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Chapter 1: A Discovery of Destruction

There was no reason for the girl named Heather to wear clothes outside by herself when the weather was warm enough, and it was warm enough on this April day in the Oklahoma panhandle.

With nothing but sandals, a shepherd’s crook, and a black ribbon to bind her pale strawberry hair against the wind, she’d been escorting her family’s dozen sheep through the meadow they called Goldenrod, one of the many places around the off-the-grid domicile where no one else ever set foot. The only humans she’d ever seen here were the ones who left long white trails high overhead, riding shiny silver tubes to get from one faraway place to another faraway place. If the wind wasn’t blowing too hard and Heather held still, she could hear the sound they made, a slight roar, like a distant bolt of lightning forced to utter just one syllable of its anthem.

But today was different. There was a new sound beyond the line of hardwoods that marked the meadow’s far edge. Unnatural sounds. Or natural, if you counted humans among natural things, which Heather didn’t, necessarily. Especially humans that flew in metal tubes in the air, or clanked and crashed with their big groaning machines on the ground, which these humans seemed to be doing.

She stepped briskly over the early spring grasses and budding wildflowers, tapping the flank of head ram Gilgamesh to keep him close, but when she reached the tree line, she slowed, determined to see who it was making this racket, without letting them see her. She wasn’t modest. She didn’t care who saw her naked. But she cared who saw her at all, her sense instinctive that strangers did not need to know of her existence, or of the presence of a small, independent home in the middle of the wilderness. Most people wouldn’t bother her family, but the chance that anyone might was good enough for avoiding notice.

She heard a ripping sound she quickly identified as the noise of a tree being sheared in half. A man shouted “whoa!” and an engine roared. She eased between two poplars and around the bramble grabbing at her ankles, spotted the chipped yellow arm of heavy machinery, made out the gray claw at the arm’s end, saw it drive back into the earth, not far from a rumbling black dump truck. She spotted the flicker of an orange vest, the flash of a yellow hard hat. This was serious construction, she realized, not just someone looking for a little fill dirt or camping for the night.

She knew the old place they called Tucker Lodge well. Four crumbling buildings on five overgrown acres, she’d wandered through it many times, alone or with siblings or friends. It had been a church camp, or so they said, for Presbyterians or maybe Lutherans. There was a chapel with seating for 100 people and an altar up front made of stained plywood held together by blackened screws, none of it fit anymore for anything holy. The camp had been abandoned for at least 30 years, forgotten in favor of some more convenient place, its highest purpose now triggering the imagination: What went on here? What did it look like new? What kind of people came?

Heather backed away, returned to her flock of sheep and guided them to the thick roots of the old oak where she’d stashed her clothing.

Even dressed, she wasn’t particularly modest—panties, cutoff blue jeans, a white bikini top—but this was the minimum her parents expected her to wear outside. Her nudity outdoors had made them increasingly nervous as she matured, was heavily discouraged now that she was 18 and in full possession of a woman’s body.

Heather was still allowed to skinny dip, and to go nude closer to home, so she wasn’t so much breaking the rule as extending it a little. She preferred being naked, and on the rare occasion someone invaded the isolated wilderness where they’d made their home, she made it a point to see them before they saw her.

With a few more taps of her staff against the flanks of the compliant Gilgamesh, Heather brought the herd back to the pasture next to her family’s estate and headed into the sprawling ranch house, defended by a maze of white picket fencing and, above, a bristling network of antennae whose purposes ranged from standard internet access to satellite.

“Daddy!” she shouted, letting the door swing shut behind her. “Hey, Dad?”

“Right here,” came her father’s voice from his office at the back of the house.

Her brother and sister were playing Rapture in their bedroom, but something in their big sister’s tone suggested she had news more interesting than their video game, so they rose as one from the floor and followed Heather to her father’s study.

“What’s the haps, Heatherfull?” her father asked. He was seated with his back to her, peering at three large computer screens, one playing a video of someone talking, one with a table of figures and graphs, the largest a map of the world tracking the real-time flight paths of thousands of aircraft.

“They’re building something at Tucker Lodge,” Heather reported. “They had a shovel and a dump truck, and they were tearing down trees.”

Franklin Reilly stopped the video and opened another tab in his browser, zeroed in on the properties around theirs in the Oklahoma Panhandle, zoomed in on the old church parcel, and with a few more clicks had the latest transaction called up.

“I should have been checking this,” Franklin confessed. “Uncle Sam bought that land two months ago.”

“Uncle Sam?” Meadow said, squeezing in between her big sister and the door jamb.

“U. S. Government,” Franklin said. “The feds. The great power.”

“I bet they want to build a giant missile silo,” speculated Roan. “No one would ever think it was here.”

“Nawp, probably not,” said Franklin, leaning toward the screen. “That would be the Department of Defense. The buyer here is the U. S. Department of Population.”

“Who’re they?” Heather asked.

“I’ve seen some articles about them,” Franklin said, opening another browser and typing a few words into the search field. But then he stopped and turned to look at his eldest child.

“I think that’s a great example of a question you should be looking up yourself.”

“I’m already doing a report on gluons,” Heather said. “I’ll see if Mom will let me change to that.”

“That’s the spirit,” Franklin said, turning back to his screens.

“When’s Mom getting home?” Heather asked.

Franklin opened an app in his middle screen, squinted at the flashing blue beacon in the middle of the map of Parkersburg. “She’s still at the grocery store,” he said. “I think that’s her last errand.”

“Are they going to light stuff on fire?” Meadow asked. One of her assignments last year had been a study of forest fires, and she remained concerned.

“Probably not,” Heather said. “I think they’ll haul off any trees they take down.”

“Make it one of your best reports,” Franklin said. “We need to know what our new neighbors are up to.”

“I’m going to look up some stuff now,” Heather said, heading straight to her bedroom, confident her mom would let her postpone her gluon study for something more pressing. She shut her door, stripped, opened her laptop and began her research, quickly uncovering a wealth of startling information.




Chapter 2: Kiera Buckingham Needs a Future

Kiera Buckingham strode down the hallway to have a Serious Conversation with Mrs. Workman, the Bristow High guidance counselor. Kiera was barely 18, and her life was already turning out in ways she had not expected and was definitely not okay with. Something needed to be done, and Mrs. Workman needed to do them.

“Hi, Kiera,” Ms. Workman said, looking up from her PC and gesturing to the chair in front of her desk.

“Hello, Ms. Workman,” Kiera said with just the right amount of drama as she dropped into the chair and let her book bag fall to the floor. “I hope you can help me.”

“You’re about to graduate,” Ms. Workman said to get the conversation to the point as quickly as possible. “How are your plans coming together?”

“They’re not,” Kiera said. “Not at all. It seems like all anyone wants are good grades.”

“That’s going to be important for college admissions,” Ms. Workman said. “But there are plenty of other things you can do besides college. And then, gap year is always an option.”

“I really want to go to college this fall,” Kiera said. “There are important family reasons.”

Ms. Workman stared blankly, so Kiera continued.

“Everyone in my family goes to college,” she said. “It’s practically in our DNA. So if I don’t get in somewhere, it will bring shame to my family, and that will bring shame on me.”

“What would you like me to do?” Ms. Workman asked.

“You mean, you don’t know?” Kiera replied, looking horror-stricken.

“No, because I don’t know what your ultimate goals are. What do you want to do with your education?”

“Have it,” Kiera said.

“No, I mean, do you want it to be part of a career? Do you have any professional goals in mind?”

“I feel like you have to let things happen sometimes,” Kiera said. “The more important they are, the more you have to be open to possibilities.”

“Liberal arts, then,” Ms. Workman said. “You study history, English, psychology, a language or two, and that gets you ready to learn in whatever field you decide to focus on.”

“Right,” Kiera agreed. “So now that’s settled, what do I do?”

Ms. Workman frowned at her computer screen. “Liberal arts programs can be very academically demanding. Your grades suggest you haven’t really risen to the challenge yet.”

“I didn’t think I needed to,” Kiera protested. “I would have if I knew it mattered. I’m really good at things if I decide to focus.”

“I’m seeing a lot of extracurriculars,” Ms. Workman said, doing her best to offer up an encouraging smile. “Student Council, Human—”

“Secretary,” Kiera interrupted. “Student Council secretary, which was challenging.”

“That’s good,” said Ms. Workman. “Human Relations Committee. You were president your sophomore year. You’re on the Prom Comm—”

“Cheerleader,” Kiera interrupted again. “It says that, right?”

“It does,” Ms. Workman said. “But that’s not always—”

“It’s challenging though,” Kiera said. “I know everyone’s all, like, ‘Ooh, cheerleader,’ but it’s hard work. Physically, and mentally. And I was co-captain this year, so I’ve been a leader in a bunch of ways. And I, oh yeah, I put together some awesome parties. I mean, I know, ‘Ooh, parties,’”—Kiera opened her eyes wide and made air quotes—“but these were like, 100 kids showed up, and nothing got broken or trashed, and the parents never knew.”

Ms. Workman winced slightly, looked back at Kiera.

“You’ve been turned down by every school?”

“All five,” Kiera said darkly. “I applied to five.”

“Some less competitive schools?”

“Kansas Western,” Kiera said. “That was supposed to be my safety, but their rejection letter said they had a lot more applicants this year and I didn’t make the cut.”

Ms. Workman leaned back into her chair and sighed the way people do when they’re about to deliver advice they’re sure will be disregarded.

“It’s April,” she said, “so all the regular admissions windows have closed, as you know. But some schools will reopen admissions in the summer, if more students than expected decide not to enroll, or they expand a program, or decide to change things up for some other reason.”

“Which schools?” Kiera asked eagerly.

“Impossible to say at this point. If they find out they have more room, they’ll post it then. I’ve seen notices going out in mid-August.”

“No one told me this,” Kiera said, with a tone of mild accusation.

“Because it’s not a sure thing,” Ms. Workman said. “Some years, no schools reopen admissions. Or the school might not be a fit for most people. Or—”

“But they usually do?” Kiera asked.

“I see a good number most years.”

“Okay,” Kiera said. “I bet they will this year. How do I find them? Should I call you?”

“There are lists,” Ms. Workman said. “Search ‘late admissions postings’ every day. Starting today, really. And if—”

“Okay,” Kiera said, starting to feel overwhelmed, and she reached down to grab her book bag. “I will. I will.”

“Okay, wait,” Ms. Workman said. “It’s not that simple.”

“What do you mean?”

“Summer admission can still be very competitive. A lot more students apply than get in, and some of them will have better academic records than yours. Some might have already been accepted somewhere else but want a better opportunity.”

Kiera collapsed back into the chair, heart breaking, because going through another round of rejections was more than she could stand.

“Okay,” she said again, this time with a tone of despair. “Thanks.”

“There’s still time to improve your candidacy,” Ms. Workman said, reaching the concluding, and probably most futile part of meetings like this.

“Like what?” Kiera said, still despairing.

“Do your best on your last classes,” Ms. Workman said. “It looks like you’re getting low Cs or solid Ds on all three of them?”

“Yeah, I guess.”

“Don’t get any more Ds. And see if you can bring at least one of them up to a B. Kill the last assignments. Study for at least a week for the final exams.”

“Okay. You think that will help?”

“A little. But . . . do you have any plans this summer?”

“Mom and Dad are taking me to Malibu for graduation,” Kiera said, eyes brightening. “I’m going to keep working at the ice cream shop. And we’re putting together this killer party, I mean epic, for a couple of weeks after graduation, it’s—”

“That’s not going to help,” Ms. Workman said.

“What then?” Kiera said.

“If you’re willing to put in the work, you’ve got plenty of options. Work-study, internships, cultural programs.”

“More school?” Kiera said.

“Not in a classroom. There’s usually a work component. You learn on the job. But if it’s accredited, it can help.”

“Here in Bristow?” Kiera said.

“All over,” Ms. Workman said. “You’ll probably have to relocate. That doesn’t work for everyone. But—”

“What do I search?” Kiera asked, prompting the first sincere smile from Ms. Workman. Most of the poor students she described this option to just looked at her with a blank stare. She reached into the drawer of her desk where she tossed the countless brochures, pamphlets and flyers promoting summer study, grabbed one each for a dozen programs, handed them over.

“This will give you a start,” she said.

Kiera began flipping through them immediately, another sign the girl was actually taking this seriously. But Ms. Workman had things to do, and watching an underperforming student read marketing materials wasn’t on that list.

“You’ll want to give those all a good look tonight,” she said.

Kiera, who clearly wasn’t taking the hint, held up the brochure on the top of the stack. “This one is to study criminology in Prague,” she said dourly. “I don’t think so. Oh, Maine fisheries. No thanks. Python mitigation in the Florida Everglades. Uh, no. Breeding Camp. What, breeding dogs? That could be fun. Breeding goats? Maybe, if it’s nearby. Okay, old book reclamation, Chicago. Yeah, I’m allergic to dust.”

“Why don’t you take those home, and do your own research too?” Ms. Workman said, getting more direct.

Kiera looked up, getting the message this time, hoisting her bag to her lap, shoving everything in it, standing, and offering her hand and her warmest, most professional smile. Really, the girl could be maddeningly charming when she wanted to be, she could walk into a room and endear herself with everyone in minutes. It was a tragedy, Ms. Workman thought as she bade the girl farewell and good luck, that Kiera Buckingham would never find an opportunity to use those talents.

But if Kiera was going to fail at life, she wasn’t going to go down without one last fight, and that evening, she spread the brochures out on her desk, opened her laptop for a deep dive into summer programs, and ignored the first three direct messages from Tony, the most serious boyfriend of her young life. She succumbed only when the fourth arrived.

“Bay Bee (buzz buzz buzz) making honey?” he wrote.

“Hey, Anthonio!” she replied. “No, trying to get my life out of a death spiral.”

“Wassup?”

“Went to guidance today, got some advice on how to maybe get into college, I either do a summer thing or no higher education for me!”

“Summer thing?”

“Yeah, like internships or jobs where you have to learn something. On the off chance a school re-opens admission this summer, they look at this shit.”

“You’re getting something in town, right?”

“If I can, but there’s not much here other than a life insurance company, and it’s pretty lame. Right now, I’m leaning toward the Kansas Philharmonic, dog breeding, and stocking lakes with trout in Yellowstone.”

“You can’t leave!” Tony wrote. “I need you here all summer!”

“Yeah, well,” Kiera replied.

“Dad would so hire you.”

“That wouldn’t count toward college admissions though,” Kiera said, trying to be gentle because she had no interest in a car parts distributorship, rich as it had made Tony’s dad, and as proud as Tony himself was of his father’s success.

“Can I come over?” the boy asked, cutting to the chase.

“No, I gotta do this tonight,” Kiera wrote. “You don’t know how bad my whole life is flashing before my eyes right now. It just kind of hit me in the last few days. My grades suck and all the other stuff I do doesn’t make up for it.”

“When will you be done?”

“There’s no deadline. I just gotta do this until it’s done. I might be up all night.”

“Then you’ll need a break.”

“Short break,” she wrote. “Like for coffee or something.”

“Or the beach?” he asked.

“Really?” she replied. “You want to do that?”

The beach was part of their secret language, a place they’d imagined together in late-night chats where Kiera would be sunning herself nude, or she’d washed up on the shore as a naked shipwreck survivor, or she’d fled to the beach to escape some cataclysm which required her to take off her clothes for some reason, and Tony would happen along, and after a little conversation, he’d fuck her very explicitly and in surprising detail, given both of them were virgins when they started playing the game. Of course, physical consummation was inevitable under those circumstances, and once it had happened in Kiera’s bedroom when they were just supposed to be studying together, the beach was mostly set aside. But it was still there, of course.

“Yeah,” Tony wrote.

“Okay,” Kiera wrote, feeling a sudden, unexpected heat between her legs. “Can you give me, like, 30 minutes so I can tell my parents goodnight?”

“I’m hard now.”

“You can stay hard,” she wrote. “I’ve witnessed it. Let me say goodnight, so they won’t walk in on me. I might be able to start sooner, so don’t go away. And it needs to be quick.”

“I’ll be here,” Tony wrote.

Kiera stood, pulled off everything but her panties, pulled on her long bedtime t-shirt, went down the hall to her mom’s office to kiss her goodnight, kissed her father in the basement where he was doing one of his woodworking projects, and was back at her desk in less than 10 minutes, her door shut and locked. She was early, and the dot next to Tony’s name was red, so she had a few minutes to kill before he returned.

She had been going methodically through each of the brochures Ms. Workman had given her, even those she’d already rejected. Once she’d read them thoroughly, looked online for more information, decided nay or yea, she set them in one of two piles on the right of her desk. The Maine fisheries opportunity didn’t actually sound half bad. She’d get to be on a boat for a lot of it, so she set it on the pile of possibilities on the right and moved back to the pile of unopened brochures on the left. Next in the stack was the Breeding Camp flyer. She’d assumed that it had something to do with pet breeding, or maybe work at a zoo, but the little tri-fold brochure’s front cover didn’t quite suggest that, neither its words nor its image, featuring the bare back of a blonde woman and the bare front of a blond man, the man kinda hunky in a Viking way, both pictured from the waist up. The two seemed to be conversing about something apparently, the man smiling, the woman’s face not shown, the couple in some kind of outdoor situation with trees in the background. But . . . wait, was she topless? Was she . . . were they both . . . naked?

“Education,” read the text at the top of the panel. “Career building. Hands-on training. A lifetime of essential skills.” At the bottom of the panel was an exhortation that further diverged from Kiera’s conception of animal breeding: “Help America overcome the global population crisis!”

Kiera opened the brochure, confirmed that this program, a new initiative of the U.S. federal government no less, was about human population only. Animals who wished to grow their numbers would have to turn to some other government program, apparently.

The first few panels of the brochure were a bunch of boring crap about international fertility statistics, theories about why people were quitting parenthood, and all these supposed problems caused by low birthrates (like the economy shrinks a little and old people don’t have young people caring for them anymore, both non-problems in Kiera’s mind). And there was, like, a whole section about some place called Svendlandica or something which no one has ever heard of or probably cared about either and they had this word kopellat which who cares about that either? But Kiera soldiered on, half-absorbing the data but mainly looking for something that would explain that first picture, of two naked people talking, because why would you put that on your front cover if everything in the whole rest of it is boring statistics, and why not just put a chart on the cover too or some boring map so kids would know what they’ll see if they open it? But Kiera finally got at least a partial answer at the document’s last paragraph:

Participants must be at least 18 years old. Membership in a federal Breeding Club helpful but not required. Participants must be comfortable with nudity and open sexuality, including masturbation, intercourse, and other practices consistent with healthy, effective sexual reproduction.

Kiera read the paragraph once, twice, three times, flipped to the front image and then back to the paragraph for a fourth reading, finding herself so engrossed in the text she didn’t notice that Tony was back and pinging her until his impatient fifth little chime.

“Oh, hey,” she wrote. “Sorry, just still going through these programs. Long slog.”

“You need a break,” Tony wrote, ignorant of how much Kiera at present did not need a break, at least not from the task at hand, which consisted of equal parts urgent interest in getting online to further investigate the U.S. government’s breeding program, and imagining being naked and doing sexual things in front of other people.

I mean, seriously, how could they expect anyone to do that? But then, it’s for a good cause, sort of. Like, having babies is a good cause. So you would just have to deal with your reservations and take your clothes off. And everyone else would be naked too, right? All the girls? And all the boys? So you could get used to it. And then . . . getting off in front of other people? Well, are they doing it too? Okay. And having sex in front of other people . . . like, all the way? Where they put it in you and just let the stuff fly in you too? While everyone else is watching?

I guess that could work.

So Kiera compromised, abandoning her search and her Breeding Camp ruminations but incorporating her conception of things into their beach play.

“What if we had some other people there?” she wrote as she pulled off her t-shirt.

“You mean, other naked people?” Tony replied.

“Yeah, boys and girls both,” Kiera said, slipping off her panties without rising from her desk chair, wrapping one hand around her bare sex, and confirming that she was oozing heavily.

“Cool,” Tony said, and with that settled, the remote, text-driven lovers created one of their more vivid spectacles, with a surprising number of blond/blonde, Viking-like visitors to the beach in question, openly sharing their enthusiasm for each other and for the determined breeding efforts of the dark-haired Kiera and Tony, and there was certainly some back & forth on that score, most of it supplied by Kiera, in which the Viking people conversed casually with their fellow travelers about things like how fast to go in and how deep to put it in when the guy was “unloading his charge” (a favorite expression), and 25 minutes into it, Tony could hold off no longer and climaxed in the silence of his room, and Kiera pretended she was having her first then too, although it was actually her third orgasm at that point, and they said goodnight but the curious Kiera was not yet spent, and she kept researching and, just between you and me, kept masturbating while she investigated this whole Breeding Camp thing, and it was another two hours before the girl, completely exhausted, rolled onto her bed with her mind made up about how she’d be spending her summer.




Chapter 3: A Report, by Heather Reilly

Heather Reilly had a few reasons for putting maximal effort into her Breeding Camp report. Interested as she was in gluons, the strange subatomic particles that help to hold the nucleus together, this project hit a little closer to home. Literally. And then, there was an even more personal reason for her dedication to the project. Her mother gave her a week to get it done, but she finished the first draft in four days. It began:

The United States Federal Breeding Camps

A report by Heather Reilly

Homeschool Student (near Parkersburg, Oklahoma)

Executive Summary:

Surprisingly, human population is not growing everywhere. In some nations, it’s going backward. America is still growing, but the rate of growth is declining, which has some people worried, especially economists and top national politicians. As a response, America is beginning an active program to encourage and teach the best breeding techniques. They already have clubs at high schools, that started up at the beginning of the last school year, and this summer, they’ll be doing breeding camps all over America. Interestingly, one of those camps, Camp 17, is being built really close to my home in the Oklahoma Panhandle.

The body of Heather’s paper presented several pages of impressive research from a diverse range of sources (something her mom insisted on—you couldn’t just go to Wikipedia), including both US and international census organizations, economic publications, and a human sexuality group. Her conclusion was undeniable: populations were declining in many places already, and soon they’d be falling so fast in so many places the actual population of the human race would start to fall, which would cause all kinds of problems.

Next in her well-organized, 10-page report was a thorough account of America’s efforts to stymie the decrease through various programs, including a partnership with the Northern European nation of Svendland, with a focus on high school students. In these passages, Heather’s prose really shone:

In selected American high schools, including several in Oklahoma and nearby Kansas, students who are old enough have been able to join Breeding Clubs, which are official clubs where you learn to masturbate and have sex in the best ways, as well as learning all about conceiving and gestating, which means growing the baby in your uterus. Interestingly, students in these clubs are allowed to attend naked, and even to go to regular classes naked around all the other students.

But it was in Heather’s conclusion where an astute reader might sense the girl’s ulterior motive:

Conclusion Of This Report:

Together, the Breeding Clubs and the Breeding Camps seem like they will work very effectively to keep America’s population from ever declining, which would cause various economic and social problems. They’re definitely starting with people at the right age: 18. But they need lots of participants! Do they have enough yet? It doesn't seem like it, if you look at the official Breeding Camp website, which is asking people to sign up both as participants and as camp counselors. To be a counselor there, you just have to apply, and then you get approved and you have to do plenty of training, online and in person, which adds a lot to your knowledge, and if you live near one of the camps, that would make it a lot easier, and you get paid for being a counselor, and they definitely need them!




Chapter 4: A Feral Girl

As soon as Camp Manager Priti Chandra and Dr. Sanders Baker exited the SUV, they stripped, tossed their clothes into the vehicle, and looked at each other.

“I’m still getting used to this,” Sanders said, looking down apologetically at his rising penis.

“You’re not apologizing, are you?” Priti said. Her condition was harder to read, but the firmness of her dark brown nipples suggested at least that she was very awake, if not sexually alive.

“I sort of am,” Sanders said. “When camp starts and everyone’s here, that’s one thing, but . . . it’s just the two of us, and I hope—”

“There is no issue,” Priti said, waving her hand in a way that made her breasts swing, which made Sanders’ organ rise to full attention. “Just masturbate anytime you need to.”

“That’s something else I’m not used to yet,” he said, looking around at Breeding Camp 17, a little outpost of reproductive training in the deep woods of the Oklahoma Panhandle. “Let me start setting my office up, so I can think about something else.”

Priti pushed her key fob and the SUV’s rear hatch beeped and opened upward, and the two headed back to grab the first of a dozen boxes being unloaded today.

Sanders’ office was on the second floor of the camp’s main building, reachable via a flight of stairs that ran outside from the ground, and by the time they had lugged the third set of boxes up, they were both breathing heavily, sweat crossing their brows.

“Water break,” Priti announced, tearing open the first box she’d carried up, pulling out two pint bottles.

“Thank you,” Sanders said, taking one eagerly.

Priti drank from her bottle, sighed, leaned forward, rested her elbow on an unopened box.

“So what do you think?” she said. “Is this going to happen?”

“I believe in you,” Sanders said, raising his water in a toast.

“It’s not just me you have to believe in,” Priti said. “This place opens up in two months for 150 nude adolescents, male and female, with no restrictions on what they can do to each other.”

“What could possibly go wrong?” Sanders said with a laugh.

“No, I’m being serious,” Priti protested. “We’ve got a half dozen teenaged sex experts coming from a country I’ve never even heard of. They don’t speak English, for all I know. And we’re still trying to find enough counselors. We need at least 20 of those, along with cooks, maintenance, logistics. And our HR team is way behind on hiring. And it doesn’t help that the prospective employee pool is limited to people who are ready to go nude, masturbate and have sex in front of other people.”

“I really hope they’re giving candidates a good look,” Sanders said. “Background checks and personality assessments at least.”

“Exactly,” Priti said. “And all that takes time.”

“Well, whoever headed up construction knows what they’re doing,” Sanders said, looking at the walls of his office with admiration.

“Yeah, that part was good,” Priti said. “This place was supposedly an overgrown, abandoned church camp two months ago.”

“Now it’s up to us,” Sanders said. “Ready for another load of medical supplies?”

The doctor looked down, relieved to see that a discussion of camp operations had reduced his sexual ardor slightly. “Just nine boxes to go.”

The two headed out of the office and down the stairs until Sanders paused, the first to see the naked, fair-haired girl leading a dozen sheep past newly-constructed residential cabin three.

“What the hell?” he said, causing Priti to stop behind him and gasp.

“The natives are getting restless,” he said quietly, prompting a laugh. “She looks completely feral. Is there some kind of commune around here? Or maybe she’s an aborigine?”

“Not with that hair,” Priti said. “Maybe she was raised by wolves.”

“I hope she doesn’t think this is still her territory. If she belongs to a tribe somewhere around here, they’re not going to like it if we ask her to herd her sheep somewhere else.”

The girl paused, looked up, noticed them, smiled in a surprisingly unthreatening way.

“Hello?” Priti said, holding her hand up in what she hoped would be seen as a peaceful gesture.

“Hey,” the girl said, adding with a laugh. “Sorry for letting my sheep invade your camp, but sometimes they have a mind of their own.”

“You live near here?” Sanders asked, and although he was trying not to look at the girl’s bare breasts and her full, natural triangle of pale red pubic hair, his penis was stirring again.

“Yeah, our house is about a quarter mile from here,” she said, pointing. “I take our sheep around here all the time.”

“You have a house?” Priti said, tapping Sanders’ shoulder because she wanted him to keep descending the stairs so she could get back to ground level, talk to this girl and figure out how much of a problem she and her people were going to be.

Sanders, thus prodded, descended reluctantly. Walking with an erection made his manhood bounce, but walking down a flight of stairs in that condition made the organ swing with abandon, up against his belly, down between his legs, and side to side, hitting his hips with alternating, meaty thuds.

“Yeah,” the girl said, and she used her traditional shepherding staff to tap a ram beside her, and she approached them as they reached the bottom of the stairs, not stopping until she was a pace away from the two visitors, at which point she offered her hand.

“I’m Heather Reilly,” she said.

“Hi, Heather, I’m Priti Chandra.”

“Sanders Baker.”

“Nice to meet you both,” Heather said, eyebrows arching slightly when she looked down and noticed Sanders’ erection. “I’m sorry for being naked, but this is usually what I wear when I walk the sheep and the weather’s nice.”

“Oh, no problem,” Priti said, looking down at herself. “You’re in good company.”

“You have to be naked here, right?” Heather said.

“Not until the program officially starts,” Priti said. “But we’re trying to get used to it.”

“You’re doing great at it,” Heather said a little awkwardly, because she wasn’t sure how you could do badly at going naked. Maybe having an erection was doing badly at it in some people’s minds, but Heather had no problem with it.

“We’ll be operating a federal facility here,” Priti said as a preamble to the most important point she wanted to make: this is US property now, and this girl should no longer feel free to run her sheep through it.

“Camp 17,” Heather said. “I think it’s one of the best in the country. Of course, I’m probably biased.”

“You’re familiar with the program?” Priti said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Heather said in her politest tone before she launched into a speech she’d been preparing in her mind for weeks. “Declining populations have been a problem around the world. And even though America’s population isn’t dropping yet, it’s growing more slowly, and that needs to be addressed, for important economic and cultural reasons. And I think the new federal breeding initiative is just the thing to address the problem. And I’m so proud to be living right next to one of the Breeding Camps.”

“Wow,” Priti said. “I think you know more about it than most of the population of Oklahoma.”

“I just did a project on it,” Heather said.

“What kind of project?” Sanders asked.

“A school project,” Heather said. “I’m homeschooled.”

“You must have the internet,” Priti said.

“Oh yeah,” Heather said. “Satellite, I think three or four subscriptions.”

“What does your dad do?” Priti asked.

“He keeps an eye on things,” Heather said, because a longer answer would have been a lot longer. Her father’s occupation, such as it was, was hard to explain.

“And your mom is your teacher?” Priti said.

“Yeah, she teaches, keeps the house, does a lot of the farming.”

“But you tend the sheep,” Priti noted.

“We take turns on that, but I love taking them out. It’s one of my main jobs.”

“You use them for wool?”

“Yes, we sheer them once a year, in the spring. And we sometimes eat them.”

“Why are you so interested in the camps?” Priti asked.

Heather’s face took on its most serious cast, and she stepped a little closer to the man and woman and leaned forward slightly, in the way she knew made her look older and more professional.

“To be honest, I want to work for a camp,” Heather replied. “I want to work for Camp 17.”

“What would you like to do for us?” Priti asked with a slightly indulgent tone, which could certainly be forgiven. After all, Camp 17 was not just another outdoor playground where bored youth could go to kill their summer free time. It was a brave new outpost in one of America’s boldest cultural experiments, a vanguard in the push for nothing less than the reengineering of humanity, to save it from oblivion. How a girl who walked through the wilderness naked with her sheep could play a role in that effort was, at the moment, beyond Priti’s imagination. Maybe she could do janitorial work. Or the kitchen could probably use some assistance.

“I’d like to be a counselor,” Heather said, and then, because she might have anticipated some pushback, she continued in her most formal, adult-like voice, “I understand that the job will be rigorous, and there will be much to learn before the camp starts, but I am very comfortable with the concepts, including nudity, obviously. And I think that an open approach to sexuality, which is encouraged in Svendland under the concept of kopellat, has proven very effective in that nation and should be practiced here as well, aided of course by the Svendlandians themselves, and I would like to do my part to bring that about.”

Perhaps Heather came off a little wooden, a little too rehearsed, but Priti smiled, because this naked, strawberry-haired shepherd girl had won her over.

“Have you applied?” Priti asked. “You seem like a great candidate.”

“I’m almost done with the application,” Priti said. “I just needed some references.”

“I’m sure you’ve impressed people,” Priti said.

“Well, my parents are impressed, I guess,” Heather said with a quick laugh. “But you can’t use your parents as references, and they’re the only adults I really see.”

“I think the high school Breeding Club advisors are a great reference,” Priti said, “but I know you—”

“Yeah, home-schooled,” Heather said. “I’m not complaining, I feel like I’ve learned a lot more than the average high school student. But if I could have joined a Breeding Club, I would have. But since I didn’t do that . . .”

Priti raised her eyebrows expectantly.

“Could I put you down?” Heather asked, focusing on keeping her voice even, although her heart was thumping because she’d been bringing her sheep to the edge of Camp 17 for weeks, watching the construction through the trees from hidden vantage points, waiting for someone besides carpenters, plumbers, electricians, and heavy equipment operators to show up, astute enough about hiring dynamics to know she needed a connection, that just living near the camp wasn’t enough, she needed to network. And this was her only shot, her only card to play, walking casually through the camp with her sheep and trying to engage with someone who’d be involved with the running of the camp itself, not just its construction. And when she saw the naked couple walking up the stairs to the new office, she knew this was her chance. Possibly her only chance.

The request seemed at first to surprise Priti, and she frowned slightly before she offered a half smile.

“Well, we just met,” Priti said. “Ideally, your references would be people who know you a little better than we do.”

“I don’t really have anyone like that, unfortunately,” Heather said. “But I’m not asking you to say anything that’s not true. Just that you met me, maybe.”

“Okay, I can do that,” Priti said.

Heather directed her attention to Sanders, who was still struggling to learn how to look like a medical professional while his pronounced erection suggested something else.

“Could you be one too?” she asked. “I need two.”

Sanders nodded without hesitation.

“We’ve got cards in the SUV,” Priti said, heading to the vehicle, pulling open the door, bending to pet one of Heather’s ewes.

Only Priti could find her cards, a handful stuffed into her portfolio, but Sanders wrote his contact information on the back of Priti’s card, and once Heather had this vital artifact in hand, this talisman to a future she desperately wanted, she thanked both officials, made a point of shaking both their hands with her firmest grip, and tried to make a statement with her herding skills as well, ushering the animals away from Camp 17 with a minimum of spoken commands and just a few decisive taps of her staff.

“Bye, thank you!” she shouted, waving from the tree line, prompting corresponding nods from the man and woman as they struggled up the stairs with another load of medical supplies.

“Wow,” Priti said once she’d set her load down in Sanders’ office.

“What are the chances of that happening?” Sanders asked.

“Very good, I think,” Priti said.

“What do you mean?”

“She had the whole thing planned,” Priti said. “In the end, I think that’s what impresses me the most. The girl knows how to work the room.”

“She planned it out?” Sanders said. “You mean, meeting us?”

“Exactly. I bet she’s been waiting for someone to show up, and she had her lines all ready for us. She even mentioned kopellat.”

“What’s kopellat again?” Sanders asked.

“It’s a whole philosophy of sexuality and breeding,” Priti said. “There are some great resources on the camp intranet. Developed in Svendland. It’s not strictly medical information, but you’ll definitely want to review it all before we start training.”

“Yeah,” Sanders agreed. “Especially now that I’ve just met a naked shepherd girl who knows more about it than I do.”

Priti laughed, but she made a point of looking down at Sanders’ firm penis.

“We’re not going to scare you off, are we?”

“I would describe myself as the opposite of scared,” Sanders replied, also looking down. “Maybe humiliatingly excited would be a better expression.”

“You don’t look comfortable, though,” she said.

“Is it that obvious?” he asked. “Not that I’m uncomfortable, exactly. More, let’s say, distracted. If anyone was uncomfortable, it was probably the girl with the sheep. But seriously, I’m really sorry. It’s just not something I have any control over.”

“I don’t mean it as a negative,” Priti said. “Sorry if I came across that way. By uncomfortable, I just meant that, well, you’ve been erect almost nonstop since we stripped, and that’s got to be unpleasant.”

“Yeah,” Sanders agreed curtly.

“The spirit of kopellat,” Priti said, “which you really need to get familiar with, and comfortable with, is that the erect penis is something to celebrate, whenever and wherever it happens.”

“Well, I sort of knew that,” Sanders said. “At least, conceptually. But when it’s me it’s happening to, I . . .”

“Something to be celebrated,” Priti continued, “and relieved.”

“Yeah,” Sanders said again, looking decidedly uncomfortable.

“If you want to masturbate, you masturbate,” Priti said. “If you find a willing partner, you put it in them. If you—”

Priti fell silent when Sanders raised his hands defensively.

“I’m not there yet,” Sanders said. “I’m sorry, but this goes against pretty much my entire upbringing and all my professional training. At the hospital where I did my residency, and the women’s clinic . . . you don’t get involved with your co-workers, your patients, your clinic partners, your—”

“Yes, all that makes sense,” Priti said, “in your earlier life. But the rules are different here. They have to be. You just—”

“How do you change, though?” Sanders protested. “And then go back? You know that’s what terrifies me the most. Going back to the clinic and not being able to switch back. Hitting on a patient, hitting on—”

“You won’t,” Priti said, putting her hands on the box of supplies before her. “If you don’t want it to happen, it won’t. I’m sure you have that much self-control. You made it through medical school.”

Sanders shrugged.

“Okay, think of it this way,” she said. “This is something I found online. Driving stick. You ever learned straight drive?”

“Yeah, my first car was stick.”

“But you drive automatic now.”

“I do.”

“They’re completely different ways of driving, right? You’re doing completely different things. But you can switch from one to the other and back almost by instinct.”

“True,” he agreed.

“So, think of Breeding Camp like another way of driving. When you’re here, you operate one way. Back at your clinic, you’re back to the other way. And I think you can switch.”

To look at the floor of his office, Sanders had to behold his penis, still jutting forward, so he raised his eyes to Priti.

“I don’t know,” he said. “Driving a car is not the same as having sex.”

“But you knew you’d have to wrap your head around this at some point, right?” Priti said. “You took the job understanding what was involved, right?”

“I did,” Sanders said. “But then it was just a concept. Now it’s real. And I’m struggling.”

“Okay,” Priti said. “Let’s do an exercise.”

Sanders’ eyes went so wide with terror that Priti had to stifle a laugh.




Chapter 5: Kiera’s Good News

Deciding to become a breeding enthusiast, and actually becoming one, Kiera Buckingham had learned, were two entirely different propositions.

The greatest challenge was her parents. And it wasn’t necessarily that they were opposed to their daughter’s learning and practicing the fine arts of reproduction and human population maintenance. It’s that they didn’t know that’s what Kiera was working on, because she wasn’t telling them. Or she was telling them, but in little bits and pieces, which was only making them more suspicious of Kiera’s agenda.

“I think I’m going to apply for a federal program,” Kiera told her mother one day after school in April.

“What kind of program?” her mother asked, quite reasonably.

“I’m not totally sure yet,” Kiera replied. “But you go to camps. They have them all over the country. I think there are some near here. And it’s free, and it can really help me boost my chances for college acceptance. That’s what Mrs. Workman at school told me.”

“Is there information about it?” her mother asked. “There must be a website?”

“Yeah, a brochure I think,” Kiera said.

“What does the brochure say?” Mrs. Buckingham asked.

“I don’t really have one, like, totally in front of me,” Kiera lied. “Just a place online where you apply.”

Mrs. Buckingham raised her eyebrows at her daughter. But the girl, weak as she was academically, was very good at many things. She had social skills out the wazoo, in fact. She was enthusiastic. She could put a lot of energy into things she cared about. She was pretty, of course. So Mrs. Buckingham was willing to grant her daughter some leeway.

“Good luck,” she said, eschewing further interrogation, and Kiera applied, and worked very hard on the two essay questions, and she got glowing reviews from her two references, her cheerleading coach and the woman in the children’s cancer ward where Kiera volunteered (both of whom were asked to keep to themselves the nature of Kiera’s summer engagement), and Kiera was accepted in short order and assigned to Camp 17 near Parkersburg, Oklahoma. And she exulted by herself, in her bedroom, and then she told Tony, but didn’t share all the details with him, and then she told her parents over dinner that night, as follows:

Kiera: I got into that program.

Mom: What program?

Kiera: That summer camp thing I was telling you about.

Mom: Oh, the federal program?

Kiera: Yup.

Dad: That’s great, Kieracrumb! Where’s the camp?

Kiera: I think in Oklahoma

Mom: What will you be doing there?

Kiera: I’m not sure. Camp stuff, I guess.

Mom: Camp stuff?

Kiera: Yeah. I guess stuff you usually do at a camp. And, it’s federal. So, there’s that.

Mom: Arts and crafts? Swimming? Hiking?

Kiera: Those are all really good guesses.

Mom: How does any of that make you more attractive to a college admissions department?

Kiera: I think if you do really well at it, whatever it is, that helps you.

Mom: Kiera.

Kiera: Yes, Mom?

Mom: I think . . . I don’t think, well. Okay, first, congratulations. I haven’t said that yet. For getting accepted.

Dad: Yes. Congratulations, Kiera. We need to celebrate. Let’s do dinner somewhere.

Kiera: Oooh, I’d love that. Can we go to Creightons?

Dad: You got it, Kieraville.

Mom: Kiera.

Kiera: I’m gonna do their she-crab soup. It’s like to die for.

Dad: And if you play your cards right, I’ll might give you a bite of my filet mignon.

Kiera: I would love that! Thank you. That’s so—

Mom: Kiera.

Kiera: And their cheesecake. For dessert. Can we go Saturday?

Dad: I’ll see if I can make a reservation.

Mom: Kiera.

Kiera: Can Tony come?

Dad: I’ll ask for a table for four.

Kiera: Oh, thank you thank you! This is so awesome! I’ll tell—

Mom: KIERA!

Kiera: Sorry. What, Mom?

Mom: How much do you actually know about what goes on at this camp?

Kiera: Oh, yeah. I mean, it’s a regular camp, Mom. It’s federal, so it has to be legit.

Mom: What’s the name of the camp?

Kiera: Well, just camp I guess. Or, or, Federal Camp. Like, capitalized.

Mom: I feel like you’re being very evasive about this.

Kiera: Evasive? Like, I’m evading something? (looks at Dad) I mean, I worked really hard on the application. I answered everything honestly. I couldn’t get in if I was evading something, probably. And it’s my last chance for college.

Dad: (looking at Mom) So what are we concerned about, exactly?

Mom: Our daughter is headed off to some camp all summer, and she—

Kiera: Six weeks. It starts July first.

Mom: And she doesn’t know the first thing about it.

Dad: Well, it’s a camp.

Kiera: Exactly. Federal too.

Mom: A federal camp. It’s free. For six weeks. I’ve just never heard of a camp like that.

Kiera: Okay. Let me look into it a little more and see what I can find out. I’m sorry for looking like I was being evasive, that’s not my plan. I always try to be straightforward with you guys. And aboveboard. I was just really excited about getting accepted is all. And sort of proud, too.

Dad: You should be proud, Kieratown.

Mom: We’re very proud of you, Honey. You know your dad and I always are. I just . . . well, you’re still a teenager, and it’s our job to look out for you. There are things out there, in the world, that might not be the best thing for you, and that’s what your dad and I are here for. To protect you.

Kiera: I so appreciate that. Thank you, Mom. And Dad. It’s great to have you both on my side. So, Dad, Dad, can we do a little later at Creighton’s? Like 7:30? Tony will probably have to work until 6 that day.

Dad: I’ll set it up.




Chapter 6: Exercising

“What do you think I’m going to propose?” Priti asked, smiling at the Camp 17 physician, who at the moment was looking profoundly terrified.

“Well, you said exercise,” Sanders Baker replied, “so I’m . . . I don’t know.”

“Say it,” Priti said. “Say the worst thing you can think of.”

“The worst thing?” Sanders said. “Okay, the worst thing would be . . . having sex with you.”

“That’s not what it is though,” Priti said. “We’re not having sex. We’re not making love. We’re not boyfriend-girlfriend. Okay?”

“Yes, I get it,” Sanders said. “But I . . .”

“The exercise,” Priti said, looking into Sanders’ eyes, “is insemination. I want you to inseminate me. I want you to put your penis inside my vagina and release there.”

Sanders looked away with a sudden pallor, his eyes away while his mind seemed to be struggling with some unnamed horror.

“Okay, tell me why you’re reacting this way,” Priti said.

“Uh, you’re my boss?” Sanders replied.

“Why does that matter?” Priti said. “I mean, here, in this place. With these rules?”

“Still,” he said. “It just feels really, really wrong.”

“Do you think I’m going to fire you? Sue you? Try to have your license revoked?”

“Okay, no,” Sanders said. “I trust you. And I get that here, this is okay. It’s just . . .”

“It’s a reflex,” Priti said. “That’s what they call it. A reflex that society puts on you, without ever letting you think about it. That’s why they’re starting with the youth. There are already a lot of sexuality reflexes there, but they’re not as well-developed, they’re more malleable, and the Breeding Clubs have shown they can be short-circuited.”

“Don’t you have reflexes?” Sanders asked.

“Of course,” she said. “But women’s are weaker. They’re easier to overcome, for all kinds of reasons I won’t get into now. And I’ve always been very comfortable with my body. And maybe slightly a renegade where it came to sex. Society does its best to force reflexes onto girls, but I just wasn’t buying into it.”

“Good for you,” Sanders said noncommittally.

“C’mon,” Priti said, heading to the office door. “Let’s take a look at the classrooms.”

Sanders followed her down the exterior stairway, both of them scanning the property for Heather and her sheep, or some other unexpected interloper, but Breeding Camp 17 seemed to be occupied only by the camp’s director and doctor at the moment.

The property’s old chapel had been restored and repurposed as a classroom building, and a second classroom building had been added beside it, and Priti led Sanders to the new building, used the card on her keyring to get the door open, headed inside and into the first classroom on the left, with 30 empty desks and four gynecological exam chairs, lined up in the front.

“Oh,” Sanders mourned. He hadn’t seen this room before.

Priti, after a quick glance to confirm that the doctor’s penis was still fully engorged, clambered up on the first chair and put her bare feet into the stirrups, splaying her hairless sex organ.

“Okay, now for the exercise,” she said. “It’s pretty simple, really.”

“You really want me to . . . do this?” Sanders said, standing awkwardly beside Priti, not daring to take his place between her thighs.

“Yes,” Priti said. “Inseminate me. That’s it.”

Sanders grimaced as though in pain.

“Come around,” she said, waving over her knee. “Come on, you have to stand here to do it.”

The doctor reported reluctantly to the space between Priti’s thighs, gaze alternating between her vaginal slit and her hardened nipples.

“Now, examine me,” she said.

“Examine you?” he said. “You mean, for—”

“Examine me for lubrication,” she said. “Open me up.”

Sanders paused and collected himself before he reached down, touched the woman’s labia and opened them, freeing a string of clear fluid that ran from her female hole down to her anus.

“Am I wet enough?” she asked, tilting her opening up.

“I think so.”

“Pretend I’m not,” she said.

“Okay,” he said, unmoving except for his erection, swaying slightly.

“So what do you do?” she asked.

“I guess . . . I don’t know,” the doctor confessed.

“Stimulate me,” she said.

“How?”

“They didn’t cover this in medical school?” Priti asked with a laugh. “Rub my clitoris first. Gently.”

Sanders did a passable job on Priti’s organ, circling and pressing.

“Good,” she said. “Now lick.”

“Lick?” Sanders echoed, turning terrified eyes on the woman.

“Just for a second,” she said. “You don’t have to do it like you mean it. You can just go through the motions. But you’ve got to get used to doing this.”

Sanders bent, lowered his mouth to Priti’s opening, reached down to spread her lips and, after drawing a breath and steeling himself, extended the tip of his tongue until it made tentative contact with Priti’s clitoris.

“Very good,” Priti said. “Now my slit.”

Sanders dabbed at Priti’s folds with his tongue and stood.

“You’re not getting out of it that easily,” she laughed. “Open me and lick inside. Find my hole.”

Sanders returned to Priti’s vulva and did exactly as instructed, pressing his tongue against her vaginal hole, sopping up some of her juice, straightening again.

“See?” she said. “I haven’t fired you yet. You haven’t lost your license.”

Sanders responded with an insincere laugh.

“Okay, penis in,” she said, wrapping her hand around her sex and spreading her lips, as though Sanders needed guidance.

He straightened, used two fingers at the middle of his shaft to line up his tip, and pressed into the woman, staring down at himself as he slid everything into her.

“How does it feel?” Priti asked, sighing slightly. When Sanders looked up at her in alarm, she added, “You better say it feels good, or there goes your job.”

“It actually . . . feels good,” Sanders said with an honest laugh this time. “I’m not just saying that.”

“Tell the class,” Priti said, gesturing toward the empty desks.

“What?”

“Pretend we’ve got a class full of eager young breeders, and tell them how my vagina feels.”

Sanders turned, opened his mouth to speak, but all that emerged was a sort of “Auuya . . .”

“Try again,” Priti said. “Move it, and talk about it.”

Sanders pulled out, slid one foot forward and pushed back in a little clumsily, first striking her left labia, and Priti stuck out her lower jaw and raised her eyebrows.

“Sorry, really sorry,” he blurted.

“I’m fine, it happens,” she said. “C’mon. Almost done. Talk about it.”

“So . . . as you can see . . .” Sanders said, looking at Priti’s belly button, which rose each time he inserted himself. “I’m—”

“Tell the class, not my stomach,” Priti interrupted.

Sanders cleared his throat and forced his eyes toward the desks. “As you can see,” he said again, “I’m, uh, I’m having intercourse. I, uh, I’m inside Priti here, and she’s, she has, uh, released her, you know, lubricant, which really helps . . . and she’s, she has, she has a tight, you know, her vagina, and—”

“Good,” Priti said. “You did great. Now ejaculate.”

Sanders pulled out, his wet penis swaying.

“No, inside me,” Priti said. “Put it back in and climax, and then you’re done.”

Sanders obeyed, performed diligently, the end of the project stripped down to biology and pleasure, all the cultural and professional concerns set aside, and his climax was indeed fierce and natural, the doctor grunting while he doubled his pace, his penis swelled and spat, and the thick semen rushed deeply into the woman’s body before it leaked out between his shaft and the camp manager’s pink lips.

Priti waited patiently while Sanders caught his breath, remaining lodged within her for another minute, his erection slowly ebbing.

“You did it,” she said, as he withdrew, a long string of semen oozing out of her hole.

“I . . . thank you,” Sanders said, stepping back so Priti could ease off the exam chair.

“Don’t thank me,” Priti said. “We worked on it together. You don’t owe me anything.”

“But you didn’t orgasm,” Sanders noted.

“That wasn’t the point of the exercise,” she said.

Priti took a step from the chair, stopped, parted her feet and looked down, laughing as another long string of ejaculate fell from her slot.

“That’s why all the floors are linoleum,” she said.

Sanders watched his product hit the floor, searched the room, spotted the sink in the corner with a full paper towel dispenser, and headed toward it.

“Did you want to orgasm?” he asked, wetting two towels and looking back at his erstwhile sex partner.

“I always want to orgasm, and sometimes I do, and sometimes I don’t,” Priti said. “This exercise was about you.”

“Okay,” he said, dropping to his knees to wipe up the mess on the floor. “What was supposed to happen, exactly?”

“What happened, exactly,” she said, holding her left foot out so he could wipe a drop of ejaculate off her big toe. “We had intercourse.”

“Okay,” he said, standing. “But what was the larger purpose?”

“To get you comfortable with having intercourse with me,” she said. “And by extension, any other colleague or camp participant.”

“That’s a lot of objectives,” Sanders said drily. “And I’m just . . . I’m not sure I’m there yet.”

“Well, it doesn’t all have to happen the first time,” Priti said. “But we got the door open, didn’t we? We got something to build on, right?”

“Okay, sure,” Sanders said. “And . . . you know, thanks. I mean, not thanks for the sex. Thanks for, for making it really easy.”

“Just putting on one of my camp director hats,” she said.

“How would you describe this particular hat?” Sanders asked, and although he was still naked, and his boss was still naked, and at the moment his semen was still oozing out of his boss’s vagina, he appeared for the first time today to be truly at ease.

“I don’t know,” she said. “I guess I’d call this one employee support.”

“Fair enough,” he said.

“And you get extra credit today,” Priti said.

“For what?”

“For talking to that girl. Totally outside the scope of what I was expecting today.”

“Yeah,” Sanders said, sucking in his breath and getting anxious again. “I really hope her dad doesn’t show up with a shotgun.”

“Why would he do that?” Priti asked.

“She goes back home, to wherever her home is,” Sanders said. “She tells her mom and dad that she met two naked adults while she was walking the sheep. And she tells her dad the man was clearly aroused. She was naked, and the man was aroused. And dad comes for me.”

“No,” Priti said. “Give her, give Heather, credit. She wants job recommendations from us. She’s not going to tell her dad something that will make him come after you.”

“Uhh . . .” Sanders said, trying to put his unabated fear into words.

“Heather knows her parents,” Priti continued. “She knows what will provoke her dad. In the extremely unlikely event she thinks her dad would decide to kill someone who had an erection around her when she was nude, she’s going to withhold those details. Really, I doubt she’ll tell her parents about what happened here at all. She was here to make contact, not to tell on someone. And she already knew what this place was, obviously.”

“Okay,” Sanders said guardedly. “But if you hear me yelling, save yourself. Lock yourself in the closest office and don’t come out until the shooting stops.”

“You know, that’s something else we’re working on,” Priti said, looking sympathetically at Sanders. “Women can’t enjoy sex, really enjoy sex, because they’re always expecting to be attacked if they say no, and called a slut if they say yes. But it’s not any easier for men.”

“Yeah?” Sanders asked.

“When the subtext of sex for one gender is constant potential harm, the subtext for the other is the fear of being accused of doing that harm. A minority of men harass, and a much smaller minority of men actually rape, but for you, the subtext of sex is making sure you don’t get accused of being a sexual bad person.”

“Okay,” Sanders said, heading for the classroom door. “You’ve given me some things to think about while I set up my office. Thanks for that.”

“Of course.”

A few minutes later, Priti hopped up the stairs to Sanders’ office, her phone in her hand.

“Well, that didn’t take long,” she said.

“What?” he asked, turning to look at the nude woman before he glanced nervously at his penis.

“Email just in,” Priti said. “You probably got one too. Asking me to vouch for Heather Reilly.”

“Wow,” Sanders said. “Are you going to write something positive?”

“I’ll say what I know,” Priti said. “But she has made a very good first impression, brief as it was.”

“I’ll do the same,” Sanders said.

“So, question,” Priti said.

“Yeah?” Sanders said, trying not to look too hard at the woman’s breasts.

“Would you be comfortable inseminating Heather?”

Sanders just stared at the brown-skinned woman as his face lost its color.

“No?” she asked.

“Uhh,” Sanders began as he struggled to find his voice. “Okay, first of all, she’s a kid. Second—”

“She’s 18,” Priti said. “She’s a woman.”

“Okay,” Sanders said evenly. “Second of all, she would be, what, a student? An intern? A—”

“A colleague of ours,” Priti interrupted. “A counselor.”

“Yeah, but—”

“You’re the camp doctor, but we’re all going to have to fulfill plenty of roles here. And anyone who can couple as part of a demonstration may be asked to do so.”

“I know, I know.”

“And you need to be prepared, because we’re going to call on you,” Priti continued. “Because you’re damn good at it, once you clear your head. And your semen production is at the top of the charts, also a plus.”

“I really appreciate that,” Sanders said, smiling sincerely now, even though his member was rising again.

“Let’s go back to the classroom,” Priti proposed.

“Another exercise?” Sanders asked, not sounding at all reluctant this time.

“No, a continuation of the same one,” Priti said, heading to the door. “But this time, I want you to see someone in every desk. Naked breeding campers. And you’re the teacher.”

“I’ll try,” Sanders said. “But you have to orgasm this time.”

“Deal.”




Chapter 7:  Mrs. Buckingham has Questions

On the Wednesday after Kiera’s parents celebrated her acceptance to a vague federal summer camp, the girl was sitting at her desk after school, making a sincere effort at putting together some sort of paper for her European history class.

“Kiera,” Mrs. Buckingham said, filling the high school senior’s doorway.

“Hey, Mom!” Kiera said with all the feigned enthusiasm she could muster, because she still harbored the delusion that an exceedingly cheerful demeanor could counteract whatever her mother was working on when she said “Kiera” like that.

“We need to talk,” said Mrs. Buckingham.

“What about?” Kiera asked with her biggest smiley voice.

“Breeding Camp.”

“Oh, yeah,” Kiera said. “Breeding Camp.”

“Do you know what it is?”

“Yeah,” Kiera replied brightly. “It’s a camp people can go to.”

“It’s the camp you signed up for, right?” Mrs. Buckingham said.

Kiera turned back to her laptop, tapped it open, started opening files and websites.

“Okay,” Kiera said. “Sorry, I’m working on this paper, but let me look into this new question.”

Despite herself, Mrs. Buckingham choked out a laugh at her daughter’s dissembling.

“You know what goes on there, right?” Mrs. Buckingham said. “Because I do.”

“Oh yeah?” Kiera said. “I guess, well, if it’s called, you know, Breeding Camp, then that means, um, well, whatever breeding means. Because it has various meanings.”

“Which meaning do you think applies in this case?” Mrs. Buckingham asked.

“Okay,” Kiera said, turning away from her laptop to face her mother directly. “Yeah. Maybe something about . . . population and stuff. Because that’s one thing breeding can mean.”

Mrs. Buckingham entered the room, dropped down on the bed next to her daughter’s desk.

“You will be naked, and you will be having sex,” she said.

“Oh, right!” Kiera said, doing an amazingly convincing portrayal of a teenaged girl just remembering something important.

“You knew all that, didn’t you?” Mrs. Buckingham said. “From the start?”

“I think so. Probably.”

“And then you forgot it, right?”

“Totally,” Kiera said with a nod so sincere her black hair bounced against her shoulders. “I just remembered that it was by the federal government. And not that far from home. In Oklahoma. There were programs in Maine, so something closer by seems like a big plus.”

“That is not something you forget, or anyone forgets, ever,” Mrs. Buckingham said wearily, leaning forward to rest her elbows on her thighs. “So let’s stop bullshitting, okay?” Once Kiera had turned 18, the woman had started saying long-forbidden words in her daughter’s presence, when the moment called for it. This was one of those moments.

“I know,” Kiera said. “We totally should.”

“You’re sexually active, aren’t you?”

“Yup.”

“How long?”

“I guess about six months.”

“Who with?”

“Tony. Just Tony.”

“And you’re being careful?”

“Yup. I got one of my best grades in sex ed,” Kiera said, not bothering to mention that the grade was a high C. “And condoms. Totally.”

“If you actually go to this Breeding Camp, you’re going to be fucked. A lot. By strangers.”

“Really?” Kiera said, her look of astonishment suggesting this was a revelation of historic proportions.

“Please don’t look surprised.”

Kiera raised her open hand above her surprised face and lowered it slowly, and as her new face showed itself, it bore a completely blank expression. It was one of her favorite gimmicks when her parents suggested she needed a new emotion, attitude, or approach to things. She did the same thing with her friends sometimes, and they laughed. Her mother, however, wasn’t laughing.

“Okay, yeah,” Kiera said. “I sort of think I knew about it. Maybe.”

“That is possibly the most weaselly things I’ve ever heard you say,” Mrs. Buckingham noted, a remarkable accusation given both the girl’s parents had been trying for years to get their instinctively evasive daughter to be more forthright.

“Sorry,” Kiera said.

“Okay,” said Mrs. Buckingham. “Try again. No weaseling this time.”

Kiera breathed in, paused, spoke only slightly haltingly: “Yes. Okay. I knew from the first day I looked it up that Breeding Camp involved going, um, naked and, um, going to, I mean, like, getting, um, where you have to have sex a lot.”

“And you applied to this program with that awareness?”

“I did.”

“Do you want to get fucked a lot, Kiera?”

“Yeah,” she said. “I do. I think I’m at the age where that’s appropriate. And if you looked up, um, it’s this place called Svendland, the kids there, I mean the older kids, you know, like 18, they have this—”

“I’ve looked it up,” Mrs. Buckingham said.

“Good, then you know all about it,” Kiera said. “It’s what I want to do. It’s for college. And me.”

“If you get there and don’t like it, you’ll let us know same day, right?”

“Of course.”

“And we’ll pick you up, no questions asked.”

“I appreciate that,” Kiera said. “But . . . there’s no reason to tell Dad what I’ll be doing, right?”

“Nope.”

“And can you get me there?” Kiera asked. “It’s about a two-hour drive.”

“Sure.”

“Just you,” Kiera said. “Not Dad.”

“I’ll try to convince him to stay home, but I can’t promise anything.”

“Thanks, Mom.”




Chapter 8: The First Counselor

Heather Reilly’s heart started thumping as soon as she saw the subject line:

Camp 17 Staff Position: Counselor 1

It sounded like a job offer. It sounded like acceptance. It was the kind of thing that happened to people thousands of times a day. But it was her first application, and if she got the job, it would be her first real job too, so she could be forgiven for gingerly tapping the email open with one finger before she covered her mouth with both hands and read, wide-eyed, a single paragraph of terse instructions:

Report to Camp 17 within the next three days, but earlier if possible, to begin training and preparation for your role as a Counselor 1 with Federal Breeding Camp 17, a facility of the United States Government’s Federal Population Initiative. Because of limited parking, you will not be allowed a private vehicle onsite. Please arrange transportation accordingly. See below for a map and directions from Parkersburg and the Tulsa and Overland airports.

No, it wasn’t just getting a job that excited Heather. It was the nature of the job too. She’d get to work nude. And she’d get a crash course in that most mysterious of human endeavors, sexual intercourse. As a counselor, she’d get to watch it, at least. She knew that much from the program description she’d read online. But were counselors also expected to do it themselves? She was thinking yes.

Sex.

Could she do it? She believed so. Did she want to do it? Oh yes. It’s one of the main things she thought about when she masturbated, in bed at night or out in the woods when the flock was simply grazing. The boy puts it up you, and then he moves it, and it feels really good. For both of you. Heather knew all that thanks to the surprisingly explicit home schooler sex-ed unit her mother had ordered and done her best to teach.

For a good ten minutes, Heather stared at the email, catching her breath and trying to get her heart to stop pounding in her chest.

Eventually, she was ready to share her news, but she needed to do it carefully, strategically. She hadn’t shared exactly everything with her parents about what this job would entail. She hadn’t breathed a word about her visit to the camp itself, where she’d met two naked adults, both male and female, and the male was just . . . sticking out. Maybe his was always like that, or it was big and straight and long for some other reason, like he was supposed to keep it like that to work there? Or maybe he was sexually aroused, because that’s the main reason it happens to guys, or so Heather had been told. And maybe he was sexually aroused by the naked Indian woman named Priti, but maybe . . . well, he was looking at Heather a lot, she could tell, even though she knew he was trying to hide it, but he would look at her breasts, then at her pubic hair, and back to her breasts whenever he didn’t think she would notice, and that thing . . . his penis, she should call it a penis . . . was just right there, sort of pointing at her.

He was a doctor, of course, so he wouldn’t be putting it into Heather probably. Unfortunately. But just the chance he might like seeing her naked, that was very arousing to her. Arousing enough that, more than once since they’d met a few days ago, she imagined having that thing inside her. His thing inside her, and as she groaned through her climaxes, she could almost feel it stretching out her unsullied chamber.

Done reacting to the email, Heather stood, dressed (she was always nude in the privacy of her bedroom, now that she was hoping to get a job that seemed to require it), and headed toward the spare bedroom her mother used as a classroom. It was almost 1 in the afternoon, and time for classes to resume anyway.

“Well, I got it,” Heather announced calmly, settling into her desk.

“What did you get?” Mrs. Reilly asked, turning away from the whiteboard to look at the girl.

“That camp counselor job,” Heather said. “With the population department.”

“A job?” Mrs. Reilly said, staring at the girl. “An actual job?”

“Yes, at the old church property. I can walk to it.”

“When does it . . .” Mrs. Reilly said, catching her breath before she could finish her question. “When does it start?”

“Basically today,” Heather said. “They said to show up within three days of today, but sooner than that if possible.”

“How much does it pay?”

“I don’t remember,” Heather said. “They gave a range when I applied, but I didn’t really look at it, because I didn’t care as much. Mainly I wanted to do it, to help America.”

“That’s just . . .” Mrs. Reilly began, still trying to find words for news she didn’t expect. “That’s wonderful. Have you told your father?”

“No, let’s tell him together.”

Mr. Reilly was as pleased and surprised as Mrs. Reilly at the news, and those reactions probably played a large part in preventing the parents from asking hard questions. The questions were in fact all easy, things like her hours (“I don’t know but I’ll probably be living there”), her training (“It starts as soon as I show up, probably”), and her pay again, which she was able to answer after she checked the website: The range was $350 to $475 per week, depending on experience, plus room & board. Given Heather had no experience, she guessed she’d be at the lower end, which was still more than she’d ever made in her life.

~ ~ ~

On her walk, halfway to Camp 17, in a place where the girl often stashed her clothing, Heather stripped, removing even her shoes and socks, and continued her journey to a life so different from what she had known she was thinking of it as a new birth. Appropriate, then, that she’d be naked.

That same SUV was parked where it had been a few days ago, but Heather didn’t see any people this time, naked or otherwise, so she marched through the camp, among its new buildings, noticing their smells as she passed by, of fresh-cut wood, a little grease, some plastic. They’d left an impressive number of trees, building around them or behind them, and she admired those before she found the sign that said, “Camp 17 Administration,” hopped onto the porch and pushed open the door.

“Hello?” she said. “Anyone here?”

“Just me,” said a voice Heather immediately recognized as Priti’s.

“Hey, Priti!” Heather shouted, resisting the urge to hug the woman when she emerged nude from the office just off the lobby.

“Heather!” Priti said. “You’re our first on site!”

“I got the email yesterday afternoon,” Heather said, offering her hand in lieu of a hug.

“You just walked over from home?” Priti asked.

“Yes, it took me about 20 minutes.”

“Are you ready to start today?”

“Right now, if you have anything I can do,” Heather said.

“We need to get a little paperwork done first,” Priti said. “I’ve got a contract for you to sign, and until then, you can’t do anything. You probably shouldn’t even be naked.”

“I can get my clothes, they’re in the woods,” Heather said.

“That’s okay,” Priti said, motioning Heather to follow her into her office. “Let’s just make everything official now.”

Heather took a seat across from Priti’s desk, and Priti handed a stack of forms to Heather.

“This is your employment contract,” Priti said, pointing, “this one is your tax information and deductions, this is the Breeding Camp employee manual, this is the account and bank routing number where payments will go.”

“I’m going to have to ask my parents for the bank stuff,” Heather said. “Can I bring this back at some point?”

“Sure,” Priti said. “The first thing I need today is your signature on the contract and manual.”

Heather went to work, reading everything diligently, noting that the terms were vague and open-ended in places. She was, for example, expected to conform with the physical expectations of the role as dictated by camp management, camp participants, and whatever needs arose as things developed. But what those expectations might be was not further elucidated.

“You weren’t part of a breeding club, were you?” Priti asked, looking up from her PC as Heather shuffled through the documents.

“You mean the high school clubs?” Heather said. “No, unfortunately. I never went to high school. And I hardly ever leave the house other than to take the sheep out or swim or explore.”

“Okay, that’s fine, that’s great,” Priti said. “But you . . . I’m not sure how much those materials get into it, but you know what’s involved, right?”

Heather looked up, saying nothing because she wasn’t sure what she was being asked.

“I’ll be going through this with all staff as part of on-boarding,” Priti said. “And we’re budgeting for a fairly high early attrition rate, so it won’t be a problem if this doesn’t work for you.”

Heather nodded.

“You obviously have no problem being nude,” Priti said. “And no problem being in the presence of a nude, erect male.”

Heather smiled, because all that was true.

“And then, we’re going to need you to be very comfortable with sex,” Priti said. “Have you ever had sex?”

“No.”

Priti grimaced, continued. “That’s okay. But it will be part of your responsibilities. Sex. Sexual intercourse. Being penetrated by a male you just met. Not a boyfriend. Not even a friend, necessarily.”

“That was part of what I saw online, when I applied,” Heather said. “I know that’s part of it.”

“Good,” Priti said, although she still looked doubtful. “But being okay with something and actually doing it can be very different things. So, you need to promise me—and promise yourself—that if you’re not good with anything, you’ll let me know, and we’ll either try to resolve it right there, or you’ll be welcome to end your contract. I mean, end it on the spot, and, in your case, you would just walk home.”

“I hope that doesn’t happen,” Heather said.

“And not just sex with males,” Priti said. “Not everything that might be asked of you is covered on the website, or the manual. We’re not actually totally sure what we’ll be doing. Our trainers from Svendland are probably going to bring some surprises. And that means, in your case especially, you’re going to have to transition from what I’m guessing was a very sheltered lifestyle to something most girls would really struggle with.”

“I know that’s true,” Heather said. “I don’t know everything. But it would be great if my training . . . if it could start now? So I could experience everything now, before the program starts?”

“Yes, absolutely,” Priti said. “We’re planning a very robust training regimen with all of our counselors.”

“That would be good for me,” Heather said, and she looked down at the contract again and frowned. “Some of this is very legal language, and kind of confusing,” she said. “Do I need to understand it all?”

“Even I don’t understand it all,” Priti laughed. “But in the end, if you understand the U.S. Constitution, you—”

“Yes, I’ve studied it.”

“Good. If you understand that, and can bring some common sense to things, you’ll understand the spirit of it.”

“Common sense,” Heather said. “I like common sense.”

“Be nice to people, expect them to be nice to you, and if they aren’t, you report them immediately,” Priti said. “We’ll try to correct lesser infractions on the spot, and where there are bigger issues or repeated problems, they’re gone. We’re overstaffing up front so attrition won’t be a problem. And then, we’ll feed and house you, keep you comfortable, won’t overwork you.”

“Yeah,” Heather agreed, and she filled in all the blanks on each of the forms and placed her neat cursive signature wherever there was a space for it, and she smiled as she handed Priti the documents.

Priti filed things in various places, returned the employee manual to Heather, and added another paperback document to it, the title in white against a black background:

Participant’s Guide to Federal Breeding Camp

“Please don’t take that off the premises, or show it to anyone that’s not taking part in Breeding Camp,” Priti said as Heather flipped through the Guide, noted that some pages were all text and some featured photographs of things that left Heather breathless with surprise. Heather knew what this camp was about. It was one of the reasons she’d wanted to work here. But to see Breeding Camp subject matter captured graphically, explicitly, was not something she’d expected or was quite ready for yet. This wasn’t pornography of course; these were not images of naked, heavily made-up girls simpering for cameras or swooning as their vaginas were penetrated by determined, muscled men. Instead, these were instructional images, snapped informally, with minimal preparation among people who’d been instructed to perform reproductive acts in all their variate glory. On the page where Heather lingered longest, a man in his 30s—fit but no supermodel—was engaged with a woman of about the same age, her breasts large and hanging. The woman was on her hands and knees and the man was behind her, on his knees, and his penis was up her vagina. Heather knew it was because the next picture down on the page was a closeup of their joined sex organs, all but an inch of the shaft buried within the hole. The third picture showed just the vagina, a narrow river of white cream—

“We need all our counselors to know the Guide backwards and forwards,” Priti said, and Heather closed the booklet with embarrassment because she’d just been caught by her new boss staring at the most prurient images she’d ever seen—or, rather, the only prurient images she’d ever seen. But Priti didn’t seem to mind at all. “We’ll be testing on it every day,” she said. “Expect to be questioned on anything in it, at any moment.”

“Okay,” Heather said, opening the book back up to the Introduction on the first page, thankfully just text.

“And when I say questioned,” Priti added, “you can expect to need to demonstrate your knowledge, not just speak it. If we ask about missionary, cowgirl, doggy, oral, you’ll be expected to establish your knowledge, with a partner.”

Heather closed the Guide again, looked at Priti. “Okay,” she said. “When can I start doing it?”

“We’re expecting more counselors in the next day or two,” Priti said. “Or maybe today.”

“I might need to wait days?” Heather said.

“For a male, yeah. A girl can do it, though.”

“I’d rather have a male,” Heather said.

“The only male here is Dr. Baker,” Priti said. “Do you remember him?”

“Yes, he was one of my references,” Heather said. “Can he do it?”

“I’m not sure,” Priti said. “How do you see it happening?”

“What do you mean?”

“You can just meet with someone and have him take care of it privately,” Priti said. “Or you can make it part of your training.”

“Wouldn’t it be part of training either way?”

“Not if he just does it in his office,” Priti said. “If it’s for training, it needs to be done in one of the classrooms, in front of campers, or at least imaginary campers.”

Heather’s eyes went wide, briefly, while she considered her options.

“Okay, in his office first,” Heather said. “But part of training right after that. I really want to get started.”

“One thing at a time,” Priti said. “Do you remember where his office is? At the top of those outside stairs where we were coming down the first time you met us?”

“Right,” Heather said. “Just find him up there?”

“Yes,” Priti said. “And tell him I sent you. Oh, and tell him I said it’s part of his training. He’ll understand.”

“Okay,” Heather said, turning and heading for the door.

“And when you’re done, come back here and I’ll get your bed set up.”

“Yup,” Heather said, her voice croaking with nerves, and she stepped briskly out of the administration cabin, scanned the grounds, found the stairs she was looking for and trotted over to them, breasts bouncing as she took them two at a time.

At the top of the stairs, she paused and knocked, nervous eyes surveying the camp from this vantage point, one bare foot tapping nervously as she listened to footsteps, and the door opened and she was looking first into Dr. Baker’s surprised face before she looked down at his soft penis.

“Hi,” she said, struck with a sudden intensity about the awkwardness of what she was doing, and she could feel herself blushing as she fumbled around for her next words.

“Um, this,” she said, holding up the Guide, wishing it could speak for her, but Dr. Baker’s raised eyebrows made clear she was going to have to clarify.

“Priti said . . .” Heather began. “Okay, I signed everything now, and I’m a counselor. But there was one thing I, I . . . I’m supposed to do. I’ll have to do for camp, but I never did it before. And so I should probably . . .”

Heather’s voice shut down, so she turned to the Guide, flipped to one of the pages showing people having sex, held it up for Dr. Baker’s examination.

“This,” she said. “Can you do it?”




Chapter 9: A First Time

Although a quick, surreptitious glance downward confirmed that Dr. Baker’s penis was interested in helping Heather through this rite of passage, his face conveyed doubt, and deep discomfort.

“Oh, yeah,” Heather continued, “Priti said I should tell you it’s part of your training. She said you’d know what that means.”

Sanders laughed ruefully, crossed his arms while his erection grew.

“So you’re a counselor now?” he said, trying to keep his voice level.

“Yes, I just finished signing everything.”

“I’m not totally comfortable with this,” he said, stepping back, allowing Heather into his clinic, now completely set up and looking like any doctor’s office anywhere, complete with an examination table and gynecological chair and the standard anatomical posters on the walls, but maybe with a bit more than the expected focus on the sex organs, both in the poster selections and the anatomically-correct models of the erect penis and the vaginal cross-section, several of each on his desk.

“But you’ll do it, right?” Heather asked.

“This is your first time,” Sanders said. “Maybe it should be a little more special?”

“In Svendland, where they do kopellat, the first time is just something you get through,” Heather said.

“Svendland isn’t America,” Sanders noted. “I just want to make sure you don’t end up doing something you regret.”

“I’ve thought about it a lot,” Heather said. “And studied it in home school, and looked up a lot of things online on my own too. And then, there’s this Guide Priti just gave me. It all looks good to me.”

“Okay,” Sanders said resignedly. “Do you want to find a bed? Maybe one of the cabins?”

“Can we just do it here?” Heather asked, this time with a longer and more obvious glance toward Sanders’ erection. “I’d just like it to be done. And it seems like you’re ready now.”

One of the images from the Guide that had burned itself into Heather’s brain was a position she’d never heard of, or seen in her sex ed materials, but it was simple enough, the female standing with her hands on her knees while the male stood behind her and penetrated her that way.

“May I put my elbows on your desk?” Heather asked in a moment of inspiration, realizing that having something to rest on beside her extended arms would make this easier.

Sanders didn’t say no, so she moved a tray of papers at the corner of his desk, bent and planted her elbows there, turning back to look at him.

“This seems easy for me,” Heather said. “Just in private for the first time. Priti said I could do it in one of the classrooms, like a demonstration, but I’m not quite ready for that.”

Sanders took a tentative step up behind Heather, and after the girl confirmed he was still erect, she turned her face forward.

“Okay,” Sanders said guardedly. “First I need to make sure you’re wet enough.”

“Go ahead,” she said, picking up both feet and planting them a little further apart.

Sanders reached down and, fighting deep misgivings, spread Heather’s vaginal lips, confirmed her slot was already flowing with lubricant, and brought his tip to the hole.

“Can you arch your back a little?” he asked.

Heather raised her back, lowered it, raised it again, and Sanders decided to go ahead and insert and let the girl find the best angle once he was inside her.

Once he had his first two inches up her vagina, however, Heather froze, muscles tensing in her back and thighs, so Sanders froze as well, half expecting her to slide off and leave and never return. What she did instead was push back quickly, forcing all of him up her before he could react.

“Owwww! Owwww!” she shouted, but still she stayed in place, slowly rocking her pelvis, and Sanders looked down, saw the blood seeping out around his shaft, and confirmed his worst suspicions. He’d broken her hymen. Or they’d broken her hymen. But either way, this female milestone was done without ceremony, romance, or any real intimacy.

He expected her to slide off now, limp out of his office and wipe herself off somewhere else, but she surprised him again, moving a few inches forward and then pushing back, repeating the motions against Sanders’ stationary body, and every time she moved backward, she grunted “Wow,” as though on an amusement park ride. “Wow. Wow.”

Assuming Heather was enjoying herself now, or at least not in any more pain, Sanders allowed himself to assess her vaginal attributes for the first time. She had what might be called a light touch—soft, thoroughly lubricated vaginal walls that caressed his member like feathers, like the brush of fingertips, the sensation both uniquely stimulating but frustrating as well. This would not be like the quick orgasms he’d been having all week within Priti’s muscular vagina, which grabbed his penis assertively and more or less coaxed the semen out of him. This was going to take a while. And Sanders didn’t see where he had a while. This girl had never been penetrated before, she’d just had her hymen ripped, and she was going to get uncomfortable long before Sanders ejaculated. The least he could do for the girl was make sure her first time wasn’t terrible.

“Okay,” he said, putting his hands on her hips. “You have officially had sex.”

“I know,” she said, her voice surprisingly level. “I like it.”

“Great,” he said, pulling out of her, his wet penis swaying through the air. “You were very brave. And you did great.”

Heather held still, waiting for him to return his rod to her organ, and when he didn’t, she turned to look at him.

“You didn’t finish, did you?”

“No need for that,” he said. “You’ve done enough.”

“You’re supposed to though,” she noted.

“It doesn't have to happen,” he countered.

“It does for breeding,” Heather said, adding with a slight tonal flourish, “and this is Breeding Camp.”

“Are you comfortable with it?” he asked. “I’ve already broken your hymen, and it hurt, right? Are you sure you want to keep going?”

“Yes,” she said, turning her head, gazing forward and waiting.

“You’re sure?” he said.

“You have to finish,” she said with a slight arch of her back, raising her vaginal opening to him. “Just keep going.”

“You’ll let me know when you want it ou—out?” Sanders asked, voice breaking slightly as he returned his penis to the girl’s body.

Heather didn’t answer, just stiffened slightly as her chamber was once again forced around his sizeable rod.

Something had changed between them, Sanders recognized immediately. The feathery touch of her walls, at first frustratingly passive, was now delivering all the sensation he could stand, every fold touching him in its own way, almost quivering as he thrust in and out. Maybe it was her feel, or maybe it was her attitude, her courage, her insistence that he finish even as the last traces of her virginal blood oozed around his pistoning shaft.

He came quickly, and voluminously. He could tell that he was delivering heavily into Heather’s girlhood, one of his more passionate discharges, the kind that made Priti laugh as it gushed back out between her legs, and as he groaned through his release, this was a new thing to worry about, because he didn’t know how Heather would react to leaking, didn’t know if she would be disgusted by the excess semen, so he held his spasming penis deep within her in the hopes its treasure would stay buried in the recesses of her sex, and even after he was done, he stayed up the hole, using his member like a cork, willing everything to stay in.

But no healthy erection lasts forever, and eventually Sanders had to yield to the physics at hand, sliding his soft penis out of the softly panting girl and, to his regret, watching his seed, pink with her blood, immediately pour out between her lips and toward the floor in a long string.

Heather felt it coming out and reached curiously between her legs, pressing two fingers against her slit, rubbing the cream, sticking her fingers inside and inspecting the release.

“Wow,” she said again, looking between her feet at the circle of fluid there. “Isn’t it supposed to stay in?”

“Enough stays in,” Sanders said, adding, “Too much is better than too little.”

“It’s not white,” she said.

“You bled a little,” Sanders said. “When I broke your hymen.”

“They said . . . they said girls usually break it by accident before they have sex.”

“Yours was intact,” Sanders noted, giving her a handful of paper towels from the dispenser next to the sink. “Until just now.”

“Okay,” Heather said, and she went to one of the clinic chairs against the wall—upholstered in vinyl, fortunately—and sat to examine her seeping reproductive doorway. After a quick wipe or two, she conducted her inspection using only her eyes at first, before she brought her fingers to the mix, spreading her lips and examining the leaking juice. Her next step was obvious perhaps, pinching her clitoris, tugging it, pressing it flat, circling it, and Dr. Baker turned away, went back to his standing desk and continued working on the patient encounter report template, trying to concentrate on adapting the default form to this peculiar environment, trying not to look at the girl and trying not to get erect again, because he didn’t want her feeling obligated. And right there, in the spirit of Svendlandic kopellat, Heather Reilly masturbated to completion quietly, discreetly, gasping three times as the orgasm moved through her body and mind.

She spent a minute or two recovering, catching her breath, continuing to study her sex organ before she looked at the wall.

“You’re supposed to have an orgasm, as a girl,” she said as though speaking to herself, but loud enough that he could hear if he wanted to.

He looked at her and gave her one of those grim smiles, the kind that said There’s a lot going on between us, but I’m good with it all, and she stood and looked briefly into his eyes before she went to the door, and he anticipated pain, shame, her departure from the camp, and possibly a career-ending sexual harassment lawsuit. And then she spoke.

“When can we do it again?” she asked.

“What?” Dr. Baker blurted. “You mean, uh . . .”

“Sexual intercourse,” she said. “For training purposes.”

“Right,” he said. “Whenever . . .”

“I know it takes time for the male to be ready again,” she said. “I’d like to do it then.”

“Okay, maybe an hour,” he said, hoping the girl wouldn’t notice his firming member.

“Priti’s going to set up my space, but I’ll try to be back then,” she said, opening the door, but before she pulled it closed behind her, she paused one more time.

“Sorry I need so much training,” she said.

“That’s okay,” he said. “Glad to do my part.”

He watched her shut the door, heard her bare feet descending the steps outside.

Yes, he was right the first time. She was completely feral.




Chapter 10: The Breeding Cross

“I think you missed the turn, HayHay,” Ramp said.

Haden squinted at the map on the console screen and took his foot off the gas.

“Yup,” he said, braking and pulling onto the shoulder of the narrow country lane. “I didn’t see the turnoff.”

“It was back there,” said Ramp, gesturing with his thumb from the front passenger seat. “It looked like a lumber road.”

“What’s a lumber road?” Terry asked.

“Only purpose is to haul lumber out of the forest,” Ramp said, looking at the girl in the back seat. “Not built to grade.”

Haden, driving more slowly this time, spotted the one-lane path through the trees and the fresh gravel poured there, and then the arrow above a little sign saying, “Breeding Camp 17: .5 Miles.”

“This is it,” Ramp said, sounding a little nervous, adding unenthusiastically, “Whoo.”

Haden eased onto the gravel, past a much older, faded wooden sign that barely read “Tucker Christian Retreat,” and proceeded cautiously up a rise and around a bend.

“Are we the first ones?” Jamie asked from her seat behind Ramp.

“There could be a whole herd here, and we wouldn’t see ‘em until we’re right on it,” Ramp said.

“Herd,” Terry said. “It sounds like we’re on a safari.”

“Sex safari,” Ramp said with another look back at the dark-skinned Black girl.

“Breeding safari,” said Jamie.

“What are we hunting?” Haden asked.

Ramp laughed. Stocky, tough, an offensive lineman on the high school football team, his life had taken an ironic turn since he’d joined his school’s Breeding Club last fall. As it turned out, when you joined a club where you talked about sex, watched other people have sex, had sex while other people watched you, had sex at home to refine your skills, you didn’t need to draw from your carnal sense of humor. Ramp, born with the full mental artillery that made sex jokes possible, had found himself scaling back on the quips, the puns, the randy and crude side of his personality, because he just didn’t need it. But now and then, it still peeked through.

What are we hunting?

Old Ramp would have instantly said something about wild pussies, spotted fuck magnets, striped insta-lays. But new Ramp just laughed, suggestively.

Ramp and two other occupants of the car—Terry and Haden, the driver—had been participating in their high school’s Breeding Club for nine months, and all were fully qualified to serve Camp 17 as counselors. Jamie was a bit newer to things, but she said she’d been a counselor at a regular camp the summer before, and she knew the right people to ask for a recommendation. Other than that, the girl was a bit of mystery.

Breeding Camp was new for all of them, however, and as Haden navigated the gravel road, a nervous silence gripped the car. And when Haden rounded the last bend through the trees and the first two structures became visible, Terry spoke first: “We’re here.”

A moment later, as Haden looked for a place to park, a single nude girl appeared, fair-skinned, with strawberry blonde hair, looking at them as she descended an outside stairway.

“There’s your herd,” Ramp said with an uncharacteristic reverence.

“What is she?” asked Jamie, still getting used to open nudity.

“A girl is my best guess,” said Ramp.

“No, I mean, what’s she doing here?” Jamie asked. “She looks like she just wandered in out of the forest.”

Ramp laughed the loudest, but he didn’t take his eyes off the girl, and the girl reciprocated everyone’s interest, keeping her eyes on the car, stopping at the foot of the stairs and waiting.

Haden cut the ignition and exited.

“Hey,” he said. “Breeding Camp 17, right?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Are you working here too?”

“Yeah, we’re all counselors,” Haden said, motioning to his three passengers as they stepped out of the vehicle. All of them were still dressed, in shorts and jeans and t-shirts and flipflops, and all of them looked decidedly uncomfortable. “I’m Haden.”

“Hi, Haden,” the girl said, and she took one step forward and then paused, looked warily at everyone, seemed not certain what to do next.

“Ramp,” Ramp said huskily. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Heather. Hi.”

“Hey, Heather,” said Terry. “I’m Terry. What are you doing here?”

“I’m a counselor too. I just did a training with the camp doctor.”

Only Jamie was brave enough to ask the obvious question, most likely because she didn’t know that the answer was probably going to be sexual. The other three, armed with nine months’ experience in the federal breeding program, knew the many very personal, very intimate things the word “training” could encompass. And, open as they’d all learned to be where sexual matters were concerned, they’d just met Heather and weren’t quite ready to force a confession from her about whatever she’d just done at the top of those stairs.

“What kind of training?” Jamie asked innocently.

“I’ve never had sex before,” Heather stated. “So, he had to take care of it. He didn’t mind.”

In accordance with the mandates of human nature, all four pairs of eyes went down to the strawberry blonde triangle of hair at Heather’s middle, despite the absence of any evidence to back up the girl’s claim. Her slit might have been wet with semen, lubricant, virginal blood, but it was concealed between her legs and tucked behind her thick, natural coat.

Jamie again, to break the awkward silence: “Are we supposed to be naked?”

“I think you should sign the documents that Priti gives you before you have your clothes off,” Heather warned.

“Priti?” Terry said.

“She runs the camp,” Heather said. “I was just going back to her office so she can show me where I’m staying.”

“We’ll follow you then,” Haden said.

“Where are you from, Heather?” Jamie asked as the four youth followed the girl.

“My house is that way,” Heather said, pointing. “I walked here.”

“Naked?” Jamie said. “Through town?”

“It’s not a town,” Heather said. “It’s just our house, in the middle of a big forest. But yeah, naked. I like going naked. A lot of people don’t, though.”

“Did you do a Breeding Club?” Terry asked.

“No, I’m home schooled,” Heather said, stepping up to the porch that led to the camp’s main building. “But I read a lot about kopellat and everything and I think it’s pretty cool.”

“Kopellat?” Ramp said.

“From Svendland,” Heather said, bare feet scuffing across the lobby and into the building’s admin office, where Priti was standing over a table, peering down at the camp’s map.

“Hey!” she said, whirling to greet the newcomers. “Welcome to Camp 17!”

The four youth introduced themselves with handshakes, each registering a variation of surprise in their faces, given this was their boss for the summer and she was naked.

“No one brought a phone, right?” Priti said. “Very important rule.”

All four nodded with variations of sorrow and deprivation, as if she’d just asked them if they’d all remembered to have their right foot removed.

“If you need to call someone, there’s your phones,” she said, pointing to a row of five phones lined up in the hallway that led to the back of the building. “But I promise, we’re going to have so much to do, calling someone will be the last thing on your mind.”

“Are they already working?” Jamie asked. “I was supposed to call my dad to let him know I got here safely.”

“They’re up and running,” Priti said, grabbing a stack of guides and things to sign. “But first, everybody have a look at these, sign where it says to sign, or don’t sign if you don’t like what you’re reading. I was just about to get Heather’s bed set up. I’ll be back in a sec to answer any questions, or just find me in the cabin next door if you’re good with everything. And please don’t take your clothes off until you’ve signed all the docs.”

The four new counselors settled into the wooden chairs arrayed around the lobby and settled down with the camp materials while Priti escorted Heather through the front door.

“How did Dr. Baker do?” Priti asked as soon as they were outside.

“He did . . .” Heather began, pausing with uncertainty. “Well, I had sex for the first time. And I did okay.”

“I was more concerned about Dr. Baker,” Priti said, laughing. “I knew you’d do fine, but he’s been having trouble getting used to the idea of having intercourse with his co-workers.”

“He did seem sort of nervous,” Heather recalled. “But it was my first time, so I . . . how did you know I’d do fine?”

“You have all the equipment you need,” Priti said, casting an appraising eye over Heather’s body. “And the right attitude. Ultimately, good sex is about being in the right place, mentally.”

“He broke my hymen,” Heather said as they approached one of the residential cabins, a broad, one-story building with a green roof and a wide front door. “I didn’t know that would happen. It hurt, sort of, and I bled a little.”

“But you kept going?” Priti said.

“Yes, even after he tried to stop,” Heather said. “I think he thought I was getting tired.”

“Were you?”

“No, it felt really good,” Heather said, adding with a short chuckle, “but I was saying ‘wow’ a lot, because you just don’t know what else to say for something like that.”

“Did he orgasm?”

“Yes, inside me,” Heather said. “And then that came out too.”

“He produces a pretty large volume,” Priti said.

“Have you had sex with him?” Heather asked.

“Yes, we’ve been trying to a couple of times a day.”

“Oh, I hope I’m not cutting into that.”

“Not at all,” Priti assured, opening the door and leading the girl into a large room with 40 beds arranged in 20 bunks, a chest of drawers between every two bunks, with bathrooms and showers on the opposite wall, tables along the wall to the left, and poles, racks and other breeding equipment on an area to the right. Two skylights and a dozen large windows made the room so bright in the late morning sunshine Priti didn’t even bother turning on the switches just inside the door.

“Our counselors will sleep with the campers,” Priti said, leading Heather into the room. “Some of our campers are older than some of our counselors, so it didn’t make sense to segregate you away from each other. We want everyone to see themselves as peers. And we’re not asking our counselors to be experts in intercourse or reproduction. Everyone’s going to be learning from each other. You and the other counselors are here to provide emotional support and administrative guidance. You’ll set schedules, decide who does what next, and other duties as assigned. All clear?”

“It is,” Heather said. “I think.”

“Good answer,” Priti said with a laugh. “We’re all going to be winging it, but when we discover something that works, we’ll document it, and next summer, the camps will be that much stronger. See a bed you want? You get first choice, since you got here first.”

Heather searched the room, pointed to the bunk in the far corner.

“I’ve always had my own room,” she explained. “So something not in the middle of everyone seems like a good idea.”

Priti headed to the bunk. “Top or bottom?” she asked.

“Top, I guess,” Heather said.

“And you and your bunkmate can decide how to divvy up the drawers,” Priti said.

“What would I put in there?” Heather asked. “I didn’t bring anything.”

“Your guide, for one,” Priti said.

“Oh, yeah,” Heather said. “I left mine in your office to go see Dr. Baker.”

“Come get it anytime,” Priti said. “It’s on my desk. And we’ll be issuing everyone soap, shampoo, socks, whatever. I’m sure you’ll find things to keep.”

“Yeah,” Heather agreed, looking past the chest of drawers to the wide array of equipment along the nearby wall. “What’s all that for?”

“Training area,” Priti said, rounding the beds and heading to the equipment. “We’ve got fully-stocked training rooms, but we want our campers to have the option of learning and practicing as often as possible.”

“Does someone get tied to that?” Heather asked, pointing to a pair of thick beams that had been joined at the middle, forming an upright X.

“St. Andrew’s cross,” Priti said, stepping toward the equipment. “We’re probably not supposed to call it that, since that’s the name they gave it when they used it to kill saints, but that’s the most common name. Its official name here though is the breeding cross.”

“And you get tied to it?” Heather said, noting the ropes dangling from rings set into each of the cross’s four arms.

“Females do,” Priti said.

“Restrained breeding,” Heather said, the lightbulb going off. “It’s part of kopellat, but they just talked about it in general terms. I didn’t picture this.”

“Right,” Priti said. “Do you remember why they do it?”

“To hold the female still during insemination,” Heather said. “Or really, to hold her vagina still. And her uterus. So the male can line up his tip with her cervix while he’s ejaculating.”

“Wow,” Priti said, looking at the girl with another round of admiration. “You’ve been learning.”

“I really want to know this job,” Heather said. “Since it’s my first real job.”

Heather stepped closer to the cross, touched the cool wood.

“And the girls . . . when they’re on it . . . they have to have sex?”

“No one has to have sex,” Priti said. “If a girl doesn’t want to get on it, she doesn’t have to. And if she wants to not be on it anymore, she’ll be let off.”

“But then she wouldn’t learn anything,” Heather noted.

“That’s true,” Priti said, and she turned to face the girl, her expression serious now. “But tell me what you think. I’ve been curious. How does it make you feel? The idea of being tied, I mean.”

“They tie people in Svendland,” Heather said. “And Svendland has a positive reproductive trend. So I think it must work.”

“But how would you feel about being put on it?” Priti persisted. “And having sex?”

Heather blanched slightly, continued to regard the cross, touched it again.

“I don’t know,” she said, and she turned back toward the room of bunkbeds as though it was already full of campers and counselors. “With everyone watching?”

“There might be observers,” Priti said.

“I think I could,” Heather said. “I’m just so new at it, at sex, that I wouldn’t want people to watch me and not learn anything, since I don’t know anything.”

“What if you could practice now?” Priti asked.

“Really?” Heather said, looking surprised. “We can do it before camp starts?”

“Camp has started,” Priti said with a laugh. “You and the other counselors have the run of everything. We want you to get plenty of experience.”

“Yeah,” Heather said with another look at the cross. “I would want to be put on it.”

The cabin’s front door opened, and the four newest counselors walked in, all still clothed.

“Hey,” Priti said. “Any questions about the paperwork?”

“We signed everything,” Haden said.

“Bring it to me,” Priti said, meeting the newcomers in the middle of the room and going through each set of documents carefully, methodically confirming that each employment contract and manual was signed, and then smiling as she shook each hand. “Welcome to Camp 17,” she said. “Everyone choose a bed and put your things up, and you can undress now. Put your clothes in the drawers, shoes and sandals under the bed. There are going to be 40 people in here, and you counselors are going to need to set an example of neatness. And once your things are put away, come to me and Heather in the training area, and we’re going to start learning now.”

The two males and two females scanned the room, quickly settling on their beds, Terry and Jamie choosing to bunk together, Haden and Ramp selecting two top bunks near the restrooms. Once those decisions had been made, the males and Terry stripped quickly, putting their clothes away and reporting to Priti. Jamie pulled off her clothes much more slowly, seemed to be taking a long time to decide on which drawers to put her things into, and when she took the 20 steps over to Priti, each step was measured and deliberate, almost forced, while her hands seemed to be undecided about their new purpose, sometimes swaying before her sex organ, sometimes taking turns covering the nipple of one or the other breast.

Once they’d all arrived, Priti turned to Heather.

“Alright, Heather, I’m going to put you on the spot. Tell everyone about the breeding cross.”

“Okay,” Heather said, swallowing. “Right. Yes. The breeding cross. Okay. Well, the breeding cross is a very important part of the breeding equipment. Because the girl, the female, she has to be tied to it, and . . . as you can see there are already ropes here, for her. And the girl, it’s for her, to be tied up, so she can’t move. And that enables the boy, the male, whose job it is to inseminate her with his semen, that makes it so he can go in her and put his, his tip thing there, like, in her, right where it needs to be. Cervix. Her cervix. Because that’s a girl’s part where the semen has to go, for breeding. And . . .”

Heather’s face was beet red and her voice was faltering before it trailed off altogether and she looked at Priti in desperation, as though in urgent need of rescue.

“Very good!” Priti said, bringing her hands up to applaud, and the other four youth clapped along with her, and Heather’s embarrassment was perhaps slightly assuaged.

“Okay, Ramp, your turn,” Priti said. “Heather’s given you a great start. Now it’s your turn. Pretend this room is full of eager campers. Go ahead.”

Ramp stepped up to the cross, raised his fist to his mouth and coughed lightly.

“Okay, listen up, everyone,” he said, casting his gaze about the room, clearly enjoying his imaginary audience. “So you all heard some excellent points made by my bro here, Heather. Or, my colleague. My fellow counselor, yeah. So she made some excellent points. You tie girls to this. Or one girl. One at a time. For breeding.”

Ramp, with his erection full and swaying, turned, and he raised his arms and spread his legs. “She’ll be in this position, tied like this. But she’s totally cool with it, because this is how you go about making babies. And that’s what we’re here for, right? Right? Hoo ya!”

“Very good, Ramp,” Priti said with another round of applause. “Jamie, your turn.”

“What?” Jamie said, eyes wide with terror, body suffering the stiffness of being miles outside her comfort zone. She was a petite girl, black-haired, with dark eyes and thick lashes and a pouty mouth, with B-cup breasts and a round bottom and a completely untended triangle of thick black pubic hair over her mound, and at the moment she was holding her left forearm with her right hand so that her left hand masked most but not all of her rug.

“Your turn,” Priti said, seemingly oblivious to Jamie’s discomfort. “Tell us about the breeding cross.”

“Oh,” Jamie stammered. “Right. I know basically nothing about it though. I’m sort of hoping to start learning like, now. So I’m not qualified yet.”

“That’s okay,” Priti said. “C’mon up and do your best.”

Jamie took two tentative steps up, smiled awkwardly into the expectant faces of her peers, turned her back on them and studied the cross.

“It’s made—” she began before her throat made a strangled sound. “It’s made,” she said again, “out of wood. Yeah, wood.” She touched it, looked up at the ends of the two beams. “And then, the rope. There’s rope there, and it’s made of, well, rope. For tying. Like, you tie stuff. People. People’s hands I guess.”

Jamie stepped back, glanced sheepishly at Priti, her face brightening slightly when Priti offered her standard applause.

“Terry,” she said.

“Okay, listen up, everyone,” Terry said, smiling with confidence and taking Jamie’s place next to the beams. “This is called a breeding cross. It may look intimidating, but it’s not. The female gets tied to it during intercourse, so she can’t move and the male can get her, can have optimal, yeah, optimal insemination. She gets on it, and then someone ties her. And, oh wow, it leans back a little, so she’s not just hanging. And then he just, and they just . . . then it’s intercourse. Both of them. And it can feel very good for the female too. It always feels good. Yeah.”

Terry nodded at Priti, and Priti clapped and turned to Haden. “Last but not least.”

“Okay,” Haden said with a slight cough, the dignity in his voice belied by his erection, thick and pointing slightly up. “I’d like to welcome everyone to this class about the breeding cross. This is the cross in question. The female is tied to it, the male penetrates her, he makes sure to position himself to get his semen into her uterus, and it’s very comfortable for both partners. Are there any volunteers?”

Priti clapped briefly and raised her hand.

“I’ll go,” she said.

“Thank you, Priti,” Haden said, adding with a flourish, “thank you all for attending. May your breeding endeavors succeed.”

“I mean it,” Priti said. “I’ll go.”

All five youth stared at the woman.

“Put me on it,” she said. “I’m being serious.”

Ramp laughed nervously. No one else said anything.

“Ramp, Haden, you first,” Priti said. “Everyone needs to know how to do this, but it’s going to fall most often to the males to restrain their partners. So both of you. C’mon.”

Priti stepped up to the cross, turned her back to it and raised her arms. “Tie me up,” she said. “Do it.”

“You mean, with the ropes?” Haden said, and now it was his turn to blanche.

“Exactly,” Priti said. “Wrists here, ankles there. I’ll let you know if it’s not comfortable. So step up. Each of you gets a wrist. Start there.”




Chapter 11: A Little Training

Early in their senior year in high school, Haden French and Ramp Foley had been brought together from very different worlds. Ramp was a wisecracking offensive lineman, Haden was studious, quiet, and with a strong penchant for science fiction and fantasy. But the two had bonded over breeding. They’d joined their school’s Breeding Club, and both had shown solid proclivities where the art and science of reproduction were concerned. The unlikely friendship had persisted through their senior year. Haden, more by example than overt correction, had blunted some of Ramp’s sharper edges, getting the football star to at first reduce the jokes told at the expense of girls, and eventually to abandon them altogether. Haden had improved himself as well, following a rigorous regimen of weight training and running that had converted his physique from future dadbod to lean and fit, if not quite an Adonis. And in April, they’d applied to be Breeding Camp counselors together, looking forward to six weeks of learning and practicing their skills.

But neither of them could have imagined this, being told by their new boss, on their first day on the job—in their first hour, in fact—to tie her to a breeding cross.

The two naked youths looked grimly at each other before they set to work, Haden on Priti’s right, Ramp on her left, each studying the long rope that dangled from the top of the post’s two beams.

“I assume neither of you has tied up a female before?” Priti said.

Both boys shook their heads.

“You’ll want to loop it around a few times,” Priti said, keeping her arms raised. “Maybe five, so the load is being borne by more of my wrist.”

Haden went first, half-heartedly wrapping the rope around Priti’s wrist, studying it, loosening it and trying again. On his third attempt, while Priti waited patiently and said nothing, he started at the bottom and coiled the rope upward around itself and toward her hand, knotting it there.

“Not bad,” Priti said. “Ramp, see if you can get something like that around my other hand.”

As Ramp stared at Haden’s work, the three girls stood back, watching blankly, their feelings masked. Maybe Terry, with the most experience in the federal breeding program, understood what was being done, had maybe even anticipated it somewhat, and was just trying to get used to being in its presence; and maybe Heather, the most well-versed in the practices of kopellat, and who had just lost her virginity while bent over a table in the doctor’s office, was more curious than shocked; and maybe Jamie, a Breeding Camp counselor on the strength of her references and without any experience to speak of, was trying to decide if she was just witnessing a crime, or if she was also aiding and abetting said crime by standing there and not doing anything. But all three girls, whatever their sentiments, watched in frozen fascination until Priti, finally bound by both wrists, spoke.

“Jamie,” she said. “Have I been tied properly?”

Jamie looked up wide-eyed, very much the proverbial deer in the headlights, and her attempt at an answer was not English, per se, so much as a grunt with “uhhh” and “urk” the central syllables.

“Thank you, Jamie,” said the ever-positive Priti. “Terry?”

Terry laughed hard enough that her breasts swung, and she covered her mouth and shook her head.

“Heather, what do you think?” Priti asked, looking up in turn at each bound wrist.

“Well, I . . .” Heather stammered. “Yes?”

“They’re not even,” Jamie blurted, startling the other two girls.

“Explain,” Priti said, smiling and nodding.

“Well, uh . . .” Jamie said, “so . . . you’re supposed to, like, by your hands, you hang?”

“Yes, that’s the plan,” Priti said.

“One side’s longer than the other,” Jamie said, pointing at Priti’s left hand. “So you’ll be, like, crooked.”

“Very good,” Priti said. “Exactly. So what should we do? How do we fix it? Anyone? Ramp, Haden?”

“Tie it right,” Ramp offered.

“Yes, definitely an option,” Priti said. “But don’t you think it would be easier to adjust the ropes around the rings? That’s just a simple knot.”

Haden stepped forward, worked at the rope, loosened it and pulled it up enough to match the length of the other restraint. Unfortunately, as he lost himself in the task, the tip of his engorged penis brushed Priti’s hip, depositing a smear of pre-ejaculate on her light brown flesh, where it caught the light and glistened.

“Oh, wow, wow,” Haden said, stepping back and looking down at his erection as though that part of his anatomy had just been glued on by someone playing a practical joke. “I’m sorry, wow, really sorry.”

“Sorry about what?” Priti asked, smiling.

“He put his stuff on you!” Jamie said, partly scandalized and partly still glowing with pride over being the only person who’d noticed the uneven ropes.

“He did,” Priti said, bending to look at her hip, the picture of nonchalance. “Is there a problem with that?”

“It’s kind of personal, isn’t it?” Jamie said.

“As soon as I’m tied, I’m going to have them both inseminate me,” Priti said. “That seems a lot more personal, doesn’t it?”

Jamie, who might have been just on the verge of acclimating to things, took a step back and covered her mouth in distress.

“Now my feet,” Priti said. “Heather and Terry, your turn. It can be just a loop or two, since my ankles won’t be bearing any weight.”

The two girls stepped up and approached their little task with such marked confidence one might guess the first five counselors of Camp 17 were consistently building on each other’s growth, getting used to the jarringly unnerving with exceptional speed because they were doing it together. And Priti’s preternatural grace wasn’t hurting either.

“Jamie, any observations?” Priti asked.

Jamie just stared.

“Anyone else?” Priti asked of four more blank faces. No one spoke.

“Okay, here’s a hint,” Priti said, drawing up her legs.

“Oh, because you’re supposed to be stretched?” Jamie asked. “Like, tighter?”

“Exactly,” Priti said, looking directly at Jamie. “So fix it.”

“Urg,” Jamie said vaguely, but she knelt and went to work, releasing each rope from its ring, pulling it taut and knotting it again.

“Thank you, Jamie,” Priti said before she turned her attention to Haden. “Ready?”

“Now?” Haden said, looking at Priti’s black triangle of pubic hair.

“Yes. Inseminate me.”

Haden paused only a moment before he bravely stepped forward, grabbed his penis at the base, spread Priti’s vulva wide and slid himself into her.

“Oh my god,” said a female’s voice in shock, but it was not Priti. Jamie was leaning back, both hands over her mouth, her elbows pressed hard against her breasts.

“Jamie, what are you seeing here?” Priti asked, smiling at the breeding novice. Was her voice a little tight, a little strained? Hard to say.

Jamie giggled into her fingers but said nothing.

“Seriously, Jamie,” Priti said with a quick pant as Haden settled into a healthy thrusting rhythm. “Tell us what’s happening.”

“Well, Haden, uh . . .” Jamie stammered.

“Slow down, Haden,” Priti said. “The longer you take to orgasm, the more semen, and the more sperm. Now, Jamie, what was that about Haden?”

Haden cut his insertion rate by about 50 percent while Priti grimaced, made fists, and clenched her belly.

“Haden’s having sex with you,” Jamie said, sounding more confident. “And you’re the camp manager. Which means he’s having sex with his boss.”

“Are we having sex?” Priti asked.

“Well, yeah?” Jamie replied.

“But what’s he really doing, Jamie?”

“It’s definitely sex,” Jamie said, stepping up and gesturing at the place where the sex organs were joined, almost touching Haden’s thrusting penis in case Priti hadn’t noticed it was driving in and out of her.

“No, but why?” Priti asked. “What’s the point? What’s really going on?”

“Breeding?” Jamie ventured.

“Go on.”

“Okay,” Jamie said. “We’re all here for Breeding Camp. Okay. And so, sex, yeah. But for breeding. And so . . . Haden’s in you because, because . . . it’s breeding. And we have to learn it. And not just sex . . . because that’s, you just do it. But this is, well . . . we’re counselors. So we gotta learn to do it . . . like this. Sex counselors. Breeding counselors. In this very public setting. And with this very public equipment.”

Jamie gestured toward the joined organs again, and Priti offered a tight-lipped smile.

“That answer is hug-worthy,” she said. “Well done. Now, Heather. Did you hear what Jamie said? What made that answer right?”

Haden groaned, his back tensed, his thrusts picked up. He was obviously climaxing, and everyone focused their attention on that, on the delivery of semen to the female reproductive chamber.

“Urghhhhh,” Haden groaned.

Priti’s eyes went wide and her hips shook as her sex was stuffed with cream, but she wasn’t ready to climax yet, and once Haden’s throbs had subsided, she asked the question again, not trying to hide her breathlessness. “Heather, why was Jamie’s second answer the one I was looking for?”

Heather squinted, and her breasts bounced as she ran her fingers through her light strawberry hair.

“Okay, yes,” she said. “It seems like the first answer was about sex. But then . . . Jamie was talking about the real purpose second. Which is breeding. It would be nice if I could hear her complete answer a second time, to verify it. But breeding was the main point.”

“Very good,” Priti said. “Ramp, you’re next.”

All the bravado, all the confidence of a high school senior who had excelled athletically was gone, replaced by an uncertain boy, and as Haden eased his softened member out of the woman’s body, a long string of semen following, Ramp stepped up in a spirit of innocent hopefulness, and he waited until Priti smiled grimly and tilted her pelvis up as much as she could, and he seized the moment, guiding his shaft up the woman’s sex organ and then looking into her eyes for approval.

“Good, Ramp,” Priti said, no longer trying to hide the tension in her voice. “Take as long as you can.”

At this point, one might imagine that Priti’s sex organ was fully engorged, tight all along its length, and soaked with female lubricant and Haden’s semen, so Ramp could probably be forgiven for finishing quickly, shaking within the woman’s body as his shaft thickened and pulsed, grinding against her clitoris with the demands of ejaculation. And Priti could be forgiven for climaxing as well, tilting her head back and shouting at the ceiling, pulling at her bonds and shaking against the cross, her pelvis rocking as her overfull vagina contracted and forced thick servings of conceptive fluids out around Ramp’s pulsing rod, across his testicles and onto the floor.

Both Ramp and Priti were struggling to catch their breath as their orgasms waned, Ramp resting his chest against the woman’s breasts, steadying himself by wrapping his hands around her hips. Meanwhile, the other counselors in training looked on, all of them recovering from the shock of their first instructional session. Even the novice Jamie seemed to be working successfully through her shock. In fact, instead of bewilderment, she now just looked uncomfortable, shifting on her feet with her hands hovering around her sex organ.

“Miss Priti?” Heather said.

“Yes?” Priti asked, opening her eyes and staring at the girl.

“I told Dr. Baker I’d be going back to his clinic for more training about now. May I go?”

“Yeah, sure,” Priti said a little wearily. “But first, I need you and Terry to untie me.”

As the girls released Priti’s ankles, the camp manager had another idea. “Jamie, Terry, I want you to go with Heather. And if possible, have him put his penis in both of you.”

Both girls nodded.

“And Jamie, once you’re done with him, I want you to work with Haden and Ramp on all the equipment. Everyone needs to get familiar with it.”

“Okay,” Jamie agreed, looking grim. “And then, can I call my dad? I haven’t had a chance to yet.”

“After you’ve been with the doctor,” Priti said.

~ ~ ~

Several times that morning, Dr. Baker would step away from his standing desk to look out the window in his door, wondering if Heather was going to return for her second training session. He’d noticed the arrival of a car, the emergence of four clothed youth from it, and concluded the girl would have enough distractions that she wouldn’t be coming back.

But on his fourth check, he saw not only Heather but two other nude girls, one Black and one dark-haired, heading toward the stairs that led to his door.

“Ah, Priti, seriously?” he said under his breath, assuming correctly the manager had sent the two newcomers for the same reason she’d sent Heather earlier in the day.

As much as he’d enjoyed Heather’s light, feathery vaginal walls, and as much as he was looking forward to feeling her again, he was struggling with a bevy of new concerns as the girls reached the foot of his stairs.

First, these two new girls were complete strangers, where Heather had introduced herself to him a few weeks prior. Second, he didn’t know their roles. Counselors like Heather? Or something else? Cooks, maintenance girls, administrative assistants? Was he expected to impale every female employee of this federal outpost within an hour of her arrival? Third, the biology just wasn’t going to cooperate. Heather had insisted he ejaculate into her vagina earlier today. Would these two new girls expect the same dispensation? Would Heather be expecting a second deposit? If so, assuming he could recharge at his regular pace of 1-2 hours between orgasms (as he’d established with Priti), it was going to take him until late afternoon to wet each girl’s hole.

Or course, despite his misgivings, Dr. Baker’s trustworthy male member rose to full arousal by the time the trio reached the landing outside his door.

“Oh, hey Heather,” he said, pulling the door open.

“Hello, Dr. Baker,” Heather said in her usual overly-mature way.

“Were you waiting for us?” the dark-haired white girl asked, smirking slightly.

“I was only expecting Heather,” he replied, sensing that the girl was poking fun at him because she was nervous. “But that’s okay, welcome to the clinic.”

He stood back and the three trooped in, all glancing discreetly at his erection as they passed.

“This is Terry,” Heather said, rolling her hand out with an odd formality toward the Black girl. “And this is Jamie. Priti said they should go with me for my next training.”

“Just to observe?” Dr. Baker asked, because he didn’t want to seem presumptuous.

“No,” Terry said, “Priti told us to have you put your penis inside both of us, if you can.”

“I’ll do my best,” Dr. Baker promised, crossing his arms. “But I’ll only be able to ejaculate inside one of you.”

The three girls looked at each other with raised eyebrows.

“I’ve already had it,” Heather said. “So it should be for one of you.”

“I nominate Jamie,” Terry said. “I got that done all the time in Breeding Club. But since you weren’t in a club . . .”

“Yeah, sure,” Jamie said as though in easy agreement with the plan, even though her face registered another round of the shock that had been appearing there regularly on this day. “So I guess I’ll go last.”

“Yeah,” said Terry. “And I can be first.” She turned toward the doctor with her hands on her hips and asked, “So how do you want me?”

“He did it for me with me bent over his desk,” Heather noted.

Terry nodded, headed to the desk and assumed the recommended position, looking back at Dr. Baker, and the camp physician stepped up behind her, regarding her anus and vulva with hesitation even as he reached down to part her lips and confirm that something had inspired her vagina to a copious wetness, as well as a notable warmth.

With an intake of breath and one last pause of misgiving, he guided his penis into the girl, and she gasped and the muscles in her back and bottom went tense.

“How long can you stay in there?” she asked between pants.

“Maybe five minutes,” Dr. Baker replied with a quick glance at his wall clock. “This’ll be my third time today, so it usually takes a good 20 minutes before I’m ready to ejaculate.”

“Third?” Heather asked, one eyebrow raised.

“Yeah, Priti and I did a training first thing,” Dr. Baker said, his voice wavering slightly as he moved slowly into and out of Terry’s sheath.

“We trained with her too,” Heather said. “She made us tie her to this, it’s a sort of cross thing that—”

“The breeding cross?” Dr. Baker asked.

“You’ve heard of it?”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh of pleasure. “Priti and I have been trying out all the equipment. It’s the two crossed beams, right?”

“Yeah, that’s it,” Heather said. “And two counselors who just got here, two boys, she had them both go in her, to impregnate her.”

“Impregnate her?” Jamie asked, eyes fixed on the place where the doctor was steadily impaling the dark-skinned counselor.

“Oh, right,” Heather said with a slight blush, because she’d been studying the applicable camp jargon and should have known better. “I mean, inseminate her. She didn’t say she wanted to get pregnant. Although that is the whole point of everything.”

Terry, eyes closed with the pleasure of being repeatedly filled, reached between her legs to masturbate with one hand while the other propped her up. Aware the penis was going to be pulled out before it climaxed, the girl wasted no time on her own pleasure, gasping and arching her back as her orgasm neared.

“I clench when I cum,” Terry warned hoarsely.

“Thanks for the warning,” Dr. Baker said, looking slightly frightened. “Is it okay if I pull out before that happens? I’m pretty close now.”

“I’d really like you to stay in until I’m done cumming,” Terry replied. “You don’t have to . . . to . . . move . . . uh, uh, oh damn, oh damn . . .  DAAAAAMMN!”

The girl bucked, groaned and shook while Dr. Baker stayed in position, his face as tense as any rider of a disoriented bronco, but he survived, staying up the girl’s hole until her body went limp and she slid forward.

“Done,” she gasped. “Thanks for staying.”

Dr. Baker pulled his erection out the rest of the way from Terry’s body and turned toward Heather.

“Okay, my turn,” Heather said, and as soon as Terry stepped aside and leaned against the wall, still catching her breath, Heather dropped down with her elbows on the desk, looking back at Dr. Baker expectantly.

She didn’t have to wait long. His penis still glistening with Terry’s juice, the doctor pushed deep into her, eyes almost closing as he suffered through her light, feathery vaginal embrace for the second time that day.

“I won’t need to masturbate, since you won’t be climaxing inside me,” Heather said, staring at her clenched hands. “I think maybe 15 minutes of moving inside me would be good.”

“I’m not sure I can last that long,” Dr. Baker said with a quick glance at his wall clock. “How about five?”

“I just said 15 to maximize my training,” Heather said.

“You’ll have no shortage of training partners, the way I understand it,” Terry said. "I’m sure Haden and Ramp can help out.”

“After they’ve recovered from being with Priti,” Heather said. “That could take a while.”

“It doesn’t,” Terry said. “Trust me on that. I’ve been with both of them.”

“Did they tie you up?” asked a persistently shell-shocked looking Jamie.

“Not really,” Terry said vaguely.

Dr. Baker barely lasted three minutes before he grimaced and slid his thoroughly lubricated penis out of Heather’s body.

“Sorry, Heather,” he said, “but I’m just about to orgasm, and I need to get inside Jamie too.”

“That’s okay,” Heather said, straightening and striding quickly to the door. “I’m going to see if Haden or Ramp can do anything to me. Priti said they both need to work on the equipment with Jamie, but maybe they’ll have a few minutes before you’re done with her.”

Heather passed through the door and trotted down the outdoor stairway, and Jamie stared at the place where the girl had been before her eyes wandered upward, into Dr. Baker’s eyes, and he looked back at her expectantly.

“Okay,” she said.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said.

“Well, Priti told me . . .” Jamie said, her voice trailing off.

“Always optional,” Dr. Baker said. “That’s in the manual.”

“Yeah, of course,” Jamie said resignedly, and she stepped slowly forward and, with one more apprehensive glance backward at the doctor, she bent, resting her elbows heavily on the desk.

Dr. Baker, sporting a wet, very engorged penis, stepped behind the girl cautiously, the picture of clinical care coupled with full arousal.

“First, I’m going to feel you, to make sure you’re lubricated,” he said, putting one finger against the girl’s outer labia.

“Okay,” she said to the place between her hands.

Jamie was damp but not wet enough to accept a penis, but more lubricant flowed once Dr. Baker ran his finger along the girl’s slit, and she lifted on her toes and arched her back instinctively. Reassured with that unspoken invitation, he opened her and pressed inward, moving slowly until the girl issued a grunt of uncertain meaning.

“Do you need to masturbate?” he asked.

“What?” Jamie said huskily. “Oh, right. No.”

“Do you care how long I take?”

“Quick is good,” she replied.

Dr. Baker spent no more than a couple of minutes up Jamie’s hole before he groaned, sighed, increased his pace inside her, and delivered the culmination of the training protocol—specifically, several dollops of thick cream.

As the doctor finished, Jamie raised her head, staring forward wide-eyed, thumping one heel against the floor, her reaction difficult to gauge.

Terry looked on encouragingly.

The couple parted, Dr. Baker supporting himself on Jamie’s hips while he recovered, a pearl or two of semen at Jamie’s entrance.

Jamie, who hadn’t climaxed, appeared apprehensive and unsatisfied as she straightened, turned, and offered her hand.

“Thank you,” she said.

“You’re okay?” Dr. Baker asked. “You got what you wanted out of the training?”

“I did,” she said, glancing at the clock. “But I’m overdue to call my dad. So, if you’ll excuse me . . .”

“Of course,” Dr. Baker said, watching the girl depart. Once she was gone, he turned to Terry, still leaning against the wall. “I hope that worked for her.”

“She wasn’t in a Breeding Club,” Terry said, adding with a laugh, “I’m not sure she knew what she was getting into.”

“Not quite what I want to hear,” Dr. Baker said. “I have this recurring fear that someone’s going to accuse me of something.”

“I can be your witness,” Terry said, raising her hand as though already testifying. “Priti told her to do it, and Jamie did it willingly.”

“What’s Jamie’s story?” Dr. Baker asked. “Do you know anything about her?”

“Not really,” Terry said. “We don’t even know where she lives. We picked her up at a coffee shop. She just said she wanted something to do this summer, and someone pulled some strings to get her a job here.” Terry opened her eyes and mouth wide to make an exaggerated surprise face. “She might be a little out of her league.”

Dr. Baker laughed and nodded. “Is there anything else you need from me?”

“Mind if I hang out for a few?” Terry said. “I’m very interested in the medical field, and I’m sure I could learn a lot, just being here.”

“Sure,” Dr. Baker said, pointing to the shelves of college textbooks, magazines, medical manuals, anatomical studies. “Help yourself to anything there.”

Terry made her way over, bent to peer at the titles before she turned back to the doctor and looked pointedly at his penis.

“And, if you don’t mind,” Terry said, “I’d like you in me again when you can. There are only three penises here right now, and Haden’s and Ramp’s are spoken for for the next hour or two.”

“I can do that,” Dr. Baker said. “I’ll let you know when I’m ready . . . if you don’t notice it yourself.”

~ ~ ~

Down in the administration building, Jamie approached the phones tentatively, looked around, picked up the nearest receiver, black and clunky like all federal phones probably still are. But the touchpad was digital, and she pressed in a number from memory, looked around, waited for an answer.

“US Capitol,” said a woman’s voice.

“Daughtry please.”

“Pin?”

“1671.”

“Just a moment.”

Seconds later, a man’s voice boomed from the earpiece.

“This is Senator Joe Daughtry!” he said. “How may I help you?”

“Hi, Daddy, it’s Jamie.”




Chapter 12: Phone Call With Dad

“Jamie!” the ever-enthusiastic Senator Daughtry shouted into the phone as he propped his feet on his desk. “You made it safe to camp?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“How’d you get there?”

“Some people from Overland picked me up. They’re counselors too.”

“And how’s everything so far?”

“It’s been great,” Jamie said, trying to lighten her voice.

“Well, if it’s being run by the Baptists, it can’t be too bad,” he said.

“I know,” Jamie agreed.

“Now, you make sure they know what you’ve got to offer,” Daughtry said. “Bible study, Sunday school, Jesus camp, you’ve covered it all.”

“I will do that,” Jamie said, face blank.

“I’m sure by the end of the summer, you’ll be able to teach us all a thing or two,” Daughtry laughed. “Most people stop reading the Bible once they get out of high school.”

“I know,” Jamie agreed.

“Now, October 12,” Daughtry continued. “Mark your calendar for that. It’s fall break at Princeton, so I’m sure you can get away.”

“What’s going on then?”

“Father-Daughter Purity Ball,” Daughtry said. “For everyone who works in Congress. President says he’s gonna be there.”

“Oh, that sounds great,” Jamie said unconvincingly.

Daughtry leaned forward, peered at the screen over his desk phone. “Hey, Baby, tell me the name of the camp again?”

“Baptist Camp,” Jamie said.

“Just Baptist Camp?” Daughtry said. “That’s the whole name?”

“Oh, I mean, uh, Jesus Baptist Camp,” Jamie flailed. “Or, like, Grace Baptist Camp. Yeah.”

“Uh, well . . . it says you’re calling from, uh . . . it says US Breeding Camp.”

“That’s w—weird,” Jamie said, voice breaking.

“Are the Baptists, are they . . . wait isn’t there a federal program named that? Breeding or some such?”

“Could be, maybe,” Jamie said.

Daughtry grabbed a paper calendar from his desk. “Yeah. Breeding, uh, Federal Breeding Program. I thought it sounded familiar. Not sure what they’re doing, but one of my committees, uh, the Military Readiness Committee, is supposed to get a briefing on it next week, from the population secretary.”

“Okay.”

“Why is that showing up on a Baptist camp line?” Daughtry asked.

“I don’t know,” Jamie said, voice almost a whisper.

“Oh, I know. I bet your camp bought some federal surplus. Old name didn’t get purged from the equipment before they bought it and hooked it up.”

“That must be it,” Jamie said, sounding only slightly relieved.

“Where is the place, anyway? Your mom didn’t know when I asked her.”

“It, uh, I don’t know. Oklahoma, I guess. Or Kansas. In the middle of a forest. Not near any towns. I rode here with some other people, and didn’t really pay attention. Oh, and we don’t have cell phones, they’re not allowed.”

“Probably a good thing.”

“But we can call from the main phones here, and I’ll check in with Mom or you every few days.”

“Okay, sounds good, Baby,” Daughtry said. “Hey, let’s do a quick prayer, and then I gotta go.”

“Sure.”

“Dear Lord in Heaven Father God, we just pray Father that Jamie will be blessed at camp this summer, and, Father, that she will learn and grow with your spiritual guidance, Lord, that she will remain pure, with womanly grace and obedience, Father. And Father, that she will not be tempted beyond her strength to resist, in Jesus’ name. Amen.”

“Amen.”

“Love you sweetheart, be good, God bless.”

“Love you too, Daddy.”

Jamie hung up, stared for a long uncertain moment at the phone before she bent to look at her naked body, eyebrows raised as though noticing for the first time she had no clothing on. And then she shrugged, because her life had just taken a very sudden, very unexpected turn, and there was no way to undo it and, well . . . was it really that terrible?

She was about to push her way outside the admin building when she felt a tingle between her legs, bent to examine herself, noticed the thick string of white cream leaking from her vagina. It’s semen, she thought. Actual male semen, from Dr. Baker. Wasn’t it supposed to stay in? How could you breed if it all came out after someone was done?

Jamie had gone to Christian private schools all her life, where sex education mainly covered why you shouldn’t do it outside of marriage, plus all the horrible things that happened when a girl was careless, or she got pregnant without meaning to. They didn’t talk about what specifically went into the girl’s “private parts,” much less what came out when it was over. What little practical knowledge she had picked up was gleaned from a very blue entrant in the young adult fiction genre, which she snuck a peek at a few times in the public library, and which shocked her with its frankness but which still left out a lot of things she wanted to know. Yes, she had a lot to learn. Is that why God had put her here? She’d signed up in all innocence, just wanted something to do in her summer before Princeton, sought something in the federal realm so her dad could get her into it, and in the end all she had to do was give his name to someone in the Population Department to get the job. In all honesty, she knew human reproduction of some kind would be involved, and she’d pursued the counselor’s job in the hope she might fill out her woefully inadequate reproductive knowledge. But, well, watching people having sex three feet away, then getting it herself . . . she wasn’t expecting any of that.

But what could she do? Ask Haden to take her back home, a 3-hour round-trip for him? Declare any further sexual exploration off-limits, which would probably get her fired and force her to tell a whole raft of new lies to her dad? Or just go with it?

Just go with it.

She headed outside, looked up at the sky between the leaves of the trees. No one else was out here, so she spread her arms wide. It was an amazing feeling, being nude in nature, now that she was doing it. Before today, she hadn’t even imagined it. Young Christian ladies didn’t undress in front of strangers, ever, so there was no reason to even think about it.

Her first stop was the cabin to find Haden and Ramp, but they weren’t there. Priti had told her to practice with them, to get on as much equipment as possible so everyone could get familiar with it. She’d already watched a woman tied to two pieces of wood so two boys could have sex with her. Now, she knew, it was her turn for the same thing. They were probably in one of the classroom buildings. She would look for them in a second, but she appreciated the temporary solitude. She went to her bed, felt the mattress, looked at her things in the chest of drawers, then forced herself to the far end of the cabin, where the training equipment lay.

She looked first at the breeding cross, where Priti had been tied for sex, and tried to imagine herself bound to it while boys practiced sticking their penises up a girl’s vagina.

Her vagina.

Her imagination took over, populating the cabin with boys and girls, counselors and campers, milling about, chatting, studying the breeding manual while Jamie’s body was pierced again and again.

Jamie closed her eyes, pressed her open palm against the wood of the breeding cross to steady herself, wondered how she could survive this.

She could get dressed. She could wait for another carload of counselors, ask them just to take her to the nearest town, where she could get a bus or a Zip or a ride from a friend, and she’d show back up at home and explain to her mom and dad that the camp was not at all what she’d expected, and she’d see if the nearby grocery store needed summer help.

What had happened there? she’d be asked.

Well, it just wasn’t Christian enough, she’d reply, quite honestly.

Not Christian enough, what does that mean?

I don’t know, I just didn’t feel like God wanted me there.

Jamie shook her head.

No, I’m not giving up. I’m not going to leave. Not yet.

She moved on from the cross, examining the rest of the fixtures. A post, with rings set all along its length, a low-set table with a ring in every corner, and a full-size bed, with a post at each corner, and ropes hanging on pegs on the wall behind it.

It was the bed that captured the bulk of her attention, because of its ordinariness. Her own bed at home had posts at the corners, and never once when she lay her head on the pillow had she imagined being bound to the posts. Never did she picture herself being stretched out on it while a boy, much less a boy she wasn’t even married to, put himself inside her.

Done looking, overwhelmed with imagination, Jamie left the cabin. She didn’t want to be alone anymore, even if finding company meant more intercourse. Two real boys, named Haden and Ramp, were preferable to the nameless, faceless boys her mind had conjured, all of them practicing wordlessly, mechanically between her tied, open legs.

But so far, the boys were nice, especially Haden, who struck her as something of a nerd, and maybe even innocent sort of, despite his fitness and his readiness to have sex in front of other people. Ramp was okay too, but a little jockish, thanks to his football background most likely. You could sort of tell when he was looking at you naked that his focus was on certain places and he was already thinking about how you would feel. Haden seemed like he was taking in all of you, though, not just your breasts and hole. But chances are, she was going to be doing it with both of them, and a bunch of other boys besides, and maybe that doctor again too. If she had to pick a first time, it could have been worse. She liked having Terry there to watch, and Dr. Baker had been very gentle, very respectful. She knew of girls who’d been taken in the backs of cars, in closets, in a garage of all places, by boys who didn’t know what they were doing, or didn’t care, who were completely focused on themselves.

She wasn’t sure if she liked being penetrated. You were supposed to like it when your husband did it, that much she’d learned. Your husband was definitely going to like it. But with Dr. Baker, it had just been an act for her, something you did. She’d been nervous. She felt him go in, move around, climax, but it was just a sensation, nothing special. Sort of like having someone rub your shoulders. Supposedly, girls could climax too, but she wasn’t sure how it happened, or if it was really real. That young adult book had girls climaxing from what the boys did to them, and it was this big production that blew the girls’ minds, but Jamie was suspicious. Boys needed to climax to get their semen out. Girls didn’t have any reason for climaxing, did they? Maybe the whole thing was a fiction, girls pretending to climax, boys wanting them to pretend to climax, and young adult fiction authors putting girls climaxing in their books because it kept things interesting.

As she crossed the soft earth of Camp 17, heading toward the first of the two classroom buildings—the bigger one that didn’t look like a church—Jamie looked down at her naked body for at least the tenth time that day.

She had the slight sensation that Dr. Baker was still inside her. There was a warmth there, something unfamiliar tickling her walls. Yes, she was still leaking, some of it from him, some of it possibly from her. When a woman wants to have sex with her husband, she’ll release some lubrication, Jamie had been told in Christian sex ed. The lubrication makes sex easier, and it also makes pregnancy possible. If a girl’s vagina doesn’t produce lubrication, no babies. The corollary was not stated explicitly, but Jamie understood: if a girl gets pregnant from sex, she must have gotten her lubrication during it, which means she wanted the sex done to her. Girls who said they got pregnant from rape and wanted an abortion . . . well, they were wet, right? So, were they really raped?

Jamie suspected things weren’t that simple. She knew that sometimes girls who were too young to know what sex was had it forced on them—in other words, raped—and got pregnant. Jamie suspected most of the people here weren’t taught Christian sex ed, and she vowed to remain silent, and learn.

She’d guessed right about where to go next. She heard voices as soon as she pushed open the main door to the bigger classroom building. There was a small open area to the left with a table and chair, and then directly ahead of her a hallway lined with doorways. Voices she recognized were coming out of the second classroom to the right, and she made her way to it, not looking through the open doors of the first two classrooms she passed, all her focus on what was going on ahead.

The central feature of this smallish classroom were three beds like the bed in the cabin, each equipped with sturdy posts at the corners, ready for the ropes hanging from the pegs on the walls.

Heather was sitting on the edge of the middle bed with her back toward Jamie, Haden and Ramp facing her, both listening intently to the girl, their serious expressions belied by their erections. As Jamie drew nearer, she saw that the girl was holding out her hands, and they’d been tied together with a dozen loops or rope, and the excess rope ran to Ramp’s hand several feet away.

“Yeah, restraint can begin any time,” Heather was saying. “Once you decide to have bound, conceptive sex, or to practice it, the female can be restrained and brought to the bed.”

Haden looked up, noticed Jamie approaching.

“Hey,” he said.

“Welcome, Miss Jamie,” Ramp said with mock formality.

Heather turned. “Oh hey,” she said. “Sorry, we didn’t mean to start without you. We were doing some practicing while we waited for you.”

“Yeah, I had to call my dad,” Jamie said.

“Does he know what you’re doing?” Heather asked.

“Huh?”

“Does he know what kind of camp this is?” Heather clarified. “I’m not sure my parents do exactly.”

“Yeah,” Jamie said, kind of grimacing. “It’s . . . he’s maybe kind of in the dark on some of the finer points.”

Ramp laughed. “He’s not in law enforcement is he?”

“What do you mean?” Jamie almost barked, because she’d heard the word “law” and had gotten stuck on that.

“You know, like a cop or something?” Ramp said. “Some dads can be very protective of their daughters. As in, firearm level protective.” Ramp raised an imaginary shotgun to his shoulder, looked down the barrel. “Speaking from experience.”

“My dad lives near here, but he doesn’t own a gun,” Heather said. “He doesn’t really have a job, either, other than watching for things.”

“What kinds of things?” Haden asked.

“Aliens, mostly.”

“We probably don’t have to worry about him, then,” Ramp said with an exaggerated wipe of his forehead. “What’s your dad do, Jamie?”

“Oh, yeah, he’s . . .” Jamie stammered. “Like, some things . . . kind of hard to describe, I guess, but . . .”

“Doesn’t sound like we need to worry about him either,” Ramp quipped, clearly ready to move on to the next topic. “Up for some bed training?”

“What’s it involve?” Jamie asked. Dumb question, probably, but she was still recovering from the question about her dad. She did NOT want to talk about him. If it got out that she was a senator’s daughter, particularly THAT senator’s daughter, while she was working as a counselor at a camp dedicated to mass fornication, the whole country would be talking about it.

But Jamie, despite the sense that her hitherto carefully manicured life had taken a very sudden, very precarious turn, reminded herself they were isolated, safely ensconced in the deep woods, their deeds invisible to the wider world. She would check in now and then with her mom and dad, tell some lies about her spiritual growth at—oh no, what name had she made up for it? Baptist Camp? Jesus Camp? She couldn’t remember. But whatever, Mom and Dad were way too busy with politics to worry about it—at whatever camp this was, and then she’d return home and spout the usual Christian girl platitudes and resume her life as a good Christian girl and never speak of this again. To anyone.

“It kind of continues the earlier theme,” Haden said cautiously, taking control of the conversation. He seemed to know that Jamie needed a soft touch, that Ramp’s gung-ho sexuality wasn’t quite a fit for the girl’s inexperience. “You’ll be restrained to the bed, to hold your vagina still, and then—”

“Your cervix, really,” Heather corrected, still sitting on the bed with her hands bound before her.

“Right,” Haden agreed. “And then, we’ll be trying to . . . you know, like with Priti . . . lining up our ejaculations to get it, you know, into the right place.”

“Our ejaculations,” Ramp said soberly, crossing his arms and tilting his head as though contemplating a profound scientific concept. “Could that possibly be the same thing as what most people call our schlongles?”

“She knows what I mean,” Haden said with an annoyed glare at his friend. “Don’t you, Jamie?”

“Yeah,” she said. “It makes sense.”

With that settled, the four youths allowed their gazes to wander, each waiting for someone else to speak.

“I guess . . . ropes off?” Haden ventured, looking at Heather.

“Okay,” Heather said, holding out her hands, and Ramp went to work on the knots while Haden looked at Jamie.

“And then,” he said tentatively to the girl, “ready to train?”

Jamie looked at the bed, covered only with a white fitted sheet, not even a pillow to put your head on.

“I should just . . . lie on it?” she asked.

“Yeah, on your back, maybe,” Haden said.




Chapter 13: New Arrivals

Ramp, after getting the last of the knots undone around Heather’s wrists, stepped back and, still standing, struck the pose Jamie needed to assume, legs spread and arms stretched over his head, his penis irrelevant to the demonstration but obvious all the same, pointing straight out and swaying. “Like this,” he said.

“Okay,” Jamie said weakly, lying back while Haden retrieved four fresh pieces of rope from the pegs.

“Start with hands or feet?” Haden asked, standing by the bed and looking down at Jamie, who was looking at the opposite wall.

“Feet first,” Heather said, looking at the marks the rope had made in her wrists. “Decide where you want the vagina positioned, and then tie her ankles to set it there.”

“You want to do it too?” Ramp asked Heather. “Train?”

“Yeah,” Heather said.

Jamie watched the couple head to the next bed, relieved to have just Haden with her, and she looked up at him with a grim smile and spread her legs.

Haden, as erect as Ramp but exhibiting impressive patience, stood at the foot of the bed to look the girl over.

“Can you slide up a little?” he said. “Like, six inches?”

Jamie grabbed the sheet beneath her with both hands, pushed herself up a few inches, and stared at the ceiling while Haden looped and knotted the ropes around her ankles, pulled them tight and fastened them to the lower posts.

He moved to the upper posts, working with impressive speed to finish securing the girl to the bed like a starfish while Ramp and Heather were still at the preamble, no ropes applied yet, the couple just discussing where the girl’s vagina should be.

“Tight enough without being too tight?” Haden asked. “Everything feel like it’s going to hold you?”

It was a peculiar question, wasn’t it? Why would a prisoner admit her bonds weren’t tight enough? Shouldn’t she lie if they were loose so she could eventually escape them?

No, Jamie had to remind herself, this isn’t about being a captive. As someone dedicated to successful breeding, she needed to be honest with the partner inseminating her. Immobilization of her body, and by extension her vagina and cervix, were important to conception, and if Haden had left her inadequately bound—if she was able to move, squirm, writhe, shake during the insertion of his penis—the effort would fail.

“Right arm,” Jamie said, forcing the unnatural confession out and moving her right hand to show the slack in the rope.

“Yeah, sorry,” Haden said, undoing and reknotting the rope, its length pulled sufficiently taut now. “Ready?”

“Yes,” she said, because what else could she say?

But Haden seemed to have a sixth sense about her nervousness, Jamie thought as the boy clambered slowly over her bound lower limbs and, instead of unceremoniously sticking himself into her body, first spread her lips and felt the opening of her female chamber.

“You seem ready,” he said. “But we should probably do the whole process. So I’m going to start by licking you.”

“Okay,” Jamie said, closing her eyes, looking at the ceiling, and trying to prepare herself for another of the day’s many new sensation—and this one more disconcerting than any that had gone before.

She knew people licked each other’s sexual places, or at least she knew it was considered a thing, based on that young adult novel. But she didn’t know why. That is, really, why? And no, not because of what licking allegedly did to the fictional characters of a novel, with the girls all groaning and having orgasms while the boys were licking them and the boys all shooting their mess into (or next to) the girl’s mouth. How could such an unnatural thing even be invented, much less enjoyed?

But when Jamie felt Haden’s mouth against her vulva, she would not have recoiled even if she could have. It felt at first like he was kissing her there, a not terrible feeling. And when his tongue emerged and began licking her labia, the outer and then the inner lips, she found the strange intimacy compelling in its own way. It wasn’t sexual, she couldn’t see it that way yet. And it certainly wasn’t reproductive. There was no sperm in the tongue. But it was affection. Wasn’t it? Would Haden lick her there if he didn’t like her—that is, didn’t really like her?

If she could have, she would have tilted her pelvis, raised her opening to make it easier for Haden to reach. But he seemed to know what he was doing, reaching all of her, from the strangely sensitive top of her folds to the hole itself, and his tongue was exploring her insides when a thought arrived like a thud.

“Hey, sorry, you shouldn’t be doing that,” she said.

“Why not?” Haden asked, pausing.

“Because Dr. Baker, he, I’m . . . it’s coming out of me there. From him.”

“You mean his semen?” Haden asked.

“Yes,” Jamie said, almost flinching at the word. “I really should have told you. I’m sorry, I forgot.”

“What’s wrong?”

“I already have stuff in me,” Jamie said again. “Dr. Baker’s stuff.”

“Is it bothering you?” Haden asked, lifting his head up to regard the bound girl.

“Uh, no . . . but you don’t want it . . . you don’t want to have that, do you?”

“Oh, right,” Haden said, finally understanding. “No, I don’t care.”

“But it’s a guy’s . . . stuff.”

“Sure,” Haden said. “It’s all part of the process. A big part of Breeding Club is being comfortable with all of it.”

“Yeah, but another guy’s . . . semen?” Jamie asked, sounding incredulous.

“Should it bother me?” Haden asked. “It never has before.”

“You’ve had it before?”

“Sure.”

Jamie was silent, working through the implications. That a boy wouldn’t mind getting another boy’s juice in his mouth . . . it never crossed her mind. It was completely unnatural. Sinful, even, the way gay things were sinful.

“Do you want me to stop licking you?” Haden asked.

“What?” Jamie said. “Oh, no . . . it’s okay.”

“I’m almost done anyway,” he said, returning his tongue to the girl’s hole and devouring it without reservation.

Meanwhile, Ramp and Heather were still in the negotiating phase, only one of the girl’s ankles bound to the post so far while they discussed the best knot to use, where her vagina should be, how tight the ropes should be around her limbs. To his credit, Ramp was doing his best to appreciate the girl’s perspective, to learn from her and follow her lead.

Haden, finished licking Jamie’s vagina, raised himself up, walked up on his knees, held himself over her with the tip of his penis inches from her doorway. But he was watching, waiting wordlessly for Jamie to give him the go ahead, and when she looked at him and his raised eyebrows, she grimaced and nodded, and he grabbed his organ by the base and angled it forward and into the girl.

She was staring at the ceiling again, and her eyes went wide with the sensation of being penetrated by Haden’s respectable girth.

“Is this sort of new for you?” Haden asked gently, easing out and pushing slowly back in.

“As of today,” Jamie replied in a hoarse whisper.

“Today was my first too,” Heather said, shattering Jamie’s illusion of privacy. Jamie raised her head to look at the other girl, who was up on her elbows, inspecting Ramp’s work now that both her ankles had been tied to their corresponding posts. “I bled. Did you bleed?”

“No,” Jamie said. “My gynecologist broke my hymen when I was 13.”

“On purpose?” Haden asked. “Did you say they could?”

“I don’t know,” Jamie said. “I kind of blanked it out. I just remember a lot of blood, and I think it hurt.”

“It hurt me a little too,” Heather said, lying back and raising her arms. “I didn’t bleed that much, though.”

Haden continued working within Jamie’s walls with a steady rhythm, the pleasure of the girl’s firm grip showing in his face, his eyes half-closed, his lips parted.

“Aauuuhh,” Jamie sighed, trying to be quiet, but Haden heard her and returned to full attentiveness.

“Are you okay?” he asked. “Everything good?”

“Yeah, sorry,” she said. “It’s just sort of intense.”

“Do you want to try to orgasm?”

“I’ve . . .” Jamie began, pausing as she considered how much to reveal. Had it been another boy, she might have kept her secret to herself. But she trusted Haden. She liked Haden.

“I don’t think I’ve ever had one,” she said.

Heather, with one wrist bound now, looked with surprise at the girl, looked with surprise at Ramp. But neither said anything, fortunately, deferring to Haden.

“Would you like to try?” Haden asked.

“I don’t even know what to do to try,” Jamie laughed. “But I’m positive it’s not going to happen from what you’re doing.”

“I’m pretty close to being done anyway,” Haden said. “But if you don’t climax from the male’s thrusts, it’s good to orgasm afterwards, from something else.”

“Yeah,” Jamie agreed, gasping again as Haden sped up and deepened his insertions. “I guess to be fair.”

“Not just that though,” Haden said in between heavy breaths. “When you orgasm . . . your uterus contracts and expands a little . . . and that pulls the sperm closer to the . . . uhhhhh, yeah, yeah ohhhhhh . . .”

The boy’s words yielded to urgent gasps, and he lowered his spasming hips, doing his best to line up his tip with where Jamie’s cervix should be, doing his best to deliver his product not just to Jamie’s warm sheath, but to the uterus itself.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” he groaned as he finished, slowing his thrusts and exhaling, arms still holding himself up over the bound senator’s daughter.

As he’d been trained to do, Haden held his penis deep within the girl’s body until his slowing contractions ended altogether, and only then did he slide out, staring at the wet hole as he exited to perform a quick visual inspection of his production.

“Is it okay?” Jamie asked, raising her head with concern as the boy stared down at her vulva, looking as though he’d found something disturbing there.

“Huh?” Haden said, still panting from his exertions. “Oh, yeah. I’m just . . . you’re supposed to watch after you’re done, to see what comes out.”

“What comes out?” Jamie asked, not at all reassured.

“How much semen,” Haden said. “It’s not scientific, but it’s good to get sort of an estimate of what the vagina releases when you remove the penis, and over what time. That gives you sort of a sense of both things. How much I put in you, and then how much your vagina holds. Some girls tighten up as soon as the penis is out, and they’ll squeeze out a lot of it. Some don’t release any, because their vaginas close more at the front.”

“How am I doing?” Jamie asked, immediately aware of how strange the question was.

“I have nothing to compare it to,” Haden admitted. “Since this is our first time. And there are some complicating factors. You’ve already taken Dr. Baker’s semen, and I’ve already ejaculated once today. But if we keep partnering, eventually I’ll get a sense of what’s average. You are holding most of it, though.”

Haden reached down, spread the girl’s lips, allowing another small stream of fluids to emerge from her hole and join the first release as it ran across her anus.

“Dr. Baker didn’t check me,” Heather said from the other bed, where Ramp had finished tying her and was kneeling between her knees, examining her opening. “But I felt some coming out after he was done.”

“Is that a bad thing?” Jamie asked.

“There’s no such thing as a bad thing,” Haden said. “Everything you do is good. It’s just that some things are more good.”

“You mean, for getting pregnant?”

“Yeah. Basically, you’re just playing the odds. You can get pregnant without really trying. It happens all the time, in fact. That’s why there are so many people. But if you really want to make it happen, you do certain things. You try to keep it inside. You try to get as much as possible in the uterus.”

“How do you measure that?” Jamie asked.

“It takes special equipment,” Haden said. “Or so I’ve heard. A little robot, supposedly, but I haven’t seen one. You want to be untied, right?”

“Uh, yeah,” Jamie said. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“Optimally, the female will remain bound in place for an hour after she’s received her semen.”

“So she doesn’t stand and have it come out?” Jamie asked.

“That’s part of it,” said Haden. “Sitting up, or just moving around too much can impede the sperm. So you’ll want to practice that sometimes. They recommend that the female be tied to the bed or a floor frame a few times a week for an hour or two, whether or not she’s just had intercourse.”

“It sounds sort of boring,” Jamie said. “Maybe I could practice that on another day?”

“Sure,” Haden said, heading to the head of the bed to unknot the girl’s wrists.

“A TV mounted in the ceiling over the bed can help,” Heather said. “That’s one of the things they recommend.”

“Or someone can read to you,” Haden said. “I’d do that.”

“That’s sweet,” Jamie said, sitting up and rubbing her wrists and looking down at her vulva, her legs still bound open. The semen continued oozing out, most of it Haden’s, she assumed. Everything was red and swollen, so different from what she usually saw between her legs that she felt like she was looking at another girl’s sex organ. She looked toward the other bed, saw that Ramp had buried himself inside Heather, his eyes wide and blank as he experienced the girl’s soft embrace, her expression neutral but her jaw set tightly.

“Want to walk around a little?” Haden asked once he’d freed Jamie’s ankles.

“Yeah,” Jamie agreed, rising from the bed a stiffly, sliding to the edge, standing, looking back and frowning at the trail of juice she’d left on the sheet.

With one more glance at Heather and Ramp grunting through their training session, Jamie followed Haden out of the classroom and back to the building’s front door. She wanted to be outside, to process what was happening under a blue sky. What she didn’t want was more people. But that’s what she got. The counselors were arriving en masse now, at least a dozen of them in a van, an old two-door Mustang, a pickup truck, parking roughly parallel to Haden’s Cutlass. They must have convoyed through the Oklahoma wilderness, Jamie guessed, doors opening on all the vehicles simultaneously, clothed male and female teens getting out and, of course, staring at the naked couple.

Jamie wanted to slink away, go back to the counselor’s cabin or the classroom or, better yet, head into the woods with Haden, but given the intensity with which the newcomers were staring at them, fleeing would have been seen as strange by their colleagues, and was not an option.

Her mind forced her to imagine what they were seeing, her breasts and black pubic hair and bare white skin, and she couldn’t resist the urge to look down at herself, to make sure there wasn’t something odd there. Finding nothing, she looked back up and tried to smile.

“Hi,” said one of the girls as she exited the van. She was mostly Asian, with some European mixed in, and she looked at the nude couple quizzically. “Are you the official welcoming party?”

“Not really, we were just walking around,” Haden said, and Jamie thought he sounded a little uncomfortable too. “You’re looking for Camp 17, right?”

“No, we were looking for Wal-Mart. Do you know where—”

“Kerrie, damn, shut up!” another Asian girl said. “Please excuse her. She doesn’t get out much, and it shows.”

“Are we supposed to be naked already?” one of the boys asked, sturdily built and Black, as he lowered himself from the pickup truck.

“I think they want you to wait until you’ve had a chance to sign everything,” Haden said, sounding increasingly confident. “We can take you to the lady in charge.”

Last to exit the van were two very pale, very blonde people, a boy and girl who were holding hands and dressed identically in cutoff jeans and white t-shirts.

“I’m Haden, by the way,” Haden said, kicking off a round of introductions, the clothed people shaking the nude couple’s hands or, in Kerrie’s case, hugging Haden and Jamie.

Haden led the way to the administration building while Jamie held back a little, falling into step beside the blond couple, who’d introduced themselves as Syra and Bandt, sister and brother, respectively. Something about them didn’t seem to belong here, she thought. Like her.

“Where’s your home?” Jamie asked.

“We live in Tulsa,” Syra said with a distinctly foreign accent. Northern European, if Jamie had to guess.

“Originally, we’re from Svendland,” Bandt said with the same accent.

“Svendland?” Jamie said. The name was slightly familiar, but she couldn’t quite place it.

“It’s in a very cold part of Europe,” Syra said with a mock shiver. “We love the climate in America. Much easier to be naked outside.”

“Oh, yeah,” Jamie said. She’d almost forgotten she was nude, so she glanced down briefly to confirm it.

“We’re not teaching kopellat here,” Bandt said.

“Kopellat?” Jamie said, dealing with another vaguely familiar term.

“It’s the lifelong philosophy of reproduction they teach in Svendland,” Syra said. “But since we didn’t grow up with it in our native country, we’re not qualified to teach it. We’ll just be regular counselors.”

“That’s good though,” Jamie said absently while her imagination wandered to a disturbing question. These two would be brother and sister in a place where anyone had sex with anyone else, or at least watched. Would they be seeing each other do it? Or doing it to each other? No way, Jamie thought, at least not the latter thing. That was incest. It was illegal.

“The real kopellat trainers are coming over from Svendland,” Syra said. “It’s a great partnership with America they’re doing.”

Everyone filed into the administrative cabin, where Priti had been in her office typing at a standing PC, but she broke away from her work to greet everyone warmly, with handshakes mostly, but she didn’t seem to mind getting a hug from Kerrie. Contracts and manuals were quickly produced and signed, and everyone trooped back to the counselors’ cabin to strip and choose beds.

Jamie hovered on the periphery, watching the newcomers select sleeping spaces, put things away, and strip. Jamie realized that watching peers get naked was fascinating for her. You couldn’t guess how a girl kept her pubic hair until you saw it, she realized. Kerrie’s was black, thick and wild, while her Asian counterpart, Maia, had shaved hers. The boy’s penises were also impossible to anticipate, longer, shorter, circumcised or not, rising into full, intimidating erections or expanding to a size she knew would fit comfortably inside her vagina.

But Jamie’s greatest, most morbid curiosity concerned Syra and Bandt. Would she see him erect? Would she watch him have sex? Would they partner together?

The biggest problem with incest, Jamie knew from science class, was that it led to unhealthy, genetically skewed offspring. But it was also just really creepy, wasn’t it? Going out with someone you grew up with?

If they did it though, what then? Syra was probably on birth control. Everyone was supposed to be, or could probably get it done here by Dr. Baker (which Jamie was planning to do, soon). So Syra wouldn’t get pregnant by her brother. But even being near each other in a sexual way . . . ugh.

“Have you had intercourse yet?” Syra asked after she’d set up her bed next to Jamie’s. Her breasts were smallish, her blonde pubic hair shaved into a thin strip above her opening.

“Yes, a couple of times,” Jamie said, noting that Syra and Bandt had set up their beds on opposite sides of the room. If they were going to do it under cover of darkness, in the middle of the night, one of them was going to have something of a hike in store.

“Who with?” Syra asked.

Was this a normal question? Jamie wondered. If someone didn’t see who you were having sex with, they could just ask?

“The doctor first,” Jamie said. “The Camp doctor. Dr. Baker. His office is at the top of the stairs in that building near where you parked. And then Haden.”

“Without protection?” asked Syra.

“Protection?” Jamie said. “You mean a condom or something? No, I don’t think they use them here. What about you? When was your last time?”

“I got it done yesterday,” Syra said, making it sound like a chore.

Who with? Jamie wanted to ask. Your brother? But she just looked at the girl and nodded and had to ask herself why she was so fascinated with their sexuality. Did she really want to know if Syra and Bandt were having sex together, or did she just want to imagine having sex with someone you knew really well? Like a husband?

That was the idea of sex she’d been raised with, that you only let one person, who you were married to, do it to you. Now that she’d broken that rule twice in one day, she was becoming fixated on what it was like to be really close, emotionally, to someone while they were moving in and out of you. Wouldn’t it be really nice to do it that way?

“It looks like they’re practicing on the training equipment,” Syra said, nodding toward the end of the cabin.

“Yeah, we did it earlier,” Jamie said. “Priti got on the cross.”

“I guess we’re supposed to do that too?”

“I think Priti wants everyone to spend some time with things,” Jamie noted. “But I need a break right now. It’s been nonstop.”

“Hey, Jamie,” a boy said, and Jamie turned to find Haden standing beside her, not erect, just smiling like a friend.

“Hey, Haden.”

“You want to check out the camp?” Haden asked. “Priti said the early people can wander around now. And I’m kind of needing some time to recharge.”

“Yes, for sure,” Jamie said with gratitude, and she was tempted to hug Haden but refrained. Why did she hold back? she wondered. They’d already had sex, while she was tied to a bed. But was hugging him too much while they were both naked? Or even if they were clothed?

“Have fun,” Jamie said to Syra, and she turned to follow Haden to the cabin door.




Chapter 14: The Breeding Trail Begins

“That looks like it used to be a church,” Haden said, pointing to the peaked roof of the refurbished chapel as they passed beneath its shadow.

“Yeah, it reminds me of, basically, every summer camp I ever went to,” Jamie said.

“You went to church camps?” Haden asked, sounding mildly surprised.

“Uh, yeah,” Jamie confirmed while she chided herself silently. Before she tossed out facts about her upbringing to her fellow Breeding Camp counselors, she needed to consider them. There was probably nothing wrong with admitting to a steady attendance at Christian summer camps, she thought, but it might provoke other questions she wasn’t prepared to answer. She needed to keep reminding herself that she couldn’t be who she really was here. She didn’t belong. Indeed, she was almost like a spy in an enemy camp. Not that she’d be killed if people found out who she was, who her father was. But she might be sent home, and she didn’t want that to happen either.

“That’s cool,” Haden said, sounding mildly surprised. “This is my first camp. Of any kind. So I have no idea what to expect.”

“Neither do I, really,” Jamie said with a laugh. “Definitely my first camp where, uh, where you do it. Like this.”

“Sex never happened at your camps?” Haden said. “I mean, on the sly?”

“Oh, it did,” Jamie said. “Supposedly. Although I think half the time people were lying. But it wasn’t . . . you didn’t just do it out in the open, like here. You didn’t do it with the camp doctor, or the camp manager.”

“I’m sure it would happen here too, even if you weren’t supposed to,” Haden said. “This just makes it official.”

“I never did it,” Jamie said. “I was always a good girl.”

They reached the end of the camp’s cleared area, just past the large building where the 100 or so campers would stay. Before them, an old-growth forest loomed, dark and a little foreboding. But a faint path of brown earth had been carved out between the trees and shrubbery, and a new metal sign that said “Breeding Trail” had been fastened to a post there.

“You wanna keep going?” Haden asked.

“Yeah,” she said, mindful that the alternative was returning to the counselors’ cabin, where all the newcomers would be coupling, probably with the girls all tied to things.

The soil was cool beneath her feet, probably still damp with the storms that had doused much of the Midwest over the last weekend.

“This is probably as nice as any Christian camp I did,” she said, forging ahead into the woods. “Everything feels new here. I think half the places I went as a kid were from the last century.”

Haden followed the girl into the dim forest, stopping immediately and laughing before a second large sign mounted beside the trail.

“Welcome to the Breeding Trail!” it began, continuing in smaller letters below, “This trail has been built by the United States Department of Population to facilitate healthy reproductive exercises. Can you complete all 10 exercises? Good luck!”

“It’s like an interpretive trail,” Haden said, amused because the juxtaposition of raw sex with his memories from childhood of hopeful learning trails struck him as impossibly funny.

“I’d compare it to stations of the cross,” Jamie said.

“What’s that?” Haden asked.

“You know, the crucifixion?” Jamie said, doing her best to hide her surprise. Every other peer group she’d ever belonged to knew instantly what she was talking about.

“You mean, Jesus?” Haden said.

“Yes, when he was crucified. There were 14 stations, and they make these trails, they’re very popular at Bible camp, and you stop and read each one and pray. I cried, too. A lot of us did.”

The couple made their way through a bend in the trail, and the next sign appeared.

“Exercise 1: Talking,” it began. “The first thing a couple should do before breeding or practicing is talking. What does each of you want out of the session? What will help you (male) generate the most semen? What will help you (female) accept and keep as much semen as deeply as possible? Go ahead and talk!”

Below the words was a picture of two unisex heads facing each other with their mouths open and arced lines emanating.

“Hmm,” Haden said ironically. “I guess, well . . . if we were going to try to do it again, what would we talk about?”

“I guess I should ask you what you like?” Jamie offered.

“Yeah, maybe,” Haden agreed. “But I sort of like everything. Like, every position is good. And you . . . I like you, and how you feel. Maybe I should ask you what you like.”

“I’m still figuring that out,” Jamie said. “I’m kind of new at this.”

“So, today was officially your first sex?” Haden asked. “Ever?”

“Yeah,” she said. “So I don’t have anything to compare it to.”

“Did you know you were going to have sex here?”

“Not really,” she said. “But it’s okay. I feel sort of . . . like a part of something.”

“Wow,” Haden said. “Of course, I lost my virginity less than a year ago. But this is sort of late in the game . . . unless you’re a fast learner.”

“I’m trying,” Jamie said. “I’ll do it as many times as I can, until my, um, until I get sore.”

“How does it feel now?”

“Good. You and Dr. Baker were both really gentle, and didn’t stay in that long.”

“Okay,” Haden said with a laugh. “I think we’ve talked as much as we can. So, the first exercise is done, maybe.”

“Yeah,” Jamie agreed.

They resumed their hike, a second sign not yet visible.

“Did you have a girlfriend?” Jamie asked.

“Hmm,” Haden began. “Well, when you say girlfriend, what do you mean?”

“I guess . . .” Jamie stammered. “Really, I’m not sure. I guess I was gonna say the only person you were with, but that didn’t happen, right?”

“No,” Haden said. “I was with a lot of people. A lot of girls. Some guys too.”

“Guys?” Jamie echoed.

“We sucked each other’s penises,” Haden said. “Just for the experience. We both prefer girls though.”

This was a rabbit hole Jamie decided not to go down at the moment, so she returned to the original theme.

“How many girls did you have sex with?”

“Maybe twenty,” Haden replied. “I didn’t count exactly. But none of them I would call a girlfriend. Just people to practice with, at school and home.”

“At school?”

“Breeding Club,” Haden said. “We’d pick partners and work on how to do it.”

“In front of everyone?” Jamie said.

“Yeah,” Haden said. “You didn’t know that?”

“No. I wasn’t in a club.”

“Okay,” Haden said. “I’m surprised you got chosen to be a counselor, but I think I’m more surprised that you’re still here.”

“I’m getting used to it,” Jamie said. “I’m very adaptable. That’s actually considered a virtue for Christian girls.”

“How so?” Haden asked.

“You have to adapt to your husband,” she explained.

“Does your husband have to adapt to you too?” Haden asked.

“I don’t know,” Jamie said. “That never comes up.”

“It doesn’t come up at Christian camps?” Haden asked, trying to understand.

“It doesn’t come up anywhere,” Jamie said. “I think, because the husband is head of the household, and the wife submits to him, he can sort of stay how he is.”

“Okay,” Haden said, pointing to the trail ahead. “Next exercise.”

“Exercise 2: Inspecting,” read the sign. “Before sexual relations, you should get to know your partner’s body thoroughly. No one should be embarrassed about their form, with all its beautiful parts. Look at, touch and feel each other’s sex organs, anuses, nipples, testicles.”

The picture beneath the words showed one person on hands and knees while the other knelt behind them, bending and peering at the place between their legs. Again, the sex of the participants was impossible to judge.

Jamie read the words, snickered at the image.

“That picture would go great on a t-shirt,” Haden quipped, prompting a peal of laughter from the girl, the sound echoing off the trees and the heavy canopy of leaves overhead.

“I didn’t really look at you before we did it on the bed,” Haden said.

“I didn’t look at you at all,” Jamie admitted. “I just sort of felt you.”

“You want to skip this step?” Haden asked, searching the forest warily, as though looking for a camera or a disapproving federal official.

Jamie laughed again.

“I’m okay with total immersion,” she said.

“Total immersion?” Haden repeated.

“It’s a language thing, where all you hear for the whole day is that language. I did French that way at camp when I was 16, so I could go to France and save French people.”

“Did you?” Haden asked.

“Did I do what?”

“Go to France and save French people?”

“Well,” Jamie said, “I went to France.”

“Do you want to do this exercise, then?” Jamie asked, because he was curious about everything the trail held. Not that he was quite ready for sex, though.

“Umm,” Jamie said, because she realized she didn’t want to get on her hands and knees and have someone back there, just looking at places that until today had been her realm alone.

“You can look at me,” Haden said. “You already felt it, so I don’t think there will be any surprises.”

“Yeah,” Jamie said, dropping to her knees to look at Haden’s genitals, taking in the details that weren’t covered in her sex ed classes and that book she’d read. It was soft and dry, its base surrounded by hair, its head surprisingly flared, even when not erect.

“Can I touch it?” she asked.

“Sure.”

She grabbed it at the middle of the shaft, raised it, was surprised by its fragility. It was just soft skin filled with something else soft, completely different from what Haden had used to stretch and fill her vagina. It was an amazingly transformative organ, thanks to some miracle of the male body. Blood had something to do with it, she believed.

Even as she held it, it swelled slightly, quickly enough to startle her, make her say a quiet “Ah!” and release the flesh.

Now it was Haden’s turn to laugh.

“Same reaction I had when it started doing that,” he said.

“Is it doing that all the time?” she asked.

“Not all the time,” Haden said. “But it doesn’t take much.”

Jamie dropped to her rear.

“You can look at me,” she said, opening her legs. “From the front, though.”

Haden lowered himself to his knees and bent forward, eyeing the girl’s female entrance, touching the lips that guarded it, spreading them gently.

“You have a really pretty vulva,” he said.

“Pretty?” she said. She’d never thought of it in those terms. It simply was, a thing you showed love to your husband with, and had babies with.

“They all are,” Haden said, adding quickly, “not that I’m trying to sound like an expert or anything. But I always like looking at them.”

“Okay,” Jamie said. “Do you think we’re done here?”

“Definitely,” Haden said, grabbing both the girl’s hands to help her stand while his penis, now semi-erect, shook.

“Do you want a girlfriend?” Jamie asked as they continued through the thick woods.

“I’m not sure what that would be,” Haden replied. “Sexually exclusive wouldn’t work, at least not here, obviously.”

“Okay, then someone you just care about more,” Jamie said. “And maybe you do it whenever you can.”

“I don’t know,” Haden said. “I think most girls, at least that I know from Breeding Club, they’re sort of working on not getting attached, because it’s harder for them after you have sex. So there were girls I liked, but if you said hey, let’s go out for a movie or something, they’d kind of back off.”

“That happened?” Jamie said, stunned. “You actually asked a girl you had sex with out, and she said no?”

“It happened,” Haden confirmed.

“That’s kind of backwards though, isn’t it?” Jamie said.

“Yes, I understand that conceptually,” Haden agreed. “But all my experiences with girls are from Breeding Club, so interpersonally, that’s all I know. I was kind of a nerd before the club.”

“What about when you get married, though?” Jamie asked. “Interpersonally?”

“Well, then you have kids,” Haden said. “And save the American population.”

“But you’re exclusive to one another, right?”

“I guess you should be,” Haden said, drawing a surprised laugh from the girl. “Okay, I know, probably not the answer you were looking for. And they haven’t gotten into it that much, at Breeding Club. No one’s expected to get married now. They say hold off on it. Figure out how to live first.” Now Haden laughed. “You know what I mean? It’s all about making Americans. But they’ve told us . . . you’ll probably like this . . . the best way to raise someone is a man and woman in the house. A mom and dad. Working together. Or two people at least, working together. And they figure out the sex part. No rules. I mean, no rules about sex. Making new Americans. That’s the priority.”

Jamie heard what she wanted to hear from Haden’s fumbling summary.

“You could be with just one other person, then,” she said. “And really get to know them.”

“Yes, once you’re married,” Haden said, and he looked at the girl, dark-haired and pretty and maybe a little mysterious in a way he found appealing. She was keeping secrets, he suspected. “Or maybe once you decide to get married. You fall in love. I think it’s okay if you fall in love. As part of the mission.”

Jamie might have laughed at the choice of words, but they’d arrived at the next sign.

“Exercise 3: Fondling,” it read. “Now it’s time to try sexually stimulating your partner by hand. Touch each other’s sex organs, breasts, nipples, anuses. See what works. Can you get his penis erect? Can you get her lubricant flowing?”

The simple interpretive line drawing at the bottom of the sign showed two unisex figures, one seated, one kneeling, the kneeling figure holding the other’s shoulder with one hand while reaching between their legs with the other.

“Since you said that thing about T-shirts,” Jamie confessed, “that’s the first thing I think of when I look at these pictures now.”

“Or it could be a tattoo,” Haden offered. “If you really like that picture.”

Jamie hooted with laughter and grabbed Haden’s arm, shaking it and making his slowly reviving organ swing side to side.

“You want to do this one?” he asked.

“Why not?”

“You want to do it like in the picture?” Haden asked, only half-seriously.

“We should,” Jamie said, sitting on the soft artificial turf provided for this purpose, leaning back, spreading her legs and lifting her knees.

Haden knelt between her feet, reached down to her vulva, ran his finger from her opening to her clitoris.

“Shouldn’t you kiss me first?” she asked.

Haden made a show of viewing the little image again. “Hmm. It doesn’t indicate that.” But while Jamie was still laughing, he pressed himself against her, flattening her to the turf and pressing his mouth against hers, the two kissing hard and open-mouthed for more than a minute. Haden was fully erect now, and Jamie’s opened thighs and splayed vulva meant entry would have been simple. But Haden honored the spirt of the Breeding Trail, rubbing his penis against the inside of Jamie’s thigh.

When he raised himself to take a breath, Jamie reached up to squeeze his shoulder.

“I hope kissing isn’t an exercise we were supposed to do later,” she said.

“I don’t think so,” Haden said. “I think we’re headed toward sex on this trail, not the easier stuff.”

“Is that why you didn’t put it inside me?” Jamie asked, wrapping her hand around his penis.

“Yes,” Haden said. “If you break the rules, you get banished from the trail.” He thrust into the girl’s hand a couple of times, rose to his knees, grimaced. “That feels good, by the way.”

“I read about it once,” Jamie confessed, sitting up and adjusting the angle of her strokes.

“Not at a Christian summer camp?”

“No,” Jamie replied, laughing. “It was in a book I found at the library that I was definitely not supposed to be reading. Young adult fiction. Or maybe pre-adult fiction. This happened in it. They called it a hand job.”

“It must have been pretty accurately described,” Haden said. “You’re good at it.”

“It said . . . okay, this boy in the book, his name was Raymond, and he said be gentle, and have a soft hand. Oh, and don’t go too fast, or too slow.”

“Good advice,” Haden said, bending over slightly as Jamie continued working at his member. “I could probably orgasm, if you did it long enough.”

“But we’re not supposed to,” Jamie said.

Haden nodded, eased back, and the girl released him with a final twist, watching the organ swing.

“Do you want to cum again?” Jamie asked, holding out her hands so Haden could help her up.

“Yes, I always want to,” he replied, looking up because the woods were less dense here and there was blue sky above. “But I hope I’m supposed to do it in you.”

Jamie smiled, her affection for the boy from Overland growing.




Chapter 15: The Breeding Trail, Part Deux

The next exercise arrived quickly, and a glance at the two images below the words made clear what was supposed to happen here. The first drawing depicted a standing figure whose genitals were being attended to by the mouth of a kneeling figure. The second image showed one member of the unisex couple on hands and knees while the other knelt behind, mouth working at the places between the first’s legs.

“Exercise 4: Oral,” read the sign. “There are many ways to stimulate your partner with your mouth. Try a few! Take turns sucking and licking their parts. Breasts, nipples, penis, vulva, clitoris, anus.”

“Who goes first?” Haden asked.

“You already licked me,” Jamie said.

“You’re up for trying this?” Haden asked.

“It’s another thing I read about,” Jamie said. “I couldn’t believe people would even think about it, but the book made it sound fun.”

“It is,” Haden said. “How do you want me?”

“On your back I guess.”

Haden lay flat on the artificial turf, waiting with a tight smile. Jamie approached him cautiously, first wrapping her hand around his penis, then licking tentatively against the side of his tip, just a few little darts of her tongue before she pressed against the front of his organ. She remembered enough of the book to know that moving her hand to the base came next so she could take the first few inches of the shaft into her mouth, and she closed her lips around its midpoint while she continued to lick it. But pulling more of it into her mouth made her gag and she drew back.

“Okay,” she said, clearly done with the exercise, but there was a hint of victory in her eyes, because this hadn’t been terrible. Sort of interesting, really.

They stood, continued to walk, the next exercise a surprisingly short distance away:

Exercise 5: Mutual Oral. Did you like taking turns sucking and licking each other’s parts? Now do it at the same time! You can try side to side, or one of you can get on top.”

The picture showed the second option, the couple happily working away at each other’s sex organs from higher and lower elevations.

“How does side to side work?” Jamie asked. “Have you done it?”

“Yeah,” Haden said. “Lie down on your side and raise your leg.”

Jamie, still looking confused, obliged but looked up at the boy.

“Won’t we fall apart, though?” she asked.

“What?” Haden said. “You mean, from gravity?”

“Yeah,” she said. “And force. Like, the force of doing it.”

“Let me show you,” Haden said, lying opposite the girl, and after he’d positioned his erection near her mouth, he put his own mouth near her sexual opening, extending his tongue and running it between her labia, then playing at the hole itself.

Jamie, after struggling to find the best position for this, her left arm flat beneath her, her right hand steadying Haden’s penis, she opened her mouth and took in the first few inches of the organ. She paused briefly to look at what Haden was doing, his attention to her vagina surprisingly energetic, his tongue exploring all of her femaleness, from the hair on her mound to her clitoris to the pink folds of her slot to her hole.

It felt good, she thought as she let Haden’s member back between her lips. Or, it didn’t feel bad at least. She was sensitive there, obviously, and she could feel everything Haden was doing, and it felt like . . . affection. Familiarity. It felt like something a husband would do to his wife first thing in the morning, or at bedtime, instead of a kiss. Or no, along with a kiss. First they would kiss with their mouths, and then he would want to kiss her there, and she’d say yes. It would just be that, though. She wouldn’t be sucking his penis. That wasn’t doing anything for her. But as Haden continued to work at her organ, she tended gamely to his, a combination of sliding her mouth up and down his shaft and licking around and behind the head, back and forth without any real inspiration, just doing a job that was expected of her.

Tasting something salty, she pulled back to look at his penis again, watched as a drop of something clear emerged from his tip. It wasn’t ejaculate, the white cream she’d leaked after Dr. Baker and Haden had released in her before. Nor was it urine. Did all boys leak this way? This was another discovery in a day full of them, another disconcerting fact about sexual reproduction she wasn’t sure she wanted to know.

She went back to work, seeing if she could get Haden’s tip closer to her throat without gagging, so she wouldn’t have to taste what was coming out of him. Haden, ignorant of her motivation, responded to the deeper penetration, grunting quietly and redoubling the pace and intensity of his endeavors between her legs.

How long could he do that to her? she wondered. Long enough to . . .

The next sensation arrived suddenly, frighteningly—the loss of control. She felt like she was about to urinate. But worse was the sense her bowels were about to open.

“Uh,” she said, pulling back, letting Haden’s saliva-slicked penis swing to the side. “Okay, yeah.”

“Done?” Haden asked, voice so thin and raspy he sounded like another boy.

“Yeah, I think so,” she replied, rising on one elbow and looking down at him, desperately hoping none of the fluid on his lips or her inner thigh was urine. If she couldn’t control her release of wastes during an encounter, would they just send her home? Or make her wear a diaper from now on?

Okay, nothing looked like pee, and she spoke her next words with relief. “Maybe we should keep going?”

“Yeah,” Haden agreed, helping her stand. “Was that okay?”

“Was what okay?” she asked.

“You really tensed up,” he said.

“Oh.”

“Like you were about to climax,” Haden said. “But then you changed your mind.”

“Okay,” Jamie said. She was trying to make it obvious she didn’t want to talk about this, but Haden wasn’t picking up on the clues.

“It’s normal,” he said. “Especially for girls. The first orgasm. They don’t know what it is and it scares them.”

“Scares them?” Jamie said, using her best oh how ridiculous! tone, because she wanted Haden to think she couldn’t imagine being scared of her first orgasm.

The boy, unfortunately, still wasn’t getting it.

“I’ve heard of girls thinking they were going to die. Some worry about, you know, going to the bathroom.”

The next exercise appeared, another simple image of two faces pointed at each other with mouths open, and Jamie focused on that, grateful for its interruption.

Exercise 6: Decision Time. What are you going to do, and how? All parties need to be on board with the encounter. What positions will you use? Will she be restrained? Will both of you orgasm, and how?

“I’ve already been tied today,” Jamie said. “So maybe . . . how should I get?”

“You want to try on top?” Haden proposed.

“You mean, like, on top of you?” she asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Sitting on my penis. So you have to do all the work.”

“Ooh,” Jamie said, trying to make it sound like a joke.

Done expediently with Exercise 6, they moved on, finding Exercise 7 around the next bend, set up in a large clearing with the usual artificial turf, along with an impressive complement of iron equipment painted in rust-resistant green—a breeding cross, rings set into the soil in groups of four, pairs of posts, a dozen more stations and a stand loaded with rope in a wide array of lengths and thicknesses. “Intercourse,” it said. “What did you decide on in Exercise 6? Go ahead!”

There was no picture here, because if there was one, there’d have to be hundreds, given all the ways two people could join their bodies. The signs for the eighth and ninth exercises, planted directly next to sign 7, also skipped pictures. “Climax One,” said the first. “It’s time for the reward! Who goes first?” The next sign bore an unsurprising coda. “Climax Two. Now it’s the other’s turn!”

Haden, penis still fully engorged, dropped to his back on the soft, artificial turf and looked at Jamie, waiting.

“You’re okay with not tying me this time?” she asked, looking with slight uncertainty at all the other places where sex could be had.

“That was our decision,” Haden said with a tight smile. “No going back now.”

Jamie stepped up, put her feet on either side of his hips, standing and looking down at him, her vaginal entrance far above his waiting tip. But after considering the physics of the challenge, she dropped to her knees, grabbed Haden’s shaft with one hand, spread her female entrance with the other, and lowered herself onto him, eyes going wide as the novel sensation of being filled surprised her for the third time that day.

“Is it okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said, working her way downward until all of the penis was lodged within her chamber. “It’s just . . . wow.”

“Is it different?” Haden asked.

“Yeah, I think it’s been different every time,” she said, rising up slightly before dropping down again. “It’s like I keep getting . . . I don’t know if this makes sense . . . smoother. Like having them up there is changing my insides.”

“That could happen,” Haden said a little uncertainly. “Or the way you feel it is different. Like . . . maybe like the way a bike feels different when you learn to ride it.”

“Hmm,” Jamie said as she rose and fell steadily. “That’s a really interesting, um, comparison.”

She slowed at the top of her range to ponder the idea, prompting Haden to swing his hips up twice, the pleasure of her wet embrace too great a temptation.

“OHH!” she shouted. “Wow, was that your climax?”

“No,” Haden said. “But I’m getting close.”

“What do I have to do?” Jamie asked.

“Nothing,” he replied. “I mean, what you’re doing is good.”

“I’m supposed to have it too,” she said, tilting her head toward the signs. “Will I get banished if I don’t?”

“Definitely not,” Haden said with a husky laugh. “But you want to try?”

“I still don’t know what to do,” she confessed.

“Just rub your clitoris against me,” he said. “Lean forward and see if you can keep going.”

Wary of what “keep going” could mean—a loss of bowel and bladder control, for example—Jamie pressed her flesh against Haden cautiously, oscillating her hips and sliding up and down his shaft with just enough vigor to maintain sensations she was finding increasingly pleasant.

For a time, she lost herself in the activity, hands around Haden’s shoulders and back arched to maximize the resulting sensations.

Haden wasn’t jabbing her, thankfully, just lying patiently beneath her, letting her explore while he set his own pleasure on the back burner. It was his support she found the most arousing, she realized, the boy wanting her to enjoy her impalement, maybe even win that mythic reward called the female orgasm, and she looked down into his half-closed eyes with gratitude.

Yes, going faster felt not only better, but better in a different way, like she was building toward something powerful, not just maintaining a steady pleasure. So she kept going, even as the feeling of losing control of things reappeared. She’d been expecting it this time, which helped, and she could clamp down on things, tighten her urethra and anus without disrupting the sexual sensations.

“Oh,” she blurted. “Okay okay . . . yeah.” It had begun, something she’d never felt before, a sort of shifting of things within her loins, a little frightening, but an accomplishment all the same, because it was nice, a sort of warming, spasming sensation, and now she knew that. “Wow, this is great . . . uhh, wow—AHHHH!”

What was going on? What . . .? what . . .? “AIIIEEE AIIIEEE! Oh no, no, stop, ahhhh ohhhhh . . . NO NO NO NO fuuuuuuuuuckkkkkkk!”

She felt a warmth around the mouth of her vagina, knew something was pouring out and didn’t care. She felt her bowels churning, but even that didn’t concern her, the social niceties of bladder and bowel control irrelevant as carnal angels from Heaven’s red light district jabbed her with pleasure forks everywhere that mattered, in her belly, her buttocks, her thighs, up her vagina and rectum, in her vaginal lips and clitoris, and her body shook like a leaf in a tempest, pelvis gyrating, back arching, shoulders shaking, knees lifting and slamming into the turf, toes curling, nails digging into Haden’s shoulders, head dropping and lifting as she grunted, groaned, gasped, screamed.

The most intense feelings ebbed slowly, but even the weak aftershocks were stronger than anything she’d ever felt before, wave after wave that felt like a hand squeezing her body, toying with her, making the drawing in of every breath difficult, and she continued shaking her middle, forcing Haden’s mound against the top of her slot and his hard penis against every wet corner of her pink walls.

At last, a welcome calm settled upon her, everything she’d just gone through congealing into a permanent intense memory, and she breathed in deeply and looked down at Haden, who was smiling up at her.

“Congratulations,” he said quietly.

“Was that . . . was that it?” she asked.

“I’m going with yes,” Haden said, “because I didn’t notice you getting struck by lightning a couple of minutes ago.”

Finally recovered enough to perceive the real world, Jamie twisted to look beneath her, relieved she had not emptied her bowels. But she’d urinated, and she looked down at the place where Haden was still embedded in her girlhood, trying to estimate how much fluid she’d released.

“Sorry about peeing,” she said. “Do you want to try to clean up a little before you orgasm?”

Haden looked up at her, seemingly a little puzzled, before he moved gently inside her.

“Wrong on both counts,” he quipped.

“What?” she asked.

“You didn’t pee,” he said, looking down at her vulva, still stretched tightly around the base of his shaft. “And I don’t need to cum anymore.”

“You had your orgasm?” she asked.

“I did,” he said, smiling at her choice of words. “I don’t blame you for not noticing it, though. You were busy elsewhere.”

Jamie laughed. “Okay. But why’s it so wet?”

“We both ejaculated,” he said. “Lift up a little.”

She rose until just the front half of Haden’s penis was still within her.

“You climaxed?” she said. “Why are you still erect?”

“The longer it takes me to cum, the longer it takes me to soften,” he explained. “Now, look at it.”

“Yeah,” she said. “It’s wet everywhere. But it’s not . . .” She ran her finger through the gleaming fluid that clung to his penis and her labia. “Okay. A lot is coming out.”

She slid up and off of him, a thick string of their combined fluids leaking from her hole, and as she swung her leg over his body, she oozed onto his hip and thigh.

“Sorry,” she said, and it was her turn to help him up this time. “It’s kind of messy.”

“Good messy,” Haden said. “It’s never bothered me. In fact, I sort of like it.”

They walked a little slowly and post-orgasmically to the final exercise, Exercise 10, Aftercare. “Finishing doesn’t mean you’re done being together,” the sign read. “Talk about your experiences. Kiss and cuddle. Clean each other up.”

The picture with the sign showed a pair of sexless bodies wrapped around each other, arms in comforting embraces, heads touching.

“That’s sweet,” Jamie said.

“We can try it,” Haden said, heading to the artificial turf and dropping to his knees, and Jamie joined him there, on her knees as well, and they fell together to their sides, hugging, Haden kissing her ear platonically, she suckling his shoulder until she went limp, and Haden realized she had fallen asleep, and he listened to her soft breath until she stirred five minutes later, opened her eyes, laughed.

“I fell asleep?” she said. “I never fall asleep!”

“It’s normal,” Haden said. “Especially after an orgasm. Especially after your first orgasm.”

“Are we supposed to talk about it?” she asked, stretching as they disentangled their bodies.

“That’s what the sign says we should do,” Haden said, gesturing toward it. “Do you have anything to say? Or any questions?”

“That feeling I had, that’s my question,” Jamie said, scrambling to her knees. “Is that, was it really that? An orgasm?”

“It looked like one to me,” Haden quipped.

They were walking again, the path here winding and peaceful, the woods thick around them.

“But . . . can you really be sure?” Jamie said.

“Did you like it?” Haden asked.

“Okay, that’s the thing,” Jamie said. “I didn’t know, while it was happening, if I liked it or if I was scared. It felt a little like I was dying for a second. But that book I read, the girls just, they want it, and they know how to get it, and then they get it, and they’re happy.”

“They’re experienced,” Haden proposed. “In theory anyway, since it’s a work of fiction.”

“But what if it scares me every time?” Jamie asked. “It was . . . okay, I’m trying to remember it . . . There were things about it I liked, but not everything, I don’t think.”

“Would you try it again?” Haden asked. “Would you try to have another one of . . . whatever it was?”

“I think so,” Jamie said. “But what if it’s, you know, like there’s something about it that’s broken? Like, I can’t do it right?”

“I’ve never heard of that,” Haden said. “And, okay, can I say this? I don’t want to . . . but look, that was one of the most epic orgasms I’ve ever seen.”

“Epic?” Jamie repeated, laughing hard now.

“Epic,” Haden said with conviction. “Anytime you want to try again with me, just let me know.”

“I can try,” Jamie said. “But it might have been . . . once in a lifetime, you know. That’s how it feels right now.”

“My first was kind of like that,” Haden said. “But I kept doing it. And girls can do it more than boys.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“More orgasms,” he said. “Since you don’t have to make more semen between orgasms.”

The winding trail had curved around and doubled up on itself, the buildings of the camp visible through the foliage, the chatter, the laughter—and possibly one scream of intense female pleasure from the growing population of camp counselors and staff—echoing through the woods.

At some point as they’d been making their way to the trail’s end, Jamie had unconsciously taken Haden’s hand, and she looked down at it a little self-consciously before she looked into his eyes.

“Are you going to be jealous?” she asked.

“Of what?” Haden said, tightening his grip on the girl’s fingers.

“Of . . . you know,” she stammered, “we’re supposed to do it with . . . everyone.”

“Oh, right,” Haden said. “No, that was the first thing that went away. Because, well . . . what’s the use?”

The trail exited about 30 feet from its entrance, just an unmarked gap in the trees, but a small, helpful sign had been placed there: “Looking for the Breeding Trail?” it asked above an arrow pointing right. “Follow the arrow and look for the signs!”

“Okay,” Jamie said. “I won’t be jealous either. But maybe . . . we could do the trail . . . every few days? Just us two?”

“I’d like that,” Haden assured, and he squeezed the girl’s hand again before they turned to face each other, stepped closer and shared a deep, platonic kiss . . . or a kiss as platonic as possible given they were both still wet with their coupled fluids, and Haden’s resting penis was pressed against Jamie’s hip.




Chapter 16: Kiera Buckingham Arrives

“It’s not too late to change your mind,” said Mrs. Buckingham, turning to look at her daughter with all the support she could muster in her eyes.

“I know,” Kiera said. “But no . . . I’m doing this.”

“I would tell your dad whatever story we agree on,” said Mrs. Buckingham. “We turn around and go back home and explain it however you want. He’ll never know.”

“Yeah,” said Kiera, struggling to keep the annoyance out of her voice. Maybe her mom was just giving her an out, but it was starting to feel like the woman didn’t believe her daughter was up for this, that the girl couldn’t handle Breeding Camp, wasn’t mature or confident or open-minded enough. “I’m doing this, okay?”

Given they were almost done with a three-hour drive, just a few turns down desolate roads left to navigate, turning around wasn’t an option for Kiera for many reasons.

Mrs. Buckingham breathed in. It was time to play the final card.

“I’m not just dropping you off.”

“What do you mean?” Kiera asked.

“I’m getting out. I’m talking to people. I’m going to look around. And if I don’t like what I see, you’re getting back in the car and coming home.”

“Mom,” Kiera said in her most serious, most adult voice. “That is not even possible.”

“Of course it’s possible,” Mrs. Buckingham said with a laugh. “How could that not be possible?”

“It’s a federal camp,” Kiera said. “I’m sure the rules are very different there.”

“There is no law in this country that says a mom can’t protect her daughter,” Mrs. Buckingham said.

“Protect me from what?” Kiera demanded.

“I don’t know,” Mrs. Buckingham said. “And that’s what concerns me most. I’ve never been to a breeding camp. I’ve never even heard of a breeding camp before you signed up. So . . . God knows what they’ll be doing to you.”

“Doing to me?” Kiera echoed. “I’m just going for a few weeks to learn how to, you know, get pregnant. When the time is right. And you have to practice it.”

“Which means that random boys, or, or, men, or God knows who or what, are going to be sticking their penises up your . . . okay, I’m being really blunt here, but I’m your mom . . . penises up your vagina.”

“Yup,” Kiera agreed.

“I know you’ve imagined it,” Mrs. Buckingham said. “But what you imagine and what really happens can be two very different things. That’s something you learn as you get older, that an 18-year-old girl doesn’t necessarily know.”

“I think you missed the turn,” Kiera said flatly, looking back at the forest lining the road, and then at the map on the console.

Mrs. Buckingham sighed, pulled over, turned the car around and eased her way along the road.

“There it is,” Kiera said, pointing frantically to the left. “There’s the sign. Turn there.”

A car and a pickup truck were approaching from the other direction, so Mrs. Buckingham waited, staring intently at the occupants. First came the car, packed with adolescents, a girl in a tank top emerging from the rear window and flexing her biceps. Two hands emerged from behind her, both clearly male, and cupped the girl’s breasts, and she raised her arms victoriously as though getting groped by some boy in the back seat of a car was some kind of big achievement.

What is happening to you right now is nothing to be proud of, Mrs. Buckingham thought, and she did her best to convey her opinion of things through her extremely dour expression. The girl did not seem to notice.

Kiera, meanwhile, looked on raptly, first at the car, and then at the seven occupants of the truck bed, five of whom—three girls and two boys—were completely naked, standing and clinging to the luggage rack on the top of the cab. The fact both boys were nude did not escape Kiera’s attention, nor her mother’s.

“They’re naked,” Mrs. Buckingham noted absently.

“Well, yeah,” Kiera said. “That’s part of breeding.”

“They’re on a public road,” Mrs. Buckingham countered. “That’s indecent exposure.”

“There is like, literally, no one on this road,” Kiera said. “And it’s probably good to get a headstart on it.”

“A headstart on being naked?” Mrs. Buckingham said, turning into the narrow lane cut through the thick woods.

“Well, yeah,” Kiera said, eyes focused unblinkingly on the people in the truck ahead, on their naked skin and their rears and the girls’ breasts, especially on that one girl’s breasts, because she was A-cup, virtually flat, and she was smiling and chatting with the boy next to her and obviously not the least bit concerned that she didn’t have model-worthy breasts. Indeed, this truck bed full of naked peers was one of the most exciting, arousing, empowering things Kiera had ever seen, and—dutiful, respectful daughter she’d always been—her mother might as well have been in another country, because the girl had completely forgotten she was even there.

“Why would they need a headstart on being naked?” Mrs. Buckingham asked.

“What?” Kiera asked, forced by her mother’s question to return to the here and now. “Oh, yeah . . . Okay, not a head start, necessarily. But, okay, practice. Like, so you can do it right, once you get there.”

The truck ahead was proceeding slowly along the lane, freeing up the standing kids from having to hang onto the luggage rack, and now another passenger, a girl, was peeling off her clothes, and one of the naked girls—a little chubby, which did not matter at all—was facing one of the naked boys, and she had her hand wrapped casually around his erect penis, and he didn’t seem to mind.

Kiera kept staring. Her mother kept scowling, and then she sighed.

“They’re just having fun, Mom,” Kiera said.

“I give up,” Mrs. Buckingham said. “I’ve seen all I need to see. I’m going to drop you off and leave and . . . you’re on your own.”

“Perfect,” Kiera said.

“But you call me,” Mrs. Buckingham said. “The second you get uncomfortable, you call me. I’ll come get you in the middle of the night if that’s what it takes. No questions asked. We’ll make up a story for your dad and that’ll be the end of it.”

“I won’t have my phone, though,” Kiera said. “They’re not allowed.”

“I’m sure there will be a way to get in touch, if you need to,” Mrs. Buckingham said.

“I think they have these old timey phones you can use,” Kiera said. “But there’s probably always a line. So don’t, you know, just be waiting or something.”

They’d reached the camp itself, the car and the truck ahead of them easing in among a dozen other haphazardly-parked vehicles, naked youth and soon-to-be naked youth disembarking, disrobing, greeting each other with naked hugs and swinging breasts and erections and, visible near one of the buildings that looked a little like an old church, a boy and girl who were . . . yes, they were having sex. The girl was on her hands and knees in the grass, and the boy was behind her and thrusting gently within her, and they seemed to be talking to each other.

Another boy came into view, his erection . . . well, it was impossible. No one could be that big. He was tall and beautiful, his skin uniformly brown, his warm, friendly face the opposite of someone Mrs. Buckingham would fear on her daughter’s behalf. But still, if Kiera was expected to have sex with people like that, she would probably die.

“Jesus,” Mrs. Buckingham said quietly to herself. “Christ.”

Kiera didn’t hear her mother, undoing her seatbelt and preparing to exit the car when a bus pulled up beside them and stopped and, a moment later, the door opened.

The first person off the bus was a naked girl, stunningly blonde and blue-eyed and, unexpectedly, handcuffed in front. A similarly blond and handcuffed boy emerged behind her, and then another girl, another boy, all with a similar European cast to their features, all looking about themselves with an aura of profound wonder.

“The Svendlandians,” Kiera said quietly, reverently.

“Who?” Mrs. Buckingham said, because her capacity for shock and outrage had been completely exhausted. The poor woman was dropping her innocent, 18-year-old daughter off at what seemed to be an unsupervised orgy. The arrival of—well, what were they? Sex Vikings? Nordic porn prisoners?—was just another angle of the already unfathomable.

“They’re from Svendland,” Kiera said, pushing open the car door, exiting, pulling off her t-shirt and bra, pushing down her shorts and panties, and kicking off her canvas flats for good measure. “They basically invented everything, and they, like, they totally live it, and we’re all going to learn from them.”

Mrs. Buckingham, looking at her daughter’s curvy form despite her desperate urge not to, noticed that the girl had completely shaved herself, not even a thin covering of hair to hide her female slit.

“Mom,” Kiera said, tossing her clothes and her phone on the front seat and bending to look at her mother earnestly. “I’m sorry. About sort of giving you shit on the drive. I love you. Thank you. I’ll see you in six weeks.”

Mrs. Buckingham offered a weak smile, and the girl shut the door and raced around the front of the car, motioning her mother to roll down her window.

“Thank you, thank you,” the girl said, kissing her mother’s mouth. “I love you. Bye.”

Kiera whirled and strode briskly to the blonde, chained people she was calling Svendlandians, her bottom bouncing with every step, her entire form animated with all the energy and fullness of youth, and one of the blonde girls smiled and spoke and Kiera spoke in return and suddenly there was a gathering of the foreigners and the Americans, and Kiera seemed to be entirely at home, and Mrs. Buckingham backed her car away and reached into the glove compartment to find a tissue and pressed it against her eyes, riven in equal measures by a desperate fear and a motherly pride.




Epilogue

The meeting of the United States Senate’s Military Readiness Committee was gaveled into order, and Senator Joe Daughtry, who had just hustled in from a constituent meeting, sat and leafed quickly through the agenda and supporting materials.

Committee Chair Sen. Linda Karyokos liked moving briskly through things, and she covered in quick succession a new engineering education initiative, some interesting developments in quantum physics that might have military potential, and a new source of military grade titanium in Australia. But once she got to the Breeding Camp project, there were questions.

“Now, what exactly are these camps?” asked Sen. Churl Whitewater.

“I don’t have any more detail than you see in your materials,” Sen. Karyokos said. “The basic idea is getting thousands of American youth in camps across the country to go over the essentials of reproduction.”

“And why is this a military readiness matter?” Sen. Whitewater asked.

“The Department of Population has decided to see it that way, so they’ll be looping us in going forward,” Sen. Karyokos explained. “A drop in population means a drop in recruitment, so this is central to military readiness.”

“What goes on in these camps?” asked Sen. Daughtry, distracted by the nagging idea that he’d had some dealing with a Breeding Camp recently. Someone had called him from one, maybe, but he could not for the life of him remember why or what was said. “Is it more theoretic and scientific? Or more hands on?”

“Good questions I don’t have the answers to,” replied Sen. Karyokos. “I’m thinking we all get familiar with what’s going on. Maybe even visit a camp during summer break.”

“Where are they?” Sen. Daughtry asked. “Any of them in Kansas?”

“There’s a sheet with a list of addresses,” Sen. Karyokos said. “I’m pretty sure there’s something in your neck of the woods.”

Sen. Daughtry flipped through the materials, found the list.

“Okay, Parkersburg,” he said. “In Oklahoma.”

He pulled out his phone, plugged in his Kansas home address and the Parkersburg address.

“That’s not more than a three-hour drive,” he said. “And Gideon Lake is right on the way. I got a hunting buddy up there I need to catch up with anyway.”

The other senators looked at the list, several finding Breeding Camps in their states or one state over, and a handful of them committed to dropping by over the summer, along with Sen. Daughtry.
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