said Mother. “This is my daughter. We are glad to have you here.”

As Mother and Konradt greeted each other, Nericke reached down to her vulva, spread her lips and inserted a finger. “It’s wet,” she said when Konradt and Mother turned to look at her.

“She asked to be kept in her harness since last night,” Mother said with a laugh. “To be ready for you.”

“Sure,” Konradt said and, still smiling, he searched the room with his eyes, stopping when he found the hooks where guests could hang their clothing, and he made his way to it, pulled off his coat and sweater, continued undressing.

“Get your harness, it’s on the floor in the hall,” Mother whispered to Nericke.

“Why?” Nericke asked.

“He’ll want to see it,” Mother said.

By the time Nericke had returned with the harness, Konradt was completely nude, his penis already fully erect.

“Ah!” Mother said, standing before him and regarding the organ. “It is very big, like Nericke said.”

“Ya, I’m sorry about that,” Konradt said, looking apologetically at both females. “I was the trainer they chose. But I understand Nericke has a very large organ too?”

Mother took a step back and nodded to her daughter, and the girl understood this was to be her conversation now, and she stepped up and took what she considered to be a bold, confident look at the man. He was pure Svendlandic, probably about 30, blond and big-boned, like the Vikings they were all descended from, and he had clearly followed the male version of the kopellat exercise regime, which involved running, swimming, weight training and coordination. His belly was flat, his shoulders rounded, his hips ready to hike a mountain. But Nericke’s eyes settled last and longest on Konradt’s swollen penis. The complete absence of hair around it only made it look more intimidating, the length and girth completely unhidden.

“They told me I was very big when I went to the Kopellatorium,” Nericke said, adding with a laugh, “but still, I am nervous.”

“Why are you nervous?”

“I’m nervous about having your penis in me. Just because it’s my first time. And you’re so big.”

“You’ll do fine, I’m sure,” Konradt said, dropping to one knee, his sizable member swaying to one side. “Let’s have a look.”

“Would you like to see my harness?” she asked.

“Not yet. Your vulva first.”

Nericke turned and bent, setting her harness on the floor, putting her hands on her thighs and looking back at the man.

“Yes,” he said, reaching up to touch the girl’s outer labia, left and right, then pulling her inner lips away from her hole and peering at her damp entrance.

“Good,” he said, next grabbing Nericke’s clitoris and massaging it, and the girl clenched her jaw and tightened her hands around her thighs but said nothing.

“How does the size now compare to when you masturbate?” he asked.

Nericke reached between her legs and, when she encountered Konradt’s fingers there, she pushed them away.

“I can tell by feel,” she explained, breathing in sharply as she pressed and tugged the erect tissue. “Yes, this is the normal size, during full arousal.”

“You’re aroused now?” Konradt asked.

“Yes.”

“Why?” he asked.

“I usually am,” Nericke said. “But I think more so now, maybe for a few reasons. I wore my harness all night, until you appeared, so I haven’t been able to masturbate the way I usually do. And then, I’ve been thinking about your visit.”

“But my visit makes you nervous,” Konradt offered, spreading the flesh around Nericke’s anus and examining that hole.

“It does,” Nericke said, turning her gaze to the floor between her feet. “But it also makes me wonder how it will feel, and when I think about that, I get aroused. And it’s often what I think about when I masturbate. About having a penis in there.”

“Do you put anything up this hole?” Konradt asked, tapping her anus. “For pleasure?”

“Not for pleasure, no,” Nericke said. “Just temperature.”

“We take her temperature every day,” Mother said, dropping to the chair. “Her sister’s too.”

“It’s all right,” Konradt said. “If you’re still ready to be penetrated, shall we do it now?”

“Yes,” Nericke said, doing her best not to sound frightened.

“I think you’ll want to examine him first, like he did you,” Mother said.

“Yes, right!” Nericke agreed enthusiastically, although she was dying a little inside. She was raised kopellat. She knew all this. But as soon as a man showed up for her to practice and train with, she had forgotten it all. How could she expect to represent kopellat in America if she couldn’t even remember the rules in Svendland? She straightened and turned toward Konradt to inspect him, but to her horror, Mother was waving the man toward herself.

“Nericke, watch carefully,” she said as Konradt turned and approached the seated woman, penis pointing directly at her mouth. “First you hold it, and raise it and lower.”

Mother made a great show of inspecting Konradt’s tip and the long shaft behind it, peering at every side all the way to the base. “You need to make sure there’s nothing that doesn’t belong, nothing you don’t want put up your vagina, nothing you need to alert your partner to.”

Next, Mother wrapped her hand around the middle of Konradt’s shaft and leaned forward, eyes focused on the tip.

“Now you examine the slit where everything comes out,” she said. “Visually, and then by tongue and mouth.”

Mother extended her tongue and pressed it against Konradt’s slit, circled his head with it, then raised and lowered the organ so she could bathe every part of it. Finally, she released his penis, opened her mouth wide and swallowed the rod, adjusting her head and neck until her lips were tight around the base of Konradt’s shaft and the member was well into her throat.

Nericke, like any good kopellat girl, watched and nodded with feigned gratitude, but inside she was seething. She knew all this. Her kopellat scores were always at the high end, and she could recite the steps of partner inspection in her sleep. Why was Mother trying to show her up? Was she really just trying to provide her daughter with a refresher? Or was she trying to sabotage the girl, to show Konradt that this newest candidate for the American Exchange was unworthy of the honor and needed to stay at home this summer to prepare for University?

“Your turn, Nericke,” Mother said. “Do it just like I did.”

“Ya,” Nericke said, “thanks, Muttu.”

The girl dropped to her knees, determined not just to follow her mother’s steps, but to improve upon them, and once Konradt was in position, standing before her with his wet penis ready for a second intimate look, she reached for it with confidence. The first region of inspection was the top of the organ, and she scanned its length, touched the dark ring a few centimeters back, angled the tool left and right to peer at both sides, raised it, examined the underside, ran her finger along the urethral ridge, and then examined the testicles. Mother hadn’t looked at Konradt’s scrotum, but that was important too. Or really, most important, for this is where the sperm were made.

“Good, very large,” she said, handling each testicle in turn, speaking with calm expertise, as though this was the hundredth pair of balls she’d examined today. Could anyone tell her own loins were aching with desire as she wrapped her thumb and forefinger around Konradt’s scrotum and gently pulled it down to separate it from his body? Her nipples were furiously swollen, and she could feel a dozen drops of lubrication falling from her hole. Surely Konradt was impressed by her poise, confidence and arousal, even if Mother was not.

Still gripping him by his balls, Nericke brought her mouth to his tip. Was that a drop of pure pre-ejaculate gathering at his slit? She used her other hand to squeeze his shaft, forcing more fluid out, and she made a great show of removing it with the tip of her tongue, then swirling it around in her mouth.

“A little spicy,” she said, speaking the first words that came to her mind.

“Yes, I had Indian for lunch today,” Konradt said.

“I can tell,” Nericke said.

Maybe I forgot myself at first, Muttu, but what other 18-year-old kopellat girl could speak with such knowledge about the male genitals, especially as she was preparing to have those genitals inserted into her body for the first time?

Nericke, as her mother had done, and with what felt like her mother’s approving witness, ran her tongue all over Konradt’s manhood, from the base to the tip and back again, along the sides, the top, the bottom. But here again, she did Mother one better, also licking and bathing his scrotum, taking each of his testicles into her mouth, using her sensitive tongue to gauge and assess the manufacturer of his seed. Finally, she swallowed as much of his organ as she could manage, resisting the urge to gag as the tip reached her throat. Maybe Mother got a little more of it into her mouth, but she had a lot more experience, too.

“Okay,” she said, after one more pass of tongue across tip while she looked up into his eyes, “I think it would be right to do it now.”

“Zinzie!” Mother said, standing and shouting down the hall.

Mother returned to her seat and held her peace for the next moments, allowing Nericke and Konradt to manage things on their own.

“How should I be?” she asked quietly, nerves making her voice catch.

“Do you have a preference?” Konradt asked, like a good kopellat boy.

“I don’t really,” she said, but then she looked at the ceiling while she pondered further. “Okay, ya, how about from behind me, while I’m down like a cat?”

“Why that position?” he asked.

“Because then we both have our say,” Nericke explained. “If I don’t want you into me too quickly, I can move forward, or back if I change my mind. But you can move as you see fit. And I will trust you to know what is right.”

“A very good answer,” Konradt said, and as Nericke dropped to the floor and opened her thighs, Konradt looked approvingly at Mother, for she had raised this kopellat girl, and had done well.

Zinzie appeared and quietly settled onto the couch, holding a small leaking cloth against her vulva. When Simon and Lars appeared, Mother motioned them to sit beside their sister, and they took their places, both penises soft at the moment.

Nericke was aware of her siblings’ presence, and comforted by it, but she was too nervous to speak or even to look directly at them.

Konradt’s penis remained horizontal, so when he dropped between Nericke’s calves and walked forward on his knees, his tip was just outside her waiting chamber.

Nericke sensed his presence and, despite her anxiety, angled her female doorway upwards and, when the man put his fingers against her lips to spread them, she pushed further back.

Once her flesh had been suitably parted, he eased forward again, bringing his flared head into contact with the mouth of her breeding organ. Resting one hand lightly on Nericke’s rump, he continued to push, watching attentively as he buried the first inch of his penis into Nericke’s body, then sliding up with judicious slowness while the girl clenched her jaw and stared at the space between her hands.

“You’ve reached it, I can feel,” Nericke said thickly.

“I have,” Konradt agreed. “Should I continue pushing?”

“No,” Nericke said, “let me do it.”

With no further warning, the girl pushed back, almost violently, her lower half devouring all of Konradt’s organ.

“AHHHHH!” she cried, raising her head and staring blindly at the wall above her siblings’ heads. “Ow, OWWWW!”

And yet, the brave girl didn’t slide her sex organ off Konradt’s shaft and run to the comfort of her bedroom. Instead, as the pain coursed through her body, she held her place in the true spirit of kopellat, for so it is taught: the behaviors that lead to successful breeding and population growth are often deeply pleasurable, but not always, and practitioners must accept the challenging, uncomfortable, even painful, along with the rewarding.

The pain, sharp as it had been, ebbed quickly, and Nericke dropped her head and breathed out in relief.

“Okay,” she gasped, “I would like to continue. May we?”

Konradt eased his penis out of the girl, looking down, confirming that she had bled heavily after she was broken, but there was no need to mention it, so he slid back within her, closed his eyes to focus on the sensations of being within her, and began moving slowly in and out.

“A little faster, please,” Nericke said with a quick pivot of her hips.

“You need me to finish?” Konradt asked, quickening his pace.

“No,” she replied, groaning quietly before she continued, “It just feels better, the faster you go.”

Konradt’s face revealed surprise, and maybe some admiration too, as he increased the speed of his thrusts, pulling all but his head out of the sexual novice’s body before he pushed back into her.

Perhaps Mother had been doubtful at first, uncertain that Nericke was brave enough or experienced enough for sex, much less going to America to teach that wild land the fine points of kopellat sex, but now the woman beamed with pride, and when she gazed up at Nericke’s siblings, seated side-by-side to witness this vital rite of passage, her parental delight was obvious. Good kopellat parents don’t compare the performance of their children with each other. Each girl and boy deserves equal praise for their effort, whatever happens. But was not Mother, who had witnessed the deflowering of each of Nericke’s siblings, smiling a little more brightly as the last of her children made her way through this adult achievement? And was not a little extra parental pride in order? For here the girl was, late to the art of masturbation, and still feeling her way through the rigors of the harness and the expectations of self-pleasure, recovering nicely from the ripping of her maidenhead. No, not just recovering. Reveling. Celebrating. Sweikenfenicken which might be translated, roughly, to frolicking.

Because the girl seemed to be relishing her first sexual experience, tilting and spinning her pelvis, rising up and dropping down, doing her best to experience every insertion in a new way. Tilted this way, the tip of Konradt’s hefty penis raked Nericke’s front wall. But with her back curved sharply downward for the next thrust, he scraped the wall that separated her female slot from her rectum. Next she twisted furiously, gasping and groaning, his organ ricocheting from one side of her sheath to the other as its tip made its way to her cervix, pressing that sensitive little aperture briefly before the next withdrawal and the next journey forward through the drenched tissue.

Why haven’t you had vollstrade, Nericke Piersonsdottir? How can you receive so much pleasure from the man’s penis, and yet not suffer through the final, screaming release? Are you still too new at this to receive the ultimate reward. Is this how it will go—

“Ahhhh, ahhhhh, AHHHHH!” Nericke screamed, head up, sightless eyes on the ceiling, hips gyrating so that her vagina slipped around Konradt’s penis the way a sea bird swallows a fish, opening wide, tilting upward, bringing all of the meal into its belly.

And what, one must wonder, was Konradt’s secret? How could this male—or any male, Svendlandic or otherwise—maintain himself while surrounded by the wet torments of a girl like Nericke? Did he not notice her gyrations, the bucking and twisting of her female organ, the soft blood, thick lubricant and native strength of her youthful passion? Or could it be that Konradt had masturbated once or twice earlier in the day in preparation for this appointment, and then swallowed a pill that made a man erect regardless the stimulation around him, and kept him erect the same way, so that he would be assured of a durable, even merciless, hardening with which to introduce this newcomer to sexuality, staying within her and plumbing her depths over and over again without vollstrade and its attendant discharge and softening, stabbing the girl until she begged for it to end, disabusing her of any notion that she was anything but novice, beginner, amateur?

But what of poor Konradt now? The girl was not stopping. Vollstrade had, if anything, made her hungrier for the pleasures of penetration by an unusually large male organ, and that’s what finished him, the man leaning forward, putting splayed hands on the girl’s shoulder blades, grunting as his penis spat and shook within her, filling her debuting kopellat breeding hole with a thick white cream.

Konradt had lost to a girl who was a virgin before he entered her.

For a time, he simply breathed in and out, eyes closed, hips still in place and penis still surprisingly firm and buried within the girl.

Mother stepped away, retrieved a towel and handed it to Konradt, and he withdrew and pressed it against Nericke’s raw hole before wrapping it around his own organ.

“You are very good at this,” he said at last, his voice quiet, almost defeated.

“I have tried to do well at kopellat,” Nericke said, still on her hands and knees and staring at the floor.

“You have some natural ability,” Konradt said, turning to look at Mother. “I think she inherited some of your abilities?”

“She didn’t get her big vulva from me,” Mother said with a laugh, sliding forward in her chair and spreading her legs so Konradt could examine her. “And Zinzie, her sister, she’s about half Nericke’s size. Show him, Zinzie.”

Zinzie stood, stepped forward, opened her legs, leaned back slightly and cupped her genitals to raise them up so Konradt could see her lips, clitoris and vaginal slit.

“You have a very good organ too,” Konradt said, “but it is smaller than your sister’s.”

“Do you want to compare her walls with Nericke’s?” Mother asked.

“Sure,” Konradt said. “But perhaps I should examine yours as well?”

“Oh, okay,” Mother said, sliding forward in her seat and widening her thighs. “But you won’t require vollstrade?”

“Oh no,” Konradt said, moving forward on his knees until his tip was against Mother’s hairless mound. “I can’t this quickly anyway.”




Chapter 7: At the Ministry of Kopellat

Mother reached down and grabbed Konradt’s penis at the mid-point of his shaft, and she spread her lips with her other hand and brought his organ within her, adjusting her place on the chair until all of him was hidden within her body.

“Oi, ahh!” she laughed. “No wonder you made Nericke weep!”

“It was only that he broke my hymen, Mother,” Nericke protested. Was there an edge to the girl’s voice? Was she wishing that Konradt was inside her again, and not inside anyone else? And could she be blamed for wanting that pleasure again immediately, as delightfully as her first experience with a penis had concluded?

“You won’t break me, go,” Mother said, reaching down and clutching Konradt’s scrotum to urge him into and out of her embrace, and he performed enough thrusts to get a complete feel of the woman’s physical attributes.

Done sliding against her walls, he pushed himself all the way in and held still, forcing a deep gasp from the woman.

“I can see where Nericke gets her qualities,” he said. “Your walls are thick and smooth, and you’re giving me quite a bath.”

“My husband said he’ll never die of thirst as long as he has my vagina to drink from,” Mother said with a laugh. “Okay, out now and get into Zinzie, she’s waiting. Zinzie, your turn.”

Zinzie turned and dropped to her hands and knees, staring forward, spreading her thighs and arching her back, and Konradt walked on his knees to her, spread her lips to confirm her wetness, raised his tip to her entrance and pushed it in.

“Ah,” Zinzie grunted as her organ was forced around a male shaft of unfamiliar size, but once he was fully inserted, she slid forward and back and settled into a rhythm.

“There are things in common,” Konradt said, staring absently down at Zinzie’s anus. “She has her family’s sure grip, and she has wetted herself nicely. Zinzie, would you like to try for vollstrade?”

“I can try,” Zinzie said, reaching between her legs with one hand while Konradt increased the speed and depth of his thrusts.

“Ya, like that,” Zinzie said, fingers massaging her clitoris, and her release came moments later, with her customary rocking hips and her standard cry, “Ah, ah . . . AHHH!”

Konradt didn’t climax, holding still until Zinzie had finished her release, at which point he exited her body and turned to Nericke.

“You did good on our first meeting,” he said, smiling at the girl, seated with her legs crossed.

“I’m still in the program?” she said with a slight hint of irony, because the quality of her performance was obvious, even if it had been marred briefly by the tearing of her hymen.

“Ya, for sure,” Konradt said.

“What happens next?” she asked.

“I think we can accelerate your training,” he said. “Can you come to our clinic tomorrow afternoon?”

“For how long?” Nericke asked.

“Two hours.”

“Sure,” Nericke said after a quick nod from her mother. “Where?”

“4 Viiksburcht Stritt, Alcove 12,” he said.

“Shall I bring my harness?” Nericke asked.

“No, we have our own restraints we can put you in when needed.”

“Do you want to see it, though,” Nericke said, gesturing at the restraint where she’d dropped it on the floor.

“No, I’ve learned what I needed to know.”

“You’ll have the full kopellat kit for her?” Mother asked.

“Yes,” Konradt said, heading back to the hooks where his clothing hung. “Do you keep a kit here at home?”

“We’ve bought a few things through the years,” Mother said. “Some chains, and a few leashes, but we’ve never had a full kit.”

“They can be good for training, even if you don’t need to punish,” Konradt said.

“We’ve been told that,” Mother confessed, adding proudly, “but our four are so obedient, we forget to even consider it.”

Mother gestured to Zinzie, crouched on the floor, then to Lars and Simon, seated on the couch, both sporting full erections now. “You can see for yourself what good children they are. They support each other, and they’ve been so helpful with their youngest sister.”

“You haven’t been restraining Nericke?” Konradt asked.

“Other than her harness, no,” Mother said. “Should we start doing that?”

“I’ll send her home tomorrow with some equipment, and a schedule for its use,” Konradt said.

“You’ll provide it?” Mother asked hopefully.

“Oh yes,” Konradt said. “You can thank the Americans for that. They’ve been very generous.”

“What equipment?” Nericke asked. Her tone wasn’t anxious so much as curious, but a kopellat kit was nothing to sneeze at. Every program participant was given training and experience with the full complement of tools and devices, and the materials added considerable rigor to the program if they were used. In kopellat philosophy, breeding was not the unfettered pursuit of pleasure, but a balance between enjoyment and the responsible, focused use of one’s sex organ for its ultimate purpose, reproduction. Humans, being primarily pleasure-seeking creatures who treated reproduction as an afterthought or even a mistake, therefore needed regular guidance from other humans, as well as whatever equipment was required to reinforce that guidance.

The equipment was expensive, however, its use added new burdens to the parents’ lives, and it was not absolutely required, so many families eschewed it, settling on just the harness or penis cage as family training supplies.

“We’ll have you fitted for anal and vaginal tethers tomorrow,” Konradt said. “And we’ll send you home with manacles and a frame.”

“That’s a lot to carry home on the bus,” Nericke noted.

“Or we can have it delivered,” Konradt said.

“Can you provide a kit for Zinzie too?” Mother asked, looking at her older daughter with her eyebrows raised. Zinzie looked back with a mix of gratitude, and perhaps a little apprehension as well.

“Is she an American Exchange candidate?” Konradt asked. “I haven’t heard about that.”

“No,” Mother admitted, “but we’ve always wanted the equipment for both our girls, and Zinzie’s brought it up more than once. It’s just so expensive.”

“Nericke can share her kit with her sister,” Konradt said. “That’s allowed.”

“Not the tethers,” Mother said.

“They can share the same anal tether,” Konradt said. “The girls seem to be about the same size.”

“Well, maybe,” Mother said. “But it would be nice to tether them that way at the same time. And they definitely can’t share the vaginal tether, with how big Nericke’s hole is.”

“Maybe,” Konradt said.

“And then, the frame,” Mother persisted. “It doesn’t seem fair that only Nericke would be stretched out or chained while Zinzie walks free.”

“They could take turns on Nericke’s fastenings,” Konradt said.

“It would be easier for us to restrain them at the same time,” Mother said. “I work, and so does their father. We’re both very busy.”

Konradt pressed his lips together, obviously trying to figure out how much he could share.

“Some of the equipment is very expensive,” he said. “There are prototypes, and things that haven’t been generally introduced yet.”

“Don’t you think Nericke should have someone to join her in her training at home?” Mother asked. “She is doing so much to serve her nation. It seems like such a small thing to ask, since the Americans are being so generous. And—”

“America’s budget isn’t limitless,” Konradt countered. “We can’t just—"

“And it seems like Nericke is already a very promising candidate, as long as her father and I say she can participate.”

Konradt sighed, clearly recognizing the veiled threat in Mother’s words. If either parent decided to withdraw Nericke from the American Exchange, the girl would stay home, together with her large vagina and extended clitoris.

“Come tomorrow,” he said to Nericke with a resigned sigh, “and we’ll figure it out. Can you arrive at four?”

“Yes, if I come straight from school.”

“Maybe I should come too,” Zinzie proposed, “so you can measure me.”

“You may if you wish,” Konradt said noncommittally, and he finished dressing and offered a short bow to Mother.

“You have raised four excellent children,” he said. “And the Ministry of Kopellat thanks you for letting us have your daughter.”

“She’s going to America, then?” Mother asked.

“That’s not for sure yet,” Konradt said. “But she has made a strong start.”

“I’m glad to hear that,” Mother said. “I hope you’ll let her train at home with her sister.”

“Both of you may come tomorrow,” Konradt said. “And Zinzie, I’ll try to reserve some training resources for you tomorrow. But some of the work may be very difficult.”

“I would like Zinzie to be there with me,” Nericke said. “At least on my first visit there.”

“Ya, but remember,” Konradt said, “if you go to America, you will go there alone.”

“I want to go to America,” Nericke said. “I’m sure I’ll do fine on my own.”

~ ~ ~

The next afternoon, just a little before 4 p.m., Nericke and Zinzie stepped off the bus, in snow boots and heavy coats, school bags over their shoulders, searching the vast buildings of downtown Kronnigstonne for 4 Viiksburcht Stritt.

“There,” Zinzie said, pointing to the building on the next corner and across the street. “It says Ministry of Kopellat.”

The girls trudged down the sidewalk, dodged traffic and slush as they crossed to the building, passed through the revolving door and found themselves in a high-ceilinged lobby, floor and walls of marble, a bank of elevators on the far side. After a quick check of the building directory, Nericke hit the up arrow and, when the elevator arrived, she hit the button for the 12th floor.

“How long will we have to stay here?” Zinzie asked as the elevator beeped through the floor count.

“I think a few hours, but maybe longer, because they’re seeing you too,” Nericke said. “But you don’t have to stay if you don’t want to.”

“I’ll stay,” Zinzie said. “Are you nervous?”

Nericke laughed, unzipped her coat and flapped it open and closed to make a fan. It was hot in this building.

“I’m not really,” she said. “I was much more nervous yesterday, with Konradt. I think as long as I try, if I don’t get accepted, I’ll still know I did my part.”

“But you want to go to America this summer,” Zinzie said. “You’ll be sad if you can’t go.”

“I’ll be sad,” Nericke agreed. “But maybe a little relieved too. I don’t think I’m qualified to teach kopellat to anyone right now, and I don’t know how they’ll change that in four months.”

The elevator stopped, the door opened, and Nericke and Zinzie stepped into a very kopellat place.

There were no internal walls on this floor. Everything was open, everyone was nude, and a lot was going on.

It was the sounds that struck Nericke first, a cacophony of female groans and male shouts of pleasure, of instructions spoken calmly to their right followed by the pleas of a girl whose orgasm was being delayed for some reason. There were at least 50 people here, Nericke guessed, researchers, administrators, government functionaries, and an army of breeders, both male and female, in various states of restraint—from unbound to full suspension—while they were being examined, penetrated, masturbated.

The sights before her reminded Nericke that her homeland’s kopellat program wasn’t static, wasn’t a finished work, but a living thing, evolving as ideas and inspirations were gathered from its own citizens, and from the rest of the world. No matter how successful you were at reproducing, there was always something you could do better.

“Nericke Piersonsdottir?” said a clerk, a girl in her late teens, rising from a desk just to the left of the elevators. She was as naked as everyone else here, except for the belt around her waist, and the short chain that ran from it to her vagina to hold a stimulation rod up her sex.

“Ya, hello!” Nericke said, smiling and offering her hand. “I’m Nericke, and this is my sister Zinzie.”

“Ya, Zinzie, your training partner, I have her on the list too,” the girl said, taking each girl’s hand in hers. “I’m Karin. I just need to check you in and get you undressed. What kind of insert will you want?”

“Oh, we need to choose?” Nericke asked.

“Yes, they want you in something while you wait to be seen,” Karin said, motioning to her own sex organ. “You can have vaginal, like this, or anal, up to you.”

“Uh, vaginal,” Nericke said, deciding that warming up that hole would be to her advantage if she was going to be penetrated by another penis today.

“Anus,” Zinzie said.

“Okay, please undress over there,” Karin said, pointing to a long row of hooks before she made her way to the supply closet behind her desk.

Nericke and Zinzie headed to the places where coats and clothing had been hung, a pair of boots or heavy shoes underneath each collection of garments, and the sisters found a pair of adjacent empty hooks and began stripping. But while the younger sister focused on her clothing, Zinzie turned to regard the room nervously.

“They do it all here,” she noted, grabbing the hem of her sweater.

“Ya, it’s a full kopellat office,” Nericke said.

“What will they do to us?” Zinzie asked, turning abruptly toward the hooks and away from a particularly loud female cry of distress.

“Konradt said it was going to be assessment and training both,” Nericke said, regarding the goings on around her with no apparent apprehension. “So, it could be anything.”

“They’ll want vollstrade,” Zinzie said, pushing down her jeans.

“A lot of them, sounds like,” Nericke quipped.

“I can’t do it like you,” Zinzie said.

“Ya?” Nericke said, hanging up her bra. “It’s not a contest.”

“The girl said I’m your training partner,” Zinzie whispered. “They might want us for matching vollstrade.”

“We’ll tell them if you can’t,” Nericke said. “But maybe you can.”

“If I can’t, I don’t want it to count against you,” Zinzie said.

“Zinna, don’t worry,” Nericke said, with no indication of stress. “You’ve been my kopellat teacher since we were this high.”

Nericke bent, holding her hand a foot from the floor, and Zinzie couldn’t help but laugh.

Last to come off were socks and panties, and once the girls were nude, Karin appeared, bearing a pair of belts.

“Vaginal,” she said, holding the first of the belts out to Nericke, a large stimulation rod dangling from it. “Do you wear these regularly?”

“No, never,” Nericke said, taking the equipment and examining the rod before she looked curiously to Karin.

“Okay, check first for lubricant,” Karin said.

Nericke, although she was confident her vagina was at least as wet as usual, reached between her lips, inserted a finger and, for good measure, massaged her clitoris briefly.

“Okay,” she said, and she wrapped the belt around her waist, the long stimulation rod hanging down in front.

“Put the rod in first, before you belt,” Karin said. “It’ll be easier.”

“Okay, right,” Nericke said, unclasping the belt, holding it beneath her and pushing the rod up her vagina, and she gasped quietly.

“It’s okay?” Karin asked. “Your notes say you have a big hole, so I got you a size 7.”

“No, it’s good,” Nericke assured. “I’m just very sensitive.”

“Okay, close it on,” Karin said, turning to Zinzie. “Here you go.”

Zinzie looked at the dry plug uncertainly.

“Stick it up your vagina if you need lubricant,” Karin said.

Zinzie pressed a finger against her slot, smiled apologetically. “I don’t have any juice there,” she said. “I think because I’m a little nervous.”

“It happens,” Karin said with surprising compassion, given her age, and she loosened her own belt, withdrew her rod, took Zinzie’s plug and slid it up her front chamber. After she stirred it around briefly, she pulled it out and offered it to Zinzie.

“Thanks,” Zinzie said. She inspected the plug briefly to confirm it was thoroughly wetted before she twisted, reached behind herself and slid the plug into her rectum.

“Yours is big too,” Nericke said as Karin bent to put her rod back up her vagina. “Is it a 7 like mine?”

“A 6,” Karin said. “I can do a 7, but it hurts a little. How’s yours?”

“I like it,” Nericke said, catching herself a moment later, because good kopellat girls never stated nor even implied reproductive superiority over anyone else. “I mean, it might start to hurt too, so if it does, I’ll let you know I need a smaller size.”

“Good,” Karin said. “Have you ever been in a space like this?”

“Not at all,” Nericke said, taking the room in again.

“Feel free to wander around,” Karin said. “There are a lot of interesting projects going on, and we’re doing plenty of things other than training for the American Exchange. But please don’t interrupt anyone. Everyone’s trying to focus on their work. And Aaron knows what you look like, so he’ll find you when he’s ready.”

“Aaron?” Nericke said.

“Ya, one of our trainers.”

“We saw Konradt yesterday,” Nericke said, a little disappointed she wouldn’t be working with him again. She liked the way his penis felt.

“Ya,” Karin said, “but Aaron is good, and he has a very large penis.”

“Okay,” Nericke agreed, and she took Zinzie’s hand and headed toward the nearest project, where a girl had been cuffed to a cruciform—arms above her head and legs spread—and was chatting with the boy who was about to penetrate her.

“Hey,” the girl said as they approached.

“Hi,” Nericke said guardedly. “They told us not to talk to anyone.”

“You won’t bother us,” the girl said, shaking her head to get a strand of blonde hair out of her mouth. “We’re just doing a practice.”

“Is that comfortable?” Zinzie asked.

“Not really,” the girl said, “but it’s one of the ways the Americans are thinking about reproducing, so we’re trying to get familiar with it.”

“Nericke’s going to America,” Zinzie blurted with sisterly pride.

“You’re in the American Exchange?” the girl asked.

“Ya, but—”

“I’m in the Exchange too,” the girl said. “I’m Sonja and this is Jochen.”

“Hi, Sonja,” Nericke said, trying not to blush. She really didn’t need Zinzie bragging inaccurately about her, and she decided to set the record straight immediately. “I’m told you have to qualify, and it’s not easy, so I don’t know if I’m going yet. But I’m—”

“Wait, sorry,” said Sonja, and she looked at the male standing before her, waiting patiently, his penis red, fully-erect, and curved slightly upwards. “Okay, start.”

The male stepped up, grabbed his shaft and aimed the tip toward Sonja’s opening, and she looked down, watching as he entered her. The boy wasn’t as long as Konradt, but he was thick, and his entrance made an impression.

“Ooh, wow,” she said, looking up at the ceiling, mouth opened wide before she returned her attention to the girls beside her.

“What are your names?”

“I’m Nericke, and this is my sister Zinzie.”

“You’re both in the Exchange?” Sonja asked, before she addressed her partner. “A little slower, please. That’s right. You need to take your time, just like always.”

“It’s just me,” Nericke said, “but Zinzie’s my sister, and she’s helping me. I wanted her here today, just because it’s my first time.”

“Why were you chosen?” Sonja asked.

“Oh,” Nericke stammered, hesitant as always to brag about herself. “I guess it’s because I’m big down there. That’s what they told me, anyway.”

“Big in what way?” Sonja asked, breathing out slightly when her partner forced his penis all the way into her again.

“My vagina, I guess, and clitoris,” Nericke said dismissively. “What about you?”

“I became a kopellat master trainer when I was 16,” Sonja replied proudly. “I train other trainers.”

“Oh, that’s very impressive!” Nericke said. “Will you be training people here?”

“Yes, maybe,” Sonja said. “Or getting my own skills updated. A lot has changed with kopellat, and we need to adjust things for America too.”

“How is America different?” Nericke asked, growing increasingly nervous. No, she wasn’t remotely qualified for the American Exchange. If a girl who’d been a master trainer since the age of 16 needed to learn how to teach kopellat to the Americans, what hope did an ordinary kopellat girl like Nericke have of contributing anything?

“American are very nervous about their sexual parts,” Sonja said. “They hide them, even from their partners sometimes. They’re very embarrassed about their waste products and their anuses too.”

“I’ve heard that,” Nericke said, nodding. “How do you fix it?”

“At Breeding Camp, everyone has to be nude,” Sonja explained.

“Like in kopellat families,” Zinzie noted.

“Ya, but not just nude,” Sonja said, grunting slightly as her partner began increasing the pace of his thrusts. “You get tied, like this, you wear leashes, you have things put on your genitals and inside.”

“What goes inside?” Nericke asked anxiously. She hoped that any virgins who came to the American Breeding Camp would get to choose being broken by an object or a toy.

“Rods and plugs, of course,” Sonja said, “along with restraints. Boys will be there to do it. And food.”

“Food?” Zinzie asked.

“Intimacy sustenance.”

“Nericke?” someone interrupted.

“Oh, hi,” Nericke said, turning and smiling at an olive-skinned, naked, 20-something man with black hair and dark eyes.

“I’m Aaron,” he said, offering his hand. “You’ll be training with me today.”

After she took his hand, she motioned for Zinzie to step up.

“This is my sister Zinzie,” she said. “Konradt said I could bring her.”

“It’s great to have you here too, Zinzie,” the man said, taking the girl’s hand in both of his before he stepped back and gazed at the bodies of both sisters, and his penis began firming up.

Yes, Nericke thought, it’s at least as big as Konradt’s.

“Let’s find a free training station,” he said, turning and talking to them over his shoulder. “We’re going to start with basic penetration, and finish if we can with some of the restraints they use a lot in America.”

“Okay,” Nericke said, and she grabbed Zinzie’s hand and followed the boy.

“Good luck,” said Sonja.

“Oh, ya,” Nericke said, turning to smile at the master trainer. “The same for you. Maybe we’ll meet in America.”

“I hope so.”




Chapter 8: Two Occupied Sisters

In a room that looked at first glance like utter sexual chaos—nude bodies everywhere, tied, hung, joined in various ways, some tense and motionless, some writhing—the underlying order became apparent to Nericke as she traversed it. Neat blue lines had been drawn out across the floor, each with its own little blue number and performing its own kopellat purpose. Here was square number 12, for example, with a bed as its main feature, where a girl lay on her back and grimaced while a grunting boy worked his penis steadily into and out of her vagina, and two nude researchers, male and female, watched and tapped data into their tablets. In square 21, two girls sat beside each other on a couch, each harnessed and struggling with her own bayonatte as a female staff member supervised. Both, as indicated by their determined, frantic expressions, were still a long way from orgasm. A sturdy scaffold had been set up in square 47, and a girl had been hung by her wrists from it, her head dropped to her chest in exhaustion, ribs expanding and contracting as she recovered from what Nericke guessed had been a difficult orgasm. At her feet sat a boy, penis wet and still semi-erect, and Nericke surmised he’d been the source of her over-stimulation, and now he was spent as well.

Unexpectedly, perhaps, none of this made Nericke nervous. Indeed, it might be said that the teen felt completely at home here. Yes, a roomful of groaning, orgasming and post-orgasmic bodies was new to her, maybe even unexpected, but it fit something that had been waiting at her core, the way a nipple charged with milk fits the expectations of a newborn infant. She looked here, she looked there, never flinching.

But what of Zinzie, her sister, her flesh and blood? Nericke, leading the way, could gauge her sister’s sentiments only through the hand she held. But when a cry of frustrated female desire rang out—completely normal to Nericke—Zinzie’s hand gripped tighter, and it did so again as they passed a male spasming and grunting furiously while he deposited his semen into a groaning girl’s chamber. Even when passing what Nericke found quite expected—a female their age wincing as the rope binding her wrists was jerked upwards, raising her feet off the floor—Zinzie paused, shuddered, squeezed her sister’s hand again.

Aaron stopped them at square 81, which was equipped simply, with a rubber mat, a chair, a cot, a post and covered cart.

“Okay, inserts out,” he said, smiling. “Set them in the corner of the space, there. Someone else will take care of them.”

Zinzie undid her belt quickly, pulling the stimulant out of her anus and dropping the contraption on the floor, but Nericke moved more slowly, not wanting her vagina deprived of its stimulation without something else to replace it. Since her first penetration the day before by Konradt, the girl had awakened to a profound new pleasure, as rewarding in its own way as vollstrade itself. So she unbuckled her belt with quiet deliberation, and eased the stimulation insert out of her hole, watching with regret as the wet tool left her body before she looked up to see Aaron and Zinzie both staring at her, Aaron fully erect.

“Sorry,” she said, dropping the belt next to Zinzie’s, turning and looking pointedly at Aaron’s penis. “It seems like you’re ready to put that in us.”

“Sure,” he said. “I’d like to start by getting a sense of both vaginas. Who first?”

“Me, I guess,” Nericke said. “Konradt went into me first yesterday.”

“Okay,” he said. “How do you want it put in?”

“What are my options?” Nericke asked.

“For beginners, the cot,” Aaron said. “Or the chair, if you need to sit.”

“What about the post?” Nericke said.

“Maybe in a later meeting,” Aaron said.

“Holding onto the post during penetration is more advanced?” Nericke asked.

“No, you’ll be tied to it.”

“Tied how?” Nericke asked.

“It can be done lots of ways,” Aaron said. “Facing your partner, turned away from him, bent over, even hung by your feet.”

“What’s the hardest way?” Nericke asked. With the memory still fresh of the 16-year-old master trainer, Nericke was feeling an overwhelming need both to learn, and to demonstrate her competence.

“Nericke, you should pace yourself,” Zinzie said, expressing a common kopellat sentiment. As one journeyed through one’s sexual existence, enjoyment of each waystation was a part of the process. Hurrying through a pleasure, or leaping ahead and skipping some, were frowned upon. But then, the average student of kopellat wasn’t trying to get to America.

Aaron though, seemed to agree with Nericke.

“If you want to do the post, that’s fine,” he said. “I recommend your first position be with your back to it, with your hands tied overhead.”

“Let’s do that, then,” Nericke said, glancing briefly at her sister’s worried face. “Zinzie doesn’t have to do it, does she?”

“No, but I would like to sample her hole in some position,” Aaron said.

“Maybe I should go first then,” Zinzie said, looking relieved. “But maybe not being tied to the post?”

“Ya, that makes sense.”

Zinzie stepped to the mat and dropped to her hands and knees, spreading her thighs and arching her back in accordance with kopellat protocol, raising her female opening for inspection, stimulation and insertion.

Aaron quickly dropped behind the girl, first sliding a finger up her slit, then masturbating her clitoris—ample, but not nearly the heft of Nericke’s—checking her lubrication again, spreading her lips, and sliding his penis within her.

Zinzie opened her mouth wide and oscillated her pelvis, seeking the most comfortable position around the second large member in two days, and Aaron held still while she adjusted herself, waiting until she stopped moving to begin sliding in and out.

“Konradt’s notes said he found you to be strong, with a firm, wet grip,” Aaron said approvingly to the back of Zinzie’s head. “How does it feel for you?”

“I like it,” Zinzie said a little breathlessly. “I’m not used to something that thick, but it’s nice how it stretches me.”

Aaron spent a good five minutes up Zinzie’s tunnel, adjusting the pace and angle of his insertions and staring closely at the region where their bodies had joined. Much could be gleaned visually from this angle by an experienced kopellat operative, including how much fluid coated the penis between thrusts, and the tightening and relaxing of the anus, which indicated pleasure, profound stimulation, the arrival of the orgasm, and moments of calm as well.

Meanwhile, Nericke waited, sitting on the chair and ignoring the juice flowing from her slit and onto the molded plastic. But, if the rhythmic clenching of her jaw was any indication, she was very aware of each thrust of Aaron’s member into her sister’s body.

Aaron finished his examination of Zinzie’s hole before either of them experienced vollstrade, although he certainly appeared to be sufficiently aroused as he withdrew from her vagina and turned to Nericke.

“How should I get?” she asked, rising and stepping to the post, and she studied the rings set into the top, at eye and hip level, down by the floor, before she turned and put her back against it.

Aaron went to the cart, reached for something on the lower shelf, stepped to Nericke with a long piece of rope in his hand.

“You’ve never been bound for intercourse?” he asked.

“No, but it’s okay,” she said. “I think it would be good to try it.”

“Okay, hold your hands out like this,” he said, extending his arms and crossing his wrists.

Nericke obeyed and watched as Aaron looped the rope twice around her wrists longways before knotting it, then twice more at the other angle, separating her hands, before knotting the rope a second time.

“Okay, raise your arms,” he said, and once her hands were overhead, he reached up and looped the rest of the rope through the ring at the top of the pole, pressing his body against Nericke’s to get the knot tied, his mouth by her ear and his penis—still engorged, and wet with Zinzie’s juice—sliding against her hip.

“The Americans do it this way,” he said, facing her.

“Husbands tie their wives like this?” Nericke asked, surprised. She loved American movies, stayed current with American news and culture, but had seen no evidence of this kind of thing.

“I’m sure it happens sometimes,” Aaron said, “but I don’t think it’s that common in the home yet. It’s something they do at professional breeding facilities, though.”

“Don’t you need to tie my legs too?” Nericke asked, looking at the floor on either side of her feet. “To keep me spread for you?”

“This space isn’t set up for that,” Aaron said. “But that is done too, in America. Both the males and females are restrained.”

“Why is that?” Nericke asked, looking down at Aaron’s upraised penis, and she tilted her pelvis forward, raising her opening to him. Curious as she was about American breeding practices, she was ready for him to test her vagina.

“America is much more violent,” Aaron said, stepping forward and reaching down to spread Nericke’s lips. “So I think partly it’s to make sure the partners don’t try to fight with each other, or anyone else, while the male is depositing his semen.”

“They fight that much?” Nericke asked. This was another unexpected revelation about a land she hoped to make a second home, at least this summer.

“Well, it might be that,” Aaron said, grabbing himself at the middle of his shaft and pressing his tip against Nericke’s folds. “Or, well . . . you know that there are many races in America.”

“All of them . . . uhhh!” Nericke said, finishing with a grunt as Aaron pushed his thick organ into the bound girl’s body and began thrusting slowly. “I mean . . . uhhh! . . . they come from everywhere, right? Ohhh! Africa, South America, Europe. And . . . ahhh! . . . Svendland too. All the races.”

“Ya,” Aaron agreed, his voice breathy now that his penis was being gripped by Nericke’s firm, slippery walls. “And they have to make sure, when they’re doing breeding at industrial places . . . they have to make sure the right races couple, to . . . to make the right kind of offspring. And so they tie them, to make sure it gets done. And they don’t fight too much.”

“So a . . . so a . . .” Nericke panted, “so a Chinese girl . . . so she doesn’t have a baby with . . . with a Nigerian?”

“I think that would be okay,” Aaron said. “They’re trying to make new races in America.”

“Whyyyy?” Nericke asked, drawing out the syllable unintentionally under the influence of another hard thrust.

“I don’t know,” Aaron said. “I think maybe all the old races hate each other so much . . . so if they blend them to make new races, maybe, their children won’t fight.”

“Hmm,” Nericke said, because she was certain Aaron’s theory was incorrect. She knew race was important in America, and complicated. But all the movies and shows from modern America showed the races working together, forming friendships, even marrying. And if she made it to America under the Exchange, she was confident she’d be expected to train with all the nation’s fascinating races, old or new. In fact, she was counting on it.

But she didn’t see a reason to argue the point.

“What do you think so far of my vagina?” she asked.

“It’s what they’re looking for,” Aaron said. “Very strong. And I can feel your endurance.”

“Endurance?” Nericke asked.

“It’s important,” Aaron said, leaning back so he could look at her with something other than an extreme closeup, and so he could confirm that each time he pushed his penis back into her, her eyes went wide. “You’ll need to be ready to take dozens of penises on some days of the Exchange.”

“Dozens?” Nericke echoed.

“We’re not sure, but maybe,” Aaron said. “We’re not sure what the mix will be, in the camps. If a lot more boys than girls sign up, each girl will have to provide training to her share of boys. And then, we need to show them kopellat intercourse, and that’s different from how they do it in America, or anywhere else. Every American male needs to get some experience with a Svendlandic reproductive chamber and the way that chamber is used by our females.”

Nericke nodded back at him, not just understanding but accepting what he’d said. Or maybe not just accepting it—welcoming it. She had not found her limit yet of penetration. She was new at it, of course, but her biggest sensation when something was put in her hole—after vollstrade—was regret when her hole was emptied. Could she train dozens of boys—American boys—in a single day as part of the Exchange? She was certainly willing to try. And as she imagined the challenge, her juice flowed and her vagina warmed up and constricted, and Aaron seemed to understand, falling silent and increasing both the depth and speed of his training thrusts.

Zinzie, meanwhile, who’d settled into the plastic chair to observe her sister’s first instruction, seemed uncertain of her purpose. Nericke, stretched and tied, presented a picture of confidence, even enjoyment, as Aaron sampled her vagina. The girl seemed to be doing fine, no longer needing her sister’s comfort and support, and Zinzie at last stood restlessly. She’d had her anus pierced by the stimulation insert, she’d had Aaron’s thick member up her vagina, but she hadn’t had vollstrade since last night. After quickly surveying the many and varied things being done around her, she cast one more glance at Nericke, offered a slight wave that her sister didn’t seem to notice, and left her sister’s training and assessment area for other opportunities.

But finding sexual release in a place where males and females were grunting and crying through their rewards was not as simple as it might at first seem. The government administrators who held ultimate control here had done their best to make sure each participant—trainee, assessee, research subject or worker—was already having their potential for satisfaction maximized. This was not like a junior academy dance, where the boys huddled together in a corner trying to figure out what to do about the girls. All the boys, at least at first glance, seemed to be fully occupied.

And yet Zinzie walked bravely across the room, rounding each busy station, looking for someone to help who could also help her. But was there a single unused penis in this large space? Yes, but as Zinzie inspected the organs of her male peers, she confirmed that all the erect ones were already in someone else’s body, or about to be put there, and all the soft ones were wet with ejaculate and lubrication, their owners sitting wearily on the floor or whatever furniture was provided in their area. Had every male here been completely spent? The only way to know would be to ask, but how—

“Hello,” said a man, stepping up from behind her and putting his hand on her shoulder. “Where are you going?”

Zinzie whirled, afraid she was about to be reprimanded, but the man, a few years older than she, didn’t seem angry.

“I’m here with my sister,” Zinzie said. “She’s doing the American Exchange, and wanted me with her, but I don’t think she needs me anymore.”

“Good, you can clean penises,” the man said, turning sharply, his long, erect penis swinging after him. “This way.”

Zinzie considered several options other than following the man. Going back to Nericke’s area was one. Dressing and leaving was another. Saying “no thanks” and looking for something with a more obvious impact on her vagina than penis cleaning was a third. But this man’s authority wasn’t clear to her, nor were the consequences of refusing him. Worst case, she would be banished from the floor and her sister with her. So she followed the man past the restrained girls and the ejaculating boys to one of the larger research areas, where five males her age or younger were sitting on a bench, watching as two other males knelt and moved their penises into and out of two girls on their hands and knees on the floor. The man who had summoned Zinzie seemed to be in charge. But although he was naked and erect, he didn’t propose entering either girl himself, nor entering Zinzie, unfortunately.

“Finish and get cleaned,” the man said, tapping the first copulating male on the shoulder and pointing to Zinzie, and she nodded to him and he nodded back and she noticed with some concern he seemed to be as large as all the other males here. Even when he pulled a great length of his organ out of the girl’s hole, his tip stayed buried within her.

Told to get done, the boy went to work, sliding in and out so hard and fast that her breasts swung, and the ends of her long blonde hair brushed rhythmically against the floor. At last, he groaned as though in pain, wrapped his arms around the girl’s belly and moved his hips rapidly, and Zinzie could almost feel the swelling of his long shaft and the injection of what she knew must be his warm, voluminous semen.

The girl wasn’t expected to climax, apparently, her face betraying concentration but nothing more, and when he slid his still-engorged penis from her and stood, she continued to face forward.

“Vernix,” said the leader, pointing to the boy at the end of the bench, and Zinzie watched the boy’s erect, bouncing penis hungrily as he stood, knelt behind the girl, and drove within her.

“Andriya, report there, she’s cleaning you,” the leader said, pointing at Zinzie with an air of almost military authority.

“Hi?” said the boy who’d just finished, and whose member was shrinking with tragic speed, and Zinzie turned her attention to him.

“Ya,” said Zinzie, dropping to her knees. “I’m Zinzie.”

“Hello, Zinzie, I’m Andriya,” he said, stepping up to her.

Zinzie opened her mouth and swallowed all of the boy’s genitals, penis and testicles too, and she was briefly grateful he was no longer erect, and she set to work with her tongue, bathing his sex at the top, sides and bottom before she eased back to inspect her work. Guessing that she was expected to clean both his partner’s lubricant and the boy’s semen off the member, she pressed her tongue against his slit to remove the white pearl of semen there, licked it again for good measure, studied the flesh and wrapped her tongue around anything bearing any liquid that didn’t seem to be her saliva, then brought all of it within her mouth again. Meanwhile, her own bereft vagina continued to ache and swell, and she considered reaching between her legs and making do with masturbation.

“Next,” said the leader, and Zinzie, who had closed her eyes to concentrate on the genitals in her mouth, looked up and saw the second boy, waiting with his wet, softening penis for her services. She allowed the first boy to slip his organ out of her mouth—was it a little more firm than it had been when he’d first inserted it?—and step over to a machine in the corner of the space, a device that looked like a measuring tool of some kind, with a large hole meant for the penis.

“Hi,” she said simply to the second boy, not seeing the need for a more formal introduction.

“Hey,” he said, offering his penis to her, and she devoured in the same way as the first, with the same kopellat dedication and thoroughness.

Despite her frustration, she was growing curious, watching the first boy out of the corner of her eye as he put his organ into the machine and stood still. Was it doing something to him? Stimulating him? Examining him?

Zinzie returned her focus to the penis in her mouth, alternating between long, slow licks with a visual inspection, and then pulling everything into her mouth.

Every sex organ, male or female, has their own essence, and Zinzie decided to distract herself by studying the scents and flavors revealing themselves during her labors. As part of advanced kopellat training, comfort with everyone else’s bodies—their “chemistries”, it was called—was considered essential to the program, in that it served to erase the irrational bodily reservations that could interfere with sexual attraction and successful intercourse. To that end, Zinzie had participated in a wide variety of training modules with her female peers, and had developed a fluency with the flavors of both male and female flesh. While working with the first boy’s penis, she sensed primarily his nature, heavy and earthy, while the girl’s wash was less noticeable, just a hint of sweetness. But the second boy she cleaned, who had been up the other girl’s vagina, brought with his organ primarily the scent and taste of her lubricant, notable both for its texture and female spirit. Zinzie preferred males, mostly (All kopellat girls were tested for preference in various ways, and whatever they liked most was celebrated—an exclusive preference for males, a mix of desires, or an interest only in female partners. Female-only girls could still contribute in many ways to population growth, of course). But she was comfortable with the tasting exercises she’d done with other females, and found the differences between hers and the other girls’ essences intriguing. She’d never tasted vaginal juice like this, and as she removed it from the organ in her mouth, her arousal grew, along with the creativity she was bringing to the task, a mix of sucking, licking, and oral caressing. So creative was she being, in fact, that the just-climaxed penis in her mouth returned to life, hardening and extending, going completely firm, its tip reaching the back of her throat.

She slid her mouth off the organ and looked up at the boy.

“It got hard,” she said innocently.

“You’re cleaning it in a special way,” he said with an approving nod.

“Sorry,” Zinzie said. “I didn’t mean to do that.”

“I don’t mind.”

“But now you need vollstrade again,” Zinzie noted, peering at the boy’s penis slit, and when she noticed the drop of clear pre-ejaculate, she removed it with her tongue.

“I’ll check with the coach,” the boy said. “He’ll probably just tell me to masturbate.”

“You can’t put it into one of the girls?” Zinzie asked, looking at the two females, both being served from behind by other members of the team.

The boy chucked hoarsely. “Probably not. Their holes are staying busy.”

“What’s the project here about?” Zinzie asked.

“It’s for the Breeding Games,” the boy said.

“The Breeding Games?”

“A new sport,” he explained. “Team members would clean each other.”

“Why?”

“To remove traces of the last coupling,” the boy said, and he pointed to the machine the first boy had put his penis into. “That might be one of the rules of the game. You get points if there’s nothing on your organ.”

“Why does that matter?”

“If the girl has semen from another guy when the next guy enters her, and he goes into other girls, he’ll take some of the other guy’s semen to them, and that will give them points they don’t deserve.”

“Points?” Zinzie said. “You get points for putting semen in someone?”

“That’s one idea,” the boy said. “The games are still being figured out.”

“You can’t just wash it?” Zinzie asked. The penis before her was staying hard, but she licked the tip again, pulled as much into her mouth as she could manage.

“Marchus, to the machine,” the coach said, but when the boy turned, his erection swung and the coach looked at it in surprise. “Did she do that to you?”

“Ya,” Marchus said apologetically. “Can it still fit in the machine?”

“Ya, it’s no problem,” the coach replied. “But we only have two females, and they’re both staying filled, so you’ll have to find another way to release.”

“Would you like my hole?” Zinzie asked, looking at Marchus first, then at the coach. “Would that be okay?”




Chapter 9: A Successful Day of Training and Service

There wasn’t time for the coach to consider Zinzie’s offer before the third boy arrived, presenting his softening genitals for cleaning, and Zinzie went to work with her usual diligence while, out of the corner of her eye, she watched Marchus thrust his member into the machine.

The third boy grunted as she sucked and licked, but his penis never progressed beyond semi-firmness, and after a thorough job, he was summoned to the machine, Marchus stepped aside with his erection intact, and the coach stepped over with the next boy—he would be the fourth—his penis gleaming with fluids and obviously in need of her services.

“You’re doing great . . .” the coach said. “Our scanner isn’t picking up more than a trace of sperm.”

“I’m glad,” Zinzie said, eyes aimed at the new male’s penis.

“What was your name?” the coach asked.

“Zinzie.”

“Okay, Zinzie, ya. You’re really getting all the traces wiped off. Can you keep doing it?”

“Sure.”

“Can you keep it up with Marchus in you?”

“Yes,” Zinzie said. “If the boys sit in front of me instead of standing to be cleaned.”

“Good,” said the coach, and he waved Marchus over, and Marchus knelt behind Zinzie while the other boy sat, spread his legs and leaned back, and Zinzie wrapped her tongue around the penis before her while she waited for what she really wanted, rocking her pelvis and angling up her hole to make clear her interest in penetration.

Marchus, fortunately, wasted no time, opening her drenched vaginal lips, pressing his tip against the opening, and sliding in.

If anything, the stimulation within her vagina added to her cleaning vigor, Marchus industriously stirring her insides while she bathed, sucked, licked, and cleaned the other boy’s member.

In this position, Zinzie would have to bring herself to vollstrade through her front wall, where a sensitive length of tissue lay that could bring a stronger release. It was a more difficult release, however, than the one delivered by her clitoris, because of the lengthy, internal manipulation required.

But Marchus had just ejaculated, meaning more thrusting than usual for the boy, and more front-wall stimulation for the girl, and Zinzie made the most of the opportunity, carefully removing all the traces of intercourse from the penis in her mouth while she rocked and gyrated around the one in her vagina.

To her surprise, the organ in her mouth began to extend, serving as a second round of evidence that even a spent boy could be brought back to erection with the right kind of attention. He would need a vagina too, wouldn’t he? Maybe one of the two girls serving as the project’s primary holes could service him, but the coach might want to keep them dedicated to their main function, meaning . . . well, if they needed Zinzie to keep providing relief, she could do it. This boy’s flavor was subtle, just a little saltiness, which brought out the girl’s vaginal sweetness, and Zinzie thought about that only briefly before she wondered if some of the other research stations here, each with their own areas of training or study, would also be producing boys with unrequited arousal, members hardening after the main work had already been done, the boys being told either to masturbate or to find an available vagina. Word would get out quickly, one might imagine, of a girl who was delivering oral service only, meaning her female chamber was unoccupied, its use a welcome distraction for the girl, given her official task was somewhat tedious and not terribly demanding.

They might even line up, if there were a lot of them, waiting their turn to pass through the pink, dripping doorway of the blonde girl on her hands and knees. It was an unlikely role for the girl, here as merely the understudy of her sister, already at age 18 a hero of kopellat, serving her nation with her unusually large vulva, her pronounced clitoris, and her willingness to do whatever was asked of her for the sake of successful breeding. But perhaps Zinzie was inspired by the example of Nericke, not just in awe of it. If Nericke could rise to the challenges before her, couldn’t Zinzie as well, in whatever way worked best? And if her highest service was providing a relief haven to all the penises on a floor teeming with them, isn’t that what she would do?

Just thinking about that degree of service pushed Zinzie the rest of the way to vollstrade, and she finished energetically, her mouth washing one boy clean while her vagina coated the other boy’s shaft with lubricant.

Two more males ejaculated in her vagina, one finished in her mouth, and Zinzie had two more vollstrade of her own before she was done, delivering value to the research project, and to her nation’s kopellat program. The grateful coach, after he had sent everyone home and turned in the research, stepped up to Zinzie, who was sitting on a chair, a towel tucked under her vulva while she waited for Nericke to finish her training.

“You did great,” he said. “I’m glad I found you.”

“It wasn’t that hard,” she said. “I was glad to help.”

Still naked, as was she, he sat down in the chair next to hers, leaned forward and put his face in his hands, sighing.

“The pressure sometimes, you know?” he said.

“Pressure?” Zinzie said, not sure what he meant.

“It’s life and death, if you think about it,” he said. “And I’m not sure we’re not fighting a losing battle. If the human race doesn’t keep breeding, it’s all over.”

“I think we will,” Zinzie said. “I think it’s too much fun to stop.”

“But even if people are having sex, they’re not having offspring,” he said.

True enough. Zinzie just looked at him as he continued speaking into his hands.

“I was going to be a physician’s assistant,” he said. “I went to school two years for it before I was conscripted.”

“Conscripted?” Zinzie echoed, again not sure what he meant.

“Not quite a military draft,” he said. “But in the end, I didn’t really have a choice. The government needed me for kopellat service.”

“Why?” Zinzie asked.

He leaned back, gestured toward his penis, semi-erect but already of an impressive size.

“You have to work for kopellat if your penis is big?” Zinzie asked.

“It’s more than that,” he said. “I can vollstrade every 30 minutes, I have a lot of control over when it happens, and I release a lot of semen.”

“That’s all very impressive,” Zinzie said. “But you weren’t using any of those skills today, were you? You were just coaching others, even though you had an erection most of the time.”

The man raised his face from his hands, stared at the wall as though it were a thousand miles away. Clearly, the urgencies of human reproduction had taken their toll on him.

“I do as I’m told,” he said. “I guess the promotions were inevitable, and eventually, you’re not having sex anymore, just managing how other people have sex.”

“Thank you for your service,” Zinzie said reverently.

The man turned to look at her, truly taking her in this time, her face as well as her body, and he winced because his penis was growing again, a feeling that seemed to be accompanied by discomfort.

“I’m sorry for being so dramatic,” he said with a self-deprecating chuckle. “I’ve been told I take the work too seriously.”

“It is serious though,” Zinzie said. “I think everyone doing kopellat knows that.”

He nodded gratefully and offered his hand. “I’m Rungen. Tell me your name again?”

“Zinzie. Hello, Rungen.”

“And you said you’re here with your sister? And she’s doing the American Exchange?”

“She’s trying out for it,” Zinzie said. “She hasn’t been officially chosen yet. She wanted me to come with her today, for her first training.”

“Where is she?” Rungen asked, surveying the room, which was starting to quiet down as many of the day’s projects ended.

“Over there, the blonde girl,” Zinzie said, immediately laughing at herself. “Sorry, that doesn’t narrow it down that much, does it? She’s the girl with Aaron and, oh, another boy too. Do you know Aaron?”

“I haven’t met him, but I’ve heard his name.”

“He’s the boy with browner skin, see?” Zinzie said. “Nericke, my sister, she’s sucking his penis now, and there’s another boy with them now, going into her vagina. See them?”

“Ya, you and your sister ended up doing the same things,” Rungen said, laughing.

“Not really,” Zinzie said. “She’s training and being assessed. I was just helping out.”

“You did great though,” Rungen noted. “I was surprised that any of the boys got erections during cleaning, and I really appreciate that you let them up your vagina.”

“After we first got here, Aaron wanted to try my hole, to compare it to Nericke’s,” Zinzie said, “but there wasn’t time for vollstrade, for either of us. So I was interested in doing that.”

“I could tell they enjoyed you,” Rungen said. “And they delivered a lot of semen?”

“I don’t know, I didn’t really check,” Zinzie said, looking down at the damp towel beneath her opening. “I think a lot of it’s poured out, sorry.”

“Let me see,” Rungen said.

Zinzie rose to her feet, turned and bent, hands on her knees and her thighs parted, and Rungen leaned forward to inspect her slit, spreading her lips and examining her feminine opening.

“There’s still a lot in there,” he said, watching as a string of ejaculate oozed out of her hole, poured over her clitoris and dropped down to the floor.

“I don’t usually have that many boys in me on one day,” she said. “Maybe I expanded a little to hold it all.”

“I’m sure you did,” Rungen agreed, “but now you’re tightening again, and that can go on for hours.”

“Thanks for checking,” Zinzie said, straightening, turning and looking at Rungen’s erection.

“It’s big,” she said. “Is that full size?”

“Ya,” he said with a pained smile, reaching down, wrapping his hand around it and stroking slowly.

“You’re studying at University?” he asked.

“Ya,” she said. “I’m studying literature, and kopellat of course. They let us go to class naked.”

“What are you going to do in your life?” Rungen asked, sliding forward in his seat and opening his legs to make masturbation easier.

“I think work at a library, and have a family,” Zinzie replied. “My mother had four. I want to raise four as well. Four good kopellateener.”

“I think you’ll be very good at it,” Rungen said. “At all of it. You did very well today.”

“I almost told you no,” Zinzie confessed, laughing. “I needed a boy in my vagina, not in my mouth.”

“But you really took care of them, with your mouth,” Rungen said. “What were you doing?”

“I don’t know,” Zinzie said. “You told me to clean them, so that’s all. With my tongue and lips, and throat too.”

“But in a way that gave some of them erections.”

“Ya, that surprised me too,” Zinzie said. “I don’t know what I was doing, really.”

“Would you mind showing me?” Rungen said. “I’m curious.”

“If you want,” Zinzie said, dropping to her knees in front of Rungen’s seat, and he released his penis and Zinzie opened her mouth around it, taking the large organ as far inside as she could, letting the tip brush the back of her throat while she caressed it with her tongue, withdrew to lick all of it from the base to the head, devoured it again.

“Wow, that’s good,” Rungen said approvingly. “You have a great oral touch.”

Zinzie removed her mouth, dropped to her haunches and looked up at him.

“One of the boys filled my mouth,” Zinzie said.

“I hope you were ready for that?”

“Ya, I knew it was going to happen, from the way he started moving. And getting a little semen to drink was nice.”

“You like drinking it?”

“Ya,” Zinzie said, looking at Rungen’s penis again. “When was your last vollstrade?”

“This morning, inside my partner’s vagina,” he said.

“You’re welcome to my vagina, if you like,” Zinzie said.

“You’ve already had a lot,” Rungen demurred.

“It’s okay, if you don’t stay too long,” she said, turning away from him and getting on her hands and knees. “I’m not that sore.”

Rungen got behind Zinzie quickly, drew a gasp from her as he mounted her, but once he was completely inside her, his thrusts were steady and measured, and she adapted, eyes wide with satisfaction.

“I noticed you were moving with the boys, to make them scrape the front of your hole,” he said.

“Ya, I really like how that feels, and it’s easier when I’m like this and can’t rub my clitoris.”

Zinzie sensed a nude female form out of the corner of her eye, turned to see Nericke.

“Hey, you’re done?” she said.

“Ya,” Nericke said, sounding weary. “How much longer is your exercise?”

“It’s not an exercise, really,” Zinzie said. “I’m just giving Rungen a break. And this is Rungen. Rungen, this is my sister, Nericke, the American Exchange candidate.”

“Hi, Nericke,” he said a little tightly, pushing up Zinzie’s vagina.

“Hi, Rungen,” Nericke said, settling into the chair where her sister had been sitting, still wet with lubricant and semen.

“How was training?” Zinzie asked, grunting through another of Rungen’s insertions, which were growing in speed and depth.

“Very demanding,” Nericke said. “But I survived it. What were you doing?”

“Well, not much of this,” Zinzie said with a grunt and a laugh. “Mostly cleaning penises. But I did have a few in me.”

“Cleaning penises?” Nericke asked.

“After they put them in some other girls, they needed them cleaned,” Zinzie said. “It’s for a new sport, I think. Rungen knows about it. The cleaner the penis OH! the more points you get. Or something like that.”

“Not exactly,” Rungen said, voice coming a little unevenly now. “They’re still figuring out the rules . . . how did you get picked for the American Exchange?”

“I guess they say it’s because I have a very large sex organ,” Nericke said, and she shrugged modestly, widened her thighs and put her fingers on either side of her slit, allowing Rungen to take a quick look and judge for himself.

“It is big,” he said approvingly, forcing another grunt from Zinzie as he pushed up the girl.

“Her clitoris gets very big too,” Zinzie said.

“It’s not very big now,” Nericke confessed, widening that part of her vulva, the flesh there raised only slightly. “After a few vollstraden, it rests.”

Rungen glanced only briefly at the relaxed folds lining Nericke’s pleasure slot before he began his vollstrade, shaking and growling behind Zinzie and, with impressive consideration, continuing to thrust downward, against her most sensitive wall, so that she was able to join him, and the colleagues climaxed together, shouting and grinding their pelvises, Rungen’s organ spitting furiously into the blonde girl’s hole, which spasmed around the shaft as it devoured the thick Svendlandic seed.

The two held their places another couple of minutes, catching their breath and calming their hearts before Rungen finally withdrew from the girl, his penis coated with fluids and still fully erect.

He looked at Nericke again, eyebrow raised in an unspoken question, and she slid forward on her seat and spread her thighs.

Zinzie, always ready to look out for her little sister, dropped to her bottom on the mat and observed without protest. Weary as her sister’s organ might be, there was much to be learned from the back-to-back examination of sisters’ vaginas, and Rungen was surely more than qualified to compare and contrast.

Rungen never stood, just sidled up to Nericke on his knees, and when he was kneeling in the space between her feet, she angled her pelvis back and smiled, and Rungen leaned forward to study the girl’s clitoris, which was beginning to swell. His gentle expertise showed as he touched the flesh, pinched it lightly, lowered his mouth to taste it and pull it into his mouth for an examination of texture and firmness, all of which brought the tissue to full attention, at which point Rungen grabbed his penis adroitly, like a tool he was very comfortable with using, raised it until the head reached Nericke’s wet female doorway, and with a flick of his hips and the angling forward of the rest of his body, he was deep within her. Her eyes went wide as he filled her chamber, but Zinzie couldn’t tell if her sister was feeling pain or pleasure.

“I can tell you’re sisters,” Rungen said, and he pulled out to his tip and drove back in. “Similar resistance, and you both lubricate very nicely.”

“I’m surprised I have any left,” Nericke said with a choked laugh. “I thought my training partners would use it all up.”

Rungen withdrew again until just the tip was inside the girl, so he could study his penis. “You’ve got a lot of semen in your hole, and that’s helping,” he said. “I’m glad they didn’t douche you when they were done.”

“They offered to, but I said I’d keep it,” Nericke said. “I like how it feels.”

“I will add to it, if that’s okay,” Rungen said, shifting into the same steady thrusting pace he’d set inside Zinzie.

“You can put more out that quickly?” Nericke asked, impressed. “Didn’t you just put a lot in Zinzie?”

“He did,” Zinzie said, leaning back and watching the white male deposit leak from her pink slot. “It’s why he got chosen by the kopellat office, because he can stay hard, and vollstrade all day.”

“That’s . . .” Nericke began, searching for the right words as most of her consciousness was consumed by the sensation between her legs. “We’ve met . . . we’ve met a lot of very . . . impressive . . . Oh!”

Rungen, not wanting to tax Nericke’s walls more than necessary, began working on his finishing thrusts, jabbing quickly and deeply into the girl while she closed her eyes and aimed her face at the ceiling. But something about the way the kopellat master was moving within her stirred the girl, and she raised her hands from her thighs and draped them across Rungen’s shoulders, and she lowered her face, opened her eyes, and stared hard into his while she clamped tightly around his pistoning member, and he grunted and doubled his insertion pace. Something had shifted in the girl’s mind, apparently, a complete surrender to the spirit of kopellat, not just to the science of efficient breeding, but also to its essence, its emotional texture, and she leaned forward and opened her mouth, and Rungen—his face at first indicating surprise, even shock—yielded to her offer, opened his own mouth, and the two united orally, with hard, swallowing kisses while the man grunted through vollstrade, buttocks shaking as he finished with a series of contractions and the delivery of at least a dozen shots of rich ejaculate, of liquid medium and sperm and the sugars that sperm would feed on as they writhed within the girl’s sexual cathedral.

As Rungen finished, Nericke began her own whining release, shaking around the male’s rod and grunting into his mouth, curling her toes and wrapping her arms around his neck, nails driving into his shoulder blades, and the movement of loins against loins slowed until the two seemed to freeze, mouths and organs joined, only rib cages moving as they concluded their coupling.

And here is where the difference between the siblings stood out. Yes, Nericke had been gifted a large, healthy vulva, and a large, sensitive clitoris, but she brought with her dedication to kopellat a sense of adventure, an eagerness to do not just what was asked of her, but to seek out new possibilities, to push for whatever experience she could, and it was why, weary as she’d been made by her exertions with Aaron and his colleagues, she threw herself into this new challenge.

Had she succeeded? One need look no further than the place where she had united with Rungen, her thick lubricating fluid uniting with his semen around the mouth of her chamber. Sure, Rungen was no stranger to vollstrade after vollstrade, but his production decreased inevitably as the day wore on and his supplies were reduced. And he’d just deposited within Zinzie’s chamber. But it seemed Nericke had coaxed a full measure of his cream somehow, through both physical prowess and enthusiasm for her nation’s breeding endeavors, and now it was gushing forth, leaking from the gaps between her chamber’s entrance and Rungen’s shaft, dripping off Rungen’s testicles and her lips and soaking the mat beneath them, little round pearls of male and female juice expanding, linking arms and forming a puddle.

At last softened, Rungen’s member slipped out of Nericke’s body, followed by another flood of wetness, a long string of semen neither of them noticed, because Nericke was kissing Rungen again, hard on the mouth, as a way of saying thank you.

The floor was emptying in earnest now, just a few stragglers conversing or examining each other’s sex organs, no one grunting through another round of copulation, and Nericke, Zinzie and Rungen stood and headed to the hooks where their clothing hung.

“You worked with Aaron today?” Rungen said.

“Ya, you know him?” Nericke said.

“I know his name, but I haven’t met him yet,” Rungen replied. “But he’s happy with you?”

Nericke laughed as she pulled her panties up her thighs. “I have no idea. I guess we were so busy, he never had time to tell me what he thought. But I tried to do everything he asked.”

“You’re American Exchange material,” Rungen said with certainty. “Don’t let him tell you otherwise. Ask for me if you need an endorsement.”

“That’s very nice of you,” Nericke said. “But I hope that won’t be necessary.”

They finished dressing in silence, but as Zinzie was pulling her coat on, Rungen turned to her.

“Zinzie, you did very well today too,” he said, offering his hand.

“Thank you,” she said, adding with a laugh, “I was just trying to support my sister.”

“Would you consider the Exchange?” Rungen laughed.

Zinzie gasped and put her hands over her mouth, looking at Nericke like she’d just won a prize, but a moment later she shook her head.

“I don’t think I could go,” she said. “And I wouldn’t be picked anyway.”

“I’ll put your name in, though,” Rungen said. “You have talent too.”

“No, really,” Zinzie demurred modestly. “But thank you.”




Chapter 10: Nericke and Clarence

By early spring of that year, a decided shift had taken place in the family’s Tuesday night dinners. Instead of going over mundane kopellat matters, such as the number of vollstrade each of the four offspring had enjoyed, and who would be harnessed or caged this week, and how each of the future breeders could improve to aid their nation and build its population, much of the discussion focused on Nericke and the American Exchange.

As it turned out, this was a big deal. And Nericke was all but assured of going, her trainings and assessments going exceptionally well. In fact, it was usually the girl pushing her trainers to make things more difficult, to keep her vagina filled with penises and semen during every visit to the kopellat offices in the city, to restrain her as severely as possible, even as severely as the American girls were bound to receive life-continuing semen at the factories where it was done.

And now the letters were coming, little commendations, signed with a mechanical pen but beautiful in the way that such things could be, embossed and gilded and taped reverently to the walls of the family’s home.

“Dear Nericke Piersonsdottir,” one such letter began. “As a candidate for the American Exchange, you understand how important your work is, furthering the spirit of kopellat not just in your homeland, but across the world, with the end goal of promoting healthy, fruitful reproduction to maintain the world’s human population. As you surely know, it is not easy work. Our males have been called on to maintain erections well beyond the natural condition, and to deliver semen many times per day, while our females must allow their most sensitive places to be repeatedly penetrated, used both for pleasure and the depositing of sperm. Whether or not you are chosen to go to America, the government of Svendland thanks you for your contributions and sacrifices, and wishes you the best in this and all other breeding endeavors.

With warmest regards,

Nathaliea Gibbes-Marsdottir

Prime Minister

Vinson Perkkinsohn

Secretary of Koppelat”

Indeed, as this and the other letters reiterated, the work was difficult, wearying, and sometimes thankless. But hearing from the government—and from Prime Minister “Natty” herself—meant something to Nericke, and with that encouragement, she continued to press forward, serving her country and, occasionally, winning more personal pleasures.

A few minutes of scheduled vollstrade however, while it was not a terrible thing, didn’t make up for the grueling hours she was giving to kopellat every day, both in training and in her own efforts, masturbating and pushing various tools into her body and hoping—to make all her efforts worth it—that she would indeed win a commission to cross the ocean.

Her harness schedule was set by the government now, her parents no longer given a say, but expected to monitor and confirm Nericke’s obedience, and to learn and apply the other kopellat equipment the government had provided with American funding. In fact, thanks to Mother’s request, equipment had been provided for both Nericke’s and Zinzie’s training, and Zinzie was required to mirror Nericke’s schedule as much as possible. Zinzie, well aware of the breeding skills imparted by advanced kopellat training, welcomed home training, demanding as it was for the sisters and, at times, the rest of the family, not just Mother and Father but Lars and Simon as well. The parents couldn’t be expected to manage their daughters’ training alone, after all, given both worked outside the home, so the brothers were often pressed into service. To their credit, both young men served their roles with diligence and national pride.

“Simon, can you help us with today’s lesson?” Zinzie asked one Wednesday afternoon in April.

“Sure,” Simon said, powering off his laptop and rising from the desk in his bedroom. “What is it today?”

“Some new things,” Zinzie said. “Leash training and hanging rack intercourse.”

“Who’s providing intercourse?” Simon asked, following Zinzie to the family room where the girls did much of their training.

“It will be a girl this time. Her name is Brinna. She’s supposed to get here in half an hour.”

“How long will I need to help?” Simon asked.

“Can you work with us for an hour?”

“Ya, but if Lars comes home, I’ll let him take over.”

“Thank you,” Zinzie said, ushering her brother into the room.

“Thanks, Simon!” said Nericke, who was already there to look over the equipment and get things ready.

The family had set aside a full corner of the family room for the sisters’ training, as it was the only room in the house with the available space for the twin kopellat racks, large, upright metal frames where females were hung and stretched for various procedures.

“Leashing and the rack?” Simon said.

“And a girl is coming to penetrate us,” Nericke said.

“Ya, Zinzie told me about that. You have to do a lot today.”

“The latest instructions from America,” Nericke said.

“You’ll have to do all this at the camp there?” Simon asked.

“Yes, they’ve just decided to make it part of the summer program, so we need some practice now,” Nericke said.

“Okay,” Simon said, and for the next hour, he first, and then Lars and Brinna, put the girls through their paces.

Fortunately, the government’s harness regime did not change under any new dictates from America, and remained comparable to the schedule Mother and Father had observed: 48 hours once every month, with two rounds with the bayonatte permitted, 24 hours once a week with a single bayonatte session. But there was much more than that now for the girls to do. When not harnessed, Nericke was expected to bring herself to vollstrade at least once every two waking hours when not in school, but preferably hourly, and to do so with a government monitor up her anus so her releases could be verified and measured. Zinzie did her best to match Nericke’s pace, but there were times she had to beg off, lacking both the time and inclination for that pleasure. And because she had not been issued an anal monitor, she lacked the motivation as well.

In between sessions of home-based physical training and pleasure for both girls, Nericke alone received on-site training, which began with a crash course in kopellat, some things she already knew, many things she didn’t—the biological and psychological science behind the program, for example, the names and histories of all the heroes who had developed it, and how best to conduct kopellat instruction for a wide variety of populations, from beginners to middle-aged adults, for parents, teens of legal age, and those ready to breed. Within a month, she was qualified as a master trainer, and yet she continued to learn.

Nericke’s official training sessions, meanwhile, increased in variety and intensity. At the government’s kopellat offices, she was tied, leashed, hung, stretched, racked and framed, and penetrated by multiple partners—males with their penises, females with penile protheses—as well as by machine when she had exhausted her human trainers. The goal was preparing Nericke for whatever the Americans might come up with, and there was still some uncertainty on that score. The large, rugged nation to the west was still experimenting with the styles, methods, and formats they would employ at their camps.

On-site training was done at various locations, including a large building on the edge of the city that had been set aside to simulate typical American venues. In one room, there was part of the green field with white lines and numbers where Americans played their own version of football, a violent sport in which the men, although in helmets and covered with pads, battered each other to unconsciousness or death as they fought over an oblong brown ball. In that room, Nericke waited naked on the sidelines while her fellow Svendlanders pretended to play and to suffer terrible injuries, lying flat and being tended to by various bone, joint, and neurological experts while she distracted the erect, groaning sufferers with her vagina. In another room, a typical outdoor food preparation setting called a barbecue had been created in which fires were lit in upright stands and large hunks of meat were suspended over them, tended by men wearing backwards baseball caps. Here, Nericke’s wrists and ankles were secured to stakes driven into the artificial grass, and the men would take turns using her while they cooked. In a third room, Nericke used her vagina to provide comfort at a typical American mass shooting, where those who were merely traumatized or slightly wounded could ease their fear and grief by penetrating her holes. She received extensive training in common American firearms as well, including the models and caliber sizes most popular among each demographic segment and age group, from toddler to senile. And she roleplayed a wide variety of moral challenges that frequently cropped up in America, for example pretending to be a politician writing a law for a billionaire pedophile, or a church volunteer discouraging a minister from marrying his tenth wife, or an uninsured cancer patient deciding which sexual services to offer in exchange for treatment.

Actual Americans were rarely brought in for these scenarios, but she did get to meet one man after she’d read grimly through his dossier: he was an African-American named Sambo, conceived when his Black mother was used sexually by a white insurance company executive in exchange for a policy waiver, and he was chosen to come to Svendland and help with the Exchange because of his deep immersion in American culture, including his arrest on a regular basis for his participation in race riots.

Nericke rode the bus to her session with Sambo with a mix of excitement and trepidation. He would be her first American sexual partner, and while she was eager to see how he would approach things with her, she was also worried about offending him. She knew nothing about American racism and race riots, not even seeing them in movies or on the news much because there was a law against recording such things.

She was slightly reassured when she entered the American simulation building and met the man, still fully clothed, looking at his phone on a chair in the lobby.

“Sambo?” she said, studying him as she approached, guessing his age at 30 and finding him comparable to the Black movie performers she was very familiar with—handsome and very healthy.

The man looked up from his phone, seeming puzzled as he watched the girl approach.

“Are you Sambo?” she asked, nearing him.

“Is that what you call us?” he asked, standing up, smiling uncertainly, and offering his hand.

“They said that’s your name,” Nericke said. “I’m Nericke.”

“Hi, Nericke,” the man said. “I prefer to go by Clarence.”

“Ah, Clarence,” Nericke said, surprised by the firmness and warmth in his grip. “They must have been mistaken about your name. How are you liking Svendland?”

“Colder than Cincinnati,” Clarence replied. “But the people are chill. And everyone’s English is really good. Yours especially. I love your accent.”

“Thanks, I’m a big fan of America,” Nericke said. “Did they say which room we’ll be partnering together in?”

“Partnering?” Clarence repeated.

“Yes, where we’ll have sex.”

“Oh,” Clarence said. “Just like that then. Okay, yeah, they let me look at all of them, and I’m going with room 5.”

“Oh, the toxic waste dump,” Nericke said, heading toward the hall that led to simulation rooms 1 through 7.

“Is that what that was?” Clarence said, following her.

“Do you live near one?” Nericke asked.

“Live near what?”

“A toxic waste dump?”

“Uh, not that I know of,” Clarence said.

“How long have you been in Svendland?” Nericke asked, pushing open the door to room 5.

“Just since last night,” Clarence replied, following the girl through the door. The room was about 20 feet on a side, with one wall made of brick, a large black pipe sticking out over a large swirl of colored paints in a passable representation of a puddle filled with chemicals. Murals had been painted over the other walls, depicting a dozen industrial chimneys belching smoke, a multi-colored lake surrounded by dead trees, and large, luxurious homes planted on a wasteland of trash and aging pickup trucks, most sporting machine guns or at least one cannon on top.

But an improbable, full-sized, white-sheeted bed in surprisingly pristine condition had been placed over the simulated sand with its simulated tar streaks.

“This is a toxic waste dump?” Clarence said, following Nericke to the hooks lined up along the wall beneath the smokestacks.

“Yes, like in America,” Nericke said.

“I just thought it was kinda trippy,” Clarence said. “Is it from a movie?”

Nericke hung up her coat, began unbuttoning her blouse.

“What movie?” she asked, thinking she’d misunderstood.

“It looks something from a movie,” Clarence said. “One I haven’t seen.”

“No, it’s from your neighborhood,” Nericke said, slipping out of her bra.

“Not my neighborhood,” Clarence said with a laugh, and his eyes settled briefly on Nericke’s bare breasts and firm nipples before he began disrobing.

“They’re all different I guess, the toxic waste dumps, so you don’t always know,” Nericke said patiently. “Do people always try to kill you?”

Clarence had dropped to one knee to unlace his boots, and he looked up quizzically at the girl. “Huh?”

It seemed to be an inappropriate question, judging from Clarence’s reaction. Possibly he was offended. Or he didn’t want to talk about his violent life in America. Nericke silently chided herself: save the tough questions for later.

“Sorry, I just want to know everything about your culture,” she said. “It’s why we were put together.”

“I guess,” Clarence said. He seemed to be getting uncomfortable, possibly because when he pushed down his American blue jeans and his white briefs, his penis was already completely erect, and that must have hurt. It was a good size, not as big as some of the Svendlandic organs she’d hosted, but she looked forward to receiving pleasure from it.

She went to the bed, dropped to her hands and knees, and looked at him.

“I should be wet enough,” she said, angling her hole up.

She expected Clarence to clamber onto the bed behind her and begin their partnership, but something was bothering him. He was still completely erect, but he was just looking at her as he stood next to the bed.

“You want to do this, right?” he asked.

“It’s for kopellat,” Nericke replied.

“Who’s he?”

“Kopellat,” Nericke said. “It’s our program.”

“Program for what?”

“Successful breeding.”

“Nobody told me I was supposed to get you pregnant,” Clarence said, looking suddenly very concerned.

“Not until I’m ready,” Nericke said. “But you have to practice a lot.”

“This is just practice?” Clarence said, looking somewhat reassured.

“No, this is for culture,” Nericke said. “If I get to go to America, I need to be prepared.”

“You know Americans do lots of other things besides this, right?”

“Yes, I’ve heard all about it, and I want to know about your experiences.”

Nericke, still on hands and knees, looked up at Clarence, first into his face, and then at his penis, unsure why he was hesitating.

“You really want to do this then, right?” Clarence said.

“Yes, I love it, and vollstrade especially.”

“Vollstrade?”

“Oh yes.”

Something pushed Clarence past his reservations to lust, and he climbed onto the bed, knelt behind Nericke, opened her lips and angled his penis into her body.

“Oh, fuck,” he said. “Goddamn yes.”

Nericke breathed in and bucked, rocking her pelvis as Clarence slid in and out slowly.

“I have a question about your race riots,” she said. Unsure of how much time she’d get with the American Black man, she didn’t want to end up experiencing nothing but intercourse with him. Not that taking his penis wasn’t a cultural experience in and of itself, but she needed his wisdom as well.

“What?” he said, his voice a mix of thick arousal and confusion.

“The race riots you attend,” she explained.

Clarence laughed, booming and husky, just like you’d expect from an American man used to fighting for his rights.

“Okay, we can play this,” he said, his thrusts slowing. “The crackers . . . yeah, damn . . . so the honkies oppressin’ us, so we went out and . . . yeah, God . . . we rioted.”

“Were you ever hurt?” Nericke asked.

“What?” Clarence asked, staring down and running his finger along the left edge of Nericke’s vulva. “Girl, damn . . . you’ve got the prettiest—”

“But were you hurt?” Nericke persisted. “Is it hard to talk about?”

“Hurt how?”

“In the riots?”

“Oh, that again,” Clarence said, slowing his insertions slightly. “Okay, yeah, I got hurt.”

“How?”

“Uhh . . . they went after me, you know? Jumped me. But I fought back.”

“Did you kill anyone?” Nericke asked.

Clarence paused, penis halfway up the girl’s chamber.

“Hey, babe?” he said cautiously.

“Yes?” Nericke said, twisting so she could look at him out of the corner of her eye.

“This isn’t really doing it for me,” he said. “Maybe we could go with something else? Like, you know . . . do you like girls?”

“Girls?” Nericke asked.

“Yeah,” Clarence said. Just hearing Nericke say the word, in her soft, Svendlandic accent, seemed to return him to full arousal, and he pushed inside her and pulled out slowly with a low groan.

“I have a sister,” Nericke said.

“Oooh,” Clarence sighed. “She look like you?”

“She’s Svendlandic, yes. She’s blonde. But I have a bigger vulva.”

“Yeah, I bet you do,” Clarence cooed. “You see her naked, then?”

“We live naked,” Nericke said, grunting slightly when Clarence pushed especially deep.

“What’s that like?” Clarence asked.

Nericke laughed, because the question . . . how could you answer that? She loved her sister. She was proud of her sister. Zinzie had been there for her, leading the way through kopellat and all the other challenges of growing up with a female body, and now Zinzie was her biggest supporter as an American Exchange candidate.

But . . . What’s that like? What was the American really asking?

“Maybe you could meet her,” Nericke said.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Clarence said, and it was hard to tell if he was agreeing, or if this was what he said right before he experienced vollstrade. Probably the latter, because he was grunting rhythmically now, gutturally, with all the tragedy of oppression, while he whirled his spitting penis within her, and she could feel his hot semen coating her walls, dousing her cervix.

“Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah,” Nericke agreed, passing through her own vollstrade, rocking her pelvis and swallowing his sweet product with her soft Svendlandic chamber, her own ejaculate leaking out. “Ohhhhhhhhhh.”

Nericke remained on her hands and knees as she finished, but she dropped her head and breathed in, and Clarence watched her ribs spread and contract and looked down with amazement at the girl’s anus and vagina, and the base of his buried penis.

He was still fully erect as the girl slid off his rod, an impressive dose of cream slipping from her hole and onto the bed as his tip left her chamber, and she spun around and sat, one knee up so she could rest her chin on it.

“I hope it’s easier to talk now?” she asked.

He dropped to his haunches and looked uncertainly at her.

“I think I could listen to you talk for the next hundred years,” he said, looking at her lovingly.




Chapter 11: Feeling the Spirit

“When was your first race riot?” Nericke asked.

Clarence breathed in, looked at her, gave her a half-smile.

“You’re being serious, right?” he said. “This isn’t just some kinda roleplay?”

“Roleplay?” she echoed.

“It’s okay, if that turns you on,” he said. “It’s not my thing, though. You know, really not my thing. Total buzzkill, you know? Now, stuff about your sister, that’s hot. I loved that. If you’re patient, you can always find some overlapping kink.”

“I am really struggling with your English right now,” Nericke said. “I don’t know all the idioms.”

“Sorry, sorry,” Clarence said, dropping to his rear, crossing his legs, his semi-erect penis aimed at his ankles. “You were talking while we were doing it, so I was making an assumption . . . In America, if a girl talks during the action, it’s gonna be something that gets her off, and . . . wait, let me try to avoid idioms. People, male, female, whatever, sometimes they talk while they’re, uh, in flagrante delicto . . .” Clarence laughed. “That’s some French for ya, there. Means doing the deed. So people talk. They don’t have to, but they can talk, to boost . . . to increase their sexual arousal. So that’s how I was taking it. You got some kind of Black man in a race riot fetish, and you were playing that out. And that’s cool, that’s cool, don’t get me wrong. On the right day, I might even be down with it. But that one’s complicated. There’s, well . . . I don’t know how much you know about American race riots, but we’ve had a few. Just a few, but they’re nasty business. And Black folk usually come out on the short end of the stick. Sorry, they lose in other words. So if that’s your fantasy, we’d need to reach an understanding first, about who’s doing what, before we get into each other. You got me? Am I making sense?”

Nericke nodded. “I wasn’t fantasizing,” she said. “I was told you were in lots of race riots. I want to know about your experiences.”

“Okay,” he said, “what exactly does that term mean to you, race riot?”

Nericke looked up at the gray ceiling, wanting to put it just right in English, incorporating concepts from her studies. Clarence seemed especially serious about this.

“I think,” she began, “it’s when the different races of America come together to violently dominate each other in their struggle for ethnic agency.”

“Hmm,” Clarence said. “Just never, then. I’ve never been to a race riot. I’m not sure I even know what one is, by your definition.”

“But you’ve been arrested at them,” Nericke said. “Right?”

“I’ve never . . .” Clarence said. “Okay, I was arrested once. DUI. Cop was cool, just doing his job. I was right on the line . . .” Clarence paused, but Nericke was staring at him with her unblinking blue eyes, listening so raptly he decided he wasn’t boring her. This was American culture, after all, which she seemed to want to know about. “I was right at point oh eight, so cop coulda gone either way. I was very polite, ‘yes, sir, no sir, I’m sorry sir,’ so he let me slide, ticketed me for failure to stop at a red light. I was in and out in two hours, fine of one eighty five. But it wasn’t racial. It wasn’t a race riot. White dude I knew, got pulled for the same thing, he was cool but he had a chip on his shoulder that always came out when he drank, got the DUI, spent two days in jail, lost his license for six months.”

Clarence smiled into Nericke’s earnest face.

“That’s the best I can do,” he said. “I mean, I went to some protests. Black Lives Matter, after George Floyd. We yelled a lot, one guy got arrested for throwing rocks at Proud Boys, dozen of them got busted too. You know about George Floyd?”

“Isn’t he your president?”

Clarence grimaced.

“Or he was your president, before?” Nericke said, sensing she was way off.

“Just a dude, cops murdered him on camera,” Clarence said. “That’s the short version. Look it up if you want the full story.”

Nericke looked disappointed, almost heartbreakingly so.

“Hey, it’s okay,” he said. “A lot of Americans don’t know this shit. But I think you’ve been . . . well, where are you getting your information?”

“We all watch American movies, American TV, and I—”

“Sheee-it,” Clarence said slowly, laughing. “Is that where you learned about race riots?”

“No, they don’t show them,” Nericke said. “They’re not allowed to.”

“Okay,” Clarence said, nodding doubtfully. “I think I . . . okay, who told you my name was Sambo?”

“That’s what it said in your dossier.”

“Dossier?”

“Yes. That’s what they call it. A file about you.”

“Weird,” Clarence said. “You’re going to America, right?”

“Ya. I hope so.”

“Why do you want to go?”

“I think it’s beautiful, what I see in the movies.”

“What about all the race riots?” Clarence asked, and he gestured to the room. “And all the toxic waste dumps.”

“I’ll avoid them.”

Clarence laughed. “Sister, you are a trip.”

She nodded hopefully, because this sounded like a compliment.

“You really wanna know about America?” Clarence asked.

“Ya.”

“First of all, don’t ever call a Black man Sambo. It’s considered an insult. And no one names their kid that.”

“Oh, I am so sorry.”

“You didn’t know, don’t feel bad. But it’s not—” Clarence paused, thinking. “Okay . . . aww damn, now I get it. Comparative literature assignment my junior year in college. We had to write something using another voice, as offensive as we could make it, within a few restrictions. No hard-core porn, no n-word, no—”

“N-word?”

“Starts with N, rhymes with bigger, you never—”

“Ni—”

“Psst,” Clarence said with a quick, silencing slash of his hand. “Never say it. That word leaves your mouth and someone catches it on their phone, and you’re basically . . . internal exile. Non-person. Life basically over.”

“I won’t say it,” Nericke promised, although she was mystified that a word could have such power.

“So that’s where all this came from,” he continued. “That writing assignment. I said I was Sambo, Momma used and abused by a health insurance company, I went to race riots, got arrested a lot, was scamming welfare. You know, what uninformed people think Black people do. The prof loved it, asked if she could post it. I said why not. And then . . . 10 years later, I get this email, thought it was a scam but it seemed legit, knew who I was, but it didn’t call me Sambo, didn’t mention the class project, just asked me if I wanted to come to Svendland and do a sexual cultural exchange.” Clarence shrugged and smiled. “I found some pictures of Svendlandic girls and said hell yeah. And here I am.”

“I’m glad you are,” she said. “I’m learning very well from you.”

“Hey, what you said about your sister,” Clarence said. “Was that another fantasy?”

“Zinzie?” Nericke said.

“Zinzie?” Clarence said. “That’s her name?”

“Yes, Zinzie. She’s real. She’s been a great sister. She’s always encouraged me, and she’s helping me with the American Exchange.”

“You want to come to America to share what you know about breeding, and someone—”

“Kopellat,” Nericke corrected.

“So what exactly is that?”

“It’s our national program. It’s about breeding, but it’s much more than that. It’s a philosophy, it’s daily practices, it’s discipline. And your nation wants us to teach you about it.”

“Why?” Clarence asked.

“We’re the only developed nation with a growing population,” Nericke said. “It’s a crisis everywhere. America wants more babies, and kopellat is how you get it.”

“In the end though,” Clarence said dubiously, “it’s just sex. It’s what we just did.”

“It’s more than that, though,” Nericke said with a decisive shake of her head. “Kopellat gets us comfortable with our bodies, with sex, with other people’s bodies. That’s why we go naked whenever we can, we masturbate whenever we want to, we have intercourse—”

“Wait, you masturbate . . . you’re talking about yourself?”

“Oh yes.”

“And you’re not shy about it?” Clarence asked.

“Why should I be?”

“You’re just doing it, then, in front of anyone?”

“Mostly at home,” Nericke said. “Or at the kopellat offices. Not at school, really. Or other places it might be a distraction.”

“You do it in front of your sister?”

“Ya.”

“And she does it in front of you?”

“Ya.”

“Damn, I’m starting to like kopellat,” Clarence said, and he looked down at his reawakening penis. “Go again?”

“I would like that,” Nericke said.

“But tell you what,” Clarence said. “Let’s do it American style this time.”

“What’s American style?” Nericke asked.

“Making love,” Clarence said. “Not just putting it in.”

“How does it work?” she asked.

Clarence laughed. “Wait, you said you’ve seen American movies and TV, right?”

“Ya, it’s great.”

“Then you’ve seen people kissing?”

“Ya,” Nericke said, recalling one of the most intense kisses she’d ever seen, a man and woman lying in the mud, fully clothed, covered in dirt. And kissing. In an American movie. The scene had in fact driven her to her first vollstrade, but it no longer moved her that way. She had a lot of other arousing things to work with now. And she had come to realize the scene wasn’t representative. Americans didn’t lie in the mud to kiss, maybe ever. But still, she realized suddenly, with a momentary pang—there was a loss here. She liked being amazed by things, fixated, overwhelmed. And this one, the couple kissing in the mud, no longer did that for her.

“Do you ever kiss?” Clarence asked, with a slight smile that made Nericke think he was being ironic. But no. Did she ever kiss? Now she was embarrassed.

“We don’t really have time for it,” she said, sensing that she was blushing. “We have so many other things to work on. But yes . . . I guess, maybe sometimes. When the training work is done, maybe.”

“Do you want to make time for it now?” Clarence asked.

“When?” Nericke asked. “I mean, first we kiss? And then intercourse?”

“Or both at the same time,” Clarence said. “Our mouths will be in the right place, if we do missionary.”

“Missionary?”

“Face to face,” Clarence explained.

“Why is it called missionary?”

“You know what a missionary is?”

“No, I’m not sure.”

“People who come into a colony to spread Christianity. They wanted everyone doing it that way. Instead of what they were doing. Which I think was a lot of doggy style.”

Nericke shook her head, lost again. “For better breeding?” she asked.

“Naw, just . . . look, I don’t know. Thought that’s what God wanted, I guess. But that was some racism there too.”

Nericke looked at him with her blue, innocent eyes, as though waiting for something, so he leaned forward, pressed his mouth against hers, and after a little practice and a little repositioning, they were lying side by side on the bed, still kissing, mouths slightly open, his erection pressing lengthwise against her belly. He moved his arm, draped around Nericke’s back, to her front, grabbed her breast with his hand, pinched her nipple until she sighed, moved his mouth from hers to her nipple, sucked until she sighed again.

“American style,” he said, grinning at her.

“I like it,” she said before they returned to kissing, but this time, Clarence shifted his lower half, and Nericke understood, raised her leg and reached down, pulling the American up into her vagina, wriggling her pelvis until he was completely buried within her.

“Why did you do that?” he asked, pulling his mouth away to look at her.

“Is it okay?” she asked, and something about the Black man’s expression made her want to laugh, so she laughed.

“It’s okay,” he said, eyes rolling up while he moved slightly within her, just enough to test the wetness of her walls, and he kissed her again before he continued his thought.

“We let the spirit move us, in America,” Clarence said, almost reverently. “We don’t have a name for it. We don’t want a name for it, to be honest. And it doesn’t always work. But when it works, man . . . it’s the best thing in the world.”

“And you can . . .” Nericke said with a short gasp. “You can still make children this way.”

“Whether you want to or not, babe. Now, you gonna give me a taste of your pussy?”

“Pussy,” Nericke said, remembering what the word was slang for. “You want to?”

“Of course. I’m moved that way.”

Clarence pulled his penis out of Nericke’s body, turned around, and the girl rolled to her back and opened her legs, and Clarence stared down at her wet sex organ, her broad vulva and large opening, and her pronounced red clitoris.

“Wow,” he said, touching it. “Is this a Svendlandic thing?”

“My clitoris?” she said.

“Yeah. I’ve never seen one this big.”

“It’s unusually big by Svendlandic standards also,” she said. “And very sensitive.”

“Any instructions before I go down on it?”

“No,” she said. “Just do it the American way.”

So that’s what Clarence did. He devoured her, everything, starting with her thick, warm clitoris, and she looked wide-eyed at the ceiling of faded blue sky and gray pollution clouds, and she smiled and turned to her right, where Clarence’s knees rested together beside her head, and the spirit moved her to grab his penis and bring her mouth to it in a vain attempt to tend to it that way, so Clarence, without ever disengaging from Nericke’s female slot, raised one leg, straddled the girl’s face, and grunted when she sucked him into her throat.

The two pulsed like that against each other for a long couple of minutes until Clarence shook and groaned, and Nericke’s mouth and throat worked to swallow the spurting semen.

Nericke had hoped to vollstrade under Clarence’s mouth, but his penis was softening, and she didn’t have as much experience wresting pleasure from a man’s tongue and lips, and he was sucking and biting her swollen clitoris, almost painfully, so after driving her vagina a few times against his tongue, she put her hands on his hips, gently pushing him up, and he lifted up and rolled off her, smiling, and she sat up, crossing her legs,

“Did you orgasm?” he asked.

“We call it vollstrade,” she said.

“You don’t want to use the English?”

“Vollstrade is a more complete term,” Nericke said. “It is the reward for performing well. It is a national duty.”

“Okay, then, did you vollstrade?”

“Not the second time.”

“Your clit is still firm,” he said. “Are you still horny?”

“Horny?”

“Aroused?”

“I think so.”

“Can I touch it?”

Nericke answered by leaning back, propped up with her arms behind her, and she raised her pelvis up and aimed her erect clitoris at Clarence’s chest.

He reached down, pressed his index finger against it, pinched it between finger and thumb, studied Nericke’s face for pain as he pulled it gently away from her body. Any hint of discomfort on the girl’s part would have ended the experiment, but she just looked at him with her sincere blue Svendlandic eyes. Was there a little hunger there?

Clarence, inexperienced as he was with a female organ of this size and firmness, summoned the American spirit of lovemaking, his next actions a hybrid of what interested him and what Nericke seemed to like. He wanted to pinch her clitoris, to gauge its firmness with a hard squeeze, so he did so, and she responded with a gasp of surprise, the widening of her thighs, and the rocking of her pelvis. Focused on her pleasure, on the rhythmic stimulation of her surprisingly erect clitoris, he didn’t notice at first that his penis was hardening and lengthening. But eventually, his assertive sex organ clamored for attention, and he looked down on it, and at the girl, and she nodded.

“Missionary?” she said.

“Let’s.”

Clarence concentrated both on kissing the girl, hard and open-mouthed, and grinding against her clitoris with every thrust, and it wasn’t long before she was squirming and writhing beneath him, bucking and groaning with an overwhelming vollstrade.

A quick study, Nericke continued both to accept Clarence’s insertions and to make love to him, truly, kissing his mouth, hugging his shoulders tightly, and gripping his penis tightly as well, and though he had already climaxed twice, Clarence eventually delivered again, crying out as the sensations of profound pleasure racked his body and mind.

They continued to kiss like lovers even after both organs had been sated, breathing hard through their noses while their mouths worked in unison, tongues wrestling, teeth tapping together.

“Okay,” Clarence said, finally lifting his mouth from Nericke so he could speak. “You like American style?”

The girl laughed as she lay beneath him, kissed his lips one more time before she grasped his shoulders, easing him off herself, and like two lovers waking from a long sleep, they slowly worked themselves up, each sighing with exertion as they crossed their legs and faced the other.

“I like it,” she said. “I like it very much. When there’s time, in America, I’ll ask my partner to do it that way.”

“You’re not going to practice in Svendland?” Clarence asked with mock disappointment.

“I have to follow the program,” Nericke said. “There’s not really time for the extra things.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?” Clarence asked.

“A boyfriend?” Nericke said. She’d heard the term many times, in American films and TV, but she’d never been quite sure what it meant, because it seemed to mean everything, from a boy you cared about but never had sex with to a man with whom you lived for decades and had sex with whenever you wanted. “What kind of boyfriend?”

Clarence pondered the question, laughed at himself. “Yeah, doesn’t really translate here, I think. Main thing about a boyfriend is he’s the only one, at least in America.”

“The only one?”

“You have sex with,” Clarence said.

“How can there be only one?” Nericke asked.

“Okay,” Clarence said. “In America, and in most of the world, really, people pair up, you know? Exclusive relationships. Sex only with each other. Get jealous if there’s anyone else. Psycho jealous in some instances, so it’s—”

“Ya, ya, I know about that,” Nericke said. “It happens on the American shows I watch. But I wasn’t sure if it was something to make the stories more interesting, or if Americans are really like that. I—”

“They are,” Clarence assured.

“I just mean, if I could only have sex with one boy, I couldn’t do kopellat,” Nericke said, “and I couldn’t go to America. I have to do it with a lot of boys during training.”

“You’re okay with that?”

“I get sore sometimes,” Nericke confessed. “But that’s part of conditioning.”

“But emotionally?” Clarence said. “Do you ever feel, I don’t know, like your soul is getting sore?”

Nericke looked at him and smiled, because the question made no sense.

“Point blank question, no wrong answer,” he said. “How do you feel about me?”

“I hope every American is like you,” Nericke said brightly.

“Damn, baby,” Clarence said, laughing into his fist. “You come up with the best answers. But . . . do you love me?”

“Of course.”

“You mean, like, love love? I’m your only one? You’ll think about me all the time?”

Nericke smiled and shook her head, uncertain again what Clarence was asking, and he laughed sincerely in response.

“I don’t want to sound racist, but . . .” he began cautiously, “but after the time we just had, half of white girls would have been talking love, but Black girls, no more than one in ten. Learned that lesson the hard way when I was a teenager. Me and a Black queen rolled around for an hour, I said love, she said ‘Get real, boy!’” Clarence paused, considering. “Oh, some other things to know, if you get to America. Don’t call a Black man boy, unless you’re Black. And if you’re white, never start a sentence with ‘I don’t want to sound racist, but . . .’ That shit never ends well, for white people.”

Clarence laughed again, held out his hands to the girl, and she put hers in his.

“I would want to see you again,” he said. “Not just because of the sex. You’ve just got . . . you know, that something extra. You can’t put a name on it. Innocence, maybe. Sincerity. You are just sincere as fuck. And I would fight to make you my girlfriend. I would want to keep exploring the world with you. There’s nothing nicer I can say than that.”

Clarence’s voice broke and his eyes watered and this time when he laughed, it was quieter, and aimed at himself.




Chapter 12: Two Letters

Perhaps, by the time the letter arrived on April 3, its contents were a foregone conclusion. And yet Nericke shrieked with joy when she read the first sentence, and her eyes were wet when she showed it to her parents, to her brothers, to Zinzie, and the family rewarded her with hugs, with joy and pride, because at the young age of 18, Nericke had achieved something remarkable.

And as Father read the letter over dinner that night, his eyes grew wet too, and he struggled to keep his voice even:

Dear Nericke Piersonsdottir,

On behalf of the grateful nation of Svendland, and all its people, we are pleased and proud to inform you that you have been selected for the American Exchange as a Kopellat Ambassador and Junior Master Trainer. It is expected that this program, which is aimed at reversing the American population decrease, will aid that nation, and soon will be duplicated in partnerships between Svendland and many other nations.

Please plan to report to the Port of Grolmkarst on June 22, where you will be collared, taken into custody, and assigned a maritime transport pen. During the last week of June, all Ambassadors will be taken securely by ship to the Port of Miami, arriving there around June 29, with arrival at your final destination, BREEDING CAMP 17, around July 1.

You may expect your stay in America to conclude around August 15, although in some cases the program might be extended.

In the meantime, your training will continue. Please continue your outstanding efforts to learn, live, and teach the science, wisdom and spirit of kopellat. And if you haven’t already done so, please have complete restraint measurements taken (including wrists, ankles, mouth, neck, waist, anus, rectum, and vagina) and submitted to your kopellat office by April 25.

As an Ambassador, you will be expected to interact with the American peers who plan to attend BREEDING CAMP 17. You will receive an email soon with instructions for creating an account and communicating with these peers, with the goal of arriving at your camp with a network of fellow breeders already in place.

We look forward to meeting you in person at the American Exchange Reception and Exhibition, which will be held at the Zugcher Arcade, 1554 Hrzingvikke Street, beginning at 3 p.m. on Saturday, June 17. Attendance is required.

Thank You, and Congratulations!

Nathaliea Gibbes-Marsdottir

Prime Minister

Vinson Perkkinsohn

Secretary of Koppelat

The next day, another letter from the same national office arrived, this one addressed to Zinzie, and she opened it carefully, because it was nice to get recognition for her small contribution to the American Exchange, and she would keep this letter always, and might even pin it to the wall. But before she was finished reading the first sentence, she’d cried out in surprise and covered her mouth with both hands, and the letter dropped between her feet because she had collapsed to the couch to wail, and Mother and Nericke rushed to her side from the kitchen and the bedroom, respectively, to see what was the matter, with Lars not far behind, and Nericke picked up the letter and screamed, and showed it to Mother, and Mother screamed, and all three females were crying with joy as they hugged, with Lars looking on in mystified, sympathetic joy.

The letter began:

Dear Zinzie Piersonsdottir,

On behalf of the grateful nation of Svendland, and all its people, we are pleased and proud to inform you that you have been selected for the American Exchange as a Kopellat Ambassador, Intercourse Model, Oral Servicer and Intimate Sustenance Delivery Specialist. It is expected that this program

. . .

How many of the proud families of Svendland had not one but two girls going to America, sponsored by the government, to enlighten that vast, rambunctious nation on the fine points of successful breeding, Svendlandic style? Father fought another round of tears when he learned that Zinzie was also chosen, and Lars and Simon beamed with pride on the news, both insisting on taking fresh pictures with their sisters, all four of them seated beside each other on the couch, Nericke with her legs spread wide to display her most important feature, her large vulva and long vaginal slit, her clitoris erect enough that it was just visible too. But the best picture, which was quickly posted to social media and shared and reshared, captured Zinzie’s vital attributes as well, a ready smile and determined eyes, the countenance of a girl glad to help where she could, to offer all of her body, including her mouth, vagina, and rectum, to a vital national cause.

Two days later, both girls went to the kopellat office for both regular training and measurements. This was understood: from the moment they reported for duty in the American Exchange to the moment they set foot back in Svendland, they would be components in a vital, well-funded international program. Components, objects, property. America, well aware of how critical population maintenance was to future viability—economic, cultural, military, quality of life—was paying top dollar for Svendland’s expertise, and for the people coming to deliver that expertise. And so it was decided by mutual agreement that those Svenlanders participating in the American Exchange would be carefully monitored, controlled, and secured. America’s negotiators had been very firm on that score. We don’t want to pay you a king’s ransom, ship your people to our nation, and then hear they’ve scattered to the four winds as soon as they reached our ports. Svendland would be sending young people—by necessity, teens, in many cases—because these were the ones who best embodied the true passion and energy of kopellat. But teens can get distracted. They fall in love and run off. They hitch a ride to Virginia Beach, Malibu, Disney World, and the people waiting to learn from them would remain fertile but unpregnant, virile but without a vagina to seed.

A few minor requirements—not really anything, in the big scheme of things—would ensure the reliability of the Svenlanders, and the success of the program. Roomy pens and kennels, for example. Chains, ropes and tethers. This component of the program, beyond ensuring the uninterrupted participation of Svendland’s facilitators, served a second purpose, during intercourse itself. Restraint, as it turned out, was a requirement of successful breeding. Reproductive sex was different from recreational sex, everyone knew that, and things needed to be done.

It has been clearly demonstrated that holding the female body immobile during the deposit of semen increases the likelihood of conception by up to 27 percent. Left to her own devices, the modern, sex-positive girl could get creative—wriggling, squirming, insisting on getting on top and running things. Girls used to hold still for it, impassively supine, few of them brave enough to demonstrate true enthusiasm for the act, and populations grew exponentially. This was one of the negatives of female liberation: make women equal to men, and now they felt like they had to work as hard as their male partners on everything, including intercourse. And as a result, with world-changing frequency, the vagina was not where it needed to be during ejaculation. Done properly, the penis slit should be right up against the cervix during male release, but a modern girl with her own ideas of how things should go might have her vagina positioned in all manner of suboptimal ways—twisted, tilted, not fully penetrated, even separated from the penis altogether at that most critical of moments, meaning the semen would be sent flying into the void or, just as uselessly, being fired at the back of the throat or into the rectum.

Much of Nericke’s training, therefore, involved chains, ties, clamps, leashes, tethers, cuffs, crosses, and so forth, and she had learned not only to endure bound copulation, but even to enjoy it. Indeed, no matter how she was stretched, tethered, tied, racked, hung or framed, she found herself able to enjoy vollstrade; a whole series of vollstrade, in fact, the pleasures arriving in quick succession, before, during and after her partner’s ejaculation. If she could still scream with pleasure, clench with her vagina, rock her pelvis, groan and shake and make fists and curl her toes during vollstrade, what else was there left to do?

Nericke, it should be quickly added, had never abandoned equality during such training. She had, instead, transcended it. Males and females were different. In certain contexts, equality was essential. In others, it would only get in the way and needed to be set aside. Learning the fine points of binding the female body with various equipment was something everyone should know, both male and female, and Nericke, on the way to earning her designation as a Kopellat Master Trainer, had studied this to the degree that she was able to instruct anyone on exactly how to restrain a girl, whether the girl was someone else or herself.

It should, further, be made clear that Svendlandic girls were not bound for every instance of copulation. As has been made clear in this book itself, much intercourse took place in that land with the female as free as the male. But once the female decided she was ready to bring new life into the world, she—in consultation with her partner, often enough—would select a full complement of restraints to wear during conceptive exercises. Better yet, a girl would begin trying out such equipment well before she was ready to conceive, drawing it out on a regular basis for sex and lovemaking, or being put into it by a family member for a set amount of time even if there was not a partner to couple with.

The equipment was expensive—the process of getting measured for it alone was pricey—and its purchase was not recommended until the female was finished growing, so nothing had been bought yet for Nericke or Zinzie. And now Mother and Father could congratulate themselves for holding off. America would pay for it all!

The kopellat office was busier than usual after school that day, and Nericke entered with a new sense of pride, of accomplishment, of communion. Most of the people here, male or female, were going to America, she knew, and the cries and grunts and gasps echoing through the room represented far more than pleasure, because everyone was playing their role in a program of international significance.

Nericke and Zinzie stripped, hung their clothes on the hooks and headed to the receptionist’s desk to request measurements before the day’s training commenced. They were brought to a relatively small square between a square with a girl on her hands and knees being penetrated by a male, and another square with two girls performing oral sex on each other. The sisters sat naked on the single bench, watching the things happening around them, and waiting.

“What are they going to do to me?” Zinzie asked.

“What do you mean?” Nericke replied.

“Are they going to make me do everything you had to do?”

“There’s not time,” Nericke said. “We’re going to America soon.”

“We don’t report until June 22,” Zinzie said fearfully. “That’s more than a month from now.”

“I’m sure you’ll need to learn some things,” Nericke said. “But it’s like you’ve been training with me from the first day. You already know a lot.”

“You’ve gone many times without me,” Zinzie said. “And you come home exhausted, and don’t vollstrade at bedtime . . . or not as much, anyway . . . and won’t tell me what they did. I can only imagine what you suffered.”

“I wouldn’t call it suffering,” Nericke said wryly. “I can only vollstrade so many times in one day though, and I do all I need during training.”

“They force it on you, don’t they?” Zinzie said.

“I could have left at any time,” Nericke said.

“And not go to America,” Zinzie said. “You want to go so badly you’ll let them do anything to you.”

“Zinzie,” Nericke said patiently, and she put her hand on her sister’s arm and smiled at her. “Do you want to know why I wouldn’t talk about it?”

“So you wouldn’t give me nightmares?” Zinzie asked.

“I didn’t want to make you jealous,” Nericke said. “I was sad you wouldn’t be going, and I didn’t want to make you think I thought I was better than you.”

All the fear in Zinzie’s eyes vanished, she smiled broadly and hugged her sister. “What did they do to you then?” she demanded eagerly. “Now you have to tell me everything!”

Nericke was almost relieved by the question, and it was easy to answer.

“Look,” Nericke said, motioning to the things going on in the dozens of squares around them. “Everything you see here was done to me. And, really, if it’s not happening here today, it was never done to me.”

Zinzie’s head swiveled as she took in the scenes around her, none of it particularly disturbing to a good kopellat girl.

“What did you think was happening to me?” Nericke asked. “I wish you’d told me you were worried.”

“They put things into you, didn’t they?” Zinzie said.

“Yes, just like you see today,” Nericke said, pointing to a girl tied flat on her back on a table, her head raised and her eyes wide as she watched a machine drive a dildo repeatedly up her vagina.

“You got robot-fucked a lot?” Zinzie asked.

“Machines did it, males did it, and girls too, with the prosthetic.”

“Yes, but weren’t some of the things very large?” Zinzie said. “Giant?”

“Is that what you were worried about?” Nericke said. “That they were going to break me?”

“Ya,” Zinzie said, blinking.

“Sister, that never happened,” Nericke assured, squeezing Zinzie’s hand. “They put some very large things up my vagina, but nothing bigger than what I could hold.” She leaned back and spread her lips. “You know how big my sex is.”

“But didn’t it stretch you too much?” Zinzie asked.

“You mean, so I wouldn’t be tight anymore?” Nericke asked.

“Ya.”

“They made me tighter,” Nericke said with a laugh, and when Zinzie looked uncertain, Nericke leaned back. “Here, stick your finger in.”

Zinzie complied, leaning forward and putting two fingers up her sister’s organ, and she almost shouted when Nericke squeezed.

“Imagining being a boy,” Nericke said. “No matter what penis size he has, I can hold him very tightly. And I’ve gotten better at it in the trainings.”

“You could almost hurt him!” Zinzie warned.

“I would never do that,” Nericke said. “But some boys have very tough penises, so I constrict harder with them, and they never complain.”

Zinzie withdrew her fingers and looked at them, a sheen of wetness coating both.

“I think it might be harder for you than it ever was for me,” Nericke said. “You’ll be doing intimate sustenance, after all.”

“I’m not worried about it,” Zinzie said. “I’ve always wanted to do it, and I think I can be good at it.”

“It can be hard on the body, though,” Nericke said.

“Temporarily, ya,” Zinzie said. “But I’ve heard most girls recover in a few days.”

“You’re a strong girl,” Nericke said with another squeeze of Zinzie’s hand.

“Have you seen it done here?” Zinzie asked.

“No, it takes too much time, and they don’t have the right equipment,” Nericke said. “But I’m sure you’ll get some training in it before we leave for America.”

“Maybe today?” Zinzie asked hopefully.

“Tell them you want training in it, and maybe they’ll take you after we get measured,” Nericke said.

The sisters stood and smiled at the arrival of a female government official, wearing nothing but a black sash from shoulder to hip, and pushing a cart.

“Nericke, Zinzie?” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” the girls said in unison.

“I’m Renata,” she said. “I’m here to measure your bodies. Let’s start with your anuses and vaginas.”

Nericke turned and bent, but Zinzie hesitated, because she had a question.

“I’ve been selected for intimacy sustenance,” she said. “I would like some training in that.”

Nericke, mortified, touched Zinzie’s leg, and the girl understood the unspoken message and turned and bent, her hands on her knees.

“I’m sure you’ll receive training as scheduled,” Renata said briskly, eyeing the portion of the cart that held a variety of thick sizing plugs. “Masturbate.”

Both girls reached between their legs, teasing their clitorises and fingering their openings to wet themselves.

Renata approached Nericke first, crouched behind her, clicked her tongue.

“They didn’t tell me you had such a big hole,” she protested. “I might have to go back for more equipment. And your clitoris, is this its full size?”

“It gets bigger,” Nericke said, widening her legs and pulling the pink flesh away from her body.

“Let me see,” Renata said, pushing Nericke’s hand away to inspect things herself, and she massaged the erect shaft expertly, pinched and stroked and tugged it while Nericke grimaced and rocked back and forth on her heels.

“Good,” Renata said, releasing the clitoris and returning to her cart. “I’m going to size you for a collar too.”

“A collar?” Nericke asked.

“For your clitoris,” Renata explained. “You’re not familiar with that method of restraint?”

“No, I’m sorry,” Nericke said.

“It’s not very common,” Renata said, “but when a girl’s parts are of sufficient size, it can be used in conjunction with other restraints.”

Renata, holding two anal dilators, knelt behind Zinzie, pushed the tool up her vagina and stirred it around before withdrawing it and easing it up the girl’s anus. Zinzie gasped and winced as the unusually large object was pushed into her bowels.

“How would that work?” Nericke asked, oblivious at the moment to her sister’s discomfort.

“The collar fits around the base of your clitoris,” Renata replied, sliding a second anal dilator up Nericke’s front chamber before she withdrew the thoroughly lubricated object and pushed it into the girl’s rectum. “A tether runs from the collar to whatever leash you’ve been put on. It increases security by making you more sensitive when your restraint is pulled.”

“I hadn’t heard of this,” Nericke said with a light gasp, adding to make sure her acquiescence was understood, “but it sounds like it would work very well.”

“You could do that to all of us though, couldn’t you?” Zinzie offered, wanting to keep things as fair as possible. “My lips are very sensitive, so you could tether one of them to whatever leash I had on. Or my nipple. One nipple, or both of them.”

“These are all under discussion,” Renata said. “You’ll probably be getting your labia pierced and ringed at some point. But there’s no reason to measure the size of the folds around your female holes for now.”

“How long will the measurements take?” Zinzie asked, clearly wanting to begin official training now her roles were official.

“Less than an hour, probably,” Renata said, withdrawing the anal dilators and putting them in solution on the tray’s lower shelf. She went to a tablet propped on the top of the cart, tapped it, entered data. “Your anuses are both a little larger than average,” she noted. “And Zinzie, it looks like you have a lot of room there, for your role.”

Renata worked mostly in silence, but Nericke’s large and deep vagina drew a few more comments from her as she continued her work. “I think you can hold anything,” she asserted. “Does it hurt when something very large is put inside you?”

“It hasn’t yet,” Nericke replied.

Mouths, breasts, nipples, and the distance between the front and rear holes were also carefully calculated.

The last data point was what Renata called “maximal access vertex,” defined as the widest angle at which the legs could be comfortably spread for sexual penetration. This measurement was taken with an adjustable bar with leather loops at either end, the loops fastened around the ankles, the bar lengthened until the female could be opened no further, at which point, a second tool measured the angle between the femurs. Nericke began groaning with discomfort at 90 degrees, but the more limber Zinzie was stretched without protest until she’d reached 107 degrees.

“Will boys care about how wide we can get?” Zinzie asked dismissively, downplaying her superiority to Nericke in this regard.

“It’s not something they’ll notice at first,” Renata said. “But on days when you are penetrated by multiple partners, a wider vertex will make it easier for you to accept them and switch between them.”

“And easier for them too,” noted Nericke with a smile at her sister. “Right?”

“Yes,” Renata agreed. “The further the legs can be pulled out of the way, the easier it is for your partner to penetrate you and to thrust.”

“Are American girls getting some of these same measurements?” Zinzie asked.

“I think so,” Renata said. “We don’t know everything about what they’re planning. I think they’re still working out the details, but it’s my understanding the full kopellat philosophy of leashing and restraining will be taught to both American girls and boys, with some American modifications as well.”

Renata, working efficiently, got the measurements done in a little over 50 minutes, at which point Nericke and Zinzie were summoned to separate areas for their training, and each reported to their squares with a new sense of pride and purpose, and each trained with full enthusiasm, their cries of stimulation and pleasure blending with the voices of the other American Exchange youth.




Chapter 13: Talking to Haden

After training on a Wednesday night in early June, Nericke began her first entry on the American Exchange Breeding Camp 17 community website. For an hour, the nervous girl typed, deleted, edited, improved, and at last bit her lip and hit the SUBMIT button, sending this message through the ether:

I am a 18-year-old Svendlandic girl who has been assigned to Camp 17. My sister Zinzie is also going. She’ll be creating an account here soon. Our government asked that we reach out to our American partners to introduce ourselves and learn about who will be there. I am saying hi. Sorry for my bad English. I hope to hear from some people from America. I love America and am trying to learn more about it.

Nericke, who had been working with determination to stay current with her academic work, kept one eye on the account’s inbox while she studied mathematics. But she was still surprised when a reply arrived in less than an hour:

Hi, Nericke, I’m Haden. I live in Overland, Kansas, and am also signed up for Camp 17. I’ve been a member of my high school’s breeding club since the start of the year, but I know I have a lot to learn, and I’m really glad Svendland is helping us with the camp. We’ve been told your nation really knows a lot about breeding. How old are you? I’m 18. Are you a member of a breeding club there?

Over the next hour, the conversation continued:

Nericke: Hi, Haden. I think it’s great to be hearing from you! Are you a boy or a girl? We don’t really have a breeding club here at our schools. Instead, we grow up in what we call the kopellat system, which teaches us about everything as we’re old enough to be told it. What is your breeding club like?

Haden: Hey, Nericke, I’m a boy. Breeding Club was started just this year at our school. Maybe you already know this, but our nation is working to save and grow our population, so the club was started to encourage us to get comfortable with sexual intercourse and our bodies. It’s been very interesting and I’ve really enjoyed it. But I wish I’d started learning earlier, like you. Is kopellat like a club too, that you go to? What do you do there?

Nericke: Hello, Haden. Kopellat isn’t really a club. It’s a philosophy for your whole life, and a lot of it is done at home, and your parents help you. We stay naked at home, which I know isn’t that common in America. We are told about masturbation and try to do it when you’re ready, but I only learned about it seven months ago how to do it! I like it a lot though, and have tried to learn a lot of things very fast since I started training for the American Exchange. My sister helped me, and my brothers too. I have two. Do you have brothers and sisters?

Haden: I’m an only child. It’s just me and my mom, but she’s been really supportive. I go nude at home, am allowed to masturbate whenever I want as long as I don’t make a mess, and can practice with friends at home. And we go naked at school too, and practice having sex at school. Doing it the right way, that is.

Nericke: Does your mother ever cage your penis, or put other limits on vollstrade?

Haden: Possibly something lost in translation. Can you explain?

Nericke: Sorry. My brothers sometimes have to wear cages on their penises so they can’t masturbate. I and my sister also wear things called harnesses to prevent masturbation.

Haden: All the time?

Nericke: No, just a few times a month, to make our vollstrade stronger

Haden: What’s vollstrade?

Nericke: The very strong feeling of pleasure you get after you’ve masturbated long enough

Haden: Like an orgasm?

Nericke: Yes, I think it can be called that too

Haden: Okay. We never have to wear those. At least not yet. Are you going to bring some to camp?

Nericke: I think so. I think we’ll be bringing a lot of equipment we use in Svendland, plus some new things for Americans, like chains and leashes and things you get tied to

Haden: I didn’t know that. But I’m ready for whatever

Nericke: I’m really looking forward to being in America. It will be my first time there. Do you have a lot of race riots there?

Haden: No, not that I’ve heard of

Nericke: And toxic waste dumps?

Haden: Yes, we have a lot of those. Do you want to trade pictures?

Nericke: Sure, here are mine, they took them at our Kopellat office last month. The third one is of my vulva. I hope it doesn’t seem too big

Haden: No, not at all, it looks very nice, all of them. Here’s me, and one of my erect penis.

Nericke: I hope we’ll get to practice there, together. Here are some pictures of my sister Zinzie

Haden: I hope so too. You and Zinzie are both training us?

Nericke: No, officially I’m an Ambassador and kopellat trainer, and Zinzie is a kopellat model and intimacy sustenance provider

Haden: Cool. What’s intimacy sustenance?

Nericke: It’s where they fill you with food

Haden: You mean, you eat a lot? I must be misunderstanding

Nericke: It will be easier to show you. They put food in other places. It’s a very challenging role.

Haden: Okay, not sure I get it. I’ll wait for the demonstration I guess

Nericke: That sounds great. Do you know anyone else going to Camp 17?

Haden: Yes, a bunch of people from my high school. I can introduce you to them here if you want. Both girls and guys.

Nericke: Thanks, I would like that. I need to study some more tonight, but can we keep in touch too? You’re the first American I’ve talked to on here, and you seem really nice

Haden: Thanks, so do you. I would like that. Will you send me some pictures of your home and town? And I can do that too.

Nericke: I will plan to. Bye!

Haden: Bye!




Chapter 14: A National Reception

“Until this very moment of tonight,” announced Prime Minister Nathaliea Gibbes-Marsdottir in very good English, “Svendland’s excellence at maintaining our population has been our national secret.”

The hundreds of guests at the international black-tie event at Svendland’s Great Hall laughed, and some raised their champagne glasses.

“Not that we ever wish for it to be a secret,” she continued. “It’s just that there are many, I think the English word for it is hangups, that must be overcome for there to be a successful breeding program among the developed nations. Tonight, we welcome America to this new openness, which they have begin practicing just this year with great success, and we invite other nations to tour the exhibition hall, which is through those doors, if you wish to get a sample of how does it works in Svendland. And now, let’s us hear from our great Secretary of Koppelat himself, who is Vinson Perkkinsohn, and who will tell you all about our American Exchange. Thank you.”

Attendees set down their glasses to applaud as Perkkinsohn strode to the podium, paused to shake the hand of his boss, bowed to her, almost skipped to the microphone.

“’Allo, distinguished guests!” he boomed. “I am Vinson Perkkinsohn, and I am the Secretary of Kopellat, which is the first of all nations to have this role in their government. And we are also first to have this word kopellat in our language, which no other language has the word, and also it’s very hard to translate. But America will learn it by doing some, which is even better than to translate, don’t you think? To have a definition, that is one thing, but to live the word, that is the true meaning. And so, and so . . . welcome, America! Welcome to kopellat!”

Perkkinsohn, slender, young, in black-framed glasses, smiled broadly and raised his arms in victory, and after he received another round of applause, he continued speaking.

“The reason for there is no definition of kopellat is because it is so many things. It is a way of life which we practice in our family and school. It is a way of looking at thing. It is, yes, I will say this, it is joy too, and pleasure. But it is also responsibility. Great responsibility. With great pleasure come great responsible. Do you know this? This saying? Good. And kopellat is a living doctrine, not written down by some old mens from ancient days and not supposed to change. Even now kopellat changing. Evolving. America will put their own stamp on it. America has much order, and applies it to everything they does, like justice. Prison. We are learn from that, maybe make it new parts of kopellat. Now, it take a lifetimes to fully understand kopellat. But you who not know what is it, you can begin to learn of it tonight, if you go to the exhibition there, because there are so many of our youth who are going to America, and they are very prideful to show you of kopellat in practice. Not all can see this. We understand this, because it not how the people live in every country. So go to see if you want to, and if it not agreeable, you should turn around.”

Perkkinsohn brought his hands up to cover his eyes, and he opened his mouth in surprise, drawing laughter.

“Finally, we raise our glasses to the true heroes of kopellat, which are the youth,” Perkkinsohn said, raising his empty hand as though toasting. “They grew up with kopellat, they live kopellat, and they learn more every day, both the pleasure and the discipline. And in time, they give our nation a new generation, larger than the last. Always larger than the last. And now, it is my great honor to introduce my esteemed American counterpart, Dondra Norman, US Population Secretary.”

Applause, particularly from the Americans in the crowd, accompanied Norman to the podium.

“Thank you, thank you,” she said. “I am very proud to be here, and especially proud to have brought our nations together—America and Svendland—in this vital undertaking. The President—who sends his regrets, he would have loved to have been here, but had to deal with other matters—the President asks me all the time, ‘Hey, Dondra, how’s our population? Is it growing yet?’ And my standard answer is ‘Not yet, Mr. President, but we’re getting there.’” Dondra paused for light laughter, continued. “But the hardest part, the part they said we could never do, is done. We’ve opened up Breeding Club chapters in high schools all over America, and our young people flocked to them. They took off their clothes, they went to weekly after-school clubs, they learned to have intercourse safely, responsibly, and pleasurably. Say what you will about America’s sexual squeamishness, our youth have stepped up to do their part. And we are just starting the revolution. Breeding Games. Watch the news. Things are happening, things are going to happen. We are supporting and growing the breeding industry, with new facilities and studies of best practices. And we’ve got a new sport in the works. A new actual sport. Sorry, sorry, that’s all I can say for now. But in closing, I’d like to tip my hat to Svendland’s young people, who have led the way here. They are the brave soldiers of an evolving philosophy of human reproduction, and their sacrifices will, quite literally, save humankind. Now, without further ado, I understand that these youth are waiting for us through the doors there, and they’ll be putting on quite a robust representation of how things are done in Svendland. Kopellat, they call it, and it’s way beyond anything we’re doing yet in America. Yet. So if you want to see the future of American breeding, a future that becomes reality this summer, in Breeding Camps all across our nation, have a look. Thank you.”

There was more scattered applause, but lighter this time, because most of the event attendees were headed to the demonstration room, among them Assistant Deputy Population Undersecretary Kirk Tomlinson, fortified with two shots of straight Svendlandic gin. He turned to Katie and raised an eyebrow.

“You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked.

Katie Landau, who would be receiving her master’s degree in international relations next week, nodded. She’d been fortified too, by a surprisingly generous pour of a California sauvignon blanc. Svenlanders were supposed to be all about effective reproduction, which supposedly didn’t go along with hard drinking, but these people knew how to live. Or maybe they were just trying to soften the Americans up. There were things going on in the demonstration room next door that would scar the mind if you weren’t ready for them. Or so Kirk had warned her, without saying too much more. They’d only been dating two months. Or dating dating, which involved actual intercourse. They’d known each other for a year though, moving in the same social circles at George Washington University, dating and breaking up with other people and finally finding themselves unattached at the same time, at which point it was obvious, at least in Katie’s mind. Probably Kirk’s too. They made a great couple. They could talk for hours, they liked the same bars and sports teams, and they liked making love.

But their first trip of any kind was . . . this?

She hadn’t been to his family’s Miami home yet, hadn’t met his parents, hadn’t even told her parents about the new boy she’d been dating, because she hated it when they got their hopes up and then got disappointed. Old school, her mom and dad. By the time a girl was in her mid-20s, she was supposed to be either married or at least living with someone she was planning to marry. So far, Katie had accomplished neither.

But Kirk just might be the one. He was smart, funny, from a good family, and seriously, his job was basically about people fucking. Not that she was looking for a porn star, a porn producer, a porn website operator. But people who were comfortable enough with sex to take a sex-adjacent job tended to be more open-minded, less religious, funnier. And better at sex. At least, all of that was true for Kirk.

“You truly have no idea what we’re going to see?” she asked nervously as they queued up at the door. “Are you sure you didn’t get some top-secret briefing you just haven’t been allowed to tell me about?”

“Fortunately, sex isn’t top secret,” Kirk replied. “And you know as much as I do. I even showed you those pictures, which I probably wasn’t supposed to do.”

“People having sex,” Katie said at a volume only Kirk could hear. “Vanilla sex. Like you can find at any porn site.”

“Yeah, but in an office, in a lab, with other people around,” Kirk said.

“Variations on a theme,” she said dismissively.

“If that’s all it is, will you be disappointed?”

“No, I’ll be scared,” Katie said. “Live sex is way different from pictures of sex.”

“How do you know this?” Kirk asked.

“Uh, not because I’ve ever watched live sex, if that’s what you’re wondering.”

“I wasn’t. Sort of.”

“No, but think about it,” she said. “With pictures of sex, you snap a thousand pictures and publish 10. Sex videos, the same idea. Totally edited. Live sex, anything can happen, and--”

They were at the front of the line where two smiling, fully-clothed Svendlandic girls waved them through with a cheerful “Valkomina.”

The couple entered, stepped to the side, paused.

“Oh god, no,” Katie said as she took in the scene before her.

The first impression an ordinary observer would get here was naked bodies, male and female. Second would come the knowledge that these bodies were moving in distinctive ways, rhythmically, undulatingly. The third impression would come quickly afterward, that all these motions, varied as they were, manifested one thing: in flagrante delicto. Or so the French would put it. And finally, one would be struck by the setting, a brightly lit event hall. After that, depending on one’s sensibilities, one might turn around and try to forget. Which would be a shame, because herein lay the very future of the human race.

Katie Landau, to her credit, pushed on, but not without some reservation. Not only was she watching people have sex, she was being seen doing so. But then, everyone seeing her seeing sex was also being seen while they saw sex. The guilt here was distributed equally.

Many of the first people into the room had stopped at the table just past the door, where a Svendlandic man who spoke very good English, wearing a headset and nothing else, provided an expert’s take on what he was doing to the Svendlandic woman on her hands and knees in front of him.

“I have just begun the process of inseminating her,” he was saying, “and one must proceed slowly at the start, as this increases the pleasurable sensations of the partner, and it also helps me to build up my semen, so that I will deliver a lot, which the sperm really need for their swimming to the cervix, and through the uterus to the egg.

Katie raised herself to her toes, because she wanted to confirm that this man with his calm voice and his gently swaying shoulders was truly thrusting his penis within a female’s body. But the crowd around the couple was three deep and half male, making it impossible for her to get more than a brief glimpse of the bodies. She was able to confirm, albeit painstakingly, that the man was indeed joined with the female, and through a momentary break between shoulders before her, she spied the female, who was receiving the insertions, her face serene as she surveyed the audience around her and her breasts swung beneath her.

There was a whole room of this kind of thing going on, so Katie looked up at Kirk and communicated wordlessly that she wanted to see something else, and together they rounded the crowd for more open pastures, and as soon as she’d broken past the first throng, Katie fixed her eyes on a blonde girl, and she made her way toward the girl without allowing the other bare flesh to distract her, heading there at a steady but not rushed pace. Kirk, more easily distracted, cast his gaze here and there, but he kept up with Katie, and stopped with her when she reached her goal.

The girl had been bound to a sort of X, two large beams of wood crossed at their midpoints, propped up from behind by another pair of beams, the base of each length of wood secured to a thick metal plate.

The girl’s wrists and ankles had been bound to the beam with what looked like leather cuffs, forcing her body into a corresponding X shape, her legs stretched wide, her vulva—a surprisingly large organ, Katie noticed—open and accessible. A naked boy stood beside her, his correspondingly large penis fully erect but currently unoccupied, hanging in the air, angled slightly down under its own weight.

“Hallo,” the bound girl said, comfortably and warmly, her tone helping to reassure Katie that she was good with all this, was a willing participant.

“Um, hi,” Katie said.

“I’m Nericke, a kopellat ambassador,” the girl said. “Who are you?”

“I’m Katie, and this is Kirk. We live jn DC.”

“It’s so nice to meet both of you,” Nericke said . “This is my demonstration partner, Ingmar.”

“Hi, Ingmar,” Katie said, trying not to look down at his engorged penis. The male didn’t seem to care where she looked, however, smiling and nodding amiably. “’Allo,” he said.

“Hi, Ingmar,” said Kirk, whose professional role allowed a thorough visual examination of everything before him. “Nice to meet you, Nericke.”

“What do you do in America?” she asked.

“I work in the Department of Population,” Kirk said.

“I’m getting a master’s in international relations,” Katie said. “I’m here as Kirk’s guest.”

“That’s great,” Nericke said. “Do you have any questions before we begin?”

“What are you demonstrating?” Kirk asked.

“Sex,” Katie blurted, because it seemed obvious to her. “Right?”

“Intercourse with a very large penis and vagina,” she said. “I can hold a lot.”

“Were you trained to do that?” Kirk asked.

“No, born this way,” Nericke replied. “And even though I can hold a lot, I’m very tight. Would you like to see?”

“How?” Katie asked, well aware she was saying and asking dumb things, but feeling that under the circumstances she could be forgiven.

“Put two fingers up my vagina,” she said.

Kirk—and this was one of the reasons Katie was starting to love him—looked at Katie with an ironic shrug, and she understood what he was saying immediately: If anyone’s going to put their fingers up her vagina, it needs to be you. So go ahead.

Katie approached the girl tentatively, casting a quick glance at Ingmar’s erection, which bounced and swayed as he took a half step back. The cross Nericke was strapped to had been angled back slightly, which Katie hoped made the girl’s prolonged suspension more comfortable.

Nericke, bound as she was, did her best to tilt her pelvis forward, raising her wide vulva and long slit for Katie’s inspection. Holding her breath, with her jaws firmly clenched, Katie reached down, parted the substantial lips, slid her index and middle fingers as far as she could get them up the deep hole, and started.

“Wow,” she said, withdrawing her fingers. “That’s . . . it almost hurts.”

“I was really squeezing,” Nericke said, looking first at Katie, then at the small crowd beginning to assemble around her station. “I have the ability to bring pleasure to any size of a penis because of this, and to get pleasure too from any size.”

“How did you get that ability?” a man asked. “I mean, is it something that can be trained?”

“A good question!” Nericke announced. “I learned a little how to use my vagina better, but mostly I was just born with it.” She searched the crowd before her. “Would anyone else like to feel? You can sanitize your hands afterwards, right there.”

Katie took advantage of the amenity while the rest of the audience remained awkwardly mute.

“Okay, let’s do the demonstration,” Nericke said. “This is Ingmar, for those who haven’t met him. As you can see, his penis is very large, and that’s why he was chosen for today, to show that Svendlandic girls have lots of sizes of their sex organs. Ingmar isn’t as familiar with English as I am, but I can translate any questions.”

Nericke turned her attention to the boy and spoke in rapid Svendlandic, and Ingmar stepped up to her and dropped to his knees, pressing his mouth against her vulva.

Nericke briefly narrowed her eyes and jutted her jaw before she continued her lecture.

“There are three important reasons for the male to apply his mouth to the female’s sex organ,” she said, voice a little husky now as Ingmar’s head rocked rhythmically. “I mean, three reasons in addition to the pleasure of the partner’s. First, the girl responds to the stimulation by producing more lubricant, which is very helpful to making intercourse pleasurable for both partners, which ensures stronger vollstrade for them both too. Second, the male can make sure the girl is making enough lubricant, by sensing it. And third, he can tell about her vaginal releases, which boys can do after they’ve received some training, and that tells him where she is in her fertility cycle, and if she’s ovulating or not.”

Nericke and Ingmar spoke again briefly, the boy nodding as he answered her questions, and she nodded back and he stood and grabbed the base of his penis to raise it, bending his knees slightly, and he pushed himself into the girl, both of the youthful bodies tensing with the joining of their organs.

“Aiyaa!” Nericke groaned, eyes going wide, hands clenching, muscles flaring under her skin as she strained at her bonds.

Ingmar responded with the male answer to union, eyes closing and lower jaw jutting, buttocks tightening as he eased slowly in and out of the girl’s deep tunnel.

“Sorry for the yelling,” Nericke said with a gasp and a brief laugh at her own expense. “I sometimes react that way to things . . . when they’re very big. But who has . . . who has question for me?”

“Why are you bound?” asked a middle-aged woman, looking not just concerned but offended.

“You’ll see a lot of girls are here,” Nericke said, struggling to modulate her voice as Ingmar continued to grind steadily within her loins. “I hope no one will, will thinks the wrong things of this. Binding the female during intercourse is very standard part of kopellat, and its keeps the, the girl still for the right position of . . . of . . . insemin . . . ohhhhhhhh . . . OHHHHHH! AIYAA! AHHHHHHH!.”

Nericke writhed, shook, strained and cried as the orgasm wracked her stretched body. Ingmar, who seemed to be holding back, continued thrusting steadily throughout the girl’s climax, jabbing more quickly within her once or twice, suggesting involuntary reactions to her spasming sheath.

“Sorry,” Nericke said with another self-deprecating laugh once she’d caught her breath. “I was trying not to vollstrade yet. I was trying to . . . okay, vollstrade, I don’t think you use this word. It means roughly orgasm in English, but for us, in kopellat, during the kopellat program, it means more, more. Not just that you’re . . . in your body . . . but a reward, a reward for doing good breeding practices. Restraints, restraints therefore . . . are part of our program, and so in America too. More, even, because America can be very strict about things, to keep the population safe, and, and, we’re learn from that, and try new restraint . . . restraint, and . . . ohhhhhh . . . AIYAA . . . ohhhhhh . . . AH! AH! AH!”

Ingmar could, apparently, hold off no longer under the challenges of his partner’s climaxing slot, and his whole body tightened as he repeatedly impaled the bound girl quickly, roughly, his panicked shouts ringing out like an echo of hers.

For a time, the couple merely communed in silence, the two looking into each other’s eyes the way two actors might during a curtain call. The boy spoke first, in quiet Svandlandic, before the girl answered him, and then looked up.

“Ingmar and me, we’re both a little sorry we couldn’t go longer,” she said. “But we both have to wear kopellat equipment for the last day to prevent any pleasure so that we’d be ready for the demonstration today, and we both very ready for it.”

After a few more words between girl and boy, Nericke spoke again.

“Ingmar thinks he can have intercourse again pretty soon, like in maybe 20 minutes, but we don’t want anyone to get bored, so you should see the other demonstrations here instead of just waiting. And make sure to say hi to my sister, who is behind me, so I can’t see her. But she looks like me, and she’s also doing the American Exchange, and today she demonstrates intimacy sustenance, which is very hard for the girl, but you’ll see she’s doing great. And intimacy sustenance, I think no one knows what that is, so you have to look to see what it is. It’s a way to make us very comfortable with everything about our bodies. And her name is Zinzie. My sister’s name. Thank you!”

~ ~ ~

Back in their hotel room, Katie was naked first, but Kirk wasn’t far behind her, and the girl dropped to the bed and opened her legs and Kirk, already fully aroused, descended, kissing first while he pressed his engorged penis against her thigh.

Katie flicked her pelvis up, a subtle move but one he understood, and he reached down, spread her soaked lips, and guided himself into her body.

“Aiyee!” she grunted, drawing a knowing laugh from her lover.

“Sorry I don’t have some beams to tie you to,” Kirk said.

“I’d probably let you,” she grunted back.

“You’re okay, though?” he whispered into her ear as he sawed slowly between her legs.

“I think so,” she sighed back. “I hope so. Because there are a lot of things I’m never going to be able to unsee. So I . . . I really hope they don’t leave a lasting trauma.”

“Is this trauma sex?” Kirk asked, easing his penis halfway out, and Katie knew that if she asked him to, he’d stop. He was that awesome.

“Do NOT pull out,” she grunted. “I’ve been wet since we got to that girl, the . . . whatever her name was. So just . . . God, I need this, and I’ll, I’ll worry about the rest later.”

Kirk, apparently glad he wasn’t being asked to exit, pushed all of himself back into Katie’s vagina, prompting a groan of distress from her.

“The, uh, intimacy, um, food or whatever,” he sighed. “That was . . . you’re okay with . . .”

“The stuff of nightmares,” she replied weakly. “But I think . . . oh God, oh God . . . yeah, just keep going . . .”




Epilogue

As required, Nericke and Zinzie arrived naked at the Port of Grolmkarst. The rest of the family left their clothes at home as well for the proud sendoff, and Lars and Simon remained at full attention as they escorted their sisters to Embarkation Building No. 1, their erect penises bouncing with every step.

“Are you nervous?” Lars asked the girls.

“I can’t be nervous,” Nericke said. “I have too much pride in my heart for any other feeling.”

“Ya, for me too,” Zinzie said. “Maybe I’ll be nervous tomorrow.”

“If anyone should be nervous, it’s Mother and Father,” Nericke said, looking back at her parents, pleased to confirm that Father’s less excitable penis was also at full strength, pointing slightly up and swaying as he walked.

“I am dying from nerves!” Mother announced, and she reached out and wrapped her hand around her husband’s penis. But neither that common kopellat comforting gesture, nor the thick stimulation plug she was wearing in her rectum, seemed to ease the woman’s anxiety. “I can’t believe we’re losing you to America!”

“It’s just for the summer,” Nericke countered.

Other ambassadors were converging on the embarkation point, many with families, most of them opting for nudity in proud solidarity with their American Exchange selectees. Nericke and Zinzie saw more than one familiar face in the throngs, and they waved joyously as they made their way across the warm asphalt.

Inside the building, an impromptu intake area had been set up, surrounded by naked families, impossible to miss under the large “American Exchange” sign.

As Nericke approached the main intake desk, her national pride yielded briefly to butterflies, but she pressed forward and grabbed Zinzie’s hand, and Zinzie squeezed back.

“Name please?” said the nude woman behind the desk as she stared at her laptop screen.

“Nericke Piersonsdottir.”

The woman tapped into her screen, nodded, looked up and noticed Lars and Simon standing close by, their erections holding steady.

“If you wish to have a final intercourse, you can use the area there,” she said, pointing to a large mat where a dozen couples had arrayed themselves for an intimate farewell. Most of the girls were on their hands and knees while their friends and lovers—mostly male but with a girl here and there wearing a prosthetic—thrust behind them.

“No, these are just my brothers,” Nericke said, raising her voice to be heard over the shouts of two vollstrading girls. “But is it okay to masturbate?”

“Yes, after you’ve been collared and leashed,” the woman said, turning her attention to Zinzie and raising her eyebrows.

“Zinzie Piersonsdottir,” the girl said, adding with her own rush of nerves, “and, they’re also my brothers too.”

The woman wheeled her chair to a cabinet next to her table, opened the door, scanned the shelves, pulled out a thin steel collar, stood and stepped up to Nericke. “Hair up please.”

Nericke raised her hair and leaned forward, allowing the band to be closed around her neck, and once it had clicked in place, she turned toward her family, her pride making it impossible to speak.

“It has your name,” Mother said reverently, using her fingers to trace the letters engraved into the collar. “And numbers,” Father said, squinting at the smaller characters beside the girl’s name. “They’re your dimensions?”

“They must be,” Nericke said, wishing she’d been allowed to inspect the collar before it had been locked on. “They measured everything.”

Zinzie, now collared as well, turned to show off her new hardware to her family.

“Please step over to the holding area desk,” the woman said, pointing to a large area where leashed American Exchange selectees were saying their final goodbyes.

Zinzie went first, stopping when her thighs hit the holding area desk.

“Zinzie Piersonsdottir!” she announced.

The man there leaned forward to examine Zinzie’s collar, and she tilted her chin up.

“Anus or vagina?” he asked.

“Anus, please,” she said.

“Size 14.3 for the anus,” he said to his female assistant, and she stepped over to the large stand and began searching among the tethers arrayed there.

“Anus or vagina?” he said to Nericke.

“Vagina,” she said, looking up while he examined her collar, found the dimensions of her genitals.

“Wow, very big,” he said. “But I’m sure we have this size.”

The female assistant returned with Zinzie’s leash, and the girl bent, smiled as the restraint plug was first wetted up her vagina, and grimaced slightly as it was withdrawn and pushed up her anus and locked.

“Go to the platform,” the assistant said, pointing. “Someone will anchor you there.”

“May I wait for my sister?” Zinzie asked hopefully.

“Sure, just step away from the table.”

Zinzie, her leash swinging between her legs, the end of the restraint bouncing against the floor as she walked, joined her parents and brothers, all smiling as they looked first at her collar, and then at her anal restraint. Father, who still put Mother on her leash a few times a month, dropped to one knee to examine his daughter’s restraint, tugging gently on the chain as the girl bent.

“This is the latest model,” he said. “I’ve read about them but I haven’t seen one up close. It takes a more secure key than Mother’s. How does it feel?”

“Really comfortable,” Zinzie said. “They’ve been putting these in us during training the last few weeks, so I’m used to it. Of course, it helps that I’ve been having my rectum expanded for intimacy sustenance.”

“Nericke doesn’t have that advantage,” Mother said with a laugh.

“Ya, she always prefers to wear the vaginal restraint,” Zinzie said.

“Is the anal leash that uncomfortable for her?” Lars asked.

“I think she just likes the vaginal rod more,” Zinzie said. “She’s going to masturbate as soon as it’s allowed, and she can get it done more quickly with something inside her breeding chamber.”

As the family talked, the man at the table was studying Nericke’s collar uncertainly before he announced, “Okay, it looks like we need a size 27 for the vagina.” The assistant allowed her face to betray a slight surprise before she turned to the far end of the stand, where the largest restraints were kept, and grabbed a tether with a prodigious rod at the end.

“Are you sure you can hold this?” the man asked.

“Oh yes, I was measured,” Nericke assured, and she cast a quick glance at her parents and brothers, who had moved out of the way but were observing intently.

“But no error was made?” the girl asked, stepping up to Nericke. “This looks like the correct size?”

“I’m sure it is,” Nericke said with just a hint of pride, and she opened her legs and spread her lips to display her oversized sex organ. “Go ahead and put it in.”

Not convinced yet, the girl reached up to Nericke’s slot, touched the opening and put her finger inside, and her face registered another wave of surprise as she regarded Nericke’s swollen clitoris.

“You’re good and wet,” the girl said, examining the thick coating of clear juice on her fingertip. “But just to be sure, let me masturbate you for a minute or two.” She reached up, grabbed Nericke’s clitoris, pulled it forward and pinched it while Nericke gasped and smiled.

The girl finished stimulating Nericke, but she clearly still had her misgivings, and she eased the rod slowly into Nericke’s body, pausing at the 10 centimeter mark to look up at the girl.

“There’s a lot of resistance,” she warned.

“Sorry, I’m tightening,” Nericke confessed. “Even though I’m trying not to, but it’s something I do. Just keep going.”

Even Mother and Father were looking on with some concern as their daughter grunted and rocked her pelvis, doing her best to get the restraint rod into her female chamber.

“Okay,” said the staff member, sounding relieved as she finished burying the tool within Nericke’s womanhood. “Everything still okay?”

“Ya,” Nericke said. “Thank you. You can lock it.”

The assistant pushed her thumb against the button in the rod’s base, driving dozens of short securing pegs into Nericke’s walls, and she gasped and smiled. “Thank you,” she said.

“Of course. Please make your way to the holding platform now.”

Nericke went first to her family, however, for another round of celebratory hugs, smiles, and more than a few tears of pride, and when the two American Exchange selectees stepped to the platform, they went hand in hand, trailing their leashes, their parents and brothers following proudly, all the males sporting the fully-erect penises of well-training kopellat men.

Zinzie weaved her way among the other leashed youth and their families to a pair of unoccupied rings side by side, and a male worker wearing nothing but a penis cage knelt to lock the end of each leash to its respective ring.

“It’s okay to masturbate now?” Nericke asked him, just to be polite. Several other girls bound to the platform were already working on their organs, and one was grunting through vollstrade even as Nericke asked the question.

“Sure,” he said, “but you’ll need to stop when they come to take you to the boat.”

“Let us say goodbye first,” Mother protested with a laugh, and Nericke refrained from self-pleasure gladly, offering her family one more round of hugs and goodbyes before her mother, father and brothers parted reluctantly, Father holding Mother’s arm in support and sympathy.

Once the rest of the family was gone, the two sisters looked at each other with tentative smiles. They were tethered too far apart to hug, or they would have, and at this point, there was nothing more to say, so Nericke reached down to relieve herself while they turned to watch the processing of their peers, girls and boys freed one-by-one from their rings, walked on their leashes toward the back of the hall and through a door that both girls knew led to a ship that would soon be leaving for America.

END
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