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Foreword

“Hey, Clark,” said the President of the United States of America at the start of the daily national security briefing, “before we get into the national security stuff, I’d like to go back over some of the things you said last week, about the, what did you call it, the population bomb?”

“The population crisis,” replied National Security Advisor Clark Burroughs. “Reduced immigration, increased birth control, infertility at epidemic levels—we’re looking at a 10 percent drop in population in 20 years, another 10 a decade after that.”

“And our enemies are going through the same thing?” the president asked.

“Well, if you want to call them that,” said Burroughs. “But yeah, China, Russia, they’re both seeing a drop too. Way worse than ours.”

“Why is theirs worse?”

“Immigration helps,” Burroughs replied.

“Wait, immigration?” the president said. “Like, all those Mexicans?”

“That’s one group, yes.”

“So, we’re better off . . . but it’s not white people having more babies?”

“Well . . . people of strictly European descent,” Burroughs said, adding with a laugh, “but you know, melting pot and all.”

“And we want more people?” the president asked.

“It’s considered a strategic advantage if you can keep your population growing.”

“Right, right. I was talking to Kimberly about that last night, we both had some ideas.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah, building on some of the ideas you mentioned, like de-stigmatizing sex or whatever. Didn’t you mention that?”

“Possibly.”

“So we came up with some really out of the box stuff. You know how she gets.”

“Any idea is worth considering,” Burroughs assured. “What were you thinking?”

“Okay, remember the Presidential Physical Fitness Program?”

“Uh, not really.”

“It was called something like that, you can Google it. Presidential Fitness or something. You had to do a crap ton of situps, some pullups, run around and shit like that. Obama switched it to something else. But that’s not the main point of what we came up with.”

“What did you come up with?” Burroughs asked.

“Presidential Breeding Fitness,” said the President. “Think about it. Breeding fitness. Tests. Awards. Stuff at schools. Summer camps. Full federal funding.”

“What kind of budget were you thinking?”

“I don’t know. Maybe a billion. Spend some in the inner-city, Democrats might even go for it.”

“How serious are you about this?” Burroughs asked.

“I want an official—what do you call it?—program proposal or whatever. Like, 50 pages, the way they do, details and spending.”

“That’s not really my bailiwick,” Burroughs confessed.

“Population is national security,” the President shot back. “I swear you said that.”

“Yes, but you’re describing a domestic social program. I’m not sure the Constitution even—”

“I know, I know, but can you get the right people involved? Health and Human Services, maybe.”

“I’ll talk to some people. Maybe a new directorship.”

“Sounds good,” the President said.

“Maybe a new cabinet position,” Burroughs continued.

“Whatever, let me know what they say, I want something next month.”

“Next month?”

“Okay, let’s say 30 days from now,” the President said.

“Do you have anything written down we can start from?” Burroughs asked.

“Talk to Kimberly, she’s upstairs. Just write down whatever the fuck she says. She’s going a mile a minute on this one, some of it is capital C crazy, especially the school stuff, but start with that. All legal of course. Age-appropriate. She’ll tell you more.”

“Yes, Mr. President.”




Chapter 1: Anastasia’s Plan B

Anastasia wasn’t sure where she’d first gotten the idea. Maybe it was a glimpse of something on one of her brothers’ PCs. Maybe it was a scene on one of the racier television shows she was allowed to watch. Maybe it was a dream. But from her elementary school days onward, Anastasia was both aware of—and fascinated by—the fact that some people chose to live their lives naked.

Not just in the shower, not just when they were changing, not just at the doctor, but whenever they could, whenever they were inside or outside in nice weather. Even when other people were around.

Naked in front of other people.

The condition was at first just a matter of intrigue for Anastasia. Why would people do that? Were they too poor to dress? Or maybe all clothes felt like wool to them? She hated the feel of wool, never wore the wool sweater her grandmother had gotten for her before it became too small for her shoulders and her bust.

But as she matured, her interest in living nakedly went from why other people did it to what it would be like for her to live that way, and she would imagine herself at home, at a friend’s sleepover, at school, without any clothes on. What would people say? Everyone would be looking at her. And if she said it was how she wanted to be, preferred to be, needed to be, who could criticize her? There was a boy in the sixth grade named Robert who one day came to class in a dress, and the teacher was in on it apparently and told the class her name was now Roberta, and everyone would call her Roberta, and anyone who didn’t go along could get in trouble, and one girl actually got told off by the teacher for calling her Robert, although it seemed to be more an oversight, since the girl wasn’t that socially alert. So if you could declare yourself to be a girl when you were born a boy, couldn’t you also declare yourself to be naked—especially since you were born naked?

As these thoughts arrived and grew in her mind, Anastasia went about her life like any other girl, and she pondered strange and dark things at times, just like any other girl, and no one would have known what thoughts she harbored, what imagined happenings preoccupied her at times. She was a good student in school, she was obedient at home, she liked reading, didn’t watch too much TV or play more video games than she should have. She loved her parents and her two older brothers, fighting with them over the usual matters, but hugging them when they returned from a weekend away.

But the thoughts persisted, occurring to her at random times most days, and arriving as well in her dreams.

Everyone dreams about being naked, or so she’d read online, and no one should be ashamed of it, the article assured. But why would anyone be ashamed? Anastasia wondered. If she had her way, she would be nude in all her dreams, because she loved the dreams where it happened.

The element of her naked dreams, as she called them, that she liked the most was how everyone else reacted. Because they didn’t. No one seemed shocked, upset, offended. She talked to people, and they talked back. She went to school naked in one dream, and her teacher called her up to the front of the classroom to work a problem on the board, and she worked it properly and the teacher handed her a gold star and said put it anywhere, and Anastasia had put it right over her belly button as a sort of joke, and the other students got the joke and laughed and she sat down, happy, before she woke up and realized with no small disappointment it had all been a dream, and she had not succeeded in coming out as a girl who wanted to be naked, and these desires of hers, and this part of her personality, were still completely secret, unknown.

Perhaps she could simply declare herself to be a nudist, like Robert had declared himself to be Roberta, and dare anyone to question it. But how would that be received? If she told her parents, what would they say?

They were open-minded, she knew that. When she was young, she’d assumed all mothers and fathers encouraged their daughters to wonder if God might be a giant alligator, if people were really all angels in an angel school, if each of her toes had an individual soul. Only when she’d made it to middle school and went to other friends’ houses and talked about moms and dads at sleepovers did she understand that some parents had no tolerance for that kind of creativity, that some things, especially pertaining to God, were beyond the reach of a girl’s inquisitive mind.

But still, how would she mention nakedness even to her mom and dad?

In her mind, she’d approached the matter in every way she could conceive of, and it never worked out right:

So, mom . . . do you think it’s okay to be naked all the time?

Uh, what?

You know . . . naked. Like, everywhere.

Why are you asking?

Because I sort of want to be that way.

Why would you want to do that, Anastasia? Please explain yourself fully.

Okay, never mind.

Or:

Mom and Dad, can we talk about something very serious?

Of course we can.

Okay, so, there’s this thing about me, that no one knows. It’s a thing where I, um, never wear clothes, at home, or even other places, or even outside, when it’s warm. Because I’ve always wanted to live that way.

Do you just want attention? Dad would ask, because he was into psychology and liked guessing about people’s motivations.

Okay, never mind.

Or:

So I had a dream where I was naked last night. Outside. At a park.

Okay.

And I was sort of wondering what it would be like for real. Like, to try it.

Sometimes we have dreams to make sure we know when something’s a very bad idea.

Okay, never mind.

In each instance she came up with, her parents thought less of her after the conversation. She couldn’t say why they would, but she could imagine their disappointment all the same, a new opinion of her that would never quite go away.

She considered now and then breaking the ice with one of her brothers first, in the hope they might say just the right thing to her parents, and they would understand and she’d never have to address the matter directly with them, could just start going naked and all would be understood.

But which brother, and what would be said?

Wyngate was the closer brother, in both age—he was two years her senior—and affection. They could talk at length of all kinds of things—analyses of their parents’ idiosyncrasies, favorite and least favorite school subjects, and the profoundly affected Smithson kids, one of whom was in each of their grades and tended to talk like they were English nobility. Anastasia and Wyngate both liked Barker’s Alley, a futuristic, fantasy-science fiction series that Wyngate was always drafting fan fiction for, showing it to Anastasia before he posted it. But she and Wyngate had never talked about sex, and never would. Not that going nude was sex. It wasn’t. But it was sexual, sort of, and Anastasia couldn’t imagine bringing it up with him. She couldn’t even imagine what he would say. Maybe nothing, just silence, until she walked away.

Urbane was the earthier one. He was four years older, and he liked girls and that was all there was to it, and he would share his opinions over the dinner table, commenting on a girl in his class at the county technical school who’d gotten breast augmentation surgery, another girl whose rearend “sprouted” (Urbane’s actual word) over the summer. She knew he got in trouble once for looking at porn on his PC, and when he promised he wouldn’t do it anymore, she suspected that was a lie. Yes, he was comfortable with matters of the female form, but maybe too comfortable.

“I think it’s a great idea,” she could hear him saying in his ironic or maybe not-so-ironic way. “Go for it.”

And that wouldn’t do either.

Never mind.

But eventually, she arrived at a plan B, a carefully-crafted campaign in which actions would take the place of words, a systematic, incremental process in which someone else would have to speak first.

Or, if they never spoke at all, that would be fine too.




Chapter 2: Walked In On

Yes, his penis could grow. Haden had known that all along. And when it did, it became the center of all his physical sensations, a wooden rod wrapped in soft leather that he loved to touch, to grab, to swing, to examine.

Inevitably, one night in bed, during a particularly vigorous session of examination and attention, the urgency and ache yielded to something else, a pulsing slice of utopia and the emergence of wet cream, a sticky mess that ran down his shaft and coated his fingers and couldn’t simply be wiped off, so after the waves of euphoria subsided, he had to put on the shorts and t-shirt he slept in and go to the bathroom to clean up, and his mother heard him and yelled through the door of her bedroom, “Everything okay?” and he replied that it was, and flushed the toilet so she’d think he was just doing a bedtime pee, although he’d already done that a half an hour ago.

But what did his mom know about things like this? Probably nothing. She was a single mom, raising her single child, a boy.

Over the next few years, Haden enjoyed his discovery in as many different places and ways as possible. In bed at night, in the shower, and in the afternoons after he got home from school, before his mother made it home from work.

It was those afternoon sessions he enjoyed the most, when he had the run of the apartment, masturbating in the kitchen, the living room, his bedroom, finally releasing in the den, in front of the TV while it was tuned to one of those women-intensive, late afternoon talk shows, and he imagined he was sitting there with them, working toward climax while they discussed recipes or how to bargain for a raise or a promotion, the boy there not troubling them at all.

The laws of probability dictated what finally happened, Tatum coming home early one afternoon from her job as a law firm administrator, and catching her son in the act.

He was on the couch, eyes on the TV but not really looking at it, right hand around his penis, his body in profile to the door where his mother had appeared, arriving just in time to see the first stream of semen leave his tip and arc up and down again, landing on his thigh.

Haden’s first sensation was of something that had gone terribly wrong before he turned and looked into his mother’s eyes and confirmed the specifics, and all the pleasures of orgasm vanished, even as his loins continued to pump semen out in diminishing quantities, at diminishing speed, another erupting onto his thigh, the rest rolling over his fingers and down his shaft to his scrotum.

Tatum said nothing, just headed to her doorway, leaving her son to stew in the profoundest mortification of his young life.

He finished releasing and looked at the cream on his legs and down his member and around his hand, seeing it for the first time not as it looked to him, but how it all must have looked to his mother. It wasn’t just that she’d seen him touching himself, which possibly he could have explained away—he felt an itch, he was hot and so he undressed and then he was just touching innocently—she’d seen it coming out. It was not something that just happened. You had to arrange for it, do some planning, dedicate yourself to the cause.

So after he’d finished spilling, Haden sat frozen. Now that he’d been seen doing . . . that . . . being seen making the relatively more innocent trip to the bathroom to wash up was impossible to imagine. So he waited while his penis softened and his semen dried, one minute, two minutes, three, until he heard a door shut and knew his mother had finally gone into her bedroom to change, and he stood and made his way up the hall, the familiar path rendered strange by the situation. His shoulder brushed the wall and a moment later, his mother’s bedroom door opened and she appeared, still dressed for work.

“Haden,” she said.

The naked boy stopped in his tracks and directed a deer-in-the-headlights look toward his mom.

“Hey,” he said, and his right hand drifted on its own to his genitals, cupping them in a futile bid for modesty.

“There’s nothing wrong with what you were doing,” she said.

“Okay,” Haden said, his mind immediately going to the skeptical place where sons’ heads go when their parents try to boost their self-esteem. Tatum was supportive, Haden knew that. His friends at school regularly reported the insults their parents slung their way—“retard” was a not uncommon appellation—things Haden couldn’t imagine his mother saying. Haden had always been bright, handsome, big for his age, coordinated, at least in his mother’s eyes, but he’d come to take her praise with a grain of salt. And as he stood before the woman, desperately clinging to his male parts, he was assigning these newest words to the same category. No, playing with one’s penis wasn’t okay, was in fact very wrong, but Mom couldn’t say that. She was probably dying inside, right now. But she’d taken some positive parenting courses a few years ago, no doubt, and this is what you were supposed to say to your son when you found out he was a freak: There’s nothing wrong with what you were doing.

Just say that, and hope he never does it again, or if he does, hope you never have to see it again. But whatever happens, hope he won’t think too badly of himself before he outgrows it.

If there was nothing wrong with what he was doing, after all, why did she have to say there was nothing wrong with what he was doing?

“All boys do it,” she continued, looking into his eyes. “And in a lot of households, it’s kept very secret. But it doesn’t have to be. It shouldn’t be.”

“Okay,” Haden said, using a word that could mean anything, or nothing. You might be right, it could mean. I hear your words is another interpretation. Can we please be done now so I can wash my hands? But Tatum wasn’t done, and so Haden continued to stand, hand around his penis and balls.

“I really wish I’d mentioned it before,” she said. “I meant to bring it up the first time I noticed semen in your room. But it’s . . . you know, I kind of wimped out.”

Really, Mom? Haden thought. Just tell me it’s okay and we’ll never talk about it again. You don’t have to try this hard.

And where did you find my semen? I really tried to clean it up.

“So I’m glad I caught you,” she said, then made her embarrassed face. “Sorry, not caught. You weren’t doing anything wrong. Walked in on you. I’m glad I walked in on you. Because there are some things I’ve been wanting to say.”

“Okay,” Haden said, bracing for some new angle to this conversation that would confirm his initial suspicion, that his mother was doing her best not to hurt his feelings while she tried to figure out how to get through her most horrible scene with her only child.

“At this age, it’s something you should be doing at least twice a day,” she said. “Does that sound reasonable?”

Does that sound reasonable? Haden repeated the words in his mind. Wait, what? These were the words she used when she proposed a new approach to keeping his room clean, or doing his share of the work in the kitchen. Does that sound reasonable? But now she’s using it for . . . this? Is what I was doing so weird that she’s going way overboard on trying to make it seem normal? Like, to herself?

Haden was just staring at his mother as he tried to work through all the possible interpretations of whatever it was that was going on.

“Okay,” she said, and she laughed. It was one of her sincere laughs, the sound she made when Haden had said something truly funny, or she heard a joke in a movie or on TV. Haden would be laughing too, often enough; they had the same sense of humor, usually. “I know this isn’t ideal for a serious conversation,” she said with a quick glance at the hand wrapped around his genitals. “But I wanted to start the dialogue. So . . . maybe we can talk a little more over dinner?”

“Sure,” Haden said. Now he was being sincere too. Relieved, even. He was processing the sum total of what had happened since his mom caught him, and nothing was matching the you’re-a-freak scenario. Maybe it wasn’t as bad as he thought. Maybe his mom was being honest. Maybe it was normal. He couldn’t be the only boy in the world who’d discovered this. Maybe all parents had this conversation with their sons, once they caught them touching themselves, and no one ever talked about it because it was still very private, at least beyond the home.

“Did you have some homework to do?” Tatum asked.

“Yeah, a ton tonight,” Haden said, removing his hand from his genitals without really deciding to.

“Your business test is in two days, I think?” she ventured.

“Yeah, and an English paper next week Mr. Schmidt just dropped on us.”

“Has it helped,” Tatum began, “to masturbate before you start your homework?”

“I don’t . . . uh, what?” Haden stammered.

“Does it help to masturbate first?” she repeated.

“Well, I guess,” Haden said. He hadn’t really thought of it that way. When he got home, he just wanted to feel that feeling. Schoolwork was the last thing on his mind when he was undressing, getting erect, touching himself, squirting, and the thought that playing with his genitals was someone part of his study habits made him suddenly mortified again.

“Now, is everyone touching themselves before they start working on their rough draft?” Mr. Schmidt would ask his class. “Haden, I feel it would be particularly beneficial to you. Every afternoon, before you start working on that paper, I want you to take your penis in your hand and stroke it vigorously until that white cream shoots out of the tip.”

Oh, no no no.

Maybe Tatum could sense Haden’s embarrassed imagination, because she nodded the way she did when she was wrapping up a topic.

“I’m making perch tonight,” she said. “With waffles and asparagus. And let’s plan to go over things then. I’d like a list from you—I want you to write it out, it doesn’t have to be long—of what we can do to make masturbation as comfortable as possible for you. And I’m going to have a few requests too.”

“Okay,” Haden agreed.

Tatum slipped back into her room, shut the door, and Haden made his way into the bathroom, shutting that door even though all he had to do was wash his hands.

He considered putting a towel on for the walk back to his bedroom, but his brain was already wrapping itself around the conversation he’d just had with his mother. Not just the words of the talk, but the way it had been done, him standing naked in the hall, only his hand to cover his male parts, while his mother spoke normally to him, calmly, without any embarrassment. At some point, he’d dropped his hand, revealing his bare penis, and she hadn’t cared about that either.

So he could talk in the nude about masturbation with his mom, and it was all just a normal thing, and he passed her bedroom door on the way to his room, naked all the way and beginning to get the first sense that he’d been handed an unexpected and as yet difficult-to-define kind of freedom. But yes, something had happened. This might be exactly what his mother said it was—something healthy she wanted him doing regularly. Twice a day. Wait, at least twice a day. Maybe more. How much more?

He found his clothes on the bed where he’d set them when he got home from school, pulled on his briefs and t-shirt, put his pants in the drawer and grabbed a pair of sweatpants to study in.

Normally, he would have left his pants on his bed, maybe put them away at bedtime, or more likely tossed them on the floor and put them back on to go to school in the morning. But something about the talk with his mother had impacted him. He felt . . . supported. Respected. Somehow, his mother had turned his new habit of yanking on his penis for pleasure into an overture. Not a rejection of who he was, not an excuse for a new gulf between them, but an acceptance. A chance to grow.

Haden sat at his desk, slid his schoolwork out of his bookbag, went first to an American history sheet where he just needed to fill in the blanks using last week’s reading assignment. Easy enough. But the English paper was going to take more thinking, and something had Haden distracted as he opened his laptop, peered at the sheet with the assignment written across it, and tried to marshal his thoughts.

Something was nagging at the back of his mind.

His mother had just walked in on him masturbating. That was probably it. But then, it had ended well enough, hadn’t it? Somehow, the woman had turned the whole situation into just a regular conversation. But that was distracting too, a normal talk about something not normal at all. If masturbation was normal, wouldn’t people be doing it all the time, wherever they felt like? In public, on the job, at school? Well, it wasn’t that normal, but apparently it was normal enough to be discussed among family in the privacy of the home.

Not just discussed, Haden thought, replaying what he could recall of the dialogue. It wasn’t just a “oh you were doing that and it’s okay” type of talk. Mom had pushed it beyond that. Mom wanted him to masturbate, what, twice a day? At least? And she wanted to talk further about it. She’d asked him to do something. Like an assignment. What had she asked him to do? Something by dinner.

This was what was distracting Haden. His mother had given him instructions. He remembered it now. It had almost been lost in the midst of everything else. What had she asked him to do? Masturbate twice a day, check. But something else? What else could she want? Ideas, maybe. Something about masturbating, obviously. A list. Yes, a list of . . . how to make masturbation easy for him.

What?

It had made sense when she’d said it. Haden had the memory of at least vague comprehension at the moment. But now he was lost. When so inclined, he grabbed his penis, he moved his hand up and down, he washed up and put his clothes back on. What could change here that would make any of that easier? How could his mother help with any of that?

But Haden allowed his mind to wander. What else might she have meant? He ripped a sheet from his notebook and began listing things, because now the ideas were coming.




Chapter 3: Plan B, Step 1: Bra

For a week, Anastasia mapped out her strategies, and on the next Monday after school, she was ready to launch the project.

She was very specific about how she wanted things to go. She’d even written out a list, in code, of what she’d do when. “Mdy:” she wrote in the first column at the top of the sheet, meaning Monday. In the next column, she’d written “NS,” which meant no shirt. On future dates would come “NP,” “NB,” and “NU,” although the days weren’t quite certain yet, because of “Pd?” which meant period, whose start she wasn’t completely sure about but which would impact her project. There was also “Shv?”, which meant shave, which she also wasn’t completely sure about. And then “Sit,” which stood for situation, and represented the true creativity of her plan, because this was where she’d written down in code the ruse supporting each step in her plan. “Tht hm alne,” she wrote in one situation blank. “No twl aftr shwr,” she wrote for another.

As soon as she got home from school that day, she went straight to her bedroom, closed her door and stripped, as she had been doing often the last few months. At first when this phase began, she’d stripped in her room to make sure she actually wanted to be that way. Yes, she believed in nudity in concept, but what if in practice she got annoyed with it after 15 minutes? That didn’t happen, of course. In fact, she loved it more and more. First, there was the delicious sense of bare skin, of unencumbered flesh, a pleasure all its own. But second, there was also the philosophy behind it. Naked, she was she and only she. Clothes were something else—a fabrication, an illusion, a lie. We are bodies, in her case colored peach and pink and cream, with light brown hair on her head and slightly darker brown hair above her vulva, all the color required for her to be her. To cover it with green, or yellow, or red was in her mind little different from someone covering their face with green makeup or red cloth.

And then, there was the aesthetic. Nudity was as beautiful in humans—all humans—as it was in animals. Anastasia had seen a herd of rescue horses on TV once, some fat and some old and skinny and some with perfect horse dimensions, but all of them unclothed and beautiful.

Anastasia was closer to the dimensions considered most attractive—B-cup breasts, a narrow waist, wide hips and a slightly oversized bottom, but when she looked at herself naked in her full-length bedroom mirror, she wasn’t admiring this curve or that angle—she was looking at a body, one of billions in the world, all of them beautiful, most of them tragically hidden.

During her afternoon exercise, she always left the blinds spread wide before her almost-floor-to-almost-ceiling bedroom window, which looked out on the patio and the garden, where Mr. Pinckney often worked in the afternoon because it was shaded then. Sometimes she saw him while she was nude, pushing a wheelbarrow next to the rosebushes, or digging up the uneven bricks, leveling the sand beneath them and laying them flat again. When he was out there, he was always distant, and he was always focused on his work, and he was always old, all of which reduced the probability to almost nothing that he would look into Anastasia’s second-floor window and actually see her undraped body. And it wasn’t like she was just standing there. Or sitting there, anyway. Her desk was near the window, but not in it. She might have to walk past her window to get another book, or go to the bathroom, but she wasn’t just stopping there and staring at Mr. Pinckney. Admittedly, if he happened to be working on the hedges just below her window, standing on the fourth rung of his ladder to trim the tops like he did a few times a year, and if he looked up, he would see inside her room, and he would see her. Naked. He probably wouldn’t care. Just one of the McHenry kids in her room, doing her thing. She must not care that she’s naked and I can see her. I guess it’s no big deal. Maybe he’d wave to Anastasia. He could be friendly like that sometimes. And she’d wave back. Just normal stuff.

Within a few days of going nude in her room, she found herself at school looking forward with a new passion to getting home. If she were looking away during a lecture, that’s probably what she was thinking about—getting home, undressing, and enjoying several glorious hours of private nakedness before she had to dress for dinner.

Not that she wanted privacy, necessarily. She never locked her door, and at the same time she was imagining Mr. Pinckney at her window, she imagined someone barging in through her door, one of her parents or one of her brothers, looking for her or for something they thought was in her room, and she’d jump up from her bed or her desk chair and stand before them, completely uncovered and completely immodest, and ask what they needed, and perhaps help them find it, and perhaps talk a bit more about whatever was of mutual interest, and then they’d have to observe that she wasn’t wearing anything, and she’d have to reply honestly that she never wore anything when she was in her room, and in fact she wished she could go naked everywhere, and maybe that would settle things.

It never happened, though. People always knocked. And they didn’t knock and then wait for her to open the door with her clothes on and then ask why it took her so long. They just knocked, shouted something through the door like that dinner was ready or mom or dad would be home late and she should microwave something, and then they left without the door’s ever needing to be opened.

So that Monday, as was usually the case, Anastasia spent the afternoon by herself in her room, naked, studying, reading, surfing the web, chatting with her best friend Belinda about everything but that one subject, the topic that was at the top of her mind at that moment. Anastasia wasn’t ready to share her nakedness plans with anyone else beyond her family. She didn’t want word getting out and possibly finding its way back to her brothers or her parents before she was ready to reveal her thoughts to them herself. Nor did she want some more ethereal process to jinx it.

On the day when it was time to begin her plan B, Anastasia knew she’d be summoned to dinner about 6:30, so at 6:15, she put on panties and black shorts and a pink bra and nothing else, and the knock came and she headed to the kitchen, where Francine was putting the meal into serving dishes under Mrs. McHenry’s supervision, and Wyngate was seated at the breakfast table by the window, a novel in his hand.

“What’re we having?” Anastasia asked. It was a normal question. Something she asked all the time.

“Francine made chicken and dumplings,” replied Mrs. McHenry, her back to Anastasia. “Make your drink and head to the table, dinner’s ready.”

Anastasia went to the fridge for milk, sensed Wyngate looking, raising his eyes to her and letting them linger longer than usual, but she didn’t dare look back. All of this needed to be completely normal, and that’s how she was going to play it.

Still looking only before herself, she walked to the dining room and took her seat at the table, pulled out her phone until Urbane appeared, bearing a can of Pepsi.

“What’s on the menu?” he asked her, and she looked up, directly into his eyes. “Mom said chicken and dumplings.”

“Is this bra night?” he asked, settling into his usual space on the other side of the table.

“Bra night?” Anastasia asked, raising her eyebrows in utter innocence.

“Well, you—”

“Where’d you get that?” Wyngate demanded, settling next to his brother with a glass of tonic water.

“Secret stash,” Urbane replied.

“You pay for it?” Wyngate asked.

“More or less.”

“I’ll buy it off you if you don’t try to rip me off.”

“Buck a can,” Urbane said.

“You don’t pay half that for a case.”

“Buy your own then.”

“Seventy-five cents.”

“Whatever, deal,” Urbane said. “Want one now?”

“Yeah.”

Urbane departed, Mr. McHenry appeared and took his seat at the head of the table, Francine set the serving dishes on the table, Mrs. McHenry took her seat, Urbane returned with a can of Pepsi.

“It’s warm,” Wyngate complained, rising up to get a fresh glass and ice as the rest of the family began serving themselves.

Anastasia was ready for the questions about her attire. She was halfway into an answer to Urbane’s question before Wyngate intervened and saved her the trouble. And that’s all that happened. There were questions about school for everyone—Urbane’s business program at county tech, Wyngate’s classes during his last year of high school, Anastasia’s ongoing struggles with the vague expectations of her civics teacher. It was warm for late September, so they talked about that, and after dinner, Anastasia helped clear the table and load the dishwasher in her bra and black shorts, and no one ever said a thing.

Nor did they two nights later, when she wore a black bra to dinner, or Friday, when she wore her white bra and it was just she and Wyngate and her mother eating leftovers, because Mr. McHenry had his monthly men’s group meeting and Urbane was doing a group project followed by going out. And all that Saturday, until she left for a night out with her friends at five, she wore white shorts and her smallest bra, her red one, and she worked on homework in her room with her door open, wrote a report in the den, watched a little TV, had lunch in the kitchen, and at some point during the day interacted with everyone in her family, none of whom raised any objections, or even questions, about her clothing.

The project was, overall, off to a smashing start.




Chapter 4: Five Ideas Over Dinner

By dinnertime, Haden had created a what he considered a conscientious, 5-point proposal to masturbate at least twice a day, and he brought his sheet to the table, all of one side and half the other filled with false starts, cross outs, and lines and arrows to indicate the final product.

As soon as the meal was on the table, Tatum looked at her son. “Okay, you first.”

Haden cleared his throat, peered at his list, set down his fork, squinted because what he’d created was something of a mess, found his first item and paused. The hard part was starting. But the ever-supportive Tatum reached out.

“Want me to read the first one?” she asked, and Haden handed over the sheet, his thumb on the start of the first sentence.

“Let me know if you’re going to get home early,” she read, and she nodded and looked at her son.

“Okay,” she said. “But why?”

“Well,” Haden began, considering it obvious. “So I can go in my room.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Well, so . . . so you won’t . . . so I can do it there, in my room.”

“Because you don’t want me to see you masturbating?”

“Yeah,” Haden said, looking at the table because this was awkward for him.

“Let me play dumb for a second,” his mother said. “Just bear with me. Why shouldn’t I see you masturbating?”

Haden leaned back, stifled a laugh. Okay, she was playing dumb. It’s something she did sometimes, to get Haden to explain himself more fully. And it worked. When she said she was playing dumb, he could sort of talk down to her, and he’d find himself explaining things in ways that made more sense to her, or even to him.

“Okay,” he said. “How’s this? Because when I do it, stuff comes out, and—”

“Semen,” she interrupted.

“Right, semen comes out,” he agreed. “And you don’t want to . . . I’m sure when you see that, I mean . . .”

“Haden,” she said.

“Yes?”

“It doesn’t matter. There’s nothing wrong with it. It doesn’t bother me. It didn’t bother me today.”

“But it’s like, sort of, going to the bathroom,” Haden said.

“No, it really isn’t,” she said. “Going to the bathroom is eliminating the body’s waste products. Semen isn’t a waste product.”

“But it’s kind of messy,” he said. “It really—”

“Hair’s messy,” she said.

“What?” Haden said, not sure he heard her correctly.

“Hair,” she said, grabbing a clump of hers and looking down at it. “It comes out of the body, and it has to be cut, and then it has to be cleaned up. But when I cut your hair, are you embarrassed?”

“No,” he said, stating the obvious.

“So think of semen like hair,” she said. “Your body makes it, just like your body makes hair, and both are beautiful, and there’s nothing to be ashamed of, and I don’t want you to be ashamed of it.”

As Haden worked through an utterly foreign concept, backed up with what appeared to be irrefutable logic, he returned to his dinner, thinking.

“Most of my list is about privacy,” he said with a self-deprecating laugh.

“What’s the second one?” she asked, handing him back the sheet.

“I’ll do it, for the second time that day, if I do it two times, I’ll do it at bedtime, so when I shut my door, that means I’ll probably be doing it soon,” Haden said. “And then the third idea is, if my door is shut at other times, please knock.”

“What’s the fourth one?” she asked.

“It’s sort of privacy too,” Haden replied. “When you’re not home, I’d probably like to finish in the den if that’s okay.”

“The den,” she said. “Like today. That’s where you prefer to orgasm?”

“Yeah . . . I usually do in there,” he said. “I guess I turn the TV on, and I sort of like that. Having it on.”

“If that’s where you’d rather finish, then do it there, whether I’m home or not,” she said. “It doesn’t matter to me.”

Haden looked at his mother, working through this new thought—or this new image, really—of him masturbating in the den with the TV on when his mother walked in; and him just continuing to do it, in front of her. The scene was almost incomprehensible. Not completely incomprehensible, though. More imaginable than before, given all that had transpired that day. But doing it while she was in the same room? How could that even happen?

“Have you ever heard of a paradigm shift?” his mom asked.

“I think so,” Haden said. “You mean where you change your mind?”

“Bigger than that,” she said. “I know you’ve seen masturbating as private, and embarrassing, and I want you to switch all those ideas off. It’s healthy, it’s an important skill, and there’s no reason to hide it.”

“Skill?” Haden said, almost laughing again. In his mind, skill was a sports thing. Baseball players had skill. Football players needed lots of skill. Grabbing your penis for pleasure was just something you did.

“I’m being serious,” she said. “It’s not as easy to learn as you might think. It’s something you can get better at. Guidance from someone else can be a very good thing.”

“Guidance?” Haden said. This sounded like another idea from the realm of impossibilities. Guidance from whom? Not his mother, certainly, who didn’t have a penis. And who was . . . his mother.

“It’s not unusual for men to give each other advice,” she said, and she opened her mouth to continue the thought, but when Haden shook his head subtly, she changed directions.

“You said you had five ideas?” she said.

“Yeah, right,” Haden said, looking at his sheet. “The last one is, I’ll try to clean up, but if you find something, let me know and I’ll get it taken care of.”

“Very good,” Tatum said, beaming. “That’s more what I was looking for.”

“You do want it cleaned up, right?” Haden asked.

“I do, the same way I have you sweep up your hair after I cut it,” she said. “So what are you doing now?”

“I’m just . . .” Haden said, pausing slightly as he remembered what he was talking about, before he remembered that this was all okay. Paradigm shift. Right. “I’m just using a washcloth, or toilet paper, or whatever’s around.”

“After you ejaculate?” his mother asked.

“Uh, yeah. Like, it comes out first, and then I clean it up where it ends up.”

“That can be a little messy,” she said. “Don’t you think?”

“I guess.”

“I found some in the den, on the couch,” she said. “I wasn’t sure what it was at first, but I thought it might have been you. It’s okay, but—”

“Sorry, I must have missed it,” Haden said, grimacing with embarrassment.

“Remember that time you missed some hair under the table?” she said.

“Yeah,” Haden said. “Probably more than once.”

“This is like that,” she said. “It’s okay, but you just have to get it.”

“Okay. Should I clean it up now?”

“I got it.”

“Oh. Thanks.”

“Maybe you should wear something.”

“What do you mean?” Haden asked, his mind immediately conjuring the obvious question: How can you wear something while you’re masturbating?

“Just something over your penis,” she said. “A wrap. A sleeve.”

“Uh huh,” Haden agreed. Maybe his mom was right. Maybe she was wrong. Either way, he couldn’t talk about it anymore.

And yet she persisted.

“It can reduce the sensation a little,” she said. “So you can last longer. And that will give you a stronger orgasm. And it can reduce friction on your penis.”

Haden must have made one of his faces, the one where he’s too polite to ask his mother to shut up, but that’s exactly what he wants her to do, and Tatum seemed to recognize it, because she laughed slightly, looked down at her plate, looked up again.

“Still have high hopes for the semester?”

“It’s going well,” Haden said, breathing out with relief. “Calculus made sense today, mostly, and I think I know what I want to write for the English paper.”

“What about chemistry?”

“That’s today’s project,” he said. “I need to go over the chapter again, not sure I’m getting it.”

They spoke more of school, of holiday plans, of how he liked dinner, but as the meal ended, Tatum returned to the other topic.

“If I got you something to wear over your penis during masturbation, would you try it?” she asked.

“Sure,” Haden said, sort of choking out the word. The idea itself wasn’t terrible, but having it proposed by his mother was a problem. Would she want to know his size? Would she want to watch him using it?

“What color would you prefer?” she asked.

“Well, uh, I don’t know,” he stammered.

“White?”

“Okay.”

“And will you let me know when you’re doing it?” she said. “Or at least after you’re done?”

“You mean, just tell you?”

“Or we could write it down,” she said. “I could get a calendar.”

“Okay,” Haden said, the single word encapsulating a great many feelings.




Chapter 5: Plan B, Step 2: Bra and Panties

With a first week of success under her belt, Anastasia looked toward that next Monday with both more optimism and less apprehension than she had during the launch of her project the week before. Tonight, it would be just bra and panties at dinner with her family.

Black bra, black panties. Sort of formal, for the occasion.

My shorts are in the wash.

That’s what she was going to say, if anyone asked why she was just in her underwear. My shorts are in the wash.

For good measure, during her afternoon of private nudity, she’d put all her shorts in her hamper, including the clean pairs, in case anyone decided to check.

But no one did. No one asked her before dinner, during dinner, in the post-dinner cleanup, why she was barely covered. Maybe Wyngate looked at her when she wasn’t looking. Maybe Urbane stole a glance when he thought he could get away with it. Maybe they both wondered, maybe her parents did, but dinner was just like it always was, Francine’s chicken piccata and talk of school and work and a neighbor’s dog, and Anastasia returned to her bedroom that night to study in the nude and exult, because she seemed to belong to the kind of family where a girl could get away with these sorts of things.

As she had the week before, Anastasia continued to appear in her new outfit of preference—bra and panties—black, white, pink—at dinner, while studying by the big window in the family room, when she was home over the weekend. But all the while, the next Monday loomed, with the next step in her evolution, and by far the most dramatic to date.




Chapter 6: Haden Needs a Tablet

For three days after Haden was found masturbating by his mother, the two observed an uneasy truce. Haden was masturbating twice a day, once when he got home from school, once at bedtime. And when his mother asked, which she invariably did over dinner, he confirmed both sessions, as well as his plans for that evening.

But he wasn’t actually doing it to himself in front of Tatum. The bedtime relief was behind the door he always closed at night, and his mother didn’t come home early the rest of that week.

It crossed Haden’s mind that she might, of course. And if he finished in the den, she would find him. And so, as he started his after-school exercise, he gravitated toward his bedroom, even shutting his door at the start. But as things progressed each day, as his pleasure grew through the session and his arousal expanded to match it, he cared less. In fact, it might be said that he was ready to call his mother’s bluff, if indeed she was bluffing. If she wasn’t being sincere with him, and she really didn’t want to see it being done, that would be her problem. She’d made a very convincing case for her comfort zone here. The hair metaphor was, Haden had concluded in the ensuing days, unassailable. Brilliant, even. Would she have come up with something like that if she was faking it? Probably not.

So, go ahead and catch me, Mom, Haden thought as he approached his orgasm each afternoon. Act like it’s normal. Talk to me. Maybe I’ll even talk back, if I’m not actively squirting. But, he thought to himself, if she peeks in, grimaces and heads to her bedroom without saying anything, I’ll know it had all been an act, some kind of positive-parenting attempt at normalizing the abnormal that she couldn’t follow through on.

And he’d be disappointed. Yes, Haden would be disappointed. He didn’t need to be watched. He didn’t need his mother’s awareness or her approval at all. But now that she’d brought it up, if she rescinded, Haden would feel he’d lost something, even if he never really had it.

That Friday night, before they sat down to dinner, she set two lengths of white cloth next to his plate.

“I got something for you to try,” she said.

Haden sat, looked, picked one of the items up. It wasn’t a strip, it was a tube, its purpose immediately obvious to him. One end was closed, the other open, its length roughly the same as his erection. The open end was ringed with elastic, and there was an expansion just inside the opening for his scrotum.

“It’s for . . .” he began.

“When you masturbate,” she said.

The cloth was thick and soft, and he squeezed it between his fingers and, despite the sensitivity of the topic, he allowed himself to imagine wearing it, stroking himself with it on, and he set it down and tried to keep his voice even.

“Where did you get them?” he asked.

“There’s a store in town that sells them,” she said. “I stopped by today.”

“What kind of store?” Haden asked, puzzled. Definitely not the grocery store, or any department store he’d ever visited.

“A specialty shop, for sexual supplies,” she said.

That’s all Haden wanted to know. The idea of his mother surveying the shelves of a place like that, looking at . . . things . . . was not something he wanted to see, or even imagine.

“Thanks,” he said.

“Did you masturbate this afternoon?”

“Yes.”

“Spend awhile on it?”

“About 10 minutes,” he said.

“Do you want to go longer?”

“I guess I could,” he said. “I never thought about it.”

“Going longer is called edging,” she said. “You get to enjoy the buildup longer, and the orgasm should be stronger too.”

“How long can, uh, people go?” Haden asked. He didn’t want an answer. He didn’t really care what other boys did. But it just seemed like the question to ask.

“I’ve heard hours,” his mother said.

“Hours?” Haden echoed. “That seems like a long time. Like way too long.”

His mother laughed, looked at the tubes on the table.

“Will you try one tonight?” she asked.

“Well, yeah, I could,” Haden replied.

“I’d like to see how it fits,” she said. “And if you like the feel of it.”

Once again, Haden’s tentative theory was disproven. His mother wasn’t faking it.

“Okay,” he said.

“Tonight, at bedtime, if you were planning to masturbate then.”

“I could,” he agreed, and after a brief silence, they spoke of other things the rest of the meal, of school, of his social plans over the weekend, of the sailboat Tatum had been building for years and would probably still be working on for years to come.

But that night, after a little TV and the rest of his classwork and Haden’s allotted half an hour of video gaming was finished, he washed up, went to his bedroom, picked up one of the penis tubes from the bed where he’d tossed both after dinner, set it down.

He wouldn’t summon his mother, but he wouldn’t shut his door either. He stripped, put his clothes away, put one knee on his bed and reached down to his genitals, cupping and massaging them and feeling his penis grow, harden, and become outrageously sensitive.

He liked starting in this position. It was like he was in the middle of a job of some kind, where one took a break by propping one’s knee up on something—a chair, a fence, a stack of lumber—and then touched oneself.

His penis was fully erect now, and he was sliding his right hand up and down it, the way he always did at the start, because it felt good. If his mother came to his door, she would see him in profile, standing. She’d seen him in profile, sitting, that time she caught him masturbating. Now he’d be standing. He imagined himself as he would look to her, had to remind himself more than once that she’d insisted many times it was okay, healthy, necessary, and his arousal grew with the sensitivity of his rod.

He guessed his length at more than six inches. He liked his size. He guessed he was as thick as he needed to be. He’d been circumcised, his head full and pronounced. The hair at the base of his member had grown thicker of late, brown and expanding across his scrotum as well.

With a quick glance at the door, where no one was standing and watching, he picked up one of the tubes and slid it down his penis, pulled wide the elastic to get it past his balls, released it and marveled at the feeling of having everything wrapped up.

And how did it feel? He reached down, grabbed his penis, found the softness very pleasant, stroked and became pure sensuality, just a male pleasuring himself, the context forgotten, the genesis of the tube irrelevant.

As before, he sensed his mother’s presence through some sixth sense before he truly saw her, immediately turned to confirm that she was standing at his door, dressed in the long t-shirt and yoga pants she put on at night.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s good,” Haden said, returning his eyes to his sheathed penis, continuing to rub.

This was a distraction. Having his mom there was definitely distracting. He was still erect, and it still felt good, but not as good. Her presence wasn’t the disaster it had been that first time, wasn’t even that embarrassing, but it was taking away from things.

“Do you think you’ll keep it on to finish?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Haden replied huskily.

“Okay, get it done wherever you want, then,” she said. “Use the den if you like. I’m going to bed.”

“Okay, goodnight,” he said.

“Night.”

Haden heard his mother’s bedroom door shut, and he knew she wouldn’t be coming back out. She had her own bathroom. When she said good night and shut her door, he rarely saw her again until morning.

Use the den, she’d told him. He liked using the den. He wouldn’t turn on the TV this late at night, but he liked sitting on the couch and climaxing. He’d never done it at night, because his mom was always home at night. But now it didn’t matter. Didn’t it? Was this really something he could do openly?

He swung his knee off his bed and took a step toward his bedroom door, stopped and thought better of it, continued to work his penis and reveled in the soft embrace of his new tube, and soon he’d moved to that next state of arousal, when there was so much sexuality roiling around in his mind his inhibitions were forced to the corner of the space. This wasn’t nudity. He was covered. He could go anywhere like this. He could masturbate anywhere like this, in front of girls, and they wouldn’t mind, because he was covered. His mother wouldn’t mind at all. She’d already seen it.

He headed into the hall, past his mother’s bedroom door. Could she hear him? Probably not. The floor was solid. He headed into the den and sat on the couch and became all penis, leaning back with his legs spread wide and his hand and his organ and the tube around it all that mattered, and he pumped and grunted and gasped, but he did not orgasm. His mother was right, the fabric felt good, but it reduced the sensation. He could have yanked it off and finished, but he’d encountered a new concept tonight, and he was inclined to try it: Wait.

Go a little longer. Build up the anticipation, prolong the frustration, and see what happens. It was Friday night. He was in no hurry.

How long could he go? He rubbed, got himself to the point just before it was time for the finish, and then he either stopped or cut back enough that cumming was forestalled. He might just squeeze his head, or grab his balls or the base of his penis, sensations that were nice but not orgasmic.

Five times he did that, ten, maybe more—he lost count. And then it was time, and he squeezed the middle of his shaft, stroked tightly and quick, and verified what his mother had said over dinner. Yes, this was a shocking climax, so furious he moaned out loud, and his hips writhed for almost a minute while he shot jolt after jolt of semen into his masturbation tube, and he was panting when it was done, his loins shaking and fabric drenched over his tip, a little pearl of semen leaking through.

Completely finished releasing and shaking, Haden headed back to bed, past his mother’s bedroom, his feelings decidedly mixed on her involvement in this aspect of his life. Did he wish she’d walked in on him again while he was ejaculating in the den? No, not necessarily. But if she had, would it have bothered him? No, not really. And the thing she’d brought for his penis felt good, and it controlled the mess.

Back in his bedroom, he pulled it off and threw it in his hamper, lay down, and slept well. He didn’t bother with pajamas. For the first time in his life, he slept naked. And not for the first time in his life, he dreamed about being naked in public. It bothered him less than it had before when he woke up and remembered walking through one of his mother’s dinner parties with no clothes on.

Over breakfast the next morning—and not surprising Haden at all—his mother asked him about the tube again.

“You liked how it felt?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Haden said, forcing more words out, because his mother didn’t like one-word answers, because she felt they were evasive, and he had nothing to evade. “It felt good.”

“You kept it on during ejaculation?”

“I did,” Haden said. “That worked okay too.”

“The girl at the store said it should catch all of it, or most if you’re having a heavy release,” she said. “It didn’t leak?”

“No,” Haden said, sticking to one word at the moment because he had something new to process. His mother didn’t just go to this sex store and grab something and leave. She’d talked to people there. She’d asked for advice. From another female. A girl. Did Mom say she was buying it for her son? Did she say she was buying it for Haden? Who was the girl? What kind of girl would work in a shop like that?

“You talked to them?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“After I’d looked at things on the shelves, I went to the counter to explain what I was looking for, and she had some recommendations.”

“So it’s something people were just . . . talking about?” Haden said, curiosity overwhelming his discretion at the moment.

“It’s just like any other place where you shop,” she said. “But definitely a kind of community feeling.”

Haden looked at his mother, raised his eyebrows, willing her to elaborate.

“A few families were shopping,” she said.

“Families?” Haden echoed.

“Well, not four kids and the pet,” she said with a laugh. “But a dad and his daughter were shopping together, two boys that must have been brothers, some other parents with a kid.”

“A dad and his daughter?” Haden repeated. He definitely, positively needed as much information as his mother could give on that score.

“He was buying her her first dildo, as a birthday present.”

“They told you this?” Haden said, struggling to manage his reaction.

“No, but they told one of the clerks,” his mother said. “They were asking him how big her first should be, if he recommended smooth or textured, if he should get her more than one, or something for her anus.”

“Did they?” Haden asked.

“Did they what?”

“What did they . . . did they . . . end up with anything?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, “they were still shopping when I left.”

Haden wanted to know names, see faces, go home with the father and daughter and watch the girl use her present. A door had been opened, a door he didn’t even know existed, but a few words from his mother had flung it wide and shown him just a glimpse of what had been hidden. There was more there. There had to be. So much more.

“If you’re interested, they’ve got a community page,” his mother said.

“Community page?”

“I think it’s on Look!,” she said. “Search the store name.”

“What’s the store name?”

“Pleasure Overland.”

“What’s on the page?” Haden asked, his profound curiosity tempered with minor apprehension. He wanted to know. He didn’t necessarily want to be known.

“I’m not sure,” she said, “I just saw it on the wall behind the counter when I was checking out. Look! slash Pleasure Overland, I think, or Pleasure OL. I’m sure you can search it.”

“Is it an adult site, though?” Haden asked.

“I don’t know, possibly. Why?”

“I’m not supposed to access adult content on my school laptop,” Haden explained. “It’s blocked.”

“You’ve tried?” his mother asked, smiling a little conspiratorially. Obviously, it was okay with her if he had.

“No,” he said. “Supposedly the school knows everything you search for, and whatever URL you type in.”

“They can’t search everyone’s search history every day,” Tatum asserted.

“I know, but supposedly they get an alert if you try to go to certain places,” Haden said. “Anything with three Xs, anything with porn or girl in the URL, or sex or a bunch of other words too, probably. Kitty, even.”

“Kitty?”

“One place is trying to get around the filter, so they use that instead of, instead of, like, another word for it,” Haden said guardedly.

“What word?”

“The, um, the woman.”

“Kitty for woman?” his mother said.

“Well, kitty for the woman’s, you know.”

“The woman’s what?” Tatum persisted.

“Her, um, you know, her . . . vagina.”

“That word is hard for you to say,” she noted.

“Yup,” Haden said, nodding and turning his attention to his plate.

“That’s something else you should get comfortable with,” she said.

“You mean . . . words?” Haden asked.

“Everything,” she replied. “Words, and the parts themselves. Just because you don’t have them doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be very familiar with them.”

Hagen pondered his mother’s meaning, briefly imagined the full implications before he stepped back in his mind from something that was going to push him over the edge. He already had variations of the scene playing there on loop, where a girl was picking out a dildo with her dad.

“Would you like to look at adult content?” she asked.

“I guess,” Haden said, his codeword of late for “Yes, absolutely.”

“I can get you a tablet, something cheap, just for that,” she said.

“At that same store?” Haden asked, realizing too late it was a dumb question.

“No, I’ll just order it online,” she said. “I’ll try to get it here by Monday.”

“Okay.”

* * *

And indeed, a small package was waiting on the front steps of the home when Haden arrived from school that Monday afternoon, and he texted Tatum it had arrived, and his hands were shaking as he cut through the outer wrap, tore open the box, slid out the tablet and removed the plastic sleeve and plugged it in and spent an annoying half an hour registering himself for it, and once that was done he opened up the browser. But he did not search terms like “girl” or “xxx” or “sex” or “porn” or even “kitty.” Instead, he went to Look! and punched in “pleasureoverland,” and with a few more clicks, he was at the store site.




Chapter 7: A Dinner Conversation

There would be no explanation this time, no excuse prepared in advance. Anastasia’s program was evolving.

Today, when she was summoned for dinner, she would put on black panties, and that was it. That was all she’d show up in. She’d be topless, the air moving wonderfully across her breasts, around her nipples, as she walked to the kitchen.

And if anyone asked, she’d just say it’s what she preferred. Or what she didn’t prefer, really, since she was doing without something. They were reading Bartleby the Scrivener in English, by Herman Melville, and she didn’t see the point of it. But Bartleby himself had become something of an inspiration to her. “I’d prefer not to,” he kept saying, and that was good enough for his boss. It should be good enough for her parents too.

Why aren’t you wearing a shirt? she’d be asked. Or a bra?

“I’d prefer not to,” was all she’d have to say.

Not that she hadn’t come up with a ruse or two, some of them good, some of them not so good.

All my shirts are in the wash.

That was a good example of a bad ruse.

Oh, I guess I forgot.

Another loser.

Here was a better ruse: She was going to sun herself at the window in the living room, lie down behind the couch there, pretend to fall asleep, wake up when dinner was getting prepared, rise, be seen, say she was topless to prevent tan lines and she was still hot from getting too much sun, and she would come to the table with just her panties on. But then, was she really expecting her family to believe that? She couldn’t go to her room and get a light tank top, or at least a bra? It was 50 steps away. It would take literally two minutes.

So, just be honest, she’d decided. Tell them it’s what you want to do. When it comes to clothing . . . I’d prefer not to.

She was nude that Monday, and sitting at her desk when Urbane knocked on her closed door.

“Dinner,” he said.

She rose, sucked in her breath, went to her bed and slipped on her panties a little awkwardly, catching her big toe on the hem and having to hop to keep her balance (another reason to hate clothes), got them all the way on. And then she sucked in her breath again, opened her door, headed up the hall to the kitchen, made a plate of chicken cordon bleu, seared Brussels sprouts, street corn, bread, and pretended she had not set all her senses—visual, auditory, olfactory and the rest—on high alert, waiting for the turning of eyes, the alarmed intake of breath, the sigh of disappointment, the whispers.

She detected eyes as the rest of the family milled about in the kitchen or headed to the table. Mother first, Wyngate next, Urbane third, and after she sat, looking at her plate and then at her family—all normal behaviors on her part, the same way she would act at the start of any dinner—she caught her father’s eyes on her breasts.

Anastasia was not heavily-endowed. That shouldn’t have mattered, but if she were, she might not have been able to do this. Breasts that swung when one stepped, that bounced up and down when one sat, that swayed every time one turned to look at something, would have constituted their own statement, independent of Anastasia’s innocent wish for nudity. Right now, at this particular moment, she wanted to be saying just one thing to her family, and her B-cup breasts with their light pink nipples—firm as they could get at times, including possibly right now although she wasn’t about to check—were a complement to her message and not a detraction.

Still hypersensitive, Anastasia attended the meal in all its nuance, the way Wyngate talked with obvious disappointment about getting an average grade on a French paper he considered creative, albeit short, and her dad’s adventure finding a parking space that morning.

And so it might have gone if, halfway through the meal, Anastasia’s mother hadn’t cleared her throat and, when the rest of the family fell silent, spoken the evening’s first fateful words.

“Sometimes dinner guests don’t put on quite enough,” she said.

Anastasia looked at her mother, looked back at her plate.

“It happens,” agreed her father. “For a variety of reasons.”

“What reasons might there be?” her mother asked.

“Hmm,” pondered her dad. “Wyn, what do you think?”

Anastasia looked up sharply at her brother, and he looked back, his face neutral. If he’d been asked beforehand to say something in particular, she would have known, because Wyngate didn’t like to be coached, and she could always detect his discomfort before he said words that weren’t his.

“Just guessing here,” Wyngate said, looking at the wall over Anastasia’s head, “but maybe someone’s clothes are getting sort of uncomfortable?”

A safe answer. A kind answer. Probably something he came up with on his own. No betrayal here.

“Possibly,” Dad said a little doubtfully. “Urbane, any guesses?”

“Yeah,” said Urbane, looking directly at Anastasia’s breasts before he turned to his father. “Since it’s been sort of going on for awhile, and getting worse, maybe . . . attention?”

Wrong, of course. Anastasia didn’t want to be noticed, at least not any differently than when she was clothed. She wanted, if anything, less attention. But it was a fair guess. Naked girls got attention. So did topless girls.

“That could be,” said her father. “Wyngate, another guess?”

“Oh, gee,” Wyngate said, looking at the ceiling. “Maybe the clothes don’t fit that great.”

Seemingly aware that his second guess was unacceptably similar to his first, Wyngate elaborated. “I mean, sometimes all clothes can be uncomfortable, because of the fabric. Like, it’s rough or something. Or it could just be too tight.”

“Yeah,” Urbane said, apparently trying to rescue his brother. “Or dyes. Dyes can irritate the skin.”

“Let’s talk about attention for a moment, shall we?” said Anastasia’s mother, her voice sharp. “Attention can be a powerful motivator, for all sorts of behaviors, some responsible, some less so.”

“But there are risks involved in attention-seeking,” Anastasia’s father interjected. “The scrutiny one attracts can take forms very different from what one expects.”

This was how Anastasia’s family worked through things, and Anastasia had always found it normal.

When Urbane came home late on a Saturday night a year ago, thumped into a wall loud enough that it woke her up, and spoke loudly and unintelligibly to his parents on his way to his bedroom, the next family meal included questions like this:

“Anastasia, do you feel it’s a good idea for someone to drink something without knowing quite what it is?”

“Wyngate, what would you find to drink if the punch at a large party had a peculiar odor or taste?”

And three months ago, when several school friends had visited Wyngate at the home, and one of them wasn’t quite the right sort of person, the questions went like this:

“Urbane, how do you go about choosing your associates to ensure none are riff raff?”

“Anastasia, if you were visited by a group of girls, and one wasn’t quite up to snuff, what would you do to encourage her departure?”

Anastasia herself had rarely been the focus of such a line of questioning, and as much as she enjoyed it when her brothers were put on the spot, she liked it far less tonight.

Let me speak, she thought to herself. Ask me about wearing not quite enough, and why I’m doing it, and what it means.

Defending oneself wasn’t done, of course. The guilty party listened, reflected, and improved. And the system worked.

Urbane had come home in that reduced condition just once. Wyngate’s sketchy acquaintance never called again.

But what were Mother and Father attempting to accomplish tonight? Anastasia’s shamed return to modesty? Her abandonment of this thing that at the moment mattered as much to her as anything ever had?

This is who she was: free, unencumbered, natural. She couldn’t give that up because of a few oblique questions one night at dinner. She stared at her plate and seethed with the righteous anger of someone utterly misunderstood.

“I’ll admit, I am at a loss,” said her mother. “We might all have our theories, but sometimes the responsible approach is to turn to the party themselves, and let them offer their own account.”

Anastasia glanced up, looked back down. Everyone was looking at her mother.

“Do you agree, Urbane?”

“Yes,” Urbane replied.

“Do you agree, Wyngate?” she asked.

“That makes a lot of sense,” Wyngate said enthusiastically.

This was a new turn. The object of inquiry was never brought into the proceedings. That was the whole point of it. Being talked about had more impact than being talked to. At least, that’s what Anastasia believed this was about. But apparently, coming home drunk or consorting with scalawags was nothing compared to coming to dinner bare-breasted.

“Now, Anastasia,” Anastasia’s mother said softly to her daughter.

“Yes, Ma’am?”

“You have made us all very curious, about your attire,” she said. “Or lack thereof.”

“Okay,” Anastasia said, and she could feel her heart suddenly thumping in her chest, and she hoped it wasn’t visible, hoped her breasts wouldn’t start shaking or vibrating in time to the beats.

But regardless if her distress was obvious, now was the time, Anastasia thought. Now or never.

Just say it. You’ve thought it enough times. Just say it.

“I just prefer . . .” Anastasia began, “not to wear clothing.”

“Any clothing?” Mother asked.

“That’s right,” Anastasia said.

“Including undergarments?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said with confidence. Answering questions about this was much easier than having to make up her own words. At school, multiple choice questions were easier than essay questions, for the same reason.

“But you did cover up a little,” her mother observed.

“I did,” Anastasia agreed.

“But you would prefer not to have?”

“That’s right,” Anastasia said, surprised to hear an echo of Bartleby the Scrivener from her mother’s mouth, and she immediately amplified it. “I would prefer not to.”

“And why is that?”

“You mean, why do I prefer not to wear anything?” Anastasia asked. This was an essay question.

“Yes, what makes you prefer to go naked?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said, nodding. “I do have some reasons. And I can give them now. Should I give them now?”

Anastasia’s mother, who was the only person Anastasia was looking at, nodded.

“Okay,” Anastasia continued. “I like how it feels. Not having anything on. I like that. And I think clothes are, I sort of consider clothes as sort of a lie. Because I . . . without them, I’m just me. Like when I was born. Just my own colors. And also . . . naked artwork. Paintings and statues. When I see them, Roman statues for example, or paintings, great paintings you see in books, that’s the best, it’s the best art, from hundreds of years ago. No clothing. It just looks better. And that’s when I think I look best. Like animals. Animals don’t wear clothes. And they’re beautiful. They would look weird if they did. If, specifically, they wore clothes.”

Anastasia stopped talking, shut her mouth, looked at her plate, picked at it with her fork as though finding her next bite was the only thing on her mind. Foremost in her mind, however, was her utter failure to make her point. She had thought over and over about the reasons for going nude, and they were good reasons, and in her mind, she always voiced them eloquently, effectively, dramatically.

But when the time came to make her speech before a real audience, she had fumbled.

“Might there be,” Anastasia’s mother began cautiously, after a long pause, “some dabbling with the erotic?”

Erotic? Anastasia repeated in her mind. You mean sexually erotic? Like, sex? No. Never. This was about her skin, and how it felt, and how it looked. This had nothing to do with that very minor part of her body between her legs. She was no more interested in having that part of her body stimulated, or penetrated, when she was nude than when she was clothed. And she wasn’t ever particularly interested in it, for that matter. Just because that little opening between her legs was exposed didn’t mean she wanted to use it. Really, she wanted to kiss more than she wanted to have sex. She didn’t really know what sex was, but she had kissed a few boys, and she liked it, but . . . but . . . yes!

The perfect argument popped all in one piece into Anastasia’s mind. Her trump card.




Chapter 8: A Pleasure Profile

In another minute on the Pleasure Overland site, Haden had created a profile with his name, anonymous screenname (he went with HCutlass07), family information, preferred gender and pronouns, and birthdate. He left the brief, optional self-description blank, didn’t provide his occupation, but he answered all the questions honestly:

Do you experience sexual release with a partner? NO

Do you experience sexual release through masturbation? YES

How often do you masturbate to orgasm per week? 10-20 TIMES

How can Pleasure Overland help you get more out of your sexuality (check all that apply)?

For that fourth question, Haden was presented with a long list of options, some of which meant nothing to him, including “Join a power exchange group” and “Receive Tantric training.” He studied the list carefully before he started making selections, his hands shaking as he imagined the implications of some of his choices:

Learn more about masturbation equipment

Learn how to edge

Attend sexuality workshops and events

Join a beginner’s masturbation group

Discuss pornography with others who share my interests

Before he clicked to go to the next page, Haden set the tablet on his desk, undressed and tossed his clothes on his bed, freeing his already-swollen penis. He didn’t start masturbating yet, however, just lightly touching his head and shaft, cupping his balls, and he continued to gently manipulate as he moved to the final page, where he was asked to select the sexual topics he found most appealing. As before, many of the options were Greek to him, but those he understood he found deeply arousing:

Nude girls (general)

Nudist girl lifestyle

Nude girls in public

Girls masturbating

Girls in lesbian relationships

Girls having straight sex

It wasn’t the list so much as the fact he was choosing it, picking out phrases that he didn’t think he was even supposed to think about, selecting them one after the other as if they were next semester’s classes, or sushi rolls at Bhin Kyoto Fusion, and as he clicked next to the items that struck him, his hand began working his penis more vigorously. But it was hitting SEND that pushed him over the edge, the excitement of announcing to the world—or the little world of Pleasure Overland, at least—that Haden was here, that he had arrived, that he knew what he liked and wanted more of it.

So as he was hitting SEND with his left hand, he was stroking his penis firmly with his right hand, and that’s when the orgasm arrived, a thick jet of cream arcing over his tablet, barely missing it, coming to a quivering rest on a printout of last English week’s assignment, which fortunately he’d already completed and turned in online.

He stood and simultaneously gripped and aimed his shaft, directing the rest of his discharge onto the emptiest space on his desk, and he grunted and shook as the semen left his body, and he wished he’d remembered to put on the second tube his mother had bought for him, the one he hadn’t used yet. It might make more sense to slip it on anytime he was nude, or nude and erect anyway. Until he had better control of his orgasms, he needed to be ready to ejaculate at any time.

He looked at his computer screen with a sudden misgiving.

“Thanks for joining Pleasure Overland!” it said.

No longer aroused, Haden was playing through his mind the data he’d just submitted, and very glad it was all anonymous. He could probably cancel the account if he really didn’t want to be involved. Or just never visit it, forget he’d created it. He didn’t need Pleasure Overland for porn, of course. He could probably get all the porn he wanted off the tablet.

He went to the bathroom to wash his hands and penis and get a rag to clean his desk, and just as he was turning the water off, he heard the front door close and knew his mother had come home. A week ago, he would have rushed back to his bedroom to get dressed, but today it didn’t matter. If he moved at a normal pace, his mom would see him in a compromised condition, and that was okay. The fear and embarrassment that had accompanied his sexuality since it had first stirred to life in his loins was gone, at least where his homelife was concerned. His mother had seen to that.

He was just exiting the bathroom when his mother appeared at the end of the hall.

“Hi, Haden,” she said without any indication of disappointment or discomfort.

“Hey, Mom,” he said back, glancing briefly at her before he made his way back to his bedroom.

“You found the tablet, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, it was at the door when I got home,” he replied, moving to his desk and dabbing at a new drop of semen with the wet rag.

“You got it set up?” she asked, following him, stopping at his bedroom door.

“Yeah, it took awhile but it’s registered and everything,” Haden said, and he paused briefly to look at his mother again. Could she sense the source of his arousal?

“You used it to masturbate?” she asked.

“Not exactly,” Haden said, returning his attention to his desk, wiping up the ejaculate with a few quick swipes.

He didn’t want to say any more than that, not right now. It wasn’t pornography that had made him climax, it was something else, something he didn’t want to try to explain. “I was just, I needed to, while I was setting things up, and so . . .”

“You didn’t use the wrap?”

“I should have,” Haden conceded. “I forgot about it until it was too late.”

“But you would have used it?” she asked.

“Yes, I wish I had.”

“Should I get you some more?”

“You mean at that shop?” Haden asked.

“Yes, I can swing by tomorrow on the way home.”

“Okay,” Haden said, his next words born of strong feelings, although he kept his voice level. “Or I could, uh, go with you too.”

“You’d be comfortable doing that?” she asked, appearing surprised. Okay, Mom doesn’t know everything, he thought.

“Sure,” he said, adding as if an afterthought, “and I went to that web page. I found it. And there was a way to sign up, sort of, so I did that.”

“Okay, great,” she said, nodding with approval. “For discounts?”

“Sure, I guess,” Haden said. Discounts were the last thing on his mind when he created the account, of course. And now, why was he being evasive? He was still nude, wiping ejaculate off his desk while talking to his mother. There was nothing to hide, except perhaps that one little matter of what had aroused him today.

“You create a whole profile,” Haden offered cautiously. “You answer some questions, and then I think you can get advice, or talk to other people there.”

“Have you heard from anyone?” she asked.

“Not that I know of,” Haden replied. “I guess I’ll check.”

Finished wiping his desk, Haden looked for a place to drop the rag, settled on the desk itself, moved toward the clothes he’d tossed on his bed.

“I can take that,” his mother said, pointing to the rag and yet again making good on her assertion that there was nothing wrong with his semen.

“Thanks,” he said, handing it to her, returning to his clothes.

“And something else,” she said, glancing briefly at the rag, looking back up at her son, who was standing by his bed, waiting for her latest pronouncement.

“Wear whatever you want at home,” she said. “Including nothing, or underwear, or, if your penis is dripping, you should probably have on your tube.”

“Yeah,” Haden said, once again working noncommittally through the overturning of a previously-inviolable rule. Open masturbation was okay, and nudity then was a given, but nudity all the time? It was a not an entirely foreign idea. Nakedness in front of the women on TV was a recurring fantasy during masturbation. He sometimes had naked dreams that left him mortified at times and intrigued at others. But ongoing nudity at home had never occurred to either his conscious or sleeping mind. And yet, now that the topic had been broached, it landed in his mind and rippled through his imagination, for there were possibilities there.

He went ahead and dressed, since he was already moving that way, and his mother headed off to rinse the rag, and he returned to his new tablet, logged into Pleasure Overland, and spotted a red number 1 over the envelope icon. Someone had written him.

“Hi, welcome to the group!” began the message from FirstMateOL. “I’m kinda new too, just looking for someone to practice with, trying to get better at edging, and we have the same taste in porn. Maybe get together?”

Haden guessed disappointedly, given the name, that FirstMate was male, and he was trying to decide between ignoring the message and sending a polite no thanks, but curiosity led him to click on the writer’s profile, and he stared at it and learned things and imagined things and started writing a very positive reply back.




Chapter 9: A Trial, and a Verdict

As she sat topless at dinner, being cross-examined about nudity before a four-member jury of her closest family members, Anastasia’s mind was working furiously to prevail. Win and earn the right—the small right, really—to go naked at home, and maybe beyond the home soon enough. Argue badly, fail the test of logic and conviction, and lose a little part of yourself, forced against your will and nature to stay dress outside the bedroom for evermore.

Her mother had asked a misguided question, but a logical question for anyone unfamiliar with the desire for nudity: didn’t exposing one’s sex organ imply something sexual? Wasn’t Anastasia’s desire for nudity an expression of her eroticism?

But Anastasia had the answer, and she also believed she knew the best way to present her answer.

“Isn’t kissing part of sex?” she asked.

Anastasia’s mother just looked back.

“And you can kiss your boyfriend?” Anastasia continued. “Or your girlfriend?”

No response, but Anastasia believed she was making her point.

“So . . . I never cover my mouth,” Anastasia said. “It would be weird to cover my mouth, or my face. I wouldn’t like it. Most people wouldn’t. But that doesn’t mean, just because I keep my face . . . naked . . .  that I do it so I can kiss people, or I’m even thinking about kissing, or want to kiss. I just think my face looks better uncovered. More natural. That’s how I want it. And so that’s how I am about my body. It’s like my face. It just feels better bare. It’s not . . . erotic for me. And it shouldn’t be for anyone else.”

“But it could be,” Anastasia’s father said. “It is.”

“Well, anything could be,” Anastasia countered, warming to the subject. “People have erotic feelings all the time for people with clothes on. Like, boys have lust. At school. I’ve heard of it. Being naked shouldn’t make that much of a difference.”

“It can make a big difference for boys,” Mother said. “They’re very visual.”

“And you might be in danger,” said Father.

“Danger?” Anastasia said. “How?”

“A boy might see you and misunderstand.”

“Misunderstand what?” Anastasia demanded. “And what would happen if he did?”

Anastasia’s words were coming more quickly and more sharply now than she was used to, and she heard herself and was surprised. But no one was shouting her down. She had the floor, and she was using it. And starting to enjoy it.

“A boy can really hurt a girl,” said Mother. “In many ways.”

“Not Urbane or Wyngate,” Anastasia said. “Is that who you’re talking about?”

“You said you wanted to go disrobed outside the home,” Mother said.

“Yes, if it’s legal,” Anastasia said. “I would just go to school, or the mall, or the library.” Had she just said that? Yes, apparently she had. Her words were coming faster than her thoughts, she realized. But when her thoughts caught up, they liked what they’d heard. “Just to places like that. Not down some dark alley or, or, a mosh pit party.”

“What’s a mosh pit party?” Wyngate asked.

“It’s where everyone is moshing,” Anastasia said. “You know, throwing around. They lift people up. People fall and other people land on them.”

Urban and Wyngate both laughed.

“A mall isn’t necessarily a safe place for that kind of thing either,” Mother said. “And school certainly isn’t.”

“Just at home, then,” Anastasia agreed.

“How long would you like to practice this?” Mother asked.

“Practice?” Anastasia said. “It’s not something you have to practice. You just do it, and then you’re doing it.”

“I mean, how long do you want to do this?”

“Maybe for life,” Anastasia said. “I’ve felt this way a long time.”

“And what do you want from us?” Mother asked.

“What do you mean?” Anastasia said. “Nothing, I guess.”

“But you are part of this household,” Mother said. “What do you want from the rest of us?”

“Okay,” Anastasia said. “Really, nothing. I’m still your daughter, I still live here. Going naked shouldn’t matter at all. No one needs to say anything or do anything different.”

“When do you want to start this?” Father asked.

“Well, I guess I sort of already have,” Anastasia said, trying to keep the laughter out of her voice. This was going to be approved, it seemed. Her relief was almost palpable, like another item on her plate that she could eat.

“That is the thing that I don’t find agreeable about all this,” said Mother. “You should have asked before you came to dinner in your bra two weeks ago.”

“Sorry,” Anastasia said. “But that was sort of my way of asking. I couldn’t think of the words.”

“So you’re proposing that you traipse around here in nothing at all?” Mother asked, her disappointment lying just below the surface of her words.

“No, not traipse,” Anastasia said. This might be only the second time in her life she’d challenged her mother’s word choice, but she didn’t like how it sounded. “Just walk normally. Come to dinner. Study.”

“And when do you propose . . . that you start this?” Mother asked.

“Now?” Anastasia said.

“Not until after dinner, please,” said Mother.

“That’s what I meant,” Anastasia said.

“And Anastasia,” Mother said, voice going a few pitches higher, as it did when she was addressing something awkward. “There is a question of hygiene.”

“Hygiene?” Anastasia echoed.

“Perhaps you might find something to sit on . . . other than directly on the furniture.”

“Oh, right,” Anastasia said, and she could feel the color rising in her cheeks for the first time, because there were sanitary issues that were a little embarrassing for her, even thought she knew they shouldn’t be, and she looked at her brothers, who had both been watching the conversation, eyes turning toward whomever was speaking at the moment like they were watching a tennis match, and they met her eyes, and Wyngate smiled. He was with her on this, Anastasia realized. Maybe he was proud of her, for doing something brave she’d always wanted to do.

As soon as dinner was over, the table cleared and the kitchen tidied up, Anastasia retired to her bedroom, and she shut the door before she pulled off her panties and exulted in her achievement. She had won. She had convinced her family to accept something very unusual about her, something very important about her, and all she’d had were her words.

She’d stay in her room tonight, she decided. She needed to study. She and Belinda had a text chat scheduled. Would she say anything about this tonight to her best friend? Still no. The time didn’t feel right. And now there was another round of unanswered questions. She loved going nude in her room. But nude in other parts of the house, in front of her parents and brothers was a leap to another place she might decide she didn’t like. She couldn’t imagine why, though. She would simply be naked, not yelling or lighting fires. She knew her family well enough to expect that this would become normal to them. No one would say or do anything that turned this into something else.

But what next?

Anastasia was an ambitious girl, and as she looked at her books and prepared to study, she realized she was at the start of something, not at its conclusion. There was more to be done, much more. She was just getting started.

She grabbed a blank sheet of paper and started scratching out her plan.




Chapter 10: Saturday Plans

Within hours of creating a profile so raw, honest and sexual Haden had been moved to masturbate over it, he’d received his first message.

“FirstMateOL,” as the presumably male user had called himself, wanted to get together. He was also new to Pleasure Overland, also wanted to get better at edging, and shared Haden’s pornographic interests.

It was good to know there were others out there like Haden, but that’s where his reaction stopped. He had no desire to share his sexuality with another boy. The thought of masturbating in front of his mother been incomprehensible until a few weeks ago, and he trusted her, and knew her, and it helped for some reason that she was female. Doing it in front of a male, who was doing it too—no, his arousal would evaporate right then.

But morbid curiosity had led Haden to FirstMate’s profile, and FirstMate’s profile had led to possibilities.

FirstMate lived with his family, according to his profile. He had two sisters, one older, one younger. And they’d all been raised nudist. All their lives. A naked family. Two naked girls, living there in the same house with FirstMate.

Naked.

Maybe, just maybe, if Haden visited, they’d be there. One sister, both sisters, walking through the house without any clothes on, letting Haden look at them, not even noticing he was looking at them, maybe not noticing his erection. Or not caring. It could happen. There was a chance of it. And that was good enough.

“Hi,” Haden wrote back, followed by several attempts at a sentence that he immediately deleted. This would have to be done carefully. “Thanks for saying hi,” he tried, and he liked it enough not to delete it. “I could get together, would be nice to get some ideas about edging.”

Haden stared at the words, his finger hovering over the delete key but not pressing.

“I’m free most weekends, just let me know about ideas for getting together. Maybe at your place?”

Haden read the note over several times, found it acceptable, hit send, immediately had second thoughts. Should he have given his name? Proposed a specific day and time? Should he have said anything about the porn they would watch together? What if FirstMate wanted an invitation to Haden’s house? What if sexual novice Haden had committed some unwitting faux pas?

He had dinner with his mother, talked about going together to Pleasure Overland a little later in the week, confirmed that his masturbation schedule was steady, but said nothing about his Pleasure Overland profile or talking to FirstMate, and he had worked himself into such a state of doubt by the end of the meal that he opened up his account certain there would be nothing there, other than perhaps a “nevermind.” But FirstMate had written back.

“Hey, how about this Saturday afternoon?” the message said. “Two o’clock? We’re at 100 Maiden Ferry. Mom says you can stay for dinner. And my name’s Chris.”

Haden looked up the address, confirmed it was real, although a good 10 miles away, in the Overland High School district. Haden went to Harrison High, and he knew no one named Chris otherwise, so this would be a new friend.

“Nice to meet you, Chris, I’m Haden. See you Saturday.”

What kind of porn would he and Chris look at together? Or would that even happen? Maybe they’d just talk about what they liked. Maybe they’d just talk about edging. Full of possibilities as Haden’s mind had been earlier, he was realizing now he had no idea what to expect. He really didn’t even know what nudism meant. Maybe the family just went to a nude beach, kept their clothes on the rest of the time. But if they were going to talk about porn, Haden needed to have at least an inkling of the medium, so after he’d said goodnight to his mother, he stripped, pulled the second penis tube from his drawer, went to his new tablet and began searching.

“nude girl,” he typed, starting with the obvious. After two clicks, he had a full page of images, a girl on a bed with her knees bent, smiling and cupping one breast. A girl at the beach, facing the camera and smiling, all of her exposed, holding her towel above her head, the wind stretching it out behind her. A naked girl on a horse.

Haden reached down, found his penis, wasn’t surprised that it was already fully enlarged, and he rubbed it, looked at pictures, clicked and looked at more, kept rubbing, had the presence of mind to slip his penis and testicles into the tube, and climaxed soon after, shaking and sighing and sliding his hand up and down, shedding streams of semen harmlessly into the end of his covering.

He washed up for bed in the bathroom down the hall, going there naked, returned to his room naked, and surprised himself. He wanted to see those girls again. He wanted to let them arouse him again. He typed “nude girl” into the search engine and grew erect again and rubbed his penis again and knew he’d have to admit to his mother that he’d masturbated twice tonight, three times total this day, and he knew she wouldn’t care, might even be proud of him, and with that thought, he achieved his second bedtime orgasm, stronger than the first, even if he didn’t release as much semen into his penis tube.

I can do it three times per day, he thought to himself as he lay down to sleep. I want to do it three times per day. But would I do it less often if I could figure out how to edge? His mind turned to the boy named Chris, and what would happen at his house on Saturday afternoon, and he fell asleep that night with uncharacteristic anxiety, with the sense that he wasn’t doing something right, or wouldn’t do something right on Saturday.




Chapter 11: Anastasia Finds a Cause

Anastasia McHenry lived alone on the planet of green and blue. She was the only one there. There were no boys. She lived near the equator, eating whatever food she could find in a land of plenty—coconut meat, the fish she caught, the fruit that grew in the jungle, honey.

She was always naked. Why wear clothing?

She was lonely, but she didn’t know it, she didn’t know what the opposite of loneliness was.

And then one day, a metal sliver appeared in the sky, and it grew closer and closer until it landed with a great blast of fire on the wide sandy beach near her home.

She went out to see what this thing was, staring up from the beach, nude like she always was, because she didn’t know what the opposite of nude was.

And then a door opened, and someone in a spacesuit appeared and flung down a rope ladder and climbed down it, and more followed. They were in white, with great bulbous heads, and they turned toward her once they reached the sand and walked over to her, and she looked at them with curiosity and no fear, and when she peered through the glass of the bulbous heads, she saw her first boy, his face behind the glass and not so unlike hers.

“We come in peace,” he said, and he smiled, the first smile she had ever seen.

“I live here in peace,” Anastasia said back.

“How many of you are there?” he asked, and as they spoke, more boys came through the door, climbed down the ladder, and walked up to Anastasia.

“I’m the only one here,” she said. “I have always lived alone.”

“We are the first of many,” said the boy. “We will build towns here, and roads, and great cities.”

“That’s fine,” Anastasia said.

“You’re naked,” he said, looking up and down, all along the length of her body.

“I am always naked,” she said. “It’s how I like to be. And I didn’t know the opposite of naked until just now, when you got here.”

“But we will build great cities here. And roads and villages all around you, with people who will see you.”

“That’s fine,” Anastasia said. “I will never wear clothing here, no matter how many people you bring. And I ask only that you leave a little space for me in the woods.”

And so it was settled, and the boys took off their helmets, breathed in the air, and found it to be good, and more boys descended the ladder, and they looked at Anastasia with curiosity but no hint that they would do anything to her she didn’t like, and many more people came in the following days and months, boys and girls both, and Anastasia was always there to greet them in the nude, and they built great cities, as they had promised to do, but they left Anastasia’s home the way it had been, with trees and bare earth and places to sleep and fish, and she would walk from her small place in the wilderness into the city, and she was always greeted warmly, none protesting her nudity, and sometimes one of the boys or girls in the city would come with her back to her forest home, and take off their clothing too, and they would live her simple life for a time and eat her simple foods, and they would look at her and her at them, bodies made more beautiful because they were naked, regardless their shape, and sometimes the boys’ penises would stick out straight, but it wasn’t because of her. She knew that boys’ bodies did that, and she’d been told it happened because then it could be put inside a girl, but the boys who visited Anastasia in her forest home wouldn’t be there to put themselves inside her.

This was the life Anastasia most wanted, and she would sit naked by her big bedroom window and look out at the garden and pretend she was looking down at her home from a building in the city. A practical girl, she knew it was just a fantasy, but she also knew there were pieces of the story that could be true, and that she could make true.

For now, her family home would be her planet, and now that she’d been given the green light to occupy it as she wanted, she was determined to make as much of the property as possible her realm, and to express herself as she wished to all the people who might be there, whether they be her immediate family or otherwise.

On that first night, she did not leave her bedroom after dinner. She studied, chatted with Belinda, and wrote out her future plans. It was in code, like her first plans, and there were many blanks.

She knew what she’d do tomorrow, though: home from school, naked in her bedroom, and naked to dinner. Completely naked. So she had a decision to make. What should she do about her hair?

Right now, it was dark brown, a perfect triangle at the top of her vulva. She’d let it grow without any restrictions since it had first shown up a few years ago, but the hairs reached a certain length and stopped, or she shedded them perhaps, and more grew in their place until they reached maturity.

Everyone would look there, she knew, because that place, the hair and the lips and the opening, were the essence of nakedness. Until you exposed that part of your body, you weren’t really naked. But once you did, that was it. What was done down there was irrelevant. She could shave her hair, let it grow wild, dye it green, and no one could question it. But the goal on this first instance was not to distract. Dinner tomorrow would be her debut, and it needed to be done right. Shaving it would create a sensation, she decided. So too would her hair be if she left it as it was, a little thick, a little wild. So she should find a middle ground. Just enough hair.

She stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bathroom, studying her mound before she went to the drawer where she kept her scissors, and she pulled them out and grabbed her hair and extended it, snipping at it piece by piece until she’d reduced her rug to a proper little garment, dark brown against her pale skin, partially hiding the top of her slit but not entirely disguising her femaleness.

The next morning, Anastasia showered and blow dried her hair and dressed for school as she always did, today in a black skirt and a long-sleeved white sweater and black pumps and her silver butterfly necklace, and she paid attention in class but allowed her mind to wander at times, as it often did, and now she had two things to look forward to—naked in her room in the afternoon, nude over dinner for the first time with her family.

So mentally prepared was she by the time Wyngate summoned her for dinner, in fact, that she suffered virtually no jitters as she opened her bedroom door, headed down the hall, entered the kitchen, made a plate of shrimp scampi and fried broccoli, passing among her family members with a minimum of self-consciousness and no nerves. Was Wyngate turning his eyes toward her waist, to the place between her hips? Was Urbane staring at her bare bottom? Maybe, but it didn’t matter, any more than it mattered if she’d put on makeup or put her hair in a ponytail and they’d noticed that.

Once seated, on a hand towel she’d grabbed from the kitchen, only her bare breasts were visible, not her bare vulva, and she understood that there would be less to look at, but she didn’t care.

The conversation followed its usual patterns, Wyngate announcing a small victory at school, Urbane pondering next semester’s classes, the parents asking questions and sharing their own news, and Anastasia contributed as well, about a paper she’d been working on, her friend Belinda’s conflict with a boy.

Did Anastasia, the youngest child, talk a little more, or a little more energetically? Was going nude a confidence booster for the girl? Possibly.

But it didn’t matter. That night, she went to bed (naked, of course) with a sense not so much of accomplishment as of having found a little more of herself. This was who she was.

And so it continued, Wednesday night, Thursday night, and on Friday afternoon, she was ready to take another small step. She liked to study and consult her laptop in the formal living room at times, perched on the loveseat by the window that faced the street, and that’s what she did that day after school, undressing in her room and carrying her laptop to the living room, and only after she’d arrived did she look at the light blue silk and remember her mother’s request—please sit on something.

Back to her room she went, and into her bathroom for a small black hand towel, which she brought to the loveseat. She folded it once, set it down on the seat and settled herself onto it, careful to line up her anus and her vaginal folds with it. She opened her laptop and set it on her thighs and lost herself in the internet.

It wasn’t for another hour before she heard the front door open, and she looked up to see who had come home. The living room was just off the hall from the foyer, and people often passed by without looking in, so she could observe them invisibly, in a sense.

She knew by the footsteps it was Wyngate. He didn’t pass her unknowingly, however. He peered through the door and met her eyes.

“Hey, Ana,” he said, “broke out of your room?”

Anastasia looked up, noticed Wyngate was searching her form, taking in her bare breasts and her one naked hip, the rest of her middle hidden by the computer, and only then did she remember that she was completely nude outside her room for something other than dinner, and Wyngate was the first to see her like this.

“Yeah, I’m celebrating Friday by surfing in here,” she said.

“What kinds of things are you surfing for?” he asked, and there was something in the way he asked it, or in his expression, that seemed to be suggesting something.

“I like natural wonders,” she said. “Waterfalls, really high mountains.”

“Sure,” he said with that same expression.

“You sound like you don’t believe me,” she said.

“Well . . .” he said, voice trailing off.

“What?” she demanded. “What are you accusing me of?”

“Nothing, nothing,” he said, holding up his hands, but the expression wouldn’t go away. It was like his face was made of memory foam, and it was sticking.

“Just tell me what you mean,” she said. The direct route worked best with her closest brother, and she needed to know what was going on. She felt completely natural going nude, but she knew the people around her were far less at ease, and there was no one better to ask about it than her brother.

“Okay, it’s different for guys, probably,” he said.

“Go on,” she urged.

“Can I sit down?” he asked.

“Of course, just like always.”

Wyngate set down his bookbag and took the seat opposite his sister, and he looked at her and smiled, a little coyly now.

“When guys are on a PC nude, they’re probably doing one thing,” he said.

“Like what?” Anastasia asked.

“You don’t know?” he asked.

“Don’t know what?” Anastasia asked, completely lost.

“Autosexual behavior,” he said. “That’s the official name for it.”

“I don’t even know what that is,” Anastasia confessed.

“They taught it in sex ed,” he said. “At least in the boys’ class.”

“I’ve never heard that word, or that expression.”

“Let’s see if I can remember how they put it,” Wyngate said, looking at the ceiling. “The, um, stimulation of, you know, your private parts.”

“Stimulation,” Anastasia repeated, settling on that as the most important part of the definition, but still unsure what it meant. She was thinking of stimulation in the scientific sense. Using electricity in the lab to make muscles contract, for example.

“You know, touching.”

“Touching,” she said. “With just your hand?”

“Yeah,” Wyngate said, smiling with relief this time, as if glad to be at last confessing a dark secret.

“Okay,” Anastasia said, pausing for a moment to remember how they’d reached this point in the conversation. It had started with Wyngate’s accusation that she had been doing it. “Yeah, I’ve never done that. I don’t see the point. And I’m not doing it now.”

Wyngate leaned over to grab his bookbag.

“I shouldn’t have said what I said,” he admitted, standing. “Sorry about that. But it’s what people might think.”

“What do you mean?” Anastasia demanded. “Why would they think that?” This was an entirely unexpected development, a by-product of nudity she hadn’t imagined: that people would see her and believe she was doing . . . that. Whatever that was.

“It’s nothing about you,” Wyngate said quickly, sitting again. “It’s just . . .” he paused, collecting his thoughts. “Okay, you want my take?”

“Of course.”

“It’s just, nudity and sex are the same, in a lot of people’s minds, so—”

“They shouldn’t be,” Anastasia said sharply. This was more familiar territory, a misconception that disappointed her, that she wanted to exorcise from the minds of everyone, or at least everyone who saw her. It was, she was starting to believe, something she might actually consider one of her missions. She didn’t have to be nude, but what if someone did? What if some poor girl had a skin condition that made clothes unhealthy for her to wear, so she had to go nude, and now everyone thought she was doing it so she could touch herself?

“I’m not saying they should or shouldn’t be,” Wyngate said, a little defensively. “It’s just that they are.”

“Okay, but they don’t have to be,” Anastasia said, voice rising, words picking up speed and force. “And they shouldn’t be. And maybe I could . . . you know . . . I’m just naked, okay? I’m not doing anything else. I’m just naked. I think people should be able to see that by itself, and not think things bad about me.”

Wyngate’s face fell.

“Hey, I’m really sorry, I didn’t mean all that,” he said. “I’m not trying to be—”

Anastasia laughed so disarmingly Wyngate’s face transitioned immediately to confusion. She was angry with a vague conception of people, not at her brother. If anything, he’d done her a favor with his warning.

“I’m not mad at you,” she said. “I’m just mad that people are . . . like that.”

“Okay, but one thing,” Wyngate said. “I never said people would think bad things about you. I just said they would think things about you. But what they would be thinking isn’t bad.”

“You said they’d think I was touching myself.”

“That’s not bad,” Wyngate said. “People do it, and some people make fun of it, and try to make other people feel bad about it, but they shouldn’t. Sometimes, if a parent thinks their kid does it too much, they might tell them to stop, or make them wear something.”

“What?” Anastasia almost shouted. “What would they make them wear?”

“Something so they can’t touch.”

“Oh, like clothes?” Anastasia said with relief.

“No, more than clothes,” Wyngate replied. “Things that lock on.”

“You lock clothes on your kid?” Anastasia exclaimed.

“Not clothes, really,” Wyngate said, and he passed his hands around his waist. “Just a belt that locks on, and the other parts are locked on too.”

“Other parts,” Anastasia said.

“Covering the . . . sex parts,” Wyngate said. “I mean, parts that lock on, that go over the sex parts, and cover them, so you can’t touch them.”

“Who does that?” Anastasia cried, hands covering her mouth.

“I don’t know,” Wyngate said. “I’ve heard rumors.”

“Kids at school?”

“Maybe.”

“Which kids?” Anastasia asked.

Wyngate raised both hands, palms toward his sister, and shook his head in a gesture he used when he was done with a topic.

“But why would they do that to their kids?” Anastasia persisted.

“I don’t know,” Wyngate said. “Maybe they just don’t think it’s okay to do. Or maybe the kid is doing it too much, and not studying. Or . . . you could probably hurt yourself.”

“Hurt yourself?” Anastasia asked.

“If you touch too much, yeah,” Wyngate said. “It’s like any other part of your body.”

“But why do it at all?” Anastasia asked.

“You really don’t know?” Wyngate asked.

“I guess I don’t,” Anastasia said. “Tell me.”

“It feels good,” Wyngate said.

“Maybe to some people,” Anastasia shot back.

“To most people,” Wyngate said. “Guys. Girls too.”

“I really don’t see why,” she said.

“If you do it awhile, things happen.”

“What happens?” Anastasia asked. The conversation was starting to frighten her, but also to annoy her. Wyngate was speaking in code, she believed, trying to be confusing. She loved her brother, but if he was going to toy with her, take advantage of her naivete, she was going to push back. Either make him say plain what he meant, or make him admit he was speaking nonsense.

“You really don’t know?” he asked.

“No, and I don’t think you do either,” she said. “I think you’re pretending.”

Wyngate deflated, appearing truly hurt, shoulders hunched, staring briefly at the floor before he looked up at her.

“I’m just,” he stammered, “it’s a very private subject. Something you don’t just talk about.”

“Why not?” Anastasia asked, her question coming from a new place. Whatever Wyngate was talking about was real, but so shameful he couldn’t say it out loud. Wasn’t nudity the same way? Somewhere in her memory was a video or a cartoon, she wasn’t sure which, of a girl caught naked by someone in a place where she wasn’t supposed to be naked, and she put her forearm across her chest, the other hand around her vagina, and she was running and screaming in terror.

What a strange reaction.

And if that same girl were touching herself the way Wyngate had described it, just touching around her opening, or directly on the opening itself, why should she be embarrassed about that? As long as she wasn’t peeing into her hand or something, why was touching that part of her body any worse than touching her knee, or her foot, or her face?

“You’re being serious, right?” Wyngate asked. “You’re not messing with me?”

“No,” she said, narrowing her eyes, “are you messing with me?”

“I am not,” he replied.

“Okay then,” she said. “So why don’t people want to talk about touching themselves?”

Wyngate laughed, straightened his back, smiled at his sister.

“When you ask that way, it almost seems like they shouldn’t be,” Wyngate said. “And you know, I can’t give you an answer. It’s just something you’re born with. You don’t want people to see you doing it.”

“Were you born not wanting people to see you naked?” she asked.

“I don’t know about that,” Wyngate replied, exhaling a half laugh. “I mean, born with it. I think society teaches you about it. But there are some places where people go nude, and no one cares.”

“They call them nudist colonies,” Anastasia said, sharing things she’d learned from recent research. “Or nudist beaches. Certain hotels. And campgrounds.”

“Right,” Wyngate said, nodding. “So you can also not learn it. Or unlearn it.”

“Can you unlearn being embarrassed about touching?” Anastasia asked.

Wyngate laughed again.

“I don’t know,” he said. “I know of no place where people do that in front of each other. So probably not.”

Anastasia bit her lip and looked at the wall.

“Sorry again,” Wyngate said, rising for the second time, lifting his bookbag. “But then, this has been an interesting conversation.”

“For me too,” Anastasia said, and after her brother left the living room, her gaze returned to the blank place on the wall, so she could think.

Was she going to just practice (her mother’s strange word for it) nudity privately for the rest of her life? Ask permission from whomever she was living with and hope they said yes? And if they said no, staying dressed, covered—oppressed—if the rules said no?

And touching—what was that about?

Anastasia had never thought of herself as a cause person. She didn’t dislike feminists—some of her friends were very committed to it—but she wasn’t a fanatic. She didn’t go to protests. Well, one, because the weather was nice, and a boy she was interested in was supposed to be there.

But this felt like a fight worth fighting, she thought. How many more nudists were there out there, hating their clothes but too afraid to say anything or undress a little and see what happened? And so what if people touched themselves? If it felt good, they should do it, and if they had to do it for awhile to get whatever better feeling Wyngate was talking about, why shouldn’t they?

And how dare any parent cover their kids’ parts? If you want to touch, you should be able to touch. Well, unless you’re hurting yourself.

Anastasia put her laptop on the loveseat next to her left hip, spread her thighs and looked down at her hair and vulva.

It was definitely sensitive, she thought, and not in a bad way. She reached down, pressed her outer lips with her index finger, left side first, then the right side, moved her finger up to the folds, touched there too, and then to the place where they joined. Okay, that was very sensitive. She pressed it, pressed beside it and moved her finger across it, gently at first, then more firmly. Once, twice, three times.

Yes, it felt good. The way tucking her hair behind her ears felt, stroking a cat’s soft fur, lying naked between cool sheets on a hot night felt good. But none of those were things you kept doing. Nothing more was going to happen if you did it for however long Wyngate said you had to. How long was that, anyway? Minutes, hours, all day? You got pleasure from all these things now and then. Doing it so much you hurt yourself—okay, those were kids with problems. Compulsive. That’s what they called it. Someone has a compulsion. Anastasia was proud of herself for coming up with two forms of the word. Compulsive. Compulsion. Like drinking. You have a compulsion to drink, or to collect things and never throw them out. Hoarders. So some kids touch so much, they do what, rub themselves raw? Anastasia looked down, moved her finger up and down against her inner labia. Yes, she thought, if I did this all day, I’d probably get a raw place, and it would get really sore. And if I couldn’t stop, I’d want to be covered. I’d ask to have something locked on, and taken off only when I had to pee. I wouldn’t be embarrassed about it, though. She imagined going to her parents, explaining that she had a compulsion, was touching her vagina or labia too much and couldn’t stop and it was hurting, so they needed to buy her a belt with a key, and they’d keep the key. Why should she be embarrassed about that? They’d take it off her when she needed to go to the bathroom, lock it back on. During showers too. It would come off then, so she could wash herself.

That’s probably how it worked, she thought. That’s why parents did it.

But was that the only reason? It wasn’t just about injury, according to Wyngate. Some parents just didn’t want their kids touching, at all, for any reason.

Why? Why did it matter? Parents could be really mean to their kids, Anastasia knew. Fortunately, there were laws against it, and parents got arrested all the time for being evil, and she had an interest in those stories and her computer knew that and sent them to her, and she read them with a mix of rage and satisfaction. Another evil parent off to jail. Ha.

Covering your kid’s sexual parts was only okay if you were doing it to protect them from hurting themselves. Just doing it to keep them from touching was so wrong it made Anastasia’s stomach churn. What if they had an itch? What if their feet itched? Would you put locks on their shoes so they couldn’t touch their feet?

And then, where did they get the belt they locked on? They must have bought them from somewhere. So other people were in on it. Other companies. Did the companies ask why the parents were buying something like that? And if the parents didn’t give the right reason, would they still sell it? No, companies just wanted to make money. They’d sell it to anyone.

Those poor kids.

This is something that would make Anastasia an activist. Yes, chopping down rainforests was bad, the mistreatment of the Uyghurs was bad, forcing 12-year-old rape victims to have babies was bad, but there were already people protesting those things. No one was speaking for the people who just wanted to not wear clothing in peace. No one held up signs about parents locking things on their kids’ bodies for no reason.

But how do you protest that? How do you find a parent doing that? According to Wyngate, it was all hush-hush, so you probably didn’t.

If she did though—if some kid in her class admitted they had to wear something that kept them from touching any part of their body—she would become an activist.

Maybe she’d become an activist anyway.

Something needed to be done. She had a message. And she believed she knew how to share it.




Chapter 12: Haden Visits Pleasure Overland

It took until Wednesday evening for Haden to tell his mother about Saturday’s plans. Even then—the two of them heading to Pleasure Overland together to buy him more masturbation tubes—she had to bring things up before he had the nerve to share the details.

“I’m going to give you all the time you need to look at things,” she said as they pulled out of the apartment parking lot.

“Okay,” Haden agreed, thinking that looking at products was less interesting than listening to the people. He wanted to see a girl there, shopping for a dildo with her dad. Or with her mother, for that matter. He wanted to hear every word they said to each other and to the sales clerks. Maybe she’d undress and try a few. How open were these people? Haden’s mind was racing with possibilities, most of which would never happen, he knew, but he enjoyed imagining them anyway, particularly while he masturbated. Actual pornography on his new tablet, and the porn he was writing in his mind with no need for visual aids, were at the moment competing equally for his solitary ardor.

“You’ve got a profile there, right?” Tatum asked.

“Yes, I set one up Monday,” Haden said.

“Can you get discounts through it?” she asked.

“I’m not sure,” he replied, adding carefully, “It’s sort of more a community thing.”

“Community?”

“Yeah, like you said before,” Haden elaborated cautiously. “You create a profile, give some information about yourself, and you’ve sort of joined a community.”

“Have you met anyone yet?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Haden said.

“Who?”

“Well, so far, just one person.”

“Boy or girl?” his mother asked. He was glad she’d asked it like that.

“It’s a boy,” Haden said. “He said hi right after I signed up.”

“Your age?” she asked.

“Yeah, in high school.”

“You’ve talked to him?” Tatum persisted.

“Yeah, sure,” Haden said. “We’ve sort of made plans.”

“What kind of plans?” she asked, the change in her tone subtle but apparent to Haden. This was interesting to her.

“Saturday afternoon,” Haden said.

“Just to get together?” she asked. “Or for anything specific?”

Haden wasn’t ready to answer this question, but mostly because of where he feared it might lead. Looking at porn with a friend wouldn’t be embarrassing, and exchanging masturbation ideas with another male was an idea he was getting increasingly comfortable with. Telling his mother about either was imaginable. But then, he didn’t want to talk about the nudism he expected to find there, and the two sisters who might be there. He didn’t want his mother’s advice about it, or some question that might get at things he still wanted to keep to himself. So he lied. Or not lied, exactly. Told a half-truth.

“He said he’s new to the site too,” Haden said, trying not to sound evasive. “And there aren’t that many new guys there, so we were going to see what kinds of interests we had, and I guess just talk.”

“How long are you staying?”

“He said I could stay for dinner if I wanted,” Haden replied.

“Invite him over next,” Tatum said, “if you hit it off.”

“Okay,” Haden agreed, feeling such an invitation was a little premature.

“Does he live with his parents?” she asked.

“Yes,” Haden said. And his two sisters, he thought but didn’t say.

“Do you know the rules of the house?” she asked.

“Rules of the house?” Haden echoed. This seemed an odd turn of phrase.

“Well, I just mean, what’s allowed,” she explained. “His parents know you’re coming?”

“Yes, probably,” Haden ventured.

“Is there a chance you’ll practice together?” she asked.

“Practice?” Haden repeated. He believed he knew what she meant this time, but if he were wrong, it would be embarrassing.

“Practice masturbating,” she said. “It can be good for boys to share what they know.”

“I’m not sure,” Haden said, leaving most of his thought unspoken.

“If he asks, the rules of our house are the same for your guests as for you,” she said. “Nudity and masturbation are fine. Just be responsible about your messes.”

Haden’s mind quickly worked its way from Chris to his two sisters. He imagined inviting all of them over. He imagined Chris’ sisters masturbating there, with him. How would his mother feel about girls in the home? Naked, and touching themselves? He had no idea. Would they want to look at porn? Nude guys? Or would Haden be enough? But what would his mother say? Everything so far had been specific to him, a male. His mother was female. Some cats were okay with dogs, but bring another cat in and they go bonkers.

“So what do you want to look for tonight?” she asked as she pulled off the highway.

“I don’t know,” Haden said. “Maybe just some more of those things to wear.”

“Did I get the right size?” she asked. “They had a few choices.”

“I think so,” Haden said.

“They had some other things you can use too,” she said.

“What do you mean?” Haden asked.

“To use on your penis, instead of your hand.”

“Oh,” Haden said. Once again, a surprising idea from his mother.

“It’s not something you should use all the time,” she said. “It can disorient you from a girl’s body.”

“Disorient?” Haden said. He thought he knew what the word meant, but not in this context.

“Think of sex like another planet,” she said. “It has continents, and you should be comfortable on all of them. If you only go to one, after a while, that’s the only one you’ll be able to enjoy.”

Haden thought about the words, and didn’t believe he understood. Or maybe he was having trouble concentrating, because they were about to park at a place where fathers bought dildos for their daughters, and everyone talked about it, about what would fit and feel best, and he was desperately hoping for a replay, for another girl—or the same girl, for that matter—to be judiciously inspecting the merchandise, openly discussing which objects would fit best inside her and give her the most pleasure, oblivious to the boy who was standing near her, listening to every word while he wrestled with his erection and pretended to shop, storing this memory in all its glory for retrieval at bedtime, when he would masturbate with determined abandon.

Haden’s heart began thumping as soon as he saw the building, a free-standing, modest two-story structure with a sign at the top of a pole over the parking lot: “Pleasure Overland.”

It wasn’t sleezy-looking, Haden thought. There weren’t manikins in nighties in the windows. There wasn’t anything in the windows, actually. There were just people behind them, two or three shapes made vague by the frosted glass, moving among the vague merchandise that Haden studied, wondering if any of the shapes were female.

His mother parked and he followed her in, senses tingling, eyes darting, all of him wanting to take all of it in immediately.

The shelves were high, and loaded with products, and Haden’s eyes settled on a woman about his mother’s age, perusing a shelf of books and magazines.

Someone laughed. A girl. It was a girl’s laugh. And another girl laughed back, and then the girl’s voices were saying words, quietly, but Haden knew these were females his age. He could just tell.

“I found your tubes over here,” his mother said, and his apprehensions grew as he followed her down the aisle, around shelves and into the next aisle. What if he saw a friend here, a girl from his class, one of his teachers?

One of the girls laughed again, and Haden realized they were in another part of the store, in neither the aisle by the door nor the aisle he had followed his mother to.

“This is where I bought the first two,” his mother said, pausing before shelves and a pegboard thick with products whose shape made their purpose obvious: holding the penis. There was a rainbow of colors and a wide assortment of textures, from fabric so thin it was almost sheer to thick furry coverings in black and brown, and Haden glanced at the latter assortment and wondered if they were for masturbation or some kind of costume.

“Do you want some more of these?” his mother asked, pointing to the same white tubes she’d already bought two of.

“Yeah,” he said.

“How many?” she asked.

“Maybe two more?” Haden replied quietly, not sure he wanted to answer this question honestly, at least not in public.

“That won’t be enough,” she said, without making any attempt to lower her voice. “You’re masturbating at least twice a day, right?”

“Yeah,” Haden said in his lowest audible voice.

“I’m doing laundry every 10 days,” she said. “So you’ll need 20 total.”

Haden looked at the merchandise, swallowed. The tubes were sold in packs of two, so his mother would have to get nine of them.

“Do you want to stay with white?” she asked.

Somewhere, a girl laughed again. The same girl, he was certain, who would be buying her things at the same time he was buying his. She would be tall, blonde, blue-eyed, here to buy a new dildo, and she’d see Haden’s mother buying him nine double-packs of masturbation tubes and smile knowingly. Or snicker to her friends, who would also be tall and blonde.

“Right?” Tatum said.

“Huh?” Haden replied, snapping out of his reverie.

“Eighteen more? White?”

“Oh, yeah,” Haden said. “Okay.”

“Let’s make it an even 20,” she said. “And you want the same size, correct? Six to seven inches?”

“That works.”

Tatum counted out 10 packs of the tubes and held them in such a way that they could be seen by anyone standing in front of her, or behind her probably too. “Anything else you want to look at?”

“I don’t know,” Haden said, thinking they were just there to buy coverings and leave.

“They have some toys you can stick your penis into,” Tatum said at full volume. “As an alternative to your hand. And they’re usually designed to simulate the vagina.”

Too embarrassed to blush, Haden looked down and raised his eyebrows, which his mother seemed to interpret as an expression of deep interest, instead of an expression of profound mortification. He was here to observe, to voyeur. Not to be voyeured.

“This way,” she said, motioning him to follow, which he did by placing one foot in front of the other until he reached the next aisle, which seemed to be dedicated to more advanced products, the battery-operated and plugged-in variety, and which was currently occupied by two men who seemed to be together, looking seriously at the assembled merchandise.

“I thought this one was interesting the last time I was here,” his mother said, pulling a small blue box off the shelf and handing it to Haden.

“Male Relief Massager,” read the box, which featured the image of a fit, shirtless male from the waist up, his hands out of view but probably working on his penis, judging from the position of his arms. His expression was focused, and maybe a little tense, but not ridiculous. His image hadn’t been captured at the moment of relief, or feigned relief, which made the box slightly less awkward for Haden. In his limited experience to date with porn, he preferred the same thing in female models, girls who looked like they were working for their pleasure, not undergoing some sort of spiritual transformation.

Haden turned the package over to find a picture of the product, light blue, with a slotted opening where the male inserted himself, buttons at the far other end so the user could hold it in the middle without inadvertently hitting the controls.

“For penises 5-7 inches,” the box declared. “Rechargeable. Three speed settings. Two pulse options. Easy to clean.”

The claims of product excellence continued: “Low-chafe lining. Ideal for edging, extended sessions, multiple daily uses.”

Haden continued to read, because as long as he was looking at the box, his mother wasn’t talking about it so everyone else could hear.

“Recommended lubricant,” the package read in smaller type. “Talking Girl’s Elixir.”

Despite his discomfort with the way product selection was being undertaken, Haden was growing increasingly open to the idea of using something like this. Its suitability as an edging aid was of particular interest. But his inclination was to hand it to his mother, stand a discreet distance away while she rang everything up, and exit the store.

It was not to be.

“That’s my brother’s favorite,” said a female voice which was not his mother’s voice and belonged to someone standing no more than a few feet away.

Haden turned, the penis massager still raised to his eyes, to find three girls of about his age looking at him, none of them blonde, one of them almost as tall as he, the others shorter, all three attractive in their own ways but not like advertising models, not like porn girls. One was Black with dreadlocks, the other two were Asian, including the girl standing closest to him and obviously the one who had spoken. And all three were looking at him expectantly, as if it was his turn to speak, to lob the next volley in this fresh exchange, to invite elucidation perhaps on the brother’s use of the massager that Haden was at the moment holding, and any suggestions the girl might have for Haden’s enjoyment of it.

But no, Haden kept his response economical, limiting it to a simple “Really?”

“I bought it for him,” she said. “But that’s not why he tells me it’s his favorite. And if you get it, he says you should use Baroness.”

“Baroness?” Haden repeated, looking from one girl to the next and trying to sort out an incident in his life in which he was talking to three girls in front of his mother about something he was supposed to put his penis into as an alternative to masturbating with his hand.

“It’s a lubricant,” she said. “I think it’s, uh . . . yeah, right there. You should try that.”

Haden’s mother reached up and grabbed a tube of the recommended product, featuring a drawing of a woman in a purple gown and a tiara. The baroness herself, Haden guessed.

“How often does your brother use it?” Tatum inquired.

“It varies,” the girl said. “He’s allowed to use it once a day, and he’s in it most days.”

“How long does he stay in it?” Tatum asked.

“That varies too,” the girl said, prompting a chuckle from her Black friend. “I’ve seen him go an hour with it when he has time, but faster too.”

“It’s easy to clean?” Tatum continued with insatiable curiosity.

“You just pour warm water in after you finish,” she said. “And once a week he puts in a couple drops of Oakleigh.”

“Oakleigh?” Tatum said.

“It’s a mild soap,” the girl said. “You clean aids with it. Dildos and cock jackets, plugs and whatever else is coming into contact with sensitive areas. It’s on a shelf at the front.”

“What about the tubes?” Haden’s mother asked, holding up all 10 two-packs of Haden’s new masturbation wraps.

“My brother just puts them in the wash,” the girl said.

While the girl talked to his mother, Haden made a quick, furtive search of the girl’s hands, but they were empty except for the little blue shopping basket the Black girl was holding, an assortment of products in it Haden couldn’t quite make out.

“Do you shop here all the time?” Tatum asked.

“Maybe every month or two,” the girl said. “We all do.”

“Where do you go to school?”

“Windsor.”

“He’s at Harrison,” said Tatum. “We’re trying to find some members of the community there.”

We are? Haden thought.

“I know some people there,” she said, turning to Haden. “But just tag your profile with your high school. Do you have a PO profile?”

“PO?” Haden asked.

“Pleasure Overland,” she explained.

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” Haden said. “I made it a few days ago.”

“What did you put for occupation?”

“I left it blank,” Haden said.

“You can put that you’re a student, and where you go to school.”

“Okay, yeah,” Haden said. “Thanks for telling me that.”

She smiled at him. The girl he and his mom were talking to about masturbation offered a friendly, affirming smile. Not sexy, not seductive. Just a nice, pleasant smile after what felt like a normal conversation, for the most part. Every time over the last few weeks Haden thought he had descended into some place of unprecedented strangeness, the trappings of normalcy quickly followed, from his mother and then from this girl and her friends. The question crossed his mind that, unlikely as it was, these two Asian girls might be Chris’s two sisters. They were obviously from a very open family, probably a nudist family. But no, he had no reason to believe Chris was Asian. And the coincidence was too ridiculous.

After a few more pleasantries, and more smiles, Haden and his mother headed to the register to buy his tubes, the massager, the Baroness lubricant, the Oakleigh cleaning soap, and as they headed home, Haden continued to replay the conversation with the girls through his mind. No, he didn’t get to see a girl buying a dildo with her dad, but what happened was even better: a conversation with a girl herself. Not just a conversation though, at least in Haden’s mind. A collision, between the tentative world his mother was introducing him to at home, and the larger world where other people felt this way, talked this way, lived this way.

He had been looking at the moon since his mother had caught him masturbating. At Pleasure Overland, he was standing on the moon.

“Those girls seemed nice,” his mother observed on the drive home.

“Yeah,” Haden agreed, thinking immediately that he needed to stop giving one-word answers to his mother when the conversation turned to this topic. He needed to get as comfortable as everyone else seemed to be. “It was nice of her to make that . . . to tell what her brother did.”

“He’s only allowed to put his penis in the massager once a day,” Tatum noted.

Okay, Haden thought to himself, say some words back.

“I guess that’s his parents’ rule or something,” Haden proposed.

“It’s something parents should pay attention to,” Tatum said. “And they should be ready to step in.”

“Step in?” Haden said. He wasn’t just making conversation now. He wasn’t sure what his mother meant.

“It’s like anything else,” she said. “It can be done too much, or in unhealthy ways. If it interferes with school, or your social life, the parent should work with their child—with the boy or girl, to help solve the problem.”

“What would they do?” Haden asked. This was a new, unexpected turn in things. To date, the only message he’d gotten from his mother was to masturbate as often as he could, as pleasurably as he could. Now she was pulling back, it seemed. Or was she? Maybe this was the next logical phase. First, treat it as okay, as healthy. Second, keep it healthy.

“Whatever they think is necessary,” she replied. “It can just be some rules, or a schedule. When you can masturbate, when you need to focus on other things. Or maybe an aid.”

“An aid?” Haden echoed. The girl had used that word at the store, but she’d been talking about things that helped you masturbate, not things that imposed parental limits.

“It can be a belt, for girls,” she said.

Haden wanted to know more, but he didn’t want his mother to know how desperately curious he was.

“A belt?” he asked casually.

“Something that locks on, that covers whatever parts she stimulates during masturbation.”

Haden absorbed this information, tried to use his imagination to picture what it might look like, found it difficult.

“And a holder for boys,” his mother added.

As it wasn’t clear if this so-called holder was a hypothetical concept, or something that might have a realistic chance of deployment in his own household, he decided not to pursue the matter. But the idea stayed with him the rest of the evening: what his mother had given him, she could take away, thus some discretion on his part would be advisable.

For the moment, however, he seemed to have been given nothing but leeway, invited into a new world where what had been hidden and shameful was encouraged and celebrated, and that night, after he’d stripped and begun stroking his penis, he slipped one of his new tubes over himself and headed for the couch in the den, because that’s where he wanted to finish.

His mother’s bedroom door was still open when he passed it. He didn’t look in, wasn’t sure if she was at her desk there or in her bathroom or somewhere else in the house, and he didn’t care, because he knew she didn’t care.

This way was going to be more convenient. There were times when he needed to orgasm, for physical reasons, for psychological reasons, and now he no longer needed to wait until bedtime or find an excuse to go behind a closed door and hope his mother didn’t come knocking.

He sat down in his usual place on the couch, opened his legs and wrapped his hand around his covered penis.

He was shaking slightly, he noticed, a new affect. It felt good, like it always did. He’d have no trouble ejaculating. But the openness was strangely stimulating. Whether or not his mother found him this way, the fact alone that it could happen added a new dimension to the experience. His trust in her, where his masturbation was concerned at least, was complete. He’d thought at first she was joking, or faking, but now he believed. Her consistent message had convinced him, as had her initial witnessing of his climax, and his masturbation in the tube a few nights ago, but so too did the visit to Pleasure Overland. The store was real, the people there were real, and the things they’d bought were real too. His mother’s acceptance of this precious aspect of his nature was real, and the ways they might interact over it filled his imagination with possibilities. He was no longer masturbating for his own amusement. His pleasure had become a part of household operations, like mealtime or keeping things clean. He could talk about it. He wanted to talk about it. When it was done, how often, in what ways. And if showing was more convenient than merely telling, that was good too. Or even better.

“Haden?” his mother said softly, from the hall.

And yet, with all his self-coaching, all his confidence, there was still a moment of terror when he heard his name spoken, a brief sense of impropriety, of impending chastisement, and shame, and he straightened his back in surprise, and his head whipped toward the door into the hall.

“Yeah?” he said, a little sharply, a little abruptly.

Tatum appeared at the door, took him in without surprise or judgment.

“Did you just get started?” she asked.

“Maybe five minutes ago,” he replied, his voice a little thick.

“Do you mind talking while you masturbate?”

Haden smiled, the question breaking his tension.

“No, that’s okay.”

“Okay, just letting you know I’ll be home a little later tomorrow, got some things going on at work.”

“Okay.”

“There’s plenty of leftovers in the fridge, just heat something up.”

“I will,” Haden agreed. His right hand was still wrapped around the middle of his shaft, and it was still performing a slight up and down movement, but it wouldn’t be accurate to say Haden was still masturbating in front of his mother. He was, at most, just maintaining his erection. But he knew that if he resumed active stroking, that would be okay with her. He just wasn’t sure he could still converse with her while doing it. If this became a regular thing, chatting with her while he relieved himself, maybe he’d try putting more energy into his pleasure and see if it would work. But he didn’t want to get called out on this first outing.

“Have you tried your massager?” she asked.

“Not yet,” he said. “I got as far as opening the box. It’s got a few parts and . . . it needs batteries . . . and there are instructions. So I’ll probably figure it out tomorrow.”

“I hope I didn’t startle you,” she said.

“Well, a little,” he said. “But that’s okay. I knew you were still up.”

“If you want to, you can let me know when you need to masturbate,” she said. “And I can give you some space, try not to walk in on you.”

“It’s not a problem,” Haden said, hand sliding up and down once on his covered member. It wasn’t a problem. Now that this door had been opened—literally, almost—he didn’t want it even partially shut. He didn’t want his mother tiptoeing around the apartment until he was finished. “If you need to tell me something, I don’t mind.”

“But if you’re climaxing . . .” she said.

“Well, yeah,” Haden agreed, smiling again. “It would be hard to talk then. But I guess . . . telling you I was about to . . . do that, wouldn’t be practical.”

“How long does it usually take you?” she asked, and she passed through the door and settled into the chair next to the love seat, facing him, looking at him, acting for all the world like this was a completely ordinary conversation. Haden’s hand was still gripping his penis, but he didn’t need the stimulation. Talking like this, the highly erotic with an ordinary overlay, was stirring him in ways he would not have expected.

“I guess usually,” he began, realizing with his first few words that he really wasn’t sure and wasn’t in the right frame of mind to estimate. He’d never timed it, never watched the clock from start to finish. But it wasn’t a minute, or three. Maybe five, or ten. Probably never more than 30, even if he dragged it out like he was learning to. So he settled for something in the middle. “I guess about 15 minutes,” he said. “But it can be longer sometimes, or less. And it might, you know, you said it might be good to figure out how to really make it last, so I might start working on that.”

“In other words,” Tatum laughed, “no way to guess.”

“No,” he agreed. “So just . . . anytime. I’ll let you know before I start, so you’ll know I’m doing it. And then, if I don’t answer you right away, it’s probably because I’m . . .”

“Climaxing,” she said. “I’m sure I’ll be able to figure that out.”

Haden nodded, nothing else he could think of saying. This felt like a victory, his conversation with his mother. They had discussed her work schedule. They had talked about masturbation. And he’d held up his end of the bargain, answering questions and adding information as if all this were completely normal.

“Goodnight,” she said, rising, and she kissed the top of his head and left the room, and as soon as she was gone, Haden began stroking himself in earnest again. There would be no edging tonight. Too much had already happened, and within a minute or two, he was flooding his new masturbation tube with a thick wash of semen, groaning and thrusting forward on the couch.




Chapter 13: Anastasia and the Boy With the Camera

When something mattered to Anastasia McHenry, she preferred to see it to the end, and she knew how to proceed methodically and strategically. One need look no further for proof than her victory over her family. She had won the right to the unlikeliest of privileges—the right to go nude anywhere in her home—through a campaign that lasted less than month.

But that was just the start. Call it simple momentum, if you must. Or free-floating juvenile stridence. Or what the Freudians called displacement, the lashing out against the way things were in one seemingly conquerable sphere because of abuse or repression in another sphere that could not be overcome. Maybe Anastasia was angry at biology. She hated her period.

Or maybe it was some other, undefinable girl thing, some feminine sprite that pushed her to this quixotic assault on one of human culture’s longest-held standards of decency.

Regardless, her mind was fixed, as minds sometimes get when objectives are established after some modicum of thought, objectives that are never questioned again.

It’s how wars, religions and holocausts were born, often enough. Good things as well sometimes.

If you asked Anastasia what she believed, or were able to decipher the coded notes she was continuing to write to herself in her bedroom, the underlying foundation of her new philosophy was just simple enough to be coherent: kids should never have their genitals placed under lock and key for any reason other than their own protection or betterment, and a champion was needed to fight on their behalf. A champion, who would get attention by her very presence. A champion whose principal attribute was both noticeable, and appropriate to her cause.

A naked champion. Of course.

It was Saturday now, the day after her enlightening chat with Wyngate, and she would spend the day naked wherever she wanted in House McHenry until Sascha drove over with Belinda and Thomasina so they could all go out to a movie.

She had breakfast in the nude at the table in the kitchen nook, by herself for the most part, although Urbane made a brief appearance, brewing coffee without acknowledging her before he withdrew back into his bedroom, which was his habit on days he didn’t have to get up early. He was not a morning person.

She didn’t want to be acknowledged, it should be said. That is, she didn’t want to be acknowledged in the nude when she wouldn’t be acknowledged otherwise. Urbane had done well, maintaining his regular protocol. Was she as capable of progressing through her first naked Saturday without any change in behavior? Probably, she told herself. But she wasn’t sure. She was aware of being naked, and aware that her nudity meant things to other people—varied things, things it shouldn’t mean in some cases—and until she could move past that, she would not in her own mind have reached the necessary level of personal efficacy, at least where this cause was concerned.

But how does one get used to something like this? she asked herself. Practice, she replied.

And so she did her best to live out her Saturday morning exactly as she would clothed. She went to her room when she wanted, took a shower and made herself up when she wanted, studied and surfed the internet on her laptop in the den when she wanted, sat down to lunch with her parents when she was invited to, and she assembled a sandwich from cold cuts and added a pickle and fruit salad, all gloriously nude—which is just what she would have done on any other Saturday during which clothing was involved.

But it was during lunch that she realized she would have to live intentionally for a time this day.

“Urbane believes he will have some friends over this afternoon,” said Anastasia’s mother to no one in particular, staring at the wall in the dining room.

No one responded, so she continued.

“I’m sure they’ll come through the front door. It might be four of them, or three.”

The floor was Mother’s entirely at this moment.

“Boys Urbane’s age do tend to be very observant,” she said. “One should expect them to notice anything out of the ordinary.”

A long pause followed, but neither Anastasia nor her father broke the silence.

“And they lack discretion entirely,” Mother said. “What they see that surprises them, they will speak of on any subsequent occasion.”

Perhaps Mother thought she was telling her daughter something not previously known, about the way boys were. But Anastasia knew this. Of course boys talked. And they would talk about any interesting girl they saw, particularly any naked girl they saw, wouldn’t they? They would tell anyone who would listen, wouldn’t they? Their friends, their girlfriends, their parents and brothers and sisters?

Word of mouth.

This was probably a parental strategy of some kind, but it did the opposite, conjuring visions that hadn’t occurred to her until now. Let them talk, she thought. Let them tell everyone. Let them . . . let them get their phones out and record Anastasia, so they would be believed.

Anastasia’s mind was racing, which was the reason she was looking dumbly at the table in front of her plate. She was not horrified, not imagining the humiliation of being talked about, not frozen in her tracks with this new revelation about what happened to those who insisted on an unusual path.

But Mother seemed to think that’s what was happening, because she moved in for the kill.

“And it’s not unusual for those same young men to make comments about an unclothed person, particularly an unclothed young lady, within her range of hearing. They might express their ideas about her physical attributes. They might even cast aspersions on her character.”

Let them, Anastasia thought. Let them. The more of an impression I make, the more likely they are to talk about me after the fact. And what can they possibly say that would bother me the least bit?

Anastasia ran quickly through the possible aspersions: Her breasts are too small. Her nipples are too small. Her pubic hair is a strange color, or it needs trimming, or shaving. She was naked because there was something wrong with her.

None of that would bother her in the least, because it was just someone’s opinion, and it was just like the things people said about those who were dressed—too tall, too short, too pale, too strange.

Everyone was too much of some things, not enough of others. The differences were what made humans special.

But that’s not how Mother felt, Anastasia knew. Mother believed that Anastasia would hear these words and fear the possibilities and hide in her bedroom all afternoon. Or better yet, put back on her clothing and keep it on and end this phase of her life.

Even now, however, Anastasia’s mind was moving in an entirely different direction. How could she be seen by Urbane’s friends this afternoon without making it seem like she wanted to be seen? What ruse could she dream up to necessitate her appearing naked where Urbane’s friends would be?

“Why are they coming over?” Anastasia asked. This was an important detail. Would they be visiting the garden outside, having a mid-afternoon snack in the kitchen, keeping to Urbane’s room to play a game or work on something?

“I only know that Urbane said they’d be visiting,” Mother said. “I don’t know the reason.”

“It’s nice that Urbane has friends who want to visit,” Anastasia said quickly, and decisively. It would take far more than Urbane’s friends to turn her away from her crusade, and she wanted that made clear, to Mother and Father.

Anastasia looked at her parents, first at her impassive father, then at her mother, who seemed a little taken aback, who was most likely surprised that her words of warning had had no effect on her daughter.

Maybe, after lunch, Anastasia would have gone to her bedroom and shut the door. Or put on her clothes and gone to the mall and done a little shopping. Armed with her new knowledge, however, she planted herself in the living room, on the couch by the window, fully visible to anyone entering by the front door. And then she surfed. She caught up on a little celebrity gossip, watched a video about a girl who got lost in the woods for two days, looked up genetics, a topic from school that interested her.

“belts over private parts,” she typed in next, moving on from there to variations on the concept—“anti-masturbation clothing”, “chastity belts”—getting ever closer to places she was sure she didn’t want to be. The women, wearing nothing but a covering over their vulvas, stared out of the screen with pouty sultriness, as if both disappointed and aroused by their restrictions. But the men were even worse. Every one of them was both remarkably fit and positively delighted by the tube, cage or spiked cylinder someone else had locked around his penis. What had Anastasia hoped to find? Maybe pictures of dour looking boys and girls who weren’t models, weren’t perfectly fit, and who were fully clothed but with something uncomfortable showing under their pants area. Better yet, a parents’ group, where cruel adults tried to justify the twisted philosophy that led them to belt and cage their children. There might be a phone number there, or at least an email address that Anastasia could use to demand justice, adolescent bodily autonomy, the ceasing and desisting of parental tyranny. But there was nothing like that to be found.

Giving up on that pursuit, Anastasia searched “nudity laws.” Maybe she wasn’t alone. Maybe she wasn’t the first girl to feel going naked was simply more natural, more beautiful, more comfortable. Maybe it wasn’t even illegal, just not something people did.

She was quickly disabused.

“Any exposure in a public place of the adult genitalia of either sex,” read the first law she found, the Overland city code, “or the nipples of the female breast, or more than half of the female breast, or more than two-thirds of the buttocks of either sex, shall be a misdemeanor, with fines upon first conviction of not more than $5,000, and incarceration of not more than one year. Penalties may be doubled for additional offences, or in the case of such aggravating factors as intentional exposure to minors, sexual gestures or statements, or the commission of any other crime.”

A year in prison for going naked, Anastasia thought grimly. Was her little crusade worth that?

“is it legal to go naked anywhere in public?” she next typed.

Not really, she learned. Some women had successfully challenged the fairness of laws requiring the covering of female but not male breasts. You could go naked at private resorts and camps, and at certain beaches in the US. Europe was a lot more liberal about it, but even there, you couldn’t just go naked anytime anywhere.

Eventually, as the sun’s rays came in at a growing slant through the window, she found a beautiful word, freikörperkultur. It was German, born of a philosophy more than a hundred years old, and often abbreviated FKK. The founders of the movement offered a reason she hadn’t considered for going nude: health.

According to those in the movement, unimpeded exposure to air and sunlight, and a return to a more natural state, were best for counteracting the stresses of an industrialized, urban existence.

And yes, modern life was stressful, Anastasia thought. You had to use a car to get around, which meant dealing with red lights and traffic, getting honked at, and the constant possibility of an accident. You sometimes had to eat very unnatural foods, like beanie-weenies and cream chipped beef, which were the only options that were any good sometimes.

So by the time the front door opened about two that afternoon, Anastasia was as close to zealotry as a teenage girl could be. She did not look up, however, to see who was entering the family home to be evangelized by bare skin. She kept her eyes on the laptop warming her thighs, watching a video someone had shot in Africa of a lion running beside a tour bus.

She didn’t even look up after the door closed, multiple pairs of shoes shuffled in the foyer, someone murmured something and someone else—probably Urbane—hissed a frantic “shhh!” followed by more murmurs, but quieter this time.

She knew they were talking about her. They must have been wondering if she’d be home, if she’d be naked, maybe even sitting on the living room couch where she often studied and surfed, wondering if they’d get to see this naked girl in her natural habitat.

So, she concluded, drawing on the evidence of the murmurs alone, Urbane had told his friends about what was going on with his sister, and his friends had responded that they needed proof, that they wanted to see this phenomenon for themselves, and Urbane had obliged. And now they were all standing in the foyer, just beyond the door to the living room, working up the nerve to walk past the entrance, peer in with all the discretion they could muster, and see with their own eyes if this naked girl was here. It was all just a theory on Anastasia’s part, but she believed she knew enough about people to be right.

The feet shuffled, drew nearer. The eyes of the girl remained fixed on the laptop screen. Her pulse quickened slightly.

“Hey, Anastasia,” said a voice.

She looked up. “Hey, Urbane.”

“Got plans tonight?”

“Yeah, seeing a movie,” she replied.

“Which one?”

“Return of the Juggernaut. Hey, Mark.”

Urbane’s friend Mark slipped to the living room door, next to Urbane, his eyes moving the way they do when people are both talking to other people and gathering information about them. She knew what he was finding out. That her breasts were small but distinct, and that her hips were bare, meaning she was completely nude, although her mound and pubic hair were hidden by a laptop. Should she set her computer aside so he could see more of her? Should she, further, stand, approach him, shake his hand, expose herself completely?

No, she should do none of those things, because she wouldn’t do them if she were clothed.

“Hey, Animatronica,” Mark said, using the longest of the nicknames he’d made up for her.

“What’s gotten you arrested lately?” she asked, using her favorite question for him, one not yet founded in reality.

“The usual,” Mark answered.

More footsteps, and two more boys appeared, a Black kid with dreadlocks Anastasia recognized vaguely, and a ginger boy she’d never seen before.

“Hey,” Anastasia said, which is what she’d say under any circumstances, and she looked at them while they looked at her, and she felt entirely at ease in this moment.

“Hello, Miss Anastasia,” said the Black friend with unnecessary formality. Was he trying to be funny, or was he nervous about this?

“We’ve met before . . .” Anastasia ventured. “At the book fair? And you’re . . .”

“Julius,” he said.

“Right, Julius,” she said. “Nice to see you again.”

Urbane used his thumb to indicate the other friend.

“Seamus,” Urbane said. “You’ve never met him. His family just moved from Mackinaw, and we’re trying him out.”

“Hi, Seamus,” Anastasia said. “It’s nice to meet you.”

“Hi, Anastasia,” Seamus said, smiling, probably because of the way Urban had introduced him.

In Anastasia’s mind, that should have ended the conversation, as it would have were she clothed. Urbane’s observation of the social niceties where Anastasia was concerned could be sporadic, but practiced appropriately often enough, and he had done his part, and she hers on this occasion, and now it was time for her brother and his friends to move on, and for her to continue her investigation of things she wanted more information about.

And yet they lingered, even after she returned her attention to her laptop, typed in a new search term, waited.

She looked up again, into four pairs of 20-something eyes, and she raised her brows, and that’s all it took to dismiss them, Seamus and Julius backing away first, then Urbane and Mark following, and as soon as they were out of sight, she looked down with a sense of accomplishment to see what her search had turned up.

Fifteen minutes later, Anastasia realized she needed to pee. So, as she would for any similar occurrence, she set her laptop aside and headed to her bedroom, which was a few steps past Urbane’s bedroom. She noticed as she approached it that the door was open, and she could hear the voices of the boys talking, as boys sometimes do, and when she reached the door, she glanced in, as she would do, and Urbane noticed her first, Seamus second, glancing up wide-eyed. Anastasia imagined the other two boys looked, but too late to see her because she was still moving.

“Hey, Anastasia?” Urbane said.

Anastasia returned to Urbane’s door, stopping there and turning to face all the occupants of the room, who had probably been looking at Urbane’s PC but now were looking at her.

“Yeah?” she said.

“Seamus had a question,” Urbane said, looking at his friend, because apparently he wanted Seamus to ask the question.

“Hi, Anastasia,” Seamus said, his face bent beneath the forces of profound anxiety.

“Hi, Seamus.”

Seamus pulled out his phone, studied it in his hand, as though this were the first time he’d actually seen a smart phone, before he looked back up at the girl.

“How would you . . . a picture?” he stammered.

“Of me?” Anastasia said. “Or you want me to take one of you?”

The boys laughed, all of them, their mirth bordering on hysteria. Anastasia didn’t laugh with them, but she found the sound pleasant, and perhaps a little enlightening. The boys were nervous, that she could tell. Boys didn’t just go straight into some kind of single-minded lust when they saw a naked girl. They stared with blank faces, tried to talk to her, pulled out their phones, blushed. Yes, Seamus was blushing, and Julius slapped his back hard enough to make a cracking sound, and the interlude gave Anastasia a chance to think about having her picture made.

What do you want with my picture? she could have asked, but the answer was obvious. He wanted to have it to look at, in private. Maybe he’d rub himself while he looked at it, like Wyngate had said boys do. Or maybe he’d send it too. To his friends back in Mackinaw, to his new friends here. Maybe he’d post it. So everyone would see Anastasia naked, and she wouldn’t even need to leave her home.

“Sure,” she said, and she turned to him, legs straight, arms by her sides, mouth making a half-smile, and Seamus raised his camera to his chin, but he wasn’t aiming it yet.

“Ana, we were joking,” Urbane said. “You do not want your picture taken.”

“Why not?” she asked.

“It could end up—anywhere.”

“It’s just a picture of me,” she said.

“It’s going to end up in Mackinaw,” Urbane warned.

“Just there?” Anastasia asked, with the hint of a pout.

“I was going to tell just a few friends there,” Seamus said uncertainly, phone still near his chin. “They’d never believe me. It’s not like it is here. Girls wear all their clothes there.”

“So you need proof,” Anastasia said.

“Is that okay?” Seamus said. “I won’t if you—”

“No, go ahead, if you can hurry,” she said. “I sort of need to pee.”

Seamus looked down at Urbane, and Urbane looked up and shrugged. The final decision was his, Anastasia knew, which seemed obvious to her in one way, and disappointing in another. Shouldn’t she have the final say?

But when Seamus raised his camera to his eye, peered into it, turned it longwise to catch as much of her length as he could, she maintained her pose, waiting patiently while he snapped several shots.

“Thanks,” he said, and she turned and headed toward her bedroom, and she was at her door when she heard Julius whisper, “Dude, send me your best one,” and she was still smiling when she reached her bedroom and sat on her toilet. She could almost feel the electronic grapevine humming, in Mackinaw, and in her hometown too.

Urbane’s bedroom door was closed when she passed it on her way back to her laptop in the den, but she could hear them talking, quietly. Probably about her. Back at the couch, she sat, turned her attention to researching nutrition for her personal health class when her PC chimed with the arrival of an instant message, from Belinda:

“We need to talk.”




Chapter 14: Haden Visits Chris

Haden’s nerves were screaming by the time he pulled up in his mother’s car to the house where Chris lived with his nudist family, including his two nudist sisters.

His terror was the worst kind, because it came from multiple places at once. He was about to undress in front of strangers. He was about to masturbate in front of at least one stranger, a male no less. There might be naked girls there. They might talk to him, while he was naked. Or they might not. And he was going to have an erection, probably from the moment he undressed, or even before that, most likely.

As he neared the address, navigating a neighborhood of homes much nicer than the apartment he shared with his mother, he almost turned around. He’d go home, message Chris he wasn’t feeling well, propose rescheduling but never set another date.

Mostly, he didn’t want to be accused of being an imposter. Haden wasn’t a nudist. He wasn’t an open masturbator if you didn’t count his mom. And his primary motivation for showing up was to see Chris’s sisters. This visit could end in disaster dozens of ways, he knew.

And yet, hadn’t Chris invited him? And hadn’t the invitation been extended with no rules, no expectations other than that they might exchange tips on more pleasurable masturbation? And maybe look at a little porn? Was Chris gay? Not unless he was lying. He said he liked the same porn Haden had listed in his profile.

So Haden soldiered on, slowing when his phone told him he was almost there, pulling up to the big but strangely ordinary home with the slate siding, the picture window on the first floor, the smaller windows on the second floor, the big tree growing over the circle drive,.

Haden parked against the curb, walked around the Jeep and the two sedans in the drive, walked up the steps to the front door and rang the bell.

If no one answers in a minute, I’ll turn around and drive home, Haden told himself, but the door swung wide in no less than 30 seconds, and he found himself staring nudity right in the face. Or the body. Face and body, really.

“You must be Haden,” said the woman, easily in her 40’s and presumably Chris’s mother. She was fit, almost as tall as Haden, her breasts pronounced but set a little lower than those of the girls online, with blonde hair tied in a ponytail, dark eyebrows, a dark strip of pubic hair.

“I am,” Haden said, choking the words out before he was overcome with an epiphanic arousal. There was also a mother here, he realized. And she would also be naked. And she was naked right now before him. And she must tend to her public hair, to form it into that little strip. How often did she do that?

She stood back, opened the door to him, and Haden entered.

“I’m Chris’s mom,” she said, looking down at herself self-consciously before she added, “Please call me Tabby. We’re not especially formal here.”

Haden reached out his hand, choked through another few words. “Nice to meet you, Tabby.”

Her grip was firm. So was his. The ordinary and the extraordinary, joined again, arousing in its own way.

“Chris wasn’t sure if you were a nudist,” she said.

“Not . . .  completely,” Haden said, still not sure what a nudist was exactly. He went nude at home at times, in front of his mother, to masturbate. Did that count?

“Not completely,” she repeated, with a smile and a knowing nod. “Something you’re trying out?”

“Yes, sure,” Haden said, looking around the home’s spacious entry room, where tables, chairs, a fleet of couches, and several beanbags suggested a place used for casual entertainment.

“Would you like to undress here?” she asked.

Haden was torn. His erection was getting painful, extending to the right beneath his jeans, creating what he knew was a telltale ridge there. But stripping meant he’d leave no doubt about his condition, and probably little doubt about his condition’s inspiration. But surely she’d bring the same understanding to this situation his mother did.

“If that’s . . . okay,” he said, reaching up to unbutton his shirt.

“Chris is really looking forward to meeting you,” Tabby said. “I’ve been pushing him to check out Pleasure Overland since we got to town in July. He’s a little shy, but he finally signed up a few weeks ago, and you’re the first person he reached out to. He was looking for someone his age who liked vanilla porn.”

Vanilla porn? Haden thought. Was that what he’d put in his profile?

Tabby laughed. “It had to be someone newer than him, though,” she said. “He didn’t want to be the new kid.”

As Tabby talked, Haden slipped off his shoes, pulled off his socks, unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans and pushed everything down, his penis swinging forth, bobbing up and down as he pushed his pants past his feet, hopping once awkwardly, suddenly feeling more embarrassed about that than his bouncing erection.

“Just hang it all on the hooks there,” Tabby said without any indication of either derision or offense, and Haden looked at her to make sure she wasn’t looking away. But no, as he collected his things, he saw that she was looking directly at his penis. It wasn’t a lustful expression, so far as Haden could tell. She was just gathering information. Haden looked at Tabby’s strip of hair again, at the crease of her genitals, told himself he was just gathering information too, and he went to the place along the wall where hooks hung, two dozen of them in a tight row, and it occurred to him that this is where guests would hang their things as soon as they’d walked through the door, and the number of hooks suggested room for up to two dozen guests.

“Hey, Haden!” a male voice shouted.

Haden turned, watching as a blond, slim, nude male his age approached, rounding two couches and, to Haden’s surprise, spreading his arms for a hug.

Haden quickly checked the boy’s penis, saw with some dismay that it was soft, forced a smile as their bodies met and the tip of his erection struck the boy just below his navel.

“I’m Chris, great to meet you,” he said, glancing down briefly at Haden’s penis but offering no opinion on its state. “Mom, why didn’t you tell me he was here?”

“I wanted to meet him first,” Tabby said. “You get him the rest of the day. Think you’ll be staying for dinner?”

“I think I can,” Haden said, still hedging his bets. Maybe his erection wasn’t going to get him shown the door, but any number of other things might.

“Where are you going to masturbate?” Tabby asked.

“The media room, if it’s free,” Chris replied.

“You’re not going to play that awful game, are you?” she asked.

“You like Rendition?” Chris asked, turning to Haden.

“I’ve played it some,” Haden said. “It’s a good game.”

“C’mon,” Chris said, heading toward the door at the back of the room.

“Nice to meet you, Tabby,” Haden said just before he left the room, turning to look the woman over one more time, and she offered a small wave, and his penis continued to bounce.

Haden followed Chris into a hallway that led to the kitchen straight ahead, a darkened den to the right, and stairs to the left that Chris turned to, ascending the steps two at a time, Haden doing his best to keep up. They reached another hall, lined with open bedroom doors, and Haden peered into each, first the large master where he guessed the parents slept, then two smaller bedrooms, each of which was deliciously feminine in its own way, pink themes in the first, a kitten poster on the wall, a rainbow bedspread, and a more rustic approach in the second, the bed of found lumber, its spread a quilt of green and blue, a simple desk. There were no girls in either bedroom, Haden noted with disappointment. But each room seemed very recently occupied, and he decided the nude girls who lived in them couldn’t have gone far.

Chris’s bedroom was last, the walls a deep green, the bed black, the desk and dresser black, the walls bare, reminding Haden of something on a US Navy ship.

They proceeded to the closed door at the end of the hall. Chris pushed it open and Haden followed him into the windowless room, bathed in a blue-purple glow that Haden quickly confirmed was coming from a big video screen where animated whales were slowly cavorting around each other in water that glowed in a palette of changing hues from one moment to the next.

This was a true home cinema, two dozen theater seats arranged in three rows facing the screen, a popcorn machine in the corner, a fridge and wet bar to the left and, on the floor jutting out past the first row of seats, a girl’s bare legs.

The legs were moving, one rocking back and forth, the foot flexing, the toes tabbing against the dark green carpet.

“Time to go, Ellie,” said Chris.

The legs parted, slid, rose up on their knees, and as Haden watched, a naked blonde girl rose up from a crouch, turning her eyes to Chris and Haden while she worked on her hair.

“I get it back later,” she said, her head tilted so she could braid the hair on the left side of her scalp. She had a boyish body, small breasts and a waist in line with her hips, but the triangle of dark brown pubic hair verified her femaleness, the muff hovering at the edge of Haden’s vision because he knew staring at it as hard as he wanted to would be rude.

“A lot later,” Chris said. “Me and Haden are going to play Rendition, and then look at girls.”

“Who’s Haden?” she asked, aiming her eyes first at Haden’s face, then at his erect penis.

“You’re looking at him,” Chris said.

“Hi, Haden, do you go to school at Overland?”

“No, Harrison.”

“Oh. I’m Eleanor, officially. But people call me Ellie.”

“Hi, Eleanor. Or Ellie.”

She continued braiding her hair, the ends of her flaxen locks brushing her left shoulder in a way that Haden found more appealing than any porn. Did she masturbate? Did she use a dildo? One she bought with her dad?

Were Haden not already erect, he would be now, on the strength of imagination alone.

She stooped to pick up something—a novel and a pair of little hair bands, and she wedged her book under her arm and used both hands to tie off the end of her first plait.

It was the most casual of gestures, something Haden had seen girls do countless times, but her nudity made the entire picture foreign, almost otherworldly.

She was working on the second half of her hair as she left the room, shutting the door behind her, and Haden stared after her until Chris spoke again.

“Left or right?” he asked.

Haden turned to find Chris pointing at two seats in the front row.

“Right,” Haden said.

Chris opened a trunk beneath the monitor, pulled out a console and two controllers, handed one to Haden, plugged things in and hit buttons and the cavorting whales disappeared, replaced by a menacing man in a beard and cowboy hat, a chain in one hand, a net in the other.

“Why doesn’t your mom like this game?” Haden asked.

“She says it’s too violent,” Chris said, settling into the seat next to Haden’s.

Haden’s own penis was still holding steady, and now so was Chris’s, sticking up between his thighs. What had provoked the boy?

Haden played for an hour, helping Chris arrest one villain after another in an international campaign against the world’s worst malefactors. Haden played passably, distracted as he was by the real naked girl he’d just met in person, and the pre-packaged naked girls he was about to survey with Chris, and once they’d completed two levels, Chris proposed they move on to something else, Haden agreed, the game went off and a search engine appeared.

Haden’s penis had relaxed, as had Chris’s, but as soon as Chris typed the first search term into the field—“girl masturbating at home”—Haden felt his arousal grow, and with it, his rod.

“Your profile said you’re trying to learn how to edge,” Chris noted, not removing his eyes from the screen, where links appeared to a dozen videos, each represented by a variation on an undressed girl in a state of self-intimacy.

“Yeah,” Haden agreed, adding after a pause, “once I get to a certain place, I just want to finish.”

Chris selected the first video, which began with a dark-haired woman slipping out of her blouse and skirt, opening the top drawer of her dresser, pulling out a thick black dildo, and anticipation alone propelled Haden’s penis from enlarged to fully hardened.

Chris had also firmed up, and he widened his legs and grabbed his penis, and Haden did the same, each boy stimulating himself in the usual way, hand sliding up and down organs that were about the same length.

“I think the secret is to go fast and then slow,” Chris said.

The woman set her dildo on the bed and undid her bra, large breasts bouncing, nipples in a closeup growing stiff.

“Even when I go slow, I cum if I’m aroused enough,” Haden lamented, his voice a little breathless.

“Stop touching at all, maybe,” Chris suggested, his voice also weak.

“Yeah,” Haden said. “How long . . . do you want to try to go?”

“The video’s 22 minutes long,” Chris said. “Think you can last that long?”

“Okay, yeah, I can try,” Haden said, sounding like he was agreeing to run another five miles. “How long have you gone?”

“I did almost thirteen minutes once,” Chris said.

“You timed it?” Haden asked.

“Yeah, set my phone to track it,” Chris said. “I’ve been working on this for a while. What about you?”

“I haven’t timed it exactly,” Haden replied. “But maybe 10 or 15 minutes at the most the first time I did it that day.”

“What about second time?” Chris asked. “You do much of that?”

“Yeah, more lately,” Haden said. “Definitely takes longer. Fifteen minutes at least.”

The boys turned their attention to the screen, where the woman had slid her panties off and was getting comfortable on the bed, arranging pillows and her body, splaying her legs wide as she got comfortable, her sexual opening fully exposed, her lips pink and pronounced.

“Okay,” Chris panted, removing his hand from his penis. “Stopping now.”

Haden didn’t pull his hand away completely, but he was no longer rubbing the most sensitive part of his shaft. Instead, he rested his hand on his tip, pressing down, the first pre-ejaculate oozing out.

“Do you ever wear anything over it?” Haden asked.

“What do you mean?”

“My mom, uh, I got some things from, uh, Pleasure uh, Overland. You put them over yourself to, to, uh, masturbate in, and squirt in, and, and . . . it cuts the sensation a little too.”

“Mom’s always trying to get me to wear something,” Chris said, returning his hand to his penis, stroking it gingerly. “Just for the mess.”

“Did she buy you anything?” Haden asked.

“No, she just says I can borrow one of her socks,” Chris said.

“But you haven’t?”

“No,” Chris said. “I like how my hand feels. You’re saying it helps you last, though?”

“Yeah, I think so,” Haden said. “When I use it, I go a little slower.”

To Haden’s surprise, Chris paused the video just at the moment when the woman was in position, legs spread and dildo nearing her entrance. Still clutching his penis, Chris rose and headed for the door.

“Let’s ask her,” he said.

Haden stood a little shakily, released his penis to steady himself on the back of his seat, took a first tentative step, then another, found he could move reasonably well this way, returned his hand to his penis and headed into the hall behind Chris.

“Hey, Mom?” Chris called.

“I’m in Ellie’s bedroom,” Tabby said.

Chris stopped at the door to his sister’s room, hand still in position, and Haden joined him, but he released his member as he took in the scene. Ellie was still nude, sitting at her desk with her laptop on, looking up at her naked mother. What had they been talking about? Haden wondered. Homework? Dinner? An afterschool job?

“Haden says he covers his cock when he jerks off,” Chris said.

“To collect the semen?” Tabby asked, looking at Haden.

“Yes,” Haden replied haltingly. “That, and—”

“It helps him edge too,” Chris said. “So I was going to try it. Today. Like, now.”

“You’re finally ready to borrow a sock?” Tabby said with obvious approval.

“Well, at least to try,” Chris said. As he talked, he continued stroking himself lightly, and Haden continued to refrain, both out of a sense of propriety and because he had no need for stimulation at the moment.

“Be right back,” Tabby said, stepping around the boys to leave the room.

“Do you need one too?” Ellie asked, looking at Haden.

“I, uh, well—” Haden said.

“You didn’t bring what you use?” she said.

“No,” Haden said, trying not to blush. “I guess I forgot it.”

Ellie stood and went to her third drawer down, turned back to look at Haden’s erection, grabbed a pair of black ankle socks and separated them, stepping over to offer Haden one.

“Thanks,” he said, taking it.

She put the other sock back in the drawer and returned to her desk chair. She wasn’t going to give one to Chris? Maybe giving your brother something to ejaculate into wasn’t considered appropriate, one of the few taboos this family seemed to observe. Or maybe it was just that Tabby was already getting Chris his own wrap.

“Try it on,” Ellie said.

Haden looked down at his penis, so engorged it was starting to turn red, and eased Ellie’s sock down over it.

“Cover your balls with it too,” she said. “See if it will stay on like that.”

Haden obliged, completely covering his genitals.

“It fits,” he said, and he looked into Ellie’s eyes, and she looked back, turning her head slightly, her braids brushing her shoulders.

“Does it stay on, though?” she asked.

Haden looked down. The sock wasn’t falling off.

“I mean when you masturbate,” she said. “Try it.”

Haden, fighting another round of blushing, gripped his penis and moved his hand back and forth.

“I’ve brought a few for you to try,” Tabby announced, returning to her daughter’s room. “Haden, did you want one?”

“I gave him one of mine,” Ellie said quickly. Quickly, and a little possessively, Haden thought. Like she wanted him to use her sock, and not her mother’s.

Haden, desperately close to orgasm and desperate not to orgasm in front of half Chris’s family, loosened his grip and turned to watch Chris’s trials.

Tabby had brought four of her socks, all anklets like Ellie’s, black and white and cream, and of varying thicknesses, from almost sheer to the fluffy kind one wears in winter.

Chris grabbed the fluffiest one first, pushed his penis and scrotum into it, and began masturbating slowly.

“I could get used to this,” he said, prompting laughter from both Tabby and his sister.

“Ready to finish up?” he asked Haden.

“Yeah,” Haden agreed.

“Are you done with your game?” Ellie asked.

“Uh, yeah,” Chris said. “We’re watching porn now.”

“What are you watching?” she asked.

“I don’t know the name of it,” Chris said. “It’s just a woman masturbating.”

“A woman?” Ellie said.

“Yeah, like 30,” Chris said.

“Can I join you?” Ellie asked.

“If you don’t say anything that will kill the mood,” Chris said.

“When have I ever done that?” she said with an annoyed laugh, rising and grabbing a handcloth from the corner of her desk. “Mom, can we continue the conversation in a few?”

“Sure,” Tabby said, and all three youths headed back to the media room, the boys settling into seats along the front row, Ellie sitting on the floor, legs crossed, looking up at the screen.




Chapter 15: Investigating Pleasure Overland

“About what?” Anastasia wrote back to Belinda on her laptop.

“We need to talk about a picture,” Belinda replied. “Now.”

“What picture?” Anastasia wrote.

“They’re saying it’s of you.”

“Go on.”

“There’s no clothes.”

“Oh, the one Seamus just took?” Anastasia replied casually. “That didn’t take long.”

“It came from this Firkin guy.”

“Oh.”

“So it’s you?”

“Yes.”

“THEY ARE SENDING OUT A PICTURE OF A NAKED GIRL FULL FRONTAL CROTCH AND TITS AND IT LOOKS LIKE YOU!!!”

“Can I see it?”

The picture dropped within 15 seconds, and Anastasia stared at it. It was the first time in her life she’d seen a picture of herself naked, and she took all of it in, relieved to see she didn’t have food on her face, or her pubic hair wasn’t brushed in some peculiar way, like half of it to the side and the other half down or something.

No, it was beautiful. A beautiful picture. A picture of a naked girl. And that’s why it was beautiful It didn’t have anything to do with how the girl looked. Her nudity alone made her beautiful, in the same way nudity made everyone beautiful. And free. And healthy.

“That’s me,” Anastasia wrote back. “A guy named Seamus took it a few minutes ago.”

“WHAT THE LIVING FUCK BITCH???!!!”

Anastasia was still studying the message, trying to come up with a reply, when another half dozen messages popped up from Belinda:

“Were you raped?”

“Blackmailed?”

“Lost a bet?”

“Weird punishment of your mom and dad?”

“Drugs? Are you really fucked up right now?”

“PornCash, is that it? Can’t you just ask your parents for more money? God knows they have enough!”

Anastasia grimaced. This was not the reaction she wanted, or expected.

“Please stop,” she messaged. “This is my own personal choice. This is what I personally want to wear. Which is nothing.”

“Okay, let me call you,” Belinda wrote back immediately. “Camera on.”

“Go ahead.”

Anastasia’s PC flashed and chirped and she answered, and Belinda’s worried face filled the screen. In the upper left, Anastasia could see her own image, just face and bare shoulders.

“You’re still naked, aren’t you?” Belinda said.

Anastasia picked up her laptop and angled it down, all of her body visible now to the camera at the top of her screen.

“EEEEE!” said Belinda.

Anastasia set the laptop down and sighed. She preferred the boys’ reaction. Slightly creepy staring was better than being treated like a freak.

“Where are you right now?” Belinda said.

“In our living room?”

“Where people can see you?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “Like they’ve already seen me.”

“Urbane? And Wyngate?”

“Both.”

“And their friends too?”

“Uh huh.”

“Okay,” Belinda said, and she swallowed and nodded, clearly trying to compose herself, and her next words were delivered with Belinda’s most serious air, a tone that made her sound like a doctor.

“How long has this been going on?” she asked. “Talk to me, Antsy.”

“For as long as I can remember,” Anastasia began. “It’s been a—”

“You haven’t been going naked anywhere near that long.”

“I’ve been interested in it for as long as I can remember. And I started going naked at home a few weeks ago. I mean, outside my bedroom. I always go nude in my bedroom. Mom and Dad said I could outside my bedroom. I asked, and they said I could.”

“That’s it?” Belinda asked. “You’re just going to go naked at home?”

“To start with, yeah,” Anastasia said.

“Where next?” Belinda asked with surprising bluntness.

“Everywhere,” Anastasia replied. “It should be allowed.”

“Who is saying this?” Belinda demanded.

“Me, for example,” Anastasia said. “But I’m not the only one. People who go to nudist areas. Germans do. They even have a word for it. But even if it was only me, does that mean I’m wrong?”

“Do you want to go nude tonight?” Belinda asked, clearly done with the moral questions, her voice rising with an excitement Anastasia found unsettling.

“Of course.”

“Then do it,” Belinda urged breathlessly. “We’ll all protect you!”

“Wait . . . now you think it’s normal?” Anastasia asked.

“I’m getting used to it.” Belinda said. “It’s a thing you really believe in?”

“Yes.”

“Sort of like LGBTQ?”

“I think you could say that, yeah.”

“Go naked tonight,” Belinda demanded.

“Have you talked to Sascha and Thomasina about this?” Anastasia inquired.

“I don’t have to,” Belinda said. “I know they’ll think it’s cool.”

“I could end up arrested,” Anastasia warned. “It’s illegal to go nude in public.”

“And then you just become more famous,” Belinda asserted.

“I don’t want to be famous,” Anastasia said, lying just a little. She didn’t want fame for its own sake, but if being famous helped her cause, she’d welcome the glory.

“Do you want this just for yourself, or is it something that should be allowed for anyone?”

“Anyone,” Anastasia said. “If they want to. And if they don’t want their parts covered. It’s for them too. Parents shouldn’t be allowed to do that.”

“What are you talking about?” Belinda asked.

“Wyngate told me about it,” Anastasia said. “Parents can buy a thing that covers their kids’ parts . . . their boys’ penises or their girls’ vaginas. So they can’t touch them.”

“Oh yeah, chastity belts,” Belinda said, nodding. “I bet I know where they sell those.”

“Where?” Anastasia demanded. “Online?”

“Yeah, that too,” Belinda said. “But there’s a store in town that sells kinky stuff like that.”

“Where?”

“Pleasure Overland.”

“Pleasure?” Anastasia said. “Why is it called that?”

“It sells sex stuff. The pleasure of sex, right?”

“If you’re covered, you can’t touch, or have sex, so there’s no pleasure.”

“They sell all kinds of things. Vibrators. Lube. Probably condoms. Oh, dildos, totally.”

“You’ve been there?”

“No, but I’ve been by it, and I’ve heard of places like that.”

“And so they sell things for sex, and to prevent sex too,” Anastasia sniffed. “I think that’s weird.”

“It can all be part of one big picture, though,” Belinda said. “I think. But we could investigate, if you want. Tonight.”

“Yeah, I want to go there,” Anastasia said.

“You do?” Belinda asked. “Oh my god, I bet they have sex dolls, with the holes where you put it.”

“Where is it?” Anastasia asked.

“On Beatrice, near Tornado Drive-In.”

“I’ve never seen it.”

“It’s not huge. It just has a little sign out front.”

“It’s not far from Bon Mott then,” Anastasia said.

“Like a mile from it. You really want to go?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “Why wouldn’t I?”

“It’s not a place for nice girls.”

Anastasia laughed. “What?”

“I just mean, you’re so innocent,” Belinda said. “Even when you’re naked. Oh my god, I’m talking to you now, and you’re just out there, naked, and you’re still innocent. And now we’re talking about going to this super-sketchy place together.”

“You’re saying it’s just a store though?”

“Seems that way, from the outside,” Belinda replied.

“Well, I doubt it’s that bad, then,” Anastasia said. “Unless they sell things to abuse your kids. That should be outlawed.”

“Okay, we’re going,” Belinda declared. “You can find out what they’re doing. And you should act like you can shut them down, if you don’t like what they’re selling.”

“I can’t shut them down,” Anastasia said. “But I can make a demonstration. Like, protest them.”

“Okay, we’re doing it. I’ll tell Sascha and Thomasina. They’re going to totally die.”

* * *

Oddly enough, Belinda waited until everyone was in the car—Sascha driving, Thomasina up front beside her, Anastasia and Belinda in the back—to begin the promised conversation.

“Anastasia’s a complete nudist, everyone,” she announced.

Thomasina looked back briefly.

“She has clothes on,” she said.

“At home, she is,” Belinda said.

“That’s not complete,” Thomasina said. “You said complete. If it’s complete, she should be naked now.”

“Complete at home,” Belinda said. “In front of everyone. She even let a guy come over today and take her picture.”

“Boudoir stuff?” Sascha said, looking into her rearview mirror. “I thought only wives did that. Like for their husband’s birthday.”

“She was just standing there,” Belinda said. “It wasn’t posed or anything.”

“Portrait or landscape?” Thomasina asked.

“Oh, portrait,” Belinda said with a guttural laugh. “Totally portrait. All the way down. Muff just . . . out there.”

“Can we see it?”

Belinda clawed her phone out of her jeans pocket, tapped furiously at it, passed it up to Thomasina, who studied the image from several angles before she held it up to Sascha, who took her eyes off the road briefly to view it.

“Who took the picture?” Sascha asked.

“A guy named Seamus,” Anastasia said.

“You knew he was taking it?”

“Yes, he asked,” Anastasia said.

“And then he sent it to Belinda, apparently,” said Thomasina.

“I got it from this guy, Firkin something.”

“Firkin?” said Sascha. “Who names their kid Firkin?”

“That’s his screen name. I forgot his real name. I think it’s Joe or Joseph or something. But he knows I’m besties with Anamile, so he sent it to me. Like, What’s up with your friend with the nice tits?”

“I’m confused,” Thomasina said, resting her head in her hands.

“I was at home this afternoon,” Anastasia said forcefully, determined to reclaim her narrative.

“Naked,” Belinda interjected.

“Naked,” Anastasia agreed. “And Urbane and his friends stopped by. Three friends. And they saw me, and I guess they thought it was interesting. And one of his friends, his new friends, whose name is Seamus, he just moved here from Mackinaw and he asked if he could take my picture and I said yes and he took it while I was standing there and then he gave it to another friend named Julius and from there I don’t know but I guess it got sent to more people, which is fine with me because it’s just a picture of me, and it went viral, probably, or sort of viral, just in Overland, and Belinda got it.”

Anastasia drew in her breath.

“So that’s what happened.”

“We going to Pleasure Overland,” Belinda said.

“Where?” Sascha asked.

“Pleasure Overland. It’s on the way to Bon Mott, and Anastasia really wants to go there to do a protest and maybe shut it down.”

“Confused again,” Thomasina protested.

“That’s not completely accurate,” Anastasia said.

“They sell sexual stuff,” Belinda said. “It’s on Beatrice. They sell sex stuff and also belts you put on girls to keep their hoohaws locked up.”

“You’re buying one of those?” Thomasina said, pulling out her phone.

“No,” Anastasia said adamantly. “I’m going to see if they sell them.”

“If they do, she’s going to raise hell,” Belinda promised.

“Pleasure Overland?” Thomasina said, tapping her phone.

“Yeah.”

“Here is it, 1142 Beatrice, near Tornado.”

“You’re just going in to buy it and come out?” Sascha asked.

“I’m not going to buy anything,” Anastasia said. “I just want to see what’s there.”

“We’re all going in,” Belinda said. “We’re going to support Anastasia if she has to kick someone into the hereafter.”

“What if someone sees us there?’ Sascha asked. “Like a teacher? I would die.”

“But then they’d be there too,” Belinda noted. “Mutually assured destruction.”

“Oh, damn, they have a nudity policy,” Thomasina said, studying her phone. “An actual policy.”

“Read it!” Belinda urged.

“Pleasure Overland is a diverse, open, and caring community,” Thomasina read in a high English accent, prompting a howl of laughter from Sascha. “While on the premises, nudist patrons are welcomed to practice their lifestyle. We ask only that you respect others’ space, refrain from overt sexuality, and return to your clothing if asked to do to by staff or other patrons. Changing rooms are available.”

“You’re so doing that!” Belinda shouted, grabbing Anastasia’s arm. “You are totally doing that!”

“Okay,” Anastasia said.

“Okay?” Sascha said. “As in, okay, stop being a dipshit, or okay, I’ll do this?”

“I’ll do it,” Anastasia said. “I’m glad they have that policy.”

“I told you!” Belinda said victoriously. “Complete nudist girl! Turn here, it’s a shorter way.”

As the last of the October day’s light faded, the girls reached the parking lot of Pleasure Overland, Sascha parked, and they moved as one to the front door.

“Nervous?” Belinda whispered.

“No,” Anastasia said honestly.

Inside the well-lit establishment, a hush fell over the girls, the ethereal concept of a shop specializing in sexual accouterment colliding with the reality of a place where actual customers—all of them clothed at the moment—scanned the shelves with the same pedestrian attention people brought to shopping for groceries.

“Excuse me,” Belinda whispered to a female staff member with a nametag that said Millie. “Where are the changing rooms, for taking off all your clothes?”

“Back there, next to the restrooms,” the clerk replied, pointing. Belinda reached for Anastasia’s arm, seemed to think better of it and just urged her friend forward, palm against the small of Anastasia’s back, guiding her toward the changing room.

They seemed to be passing through the more sensual part of the store, the vivid colors of body paints and alluring garments mingling with the rich scent of candles, potpourri and incense, and Anastasia scanned the shelves as she was propelled along. She had been expecting to find primarily things one put up one’s vagina or put one’s penis into, but the pursuit of pleasure seemed to be defined in much broader terms here. On the next row of shelves, however, she noticed more of what she’d expected to find.

“Anal Stimulator,” said a box holding a short pink insert. “Increases vaginal lubricant flow.”

“Mister Big Shot,” warned another box, the clear plastic in the front displaying an anatomically correct male member, except that it was shockingly long and frighteningly thick, and it was red and featured similarly-proportioned testicles.

“No way,” muttered Sascha to herself, pausing to stare at the toy.

“No one could put that up herself,” asserted Thomasina.

“That’s not what it’s for,” proposed Belinda.

“What’s it for then?” Sascha demanded.

“Conversation starter?” Belinda ventured.

“No, it’s for putting inside yourself,” Anastasia said, leaning forward to peer at the box. “Look, here’s the recommended lubricant. You would only need that if you were going to insert it vaginally.”

“You’d insert it once,” Sascha said darkly. “For hari-kari.”

“There’s no hair on it,” Thomasina said.

“I said hari-kari,” said Sascha. “It’s what they do in Japan, when they—”

“Uh, joking,” Thomasina said.

“I don’t really get that joke,” Belinda said, and the girls continued on their way.

In front of the door marked “Changing Room” had been posted a sign with the same policies about nudity Thomasina had found on the website. Anastasia paused only long enough to confirm that going naked was okay before she knocked on the door, got no response, pulled it open and stepped inside, bolting it behind her.




Chapter 16: Edging Practice

The woman in the video was still there, still leaning against the pillows on her bed, legs still spread, hand still bringing the dildo to her hairless vagina.

“It’s about halfway through,” Chris said. “Want to know what you missed?”

“Like, a car chase or something?” Ellie said, her right hand making its first tentative passes over her vulva, the hand with the cloth in it hovering nearby.

“You’re killing the mood already,” Chris said.

“Sorry, sorry,” she said. “Just tell me then.”

“She came in with her clothes on, took off her shirt and skirt, then got the dildo out of her drawer, then took off her underwear, and then she got on the bed and that’s what we’re seeing now.”

“A lot of plot twists, then,” Ellie said.

“Sure,” Chris said. “And we’re trying to wait until the end to cum.”

“Why?”

“We want to learn how to edge,” Chris explained, and he raised the remote and the video resumed, the woman touching the tip of the dildo gently against her vaginal lips.

“Girls don’t have to edge,” Ellie noted.

“What do they do?” Haden inquired, and only when the words left his mouth did he ponder the peculiarity of the conversation, and the presumption of his own question. He was asking a girl he’d just met something that was—up until a few weeks ago—unmentionable. More remarkable still, perhaps, she looked at him and smiled and answered.

“If we want it to last awhile, we just keep cumming,” she said, and she looked down at the place between her legs, running her fingers around the hole and up to the top, where Haden knew girls were particularly sensitive.

“Like, one long orgasm?” Haden asked. He was curious, yes, but he also wanted to keep the conversation going for its own sake. He would have been deeply satisfied merely watching a girl buy a dildo with her father. This moment was profoundly more sexual. But it wasn’t masturbatorily sexual. His penis was still erect, still straining within the confines of Ellie’s sock, but not as close to releasing as it had been earlier. Now, he wanted information.

“No,” Ellie said with an indulgent smile. “It only lasts a few seconds. Maybe 20. But we can go again right away. A minute break at most.”

“Yeah,” Haden said, breathing out hard. “Guys can’t really do that.”

“I might be able to show you . . .” Ellie began, continuing after a pause, “what we do.”

“I’d like that,” Haden said, and he gripped and stroked and thrust in a fusion of physical, visual and conceptual arousals.

The woman on the screen had gotten the dildo up her vagina, moving her pelvis back and forth with her eyes closed, drawing the toy back out slowly, and Haden looked up at her and found her to be a distraction from what he found most interesting in this room, the real girl on the floor who was also masturbating, stimulating herself with one hand while she used the other to wipe the lubricant off her opening. Chris, however was fully engrossed in the video, hand sliding up and down his covered shaft, stopping, resuming.

Ellie was working at herself more energetically now too, looking at the screen as her hand danced against her sex organ, but when Haden turned his attention to her, she looked back at him with what appeared to be a shy smile, or a mischievous smile. Really, Haden wasn’t sure what the smile meant, but he tightened his hand around his penis all the same, thrust into it and knew he was leaking, an oval of darker blackness growing where the slit of his penis met the fabric of Ellie’s sock.

“How are you doing?” Chris asked, looking at Haden.

“Oh,” Haden grunted. “Yeah, close and not close.”

“Did you peak?” Ellie asked.

Haden looked at the girl, unsure at first what her last word had been.

“Peak?” he said, to verify.

“Yeah,” she said. “If you don’t cum when you’re ready to, you sort of have to fight for it.”

“You’re talking about guys?” Haden said.

“Ellie considers herself a masturbation expert,” Chris said.

“It happens to girls too,” she said, her cheeks reddening a little, either from pleasure or due to Chris’s dismissive comment.

“Yeah . . . yeah, maybe that’s what just happened,” Haden said, nodding at Ellie and trying to be supportive. “I peaked.” He didn’t want Ellie to regret joining them.

“The video’s got four minutes left,” Chris said. “But she’ll probably cum before then. Want to cum with her?”

“If I can,” Haden said apologetically, aiming his eyes at the screen. Although she was in just two dimensions, the woman was also very interesting at the moment, thrusting her dildo in and out of her vagina with one hand, squeezing her breast with the other while she bounced on her bed. Whether or not her orgasm would be real, it was arriving soon, Haden sensed, and he worked at his penis with renewed focus, determined to climax with her and Chris.

But a hiss from Ellie brought his plans to ruin. That’s all it was, a single intake of breath, but it drew Haden’s attention and he looked at the girl, saw that she was rocking in earnest, fingers dancing over her clitoris and around and within her hole, and his conscious pursuit of focus became redundant, because all his attention was directed by forces, beyond his control, toward Chris’s sister, who hissed again, opened her mouth and clenched it, raised her middle off the floor and, with a few more shakes of her hips, began climaxing. Haden’s own orgasm launched moments after the girl’s began, and for a moment he lost himself to the culmination of his long march to the promised land. “Uh, oh, uh, uh,” he groaned as his member spat cream into his black covering, some of the juice passing through the fabric and pearling up on the tip before it disappeared under the powers of absorption.

Haden closed his eyes, his first post-orgasm thought one of shame, for he had failed to accompany Chris to, literally, the climax of the video The woman on the screen was still grunting with pre-orgasmic urgency, and when Haden looked, he saw that Chris was matching the woman’s vocal deliberations with his own physical desperation, hand rising and falling rapidly.

The woman grunted again, and so did Chris, and she shook on her bed, and Chris shook in his chair, and the real boy and the digital apparition of a woman enjoyed the second round of mixed completions this room had seen on this particular afternoon.

Arousal replaced by curiosity, Haden watched the end of Chris’s covering, confirming that his semen was emerging thickly and voluminously, the end of Tabby’s sock rising and falling with each new spurt, the fourth and fifth discharges breaking through, a milky whiteness protruding briefly after each release.

Haden looked past his new friend’s covered erection to Ellie, found the girl was looking toward him, her expression undecipherable, so he raised his eyebrows as an invitation to speak, and she obliged.

“I think I can do it again,” she said.

Haden’s penis was entirely soft now, resting wet in the sock Ellie had given him, his mind limp as well, Ellie’s offer provoking only a trace of arousal, a memory of arousal. But that was certainly enough. She seemed to be asking for his approval, and he was glad to give it, and he nodded and smiled.

Yes, Ellie, show us how it works for girls, he was trying to say with his eyes. Show us how females do it in answer to the edging that males have to do. Cum again, and again.

Immediately, she rose up on her hands and knees, spread her legs and lowered her hips to assume a posture that Haden found vaguely, disconcertingly animal-like, and she reached between her thighs to work again at her female flesh, and in no less than two minutes she was rocking her way to another hissing, shaking orgasm, her hair swinging as her head rocked, her pelvis gyrating as if there was something on the floor she was trying to scoop up with her feminine chamber.

Haden could almost physically feel the end of her orgasm, the sudden stillness of her body, the relaxing of her muscles, the return of her hand to the floor, all clear signs she was finished, and after a few stationary moments, she lowered her bottom, crossed her legs, wiped her vulva and looked at Haden.

“Like that,” she said with a half-smile.

“Thanks for showing,” Haden said with his own weak smile, his voice still a little shaky.

The video had concluded and the screen had returned to the previous menu of video selections, girls and women frozen in time and pleasure, each performance available for viewing, while the real girl who had just done the same thing seemed a little spent, her upper body straightening and curving slightly as she breathed in and out.

Chris was catching his breath too, releasing his penis and leaning back with a smile.

“I went 25 minutes,” he announced. “Haden, 24.”

“Sorry for bailing out on you,” Haden said. “It was just . . . I guess.”

“Ellie,” Chris said.

“Yeah?” Haden said, his word an affirmation but his tone a question.

“You noticed her, right?”

“I did,” Haden said, nodding at the girl, who continued looking back at him. “Sorry,” he said.

“It’s not your fault,” Chris said, turning his face his sister, who was looking back innocently.

“You know you affect people, right?” he said. “Who aren’t me.”

“I just wanted to see what you were watching.”

Chris chuckled knowingly.

“We’re going to play some more rendition,” he said. “Don’t you think that game is boring?”

“I don’t think it’s boring,” Ellie replied. “I know it’s boring.”

“Well, we don’t want to bore you then,” Chris said.

Ellie rose, pressing her cloth against her female parts, and as she passed, Haden studied it, noticed that she had wetted much of it, and he felt the first stirrings of arousal since his last climax.

“Maybe you should ask her if you can borrow her hole next time,” Chris said.

Ellie made a snickering sound, pulled the door open and shut it quietly behind her.

“Borrow her hole?” Haden repeated.

“She might let you, if she’s not on her period,” Chris said.

“You mean . . .” Haden prompted, voice trailing off.

“Yeah,” Chris said, “if you ask nicely.”

The boys tossed their socks on the floor and united in another hour of Rendition, and Haden did his best but found himself completely distracted by the thought of being with Ellie. Apparently, in this house, with these people, one merely asked, and maybe they’d say yes.

“Think you can do it again?” Chris asked after they’d finished the fifth level.

“I can try,” Haden replied, looking at the screen to see what Chris was going to choose this time. But Chris flipped the monitor to its dormant state and dropped his hand to his penis.

“Mom says no porn half the time,” he said. “Just touching.”

“Okay,” Haden said, returning his hand to his own member, sensing the logic of Tabby’s rule. “My mom has suggested the same thing. Want to try to edge again?”

“It should take longer anyway,” Chris said. “So, yeah.”

Without the distractions of a female on the screen or a girl in the room, Haden found that his mind was able to wander to its own places, building on the things he had seen earlier, placing Ellie in new situations, embellishing her already welcoming personality, happy to get in whatever position worked best. Maybe he’d walk in on her while she was on her bed, masturbating like the woman on the screen, pushing something in and out of her vagina until Haden wandered in, wearing her sock and planning to do a little masturbating on his own, until the two of them agreed that maybe it would make more sense if they just served each other.

“Eight minutes,” Chris said.

“Yeah?” Haden said, opening his eyes.

Chris pointed with his free hand to the monitor, black now except for the time and date in the lower corner in white.

“We started at 5:41,” Chris said. “It’s 5:49 now.”

“We should have seconds on there too,” Haden said. “We’ll have to guess at the exact time.”

“I can probably find a clock app,” Chris said. “But think you can make it to 6:10?”

“That’s 29 minutes,” Haden said. “That would probably be a record for me.”

“Yeah, but think you can?”

“I’ll try,” Haden said, slowing the pace of his strokes.

The boys stimulated themselves in silence for a time, each with his own thoughts, before Chris spoke again.

“Are you making any precum?” he asked.

“Yeah, a little,” Haden said thickly, his arousal reaching a new intensity. “Should I sock it?”

“Does it bother you?” Chris asked.

“I don’t want to get it on the seat,” Haden said. “It’s a little messy.”

“I can lick it off,” Chris proposed.

“You mean . . . off my . . . penis?” Haden said, trying not to make his doubt too obvious. Wasn’t that what gay people did? Was Chris gay? Or bisexual? Or did it matter? Did there have to be a label for it?

“Yeah, not your hand,” Chris said, his voice a little thick too.

“Like, sitting here?” Haden said.

“On the carpet,” Chris said. “Side by side. You can lick mine too. I’ve got some coming out.”

Haden slid forward on the seat but didn’t leave it yet, waiting for Chris to get in position first, and Haden watched as his new friend dropped to the floor, rolled to his side and looked up at Haden expectantly.

Haden, uncertainty fighting with heightened arousal, moved slowly, sliding to his knees, dropping to his elbow, focusing on Chris’s penis, noticing the clear fluid at his tip, and with an act of sheer will, he moved his mouth to the head, stuck his tongue out and passed the tip over Chris’s wet slit, quickly clearing it.

It was a strange texture, a peculiar taste, not remotely like anything Haden had ever felt with his mouth before, and he was still processing the sensations when he felt Chris’s tongue at his own penis slit. But the tongue didn’t just dab at the hole and finish. After taking care of the pre-ejaculate, it wandered around all of his head, under it, on either side, across the broad top, and then down the shaft.

Is this the etiquette? Haden wondered. When the matter of tending to another male’s penis arises, is this expected because of the way the human body is formed, because most males can’t reach their penises with their own mouths?

Is it right? Is it good? Would Mom approve?

Yes, Mom would approve, of that Haden was certain. And yes, it was right. Or if it weren’t, nothing Haden had been doing for the sake of sexual pleasure since all this began was right. And he was well beyond those questions, he believed. All that had been settled in favor of creative, frequent, open, shameless, maximized and, when he was so inclined, mechanically-aided orgasm.

And Chris’s mouth felt good, tongue moving against profoundly sensitive skin and the hard tissue beneath it. Had Chris done this before? Would he notice that Haden hadn’t? But in a repeat of the arousal-driven courage Haden had demonstrated many times in the last few weeks, he plunged forward, licking the swollen head before him, just behind the head, down the shaft to the scrotum, the scrotum itself, and when he felt the first half of his penis suddenly enveloped, lips and teeth around his rod, tongue caressing everything it could reach, he reciprocated without hesitation, taking as much of his friend’s penis into his mouth as he could, doing his best to entertain the organ as hospitably as his own was being seen to, and Chris responded with a small but affirming thrust, and he—

“Haden, will you be staying for dinner?”

Haden opened his eyes, turned toward the sound of the voice, disengaged his mouth and twisted his neck to look up at Tabby, who was still naked and was standing over her son and her son’s new friend and witnessing what could only be described as mutual oral sex, and here again old automatic thoughts collided with new sexual paradigms, old ideas of wrongness washing up against new concepts of pleasure.

“Pardon me?” Haden choked out.

“Would you like to stay for dinner?” Tabby asked again.

Haden felt the removal of a mouth from his penis, heard Chris speak.

“Dad’s ribs are the best,” Chris asserted, “you have to stay.”

“Okay,” Haden said. “Yeah. Thanks.”

“Do you boys want new wraps?” Tabby asked.

“You mean to cum in?” Chris asked.

“Yes, so we don’t have to clean the carpet again.”

“We’ll swallow,” Chris said.

“Have you swallowed ejaculate before, Haden?” Tabby asked.

“I haven’t,” Haden confessed.

Tabby was standing right over him, meaning that his eyes barely needed to shift to move from her face to the place between her legs, where a pair of pink folds served as the gateway to her female chamber.

“You’re ready to give it a try?” she asked, lowering herself to her hams, her thighs spread enough that Haden still enjoyed an unimpeded view of her female aperture, although he tried not to stare.

“Yeah,” Haden said without conviction. “I guess so.”

“Good,” Tabby said. “I’ll coach you.”




Chapter 17: Anastasia Visits Pleasure Overland

The changing room at Pleasure Overland was surprisingly large, Anastasia noted, big enough for a couple, or even a family. Seven lockers lined one wall, each with a key on colored coiled wire, which presumably was meant to be slipped around a wrist or ankle, since there would be no pockets to put it in.

Anastasia reached for the key on the pink wire, pulled open the locker door, and immediately set about disrobing while her friends whispered outside the door.

“She’s not going to do it, is she?” Sascha asked.

“I would put money on it,” Belinda said.

“I don’t think anyone else is naked here.”

“She’s a pioneer with this,” Belinda said. “It’s like a total cause for her.”

“What cause?” Thomasina asked nervously.

“Just going naked,” Belinda replied. “She thinks anyone should be allowed. Oh, and she has this serious issue with chastity belts.”

Sascha snorted into her hands. “Oh, cheesy Jesus, chastity belts?”

“Parents buy them for their kids, and make their kids wear them,” Belinda said, her voice rising defensively on behalf of the friend who was just behind the nearby door.

“In which city?” Sascha inquired.

“I don’t know,” Belinda said. “Any city. Big cities. Small cities. Overland.”

“How is that connected with going without clothes?” Thomasina asked.

“It goes together,” Belinda said. “If you’re wearing that, you can’t be naked.”

“It’s to keep them from touching their parts,” came the muffled but vehement voice of Anastasia through the door. “It should only be done for health reasons, but that’s not why they do it.”

“What health reasons?” Sasha inquired.

The door opened and Anastasia emerged, as naked as she’d been in that picture by Seamus, except for the pink coiled wire around her wrist.

“Oh, shit,” Sascha gasped, turning to her left, looking behind her, three patrons visible at the moment, one of them a man.

“Sometimes people rub too much,” Anastasia said, her tone and demeanor completely unselfconscious. She might as well be discussing entrée choices in the school cafeteria. “If you have a problem of rubbing that part of your body so much you make a sore, then it’s okay for parents to make you wear that, to prevent injury. But my brother told me some parents don’t want their kids touching at all. Like, ever. And that’s wrong.”

Anastasia made her way up the aisle to the front desk, her friends trailing behind her, Sascha and Thomasina looking at each other in shock and trying not to laugh, Belinda maintaining a more supportive bearing.

There were a total of some half dozen males here, of various ages, one old enough to be a grandfather, two men of dad age, and three younger men, possibly even teens, whom the three clothed girls all studiously ignored.

“Excuse me,” Anastasia said to the male clerk behind the counter. “I have a question about something you sell.”

“Sure,” the man said, leaning forward and glancing quickly over Anastasia’s body.

“Do you sell things like belts and stuff that kids have to wear so they can’t touch their genitals?”

“Kids?” the man said, face falling. “Everything here is for use in a strictly an age-appropriate way.”

“No, I mean kids my age, I guess,” Anastasia said. “Teenagers.”

“Why are you asking?” the man asked, face not lifting at all, and he glanced at the knot of girls hovering a few feet behind the naked girl before he returned his attention to her.

“Because it should be stopped,” Anastasia said. “It has to be stopped.”

“What has to be stopped?” he asked.

“Parents making their kids wear things that cover their private parts,” Anastasia said.

“Where is this happening?” the man asked doubtfully.

“It could happen anywhere,” Anastasia said. “If the parents can buy those things. Do you sell them?”

“Well, yeah,” the man said. “But not for parents to put on their kids.”

“But they can be worn by a kid?”

“They’re adjustable,” the man said. “So, yeah, I guess.”

“Where are they?” Anastasia demanded.

The man, looking a touch worried, slipped out from behind the counter, said to a female clerk stocking a nearby shelf, “Watch the front for me, please,” and headed to the back of the shop, Anastasia close behind him, her three friends looking at each other with various shades of amused horror. They could have left, of course, all three going back to the car to wait until Anastasia was finished with this peculiar mission. But no, they seemed to be committed to staying.

“This is where we sell urge control,” he said, gesturing to a set of shelves loaded with the same kinds of products Anastasia had found online, belts and plastic sleeves and metal cages in boxes and plastic packaging that bore the faces and bodies of attractive, near-naked men and women. The expressions were the same too, everyone either looking quite pleased to be locked up, or beyond pleased, suffering their restrictions in frustrated ecstasy.

“For a VERY naughty girl!” one package declared.

“Make him wait!” said another.

“Perfect for showing your slave who’s REALLY in charge!”

“Do people tell you why they’re buying these?” Anastasia asked, eyes returning to the merchandise in a futile search for just one package, just one, that depicted what she was certain was closer to reality: a boy or girl, half-naked or otherwise, locked into a product and looking forlorn while the words around then revealed the truth: “Prevents genital touching”, or “Locks securely to ensure sexual restrictions.”

“No,” the man said flatly. “We respect our customers’ privacy.”

“But do parents ever show up and tell you they’re trying to find something to put on their kids?” Anastasia persisted.

“That has never happened, to my knowledge,” the man said.

“Maybe they just don’t want to tell you,” Anastasia said.

The man sort of slumped, sort of raised his hands defensively, brightened a little as he got an idea.

“You can post about it on our community site,” he said. “Maybe someone would answer you.”

“Community site?”

“Go to our website. It’s easy to find. Create an account. And then you can ask everyone else with an account if they have any insights for you.”

“I will do that,” Anastasia said with a nod.

“And now, I’m not trying to just make a sale,” the man said, “but maybe you should try out some of this equipment yourself. Put one on your boyfriend or girlfriend, or let them lock you in one.”

“I don’t have anyone I could do that too,” Anastasia said. She turned to look at her three friends, got three rapid head shakes.

“You mean, no intimate friend?” the man asked, and he waved at the products, “or no friend who would do this with you?”

“None of the above,” Anastasia said.

“Have you ever . . . practiced intimacy?” he asked.

“You mean had sex?” blurted Belinda.

For a long, pregnant pause, no one said anything, and then Anastasia spoke.

“I haven’t done anything like that,” she confessed.

“Ahhh,” the man said, nodding sagely, as though that explained everything, as though Anastasia’s lack of experience in that regard must be the reason behind her campaign against chastity devices. If only she had some worldly knowledge, he seemed to be saying, she would see things differently. Maybe she’d even cover up.

Anastasia blushed. For the first time since she’d begun her campaign of open nudity, she was embarrassed. Enduring her mother’s warnings, being stared at by boys, having her picture taken and widely disseminated—these were part of the effort, and not entirely unwelcome. But having it suggested, no matter how subtly, that everything she was doing sprang from innocence, naivete, ignorance—that stung.

And what if it were true? What if performing the sex act opened her eyes, provoked new considerations, made her ashamed to be naked?

But she couldn’t simply retreat now, shrivel before this all-knowing “Ahhh.”

“Okay,” she said firmly. “I’ll sign up for an account, like you said. And if I find out your products are being used to abuse kids, I’m sure you’d want to know that.”

“I would,” he said, nodding.

“Yes,” Anastasia said, adding in her most assertive tone, “I’ll just be leaving now.”

“Thanks for stopping by,” the man said.

“Um, excuse me,” Belinda said when Anastasia turned to make her way back to the changing room.

“Yes?” the man said, raising his eyebrows and apparently prepared for the worst. This was probably not the first time a gaggle of girls showed up on a dare of some kind to orchestrate some kind of half-baked scene.

“Do you sell sex dolls?” Belinda asked. “I didn’t notice any.”

“Sex dolls?” the man said doubtfully.

“You know,” Belinda said, and she stepped away from the shelf so she could emulate what seemed to be her best impression of the item in question, holding her arms out slightly from her hips, opening her mouth and eyes. “They sort of look like this, after you inflate them. And then you have sex with them.”

“We don’t carry those,” the man said. “Have you checked online?”

“I wasn’t wanting to buy one,” Belinda said quickly, and now she was blushing too. “I was just sort of wanting to see one. For my knowledge.”

“We have plenty of male surrogates,” the man said. “Dildos, vibra—”

“That’s okay, that’s okay,” Belinda interrupted. “Thanks anyway.”

A few minutes later, they were on their way to dinner, three girls enthusiastically replaying what they’d just seen, Anastasia more subdued.

She had not uncovered the local headquarters of a youth belting and caging enterprise. She had not even gotten confirmation that such a thing was done. The man was either ignorant of such things, or a very good liar. But worst of all to Anastasia was his barely-concealed contempt once he found out she was a virgin.

How did one remedy that deficiency? Anastasia wondered, pondering next steps through dinner, through the movie.

Well, one needed a boy, obviously. But not just any boy. One’s boyfriend, perhaps, and Anastasia had two, sort of. Ulysses and Virgil. They would have lunch with her on separate days, or sometimes together, maybe as part of some sort of agreement hidden from her. They would joke with her, compare notes from the classes they had in common, tell stories about their peculiar families, and they were sweet, but they were NOT experience material. They were both too innocent. Was that the right word? No. But whatever they were, they weren’t the kinds of boys you asked for sex. No. God no.

It needed to be a stranger. Not a random stranger, necessarily, but someone she met with this understanding in advance. A boy about her age, certainly. In high school. Not her high school, though. She didn’t care who saw her body, but this was different. Bare breasts, a bare vulva were physical attributes that meant nothing, while sex was a thing you did, and how you did it spoke to character.

How would she do it on her planet, where she had lived alone until the boys came, and then all the people after them, who built cities but let her keep her little place, where she could go naked, and those who wished to could visit and go naked with her?

If one of the boys got a hard penis during a visit, she wouldn’t just ignore it. She would propose that he share it with her, so she would at last have that knowledge, and no one would think less of her.

She was on earth, however, not her own planet, and things had to be done differently here

She got home just before curfew, said goodnight to her parents, went to her room to strip, looked at her body in her full-length mirror . . . and felt ambivalence. It was still beautiful in its nudity, and she still wanted to be nude as much as she ever had, but now she sensed loss as well. Sex seemed to be a prerequisite for the life she wanted to live. It was, in some mysterious way she accepted without fully understanding, a badge of authenticity. But would it change her too much? End her quest for the acceptance of nudity, erode her concern for children whose private parts were locked away?

She went to her laptop, found the Pleasure Overland website, created an account, deciding to call herself nugirl2PO (new girl but also nude girl, who went to Pleasure Overland).

There was an optional survey that she skipped, an optional self-description that she wrote in, but tersely: I am a high school girl, and a nudist. And I’m trying to learn more.

There was much one could learn online, she knew by rumor and inuendo, although she had never availed herself of such content. But now it was time, and off she went.

“people having sex” she typed as her first search term, arriving at a book with that expression in its title, and a bar in Iowa that seemed to have nothing to do with the search term.

“How do people have sex?” she typed next, the results just as disappointing. But by her 10th search term, she had unlocked some of the secrets to finding explicit depictions of explicit sex acts, and for almost an hour, she watched people in groups of two or three or more doing things with each other, and she noted the specifics, even as she grimaced or squirmed. In fact, she wrote down summaries of what she’d seen in her distinctive code, determined to use it like a study guide that she would memorize.

Did Anastasia’s lips swell and grow pink, her clitoris harden and become more sensitive, her vagina spill lubricant as she watched these things? No more so than usual. Her female parts varied in size and color, of course, and she would occasionally produce a smooth elixir that she had to wipe from her vulva and her chair, but those occurrences seemed to be random, not associated with her witnessing of human sex acts.

Next, she searched the membership of Pleasure Overland’s online community, her criteria simple: a boy from a different high school who liked girls. Soon enough, she found him. He went to Harrison, he seemed to be single, masturbated often.

She typed out half a message, fumbled with her touch pad and sent it before she’d meant to, blushed, almost shut down her laptop, tried to retrieve the message, couldn’t tell if that had worked, wrote another and revised it until she was happy with it, and hit “Send” for the second time.

Then she went to bed.




Chapter 18: Haden Stays for Dinner

Haden felt Chris’s mouth returning to his penis, and he took back in the penis before him, and realized that both Chris and Tabby, hovering nude above the boys, expected him to use his mouth to bring Chris to orgasm. But his mouth was no vagina, no hand, no masturbation machine, and how he’d use it to provoke a climax was not yet clear to him.

A sudden flush of pleasure at his loins, however, gave him the sense that this was indeed possible. Chris was sliding up and down his shaft quickly now, his lips enclosing the rod, his tongue working at the head, his teeth barely scraping the top and underside of his penis, and Haden realized his climax had just become inevitable. With that to feel, and Tabby’s slit to see, and her presence to bask in, Haden convulsed, his organ swelled, the cream started working its way up from behind his balls, and now he was ejaculating into Chris’s mouth, one heavy spurt after another, and he felt the thrust of the tongue that went with swallowing, and as his orgasm ebbed, his mind returned to enough of a semblance of propriety that he knew it was his turn to deliver completion, or at least to make a sincere effort.

Up and down the penis he went, faster, slower, the position a little awkward but not impossible, and as his own penis softened, Chris’s member firmed up and grew, pushed in and pulled out slightly, not the great thrusts of intercourse but enough movement to assure Haden he was doing it right.

“He’s close,” Tabby warned. “Put your tongue over his hole or it’ll choke you. That’s right, clamp down just a little, yeah, yeah.”

Chris groaned, heaved, thrust into Haden’s mouth, and the semen shot forth, the first jolt to the left, the next five against Haden’s tongue, and he realized his mouth was getting dangerously full before he swallowed half of Chris’s charge, swallowed again, swallowed a third time to ingest the sperm that was continuing to leak out of the boy’s tip.

Semen was, Haden realized, as peculiar a thing in the mouth as the penis was, foreign and unique and not a thing he would want to taste in any other context—or in this context either, really. He had heard that semen was full of sugar, but this was not sweet at all. The only thing he could remotely compare it to was bleach.

Chris released Haden’s penis, turned to sit up, and drew a rebuke from his mother.

“He’s still spilling, Chris,” she said. “Please keep cleaning him until he’s done.”

Haden, sensing that Tabby’s plea applied equally to himself, removed his mouth from Chris’s penis only long enough to verify that it was also still oozing ejaculate, and he grabbed the softening member and raised it to his mouth, pressed his tongue against the hole, gently squeezed out a few more drops of semen and licked them while Chris did the same for him.

Tabby leaned forward, checking both boys’ penises.

“Okay, you’re done,” she said. “Thank you, Haden. You are a very considerate guest.”

Haden rose up on his elbow, looked at the woman again, her form as pleasing as it ever was, but his sexual response muted for now.

“How did you like it?” Tabby asked.

“It’s different,” Haden said, looking at Chris and hoping he wasn’t expected to tell Tabby her son’s semen was delicious.

Chris rose up, sitting cross-legged, and laughed disarmingly.

“It’s an acquired taste,” Tabby said. “Some people really start to like it after awhile. Some not so much.”

“It’s okay,” Chris said. “I’m not a big fan, but if it makes Mom happy . . .”

“Thank you, Chris,” Tabby said, bending to pick up the used socks. “Are you boys done with these?”

Both said they were, and Tabby headed for the door. “Come to the table in fifteen minutes. Nan is home, and Haden, you’ll enjoy meeting her.”

Haden and Chris cleaned up in the bathroom, compared notes on what they’d learned that day, and reported to the kitchen as instructed. A tall, nude blond man was visible outside through the kitchen window, pulling ribs from the grill on the deck and stacking them on a platter with the help of a girl Haden hadn’t met yet. Ellie was in the kitchen, standing at the stove, stirring something with her mother’s help until Tabby went to the door, pulling it open when the man and the girl headed in with the steaming meat.

Haden was introduced to Chris’s father, Jamie, and Chris’s other sister, Nan, both smiling and looking him up and down, which he guessed was something nudists made a point of doing, to check for erections on males and whatever might be noteworthy among a female’s genitals. Things like how she kept her hair, of course, and . . . well, what else? Haden wasn’t sure. A woman’s arousal didn’t show like a man’s did.

Each of the females in the household seemed to have her own approach to pubic hair. Where Tabby had shaped her bush into a neatly-trimmed strip, and Ellie’s was a triangle of wild, hair, Nan had shaved her mound completely, the dark slit at the top of her vulva completely exposed. Although everyone in the family was blond, the two females who let their hair grow sported dark fur below. Haden wondered about that as he sat, wondered about a lot of things.

Nan seemed to be the least social of the family, smiling shyly at Haden but not asking him questions, not even looking much at him. Hers had been the more rustic room. The more manly room, even. Possibly she was a lesbian?

Conversation around the table began with ordinary things. The girls were preoccupied with a popular female musician who had recently gotten pregnant and was now announcing a divorce. Jamie mentioned something that had happened in a golf tournament that no one seemed that interested in. Tabby retold a joke she’d heard at the grocery store, and plenty of questions were directed toward Haden, about mundane topics like school and extracurricular interests, followed by more personal things. Asked how he discovered Pleasure Overland, he offered—haltingly at first but growing more confident as the family proved a receptive audience—a brief account of his mother’s support for his masturbation, the self-pleasuring he did at home, his interest in edging, and the machine and wraps she’d bought him. From there the conversation moved on to the socks Tabby and Ellie had loaned the boys to ejaculate into. Jamie, not above learning from younger males about new approaches to sexual pleasure, asked Haden how the socks felt compared to the tubes his mother had bought him.

“I guess about the same,” Haden said, and he looked at Ellie, and she smiled back and nodded. “Ellie’s sock was a little thicker than the tubes I got, so I had to work a little harder at it. But it really felt good when I came.”

“Do the penis wraps come in different sizes?” Jamie asked.

“Yeah,” Haden said. “The number of inches is on the package.”

“You should make Mom buy them for you,” Chris said to his dad, “since she’s the most worried about where our sperm ends up.”

“Your dad’s very responsible with his ejaculate,” Tabby said.

“He doesn’t masturbate as much,” Chris countered, “so there’s just not as much for you to find.”

“He doesn’t spill it on the carpet in the media room,” Tabby said. “And I never find it on the furniture.”

“How much do you masturbate, Dad?” Ellie asked. “I only see you doing it like, a few times a month.”

“Probably once or twice a week,” Jamie replied.

“Chris masturbates two or three times a day,” Ellie said, sticking up for her brother. “So that’s like, 10 more times than you.”

“And then, most of the time, you’re putting your sperm in Mom,” Nan noted, one of the few things she said at the table that evening.

“How many times do you use Mom for that every week?” Ellie asked.

“Four or five times, at least,” Jamie replied.

“I’ll admit Chris has more to keep track of than your dad,” Tabby said.

“Way more,” Ellie asserted. “Since you’re doing most of it for Dad.”

“What do you mean?” Tabby asked.

“Just that,” Ellie said. “Dad puts it in you and he’s done with it, and then you’re the one who has to make sure it doesn’t spill out of you and end up on the floor.”

“It’s not like it’s something I have to manage,” Tabby said. “Once it’s in me, it doesn’t come out.”

“Well, if he squirts it in your mouth or anus, no,” Ellie said. “But can’t it leak out of your vagina?”

“For maybe five minutes,” Tabby said. “And I just hold something against it until it stops flowing.”

“And Dad makes less than Chris too, per climax,” Nan said. “Just because of age.”

Ellie laughed. “So, Mom, since Dad has all these advantages, if you find one drop of his semen on the floor, that should equal 10 drops of Chris’s. Or maybe 20.”

“Like a handicap,” Chris said. “Like a golf handicap.”

“Dad’s my husband, in case anyone forgot,” Tabby said. “Taking care of his semen is part of my job. But Chris, unless you have someone to put your semen into, you need to be responsible for it yourself.”

Tabby surveyed the table as though waiting to be challenged, but no one questioned her decree.

“Haden, do you have anyone you release into?” Ellie asked.

“Uh, no,” Haden stammered. What kind of question was that? Did Haden have a girlfriend, or a lover? Is that what she was asking?

“Other than Chris,” Tabby noted. “They used each other’s mouths this afternoon.”

“Oh yeah,” Haden said, struggling not to reveal how awkward he was feeling. “I did that.”

“I suggested your vagina for his next release here, and he said that was cool,” Chris said to his sister, amping up the awkwardness to 11.

“Yeah, okay,” Ellie said, two words to encapsulate what for Haden was a profound set of questions, hopes, possibilities. Was it that simple?

“Do you think you’ll want to visit us again, Haden?” Tabby asked brightly.

“Yes,” Haden said quite honestly. Of course he’d want to come back again. He liked Chris. He liked Ellie too. And difficult as it was to imagine doing anything with her, he was already imagining what it would be like.

“We’re out of town next weekend,” Chris said. “But maybe in two weeks?”

“I’m free then,” Haden promised.

The conversation drifted back to more conventional topics, and dinner ended and Haden dressed and hugged Chris again, and Tabby this time as well, and Ellie too, her bare body against his jeans, and he was erect all the way home, and still when he got home too, and he stripped as soon as he reached his bedroom.

“How was your visit?” Tatum asked, appearing at his bedroom door.

“Interesting,” he said, with an understated lift of one eyebrow.

She laughed.

“But didn’t you find yourself getting used to the nudity at some point?”

“Not at any point today,” Haden said, finally admitting something important. “Chris has a sister.”

“What’s her name?”

“Ellie.”

“Pretty name. Do you need to masturbate?”

“I was planning to,” Haden said, stating the obvious. He was still erect, and his hand was hovering near his penis.

“Can you do it while you talk about your afternoon?” she asked. “I’m curious, and I don’t want to wait.”

“Sure,” he said. “In the den?”

“Meet you there in a few,” Tatum said. “Go ahead and get started.”

Haden grabbed a tube from his drawer and headed down the hall, his penis bouncing, his arousal growing. Could he talk about what had happened at Chris’s home without getting distracted? Yes. Because of what he’d be talking about. It would all go together.

He took his usual seat on the couch and began working at his penis, but slowly, deliberately, with just enough energy to give himself pleasure, not to produce an immediate orgasm.

His mother entered the room a few minutes later, dressed for bed in a long t-shirt and warmup pants.

“Tell me anything you feel like sharing,” she said leaning forward, her physical attitude betraying an eagerness that might almost be unseemly. But Haden didn’t mind. He needed to work through things, and his mother was as good an ear as any.

“Chris’s mom got the door,” he began. “Just her. She was naked. And she said I could undress then, so I did. And yeah . . . I was erect.”

“Normal,” Haden’s mom said, nodding.

“And then I met Chris. He’s a little taller than me, and blond. They’re all blond in that family. And we played a video game for awhile, it’s called Rendition.”

“He was naked too?” his mom asked.

“Yeah, we both were. Oh, and so was Ellie, his sister. She was in the room—it’s a media room—she was in there, so he kicked her out, but then she came back, when we . . . well, that’s another story.”

“Tell me more.”

Haden didn’t withhold any details from his mother. As he masturbated lightly, he talked about inspiring Chris to try wearing something, about their borrowing of socks from Tabby and Ellie, about trying to last as long as they could while they watched a video, about being joined by Ellie toward the end, about masturbating again and releasing in each other’s mouths while Tabby watched.

Tatum’s eyes might have revealed a moment now and then of surprise, but her demeanor was most consistently acceptance and, quite possibly, pride.

“They talked about having me empty in other ways,” Haden said, continuing when his mother raised her brows, “in Ellie.”

“In Ellie’s vagina?” his mother asked.

“I think so, yeah.”

“So you know that’s sex,” she said.

Haden laughed. “Yeah. Definitely.”

“And Ellie’s old enough?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding.

“And she’s in favor of this?”

“She seems to be,” Haden said. “She was there when it was proposed. And she didn’t argue.”

“Have you used the machine yet?” she asked.

“No,” he said, adding apologetically, “It’s a little complicated, and when I’m ready to masturbate, I don’t want to spend time reading instructions.”

Tatum nodded, smiled. “Do you need to finish?” she asked.

“I’m ready to.”

“Okay, go ahead,” she said, standing.

Haden was ejaculating before she’d exited the room, gasping through a round of rhythmic releases while he stroked quickly, and after he’d rested and made sure his semen had stopped flowing, he removed his tube and headed back to his bedroom, sitting down naked at his tablet to check his Pleasure Overland account.

There were two messages there, the first from Chris: “Hey, thanks for coming over, everyone likes you, see you in two weeks?”

Haden smiled, warmed by the precious sense of belonging to something new and wondrous. But before he answered, he opened the second message, from the screenname nugirl2PO: “Hello. I’m in high school too. Your profile says you are a straight boy, so I am you chance to so important exper”

Haden leaned forward, squinting at the message as if further words might be hiding in smaller type somewhere.

No, it’s spam, he decided with disappointment, something from a non-English speaker blasted out with some ill-begotten plot to get something out of him.

Haden read the message again, filtering the most important data. The writer claimed to be female, in high school. She claimed she was contacting him because he was a straight male. And she wanted “exper”.

exper. exper?

Experience?

What kind of experience?

Haden’s mind was suddenly racing. What kind of experience would a girl want that she would seek through a message to a straight high school boy with his own Pleasure Overland account?

No, Haden thought. It must be spam. Or something meant for someone else.

He reached down to his upper thigh, backs of his fingers against the side of his soft penis, and let his imagination wander for a moment. Could he masturbate again? Did he want to? His member was already a little sensitive, given all he’d already done. Was it worth the risk? Maybe not. He turned his mind back to his Pleasure Overland account and replied to Chris: “Visit was great! 2 o’clock again in 2 weeks?”

He hit send, reached to the corner of the screen to log out, stopped when he saw another message.

It was from her again: nugirl2PO.

Once a spambot finds an address that doesn’t bounce back, it keeps messaging you.

Haden opened the latest note anyway. And no, maybe this wasn’t from a spammer: “Hey, sorry if I already sent you something. I hit send before I was done writing. I was going to say that I’m interested in an experience with a boy my age, of a sexual nature. Just for learning. Not a boyfriend. Okay, it tells you when an email gets read, so I can see you read my first one. I tried to unsend it because I wasn’t finished writing it, but I was too slow I guess. Sorry. Let’s just talk here for now. If you’re interested. If you’re not, it’s okay. You don’t need to say anything back. I have brown hair. Regular body. I’m sort of on a mission about something, and this would help me. My name’s Anastasia. What’s yours?”




Chapter 19: A Conversation About Overuse

Suddenly, Haden was awake, wide awake, mind racing through all the possibilities this message from the girl named Anastasia implied.

It took him almost an hour to reply to the girl, writing and deleting whole paragraphs, parsing and reparsing, desperately trying to turn an explosion of ideas, proposals and desires into plain English. What he eventually settled on was short and, he hoped, what the girl was expecting from him:

“Hi, my name is Haden. It’s nice to meet you, Anastasia. I think I could provide an experience, if you could tell me more about what you were interested in. I live at home with just my mom. I’m taking advanced classes at Harrison High. Sincerely, Haden,”

Haden hit send, stared at the little dot that told him his message had been read.

Chris had read his last note, and while Haden waited for an answer from Anastasia, Chris replied: “2 that day is good”

Haden waited another half an hour, surfing the news in between clicking on his sent email, but Anastasia neither read it nor replied.

Maybe she went to bed. Maybe she’d already heard from someone else. Maybe she changed her mind.

Haden made his way to his own bed, but the mind he settled on his pillow that Saturday night was restless, uncertain, nervously hopeful, and the next morning the first thing he did was consult his tablet, where still there was no word from Anastasia, and over breakfast, in the midst of his studies that Sunday and his internet browsing and his video game, his thoughts turned often to the minutia of a girl’s life whose existence he had not known of until the day before. What time does she get up? More importantly, what time does she first consult her PC? Does she work on Sunday mornings, or go to church? Does she belong to a demanding family? Or go to a school where she takes demanding courses?

Haden’s mother puttered about that morning, made a trip to the nursery for a pair of indoor plants to get her through the impending winter. While he had too much to distract him to masturbate, Haden never dressed and was still nude at lunchtime, when Tatum called him into the kitchen for sandwiches.

“I heard from someone else on the Pleasure Overland site,” he said as soon as he and his mother were seated.

“Another boy?” she asked.

“A girl this time,” he replied.

“Do you think you’ll meet her?”

“Right now, I’m going with no,” Haden said. “I sent her a message back last night, and she never checked it, and still hadn’t as of about five minutes ago.”

“Why did she contact you?”

“That’s the thing about it,” Haden said. “She said she wanted sex, and I—”

“Oh no, Haden,” Tatum said, crestfallen.

“What?” Haden said.

“Girls don’t ever contact boys they don’t know for sex,” she said. “She’s probably a Russian scam artist. And she’s probably a man.”

“She’s very convincing, then,” Haden said, pondering the reasons he believed she was real. “For one thing, she didn’t exactly say sex. She said she wanted an experience.”

“What kind of experience?”

“Sexual.”

“Hmmm. Did she give you a name?”

“Anastasia.”

Tatum laughed. “That’s a Russian name.”

“Well, if she was really a Russian guy, wouldn’t she come up with something non-Russian?”

“Maybe. Can I look at her message?”

“Okay,” Haden said, and he left the table to retrieve his tablet, completely unconcerned about his nudity and his bouncing penis as he returned with the device.

“Here it is,” he said, tapping to open his Pleasure Overland account, adding with thinly-concealed excitement, “Hey, she read my reply. That dot means she read it.”

“Show me what she wrote to you.”

“She wrote two,” Haden said. “The first was a mistake. And then here’s the second.”

“Let me see both,” Tatum said, and Haden tapped and his mother scanned the first note, then the second.

“Okay, if this is the Russians, they’re pretty good,” Tatum said, without asking to see what Haden had written back. “But I still have my suspicions. If she asks for money, I’m sure you won’t send any.”

“No, of course not,” Haden said, setting his table down and returning to his seat to continue lunch.

“And if she asks you to meet her at the end of a dirt road, that’s also not a good sign.”

“I agree,” Haden said. “But what if she’s willing to come over here?”

“If it’s just her, yes,” Tatum said. “During the daytime.”

“Why daytime?” Haden asked.

“For her first visit,” Elain replied “She should be fine with that.”

“Okay,” Haden agreed.

“Have you thought any more about what she means by experience?” Tatum asked.

“Well, I guess . . .” Haden began, his voice trailing off.

“Sexual intercourse,” Tatum offered. “That’s my first idea. But it could be anything, and I—”

“Is that a problem?” Haden asked.

“No, of course not,” Tatum replied. “If you both want to do it. But I was going to say . . . I don’t want you to be hurt.”

“I’m not going to meet her in a dark alley,” Haden said.

“I’m not talking about that,” Tatum said. “I’m talking about emotionally. This girl, if she really is a girl, who lives in Overland, we don’t know what she wants. She might not even know what she wants. Sometimes people can be careless with other people’s feelings, and someone ends up getting hurt.”

“I’ll be careful,” Haden promised. He wanted the conversation to end, and lunch to end, so he could return to the tablet and wait for Anastasia’s next message. She’d gotten his message. He knew that now. But would she write back? And what would she say?

“As long as she consents, and you are sure it’s a good idea for her,” Tatum said, “do whatever you want. And I can leave if you want.”

“Okay,” Haden said. “Or we can just go in my bedroom . . . if that’s what happens.”

“But will you keep me informed about this?” Tatum asked. “Just for my own peace of mind?”

“I will.”

By the time lunch was over, Haden was sporting a solid erection. Maybe it was something about the conversation concerning Anastasia. Maybe it had just been long enough since his last orgasm the night before, and things were building up. Maybe it was the pleasant, still-unfamiliar feeling of being nude while going about his daily life. Whatever the cause, his member was bobbing as he cleaned up lunch and put things away. He went about his chores without any particular self-consciousness, however. In fact, his biggest concern was that his penis was occasionally getting in the way, thudding against the top of the table as he picked up dishes, bumping against the edge of the counter as he rinsed plates.

“Are you going to take care of that now?” Tatum asked, looking at his penis as he dried his hands, the fringe of the hand towel swinging against his tip.

“Yes,” he said. He wanted desperately to see if Anastasia had written anything new yet, preferably something he could masturbate to. He liked her bluntness, and he wanted more of it. His ruminations on what she might say, and what he might say back, were becoming another factor in the maintenance of his arousal. Maybe he’d masturbate as he wrote. But if there was nothing from her, he’d look for porn. He might try to find that video again, of the masturbating woman he and Chris and Ellie had watched yesterday.

“Can you do me a favor?” his mother asked as he finished up in the kitchen.

“Sure?” Haden replied uncertainly.

“Would you mind using your new massager?” she said. “They have a 10-day return policy, so I need to know now if it’s going to work for you.”

“Okay,” Haden said with mild disappointment. “But it’s still in the box. I haven’t opened it yet or put the batteries in or anything.”

“I can help with that probably,” Tatum said. “What kind of batteries does it take?”

“I think Cs,” Haden said. “Maybe 3 or 4.”

“We’ve got some of those,” she said. “Meet in the den in a few minutes?”

“Okay,” Haden said, heading to his room with a quick glance at his tablet, still waiting for him on the table. Was there a new message there from Anastasia, waiting for his reply? But his mother was asking for his time now, and she had a reason for it.

As he picked up the box, slid his thumbnail through the tape that sealed the lid, dislodged the pleasure device from its heavy cardboard housing, and glanced at the instructions in three languages, his arousal waned a bit, and with it the hardness of his maleness, but a few quick strokes along the end of the shaft brought it back to acceptable firmness.

He had been imagining a machine that came in multiple parts that required various tools to join together, but most of the work had been done in the factory, apparently. In fact, the only real work required was the opening of the battery compartment at the end of the tool, where space waited for three C batteries.

He headed to the den, sat on the couch, inspected the other end of the machine, the opening where he would put his penis, and fought the jitters that sometimes arose when he knew his mother would be present during masturbation.

She hadn’t arrived yet, so he performed a few more passes of hand around rod, returning himself to full arousal.

Still alone, he found the courage to put the massager in position, the opening at his tip, and he had just begun inserting himself into the machine when his mother arrived.

“Batteries,” she said, handing him four Cs.

“It takes three,” he said, pulling the device away from his member and pushing in the batteries.

“Did you get the lubricant?” she asked.

“Oh, that’s still in my room,” Haden said, sliding forward on the couch.

“I can get it,” she said. “Where is it?”

“Uh, either in the bag on my desk,” Haden replied, “Or I might have already put it away. In my dresser drawer. Or maybe in the bathroom.”

Tatum left the room, returned with a speed Haden found surprising, offering him a bottle half-full of clear liquid.

“Just use this,” she said.

Haden took it, studied it. This wasn’t what they’d bought at the store, he thought. This was Busy Bee Marital Lubricant. They’d bought Baroness at Pleasure Overland. So Haden’s mother was giving him something she used for . . . herself.

“You won’t need much,” she said. “Spread a little on your tip to start off with, put it in, and if it doesn’t slip in pretty easily, pull it out and put a little more on.”

Haden struggled for a moment with the transition, from private pleasure to pedestrian mechanics, but the instructions were simple enough. No doubt by design, a single hand could be used to dispense the product, and he used his thumb to raise the spout, poured the gel onto his tip, set the bottle on the end table and worked it in, and he brought the machine back into position, lowering it slowly down past his head, allowing it to swallow his shaft, pushing down until all of his penis was lodged within the device.

“Uhh,” he grunted involuntarily, because it felt remarkably good.

He raised it, slid it down again, grunted again.

“Aren’t you going to turn it on?” his mother asked.

Haden had forgotten about that feature. Really, it seemed unnecessary, given how good it felt turned off. But he turned the machine around until the controls were facing him.

Haden hit the on button first, shouting “Ahh!” when the device around his penis came to life, pulsing rapidly from his tip to his base and back again. He pulled it off, the machine continuing to hum and throb as he studied the controls. There was a switch with three settings, pushed to the far end, so he slid it to the other end and the staccato beat softened. Carefully, he pushed his penis back into it, the envelopment of his member almost mystically sensual, the rhythm delicious as light pressure was applied to his base, the middle of his shaft, his head.

One control remained to be tested, a button next to the switch, and he pushed that next and felt the sections of the massager pulsing in unison around his manhood. Preferring the pulse that slid up and down, he hit the button again and simply enjoyed, moving the machine slightly but letting it do most of the work.

“How is it?” asked Tatum.

“Oh, hey,” Haden said awkwardly. He’d forgotten she was there. “Really good.”

“You want to keep it?”

“Yeah,” he said brusquely. “I doubt they’ll take it back anyway . . . because of . . .”

“It’s okay, go ahead,” she said.

Haden could have ejaculated then, but he wanted to savor this new delight, and if he could prolong his orgasm under these conditions, he was that much closer to getting good at edging.

But the device won him over within 90 seconds, and he grunted through a long, hard release, the ejaculate filing the massager and spreading its warmth around his head and down his shaft, some of it oozing out around the base of his penis.

“Yeah,” he said, panting and staring down, deeply impressed by the human ingenuity that made such a thing possible.

For a time, he merely pondered, noting the ironically intense numbness that followed a strong orgasm, and then he raised the machine, his semen running out of the opening and down his penis. Wary of spilling onto the couch, he cupped his hand under his genitals and headed for the bathroom, and once he reached the sink, he set down the device, wiped his sex organ, washed his hands, ran warm water into the massager’s inner sanctum, rinsed out all he had put into it, washed his hands again, and lay the machine on a towel to dry.

“Still happy with it?” Tatum asked, hovering just outside the bathroom door.

“Yes,” he said. “Thanks, let’s keep it. And now . . . I was gonna see if that girl said anything new.”

“Okay.”

His tablet was still on the kitchen table, so he headed there first to pick it up, and he made his way back to his bedroom, where he opened his Pleasure Overland account and sucked in his breath: another message from Anastasia was waiting for him.

“Dear Haden,” she began, her tone already notable for its formality. “It is nice to meet you. I’m glad you are interested. I have five things I want to do with you. Maybe we can meet at your house soon?”

For a time, Haden studied the message. What did she want to do with him? What five things? Was this how girls approached sex? Or was she talking about something else entirely? Maybe she wanted new experiences playing backgammon. Or, since she’d said she was looking for sexual experiences, maybe she just wanted to look at materials from her sex education class. But then, why did she need a boy for it? A gallery of the possibilities filled Haden’s mind, some of them disappointing and some of them arousing enough that he considered masturbating again.

After a lengthy internal dialogue, in which he decided that matching her tone would be the best approach, Haden began typing.

“Dear Anastasia,” he wrote, pausing to consider his next words. “I live in an apartment with my mom, and we can meet here. She said she can leave while we get it done, if you want anything to be private. You could come over any day this week after school, or this Saturday too.”

Haden sent the message as soon as he’d finished typing. His fear of saying the wrong thing had eased somewhat, and he was growing used to the pace of Anastasia’s replies. It might be hours before her next missive, he knew so, still naked, he turned to his desk and his studies and found himself able to bring sufficient focus to Chemistry II and European History.

It was a good hour before his mind started wandering to what, if anything, Anastasia might have written, but when he checked, there was nothing, not even confirmation she’d read his note.

For the next hour, he checked his tablet every 10 minutes and came away disappointed each time. A disciplined youth who owed his success in school in part to the ability to establish and follow rules of behavior, he decided that his forays to the Pleasure Overland message site must be conducted no more than every 30 minutes, and he was able to hold himself to that schedule for the next hour and a half, until the little dot confirmed that Anastasia had finally read his message.

After that, all discipline was lost. Every ten minutes, at best, he was checking for her next note, his academic productivity declining precipitously until another message arrived an hour later.

“Dear Haden,” she wrote. “I would like to visit you tomorrow at 4:30. I think two hours would be enough time for everything. I would be glad to stay for dinner too. I think it would be best if your mother stayed. I don’t need any privacy. Do you like going naked? I do, and I consider myself a nudist, because it’s healthy and beautiful. I hope you and your mother agree. Sincerely, Anastasia.”

Haden began writing his reply, which was simply confirmation of her proposal and her preference for nudity, when another message popped up.

No “Dear Haden” this time, just “I meant to ask, what’s your address? And what’s your apartment number also?”

Haden replied immediately with his address and his comfort with nudity and, his erection bobbing, he headed down the hall to speak to his mother.

She turned down the volume when her son appeared at the door, looked at his face, down at his penis, back into his eyes. “Hey,” she said.

“Hey, she, okay, Anastasia,” he began. “She said tomorrow, or we said, for her to come over. At 4:30.”

“Okay,” Tatum said, lingering concern in her eyes. “I’ll come home early so I can be here when she arrives, and then I’ll leave if you want.”

“No, she said it’s fine if you stay,” Haden said. “She didn’t need privacy.”

“Do you know what she wants to do?” Tatum asked. “I mean, specifically?”

“She mentioned five things,” Haden said.

“What were they?”

“She didn’t say, just said five things.”

“Interesting,” Tatum said. “This isn’t the way things normally proceed. I just want you to know that. And this isn’t my first choice for your own experiences.”

“What do you mean?”

“Sex can hurt, no matter how it’s done,” she explained. “But it can hurt worse when the rules are . . . unknown.”

“I’ll be careful,” Haden promised.

“It’s not that easy,” Tatum insisted. “It’s not like being careful when you’re walking along on top of a fence, or petting a dog you don’t know. When it’s with a girl, you get vulnerable in ways you didn’t even know you could be, and that’s the place where it happens.”

Haden pondered his next words, realized he had none. How could you promise your mom you wouldn’t be hurt by a thing you didn’t understand? In the end, all he had was desire, so he went there. Really, he was already there, if you looked at his erection.

“I want to do this,” he said simply, “no matter what.”

“Of course you do,” his mother said with a smile. “And if I have to pick up the pieces, I’ll do that too.”

“I’ll be okay,” he said, on the edge of annoyance now. He wanted to do whatever it was he was going to do with Anastasia on his own. He didn’t like the idea of needing his mother as an emotional safety net for something that was beginning to feel not just natural but urgent. And then, there was that hint there, of her own pain, of something with men, possibly his own father, a man he couldn’t remember, a man whose name he’d never been told. Haden didn’t know, didn’t want to know what had happened with him, preferred not to be reminded there was anything there to be shared. It’s not that he was indifferent about his mother’s feelings and experiences, he just didn’t think he’d be able to make sense of them. She might as well be telling him about one of her tedious dreams.

“Are you going to masturbate again?” she asked with another glance at his penis.

“Yes, probably,” he said.

“How’s it feeling?” she asked. “You’re not rubbing it raw I hope?”

“I think it’s fine,” Haden said, looking down. “The massager definitely didn’t do any damage.”

“Let me have a look,” she said, and Haden stepped up, uncertain what she was going to do but trusting her fully.

“Where do you press the hardest?” she asked, and she reached up and, for the first time that Haden could remember, touched his penis, grabbing it by the tip, lifting it and peering at the underside, aiming it down and to the sides to inspect the rest of it.

“I’m not sure,” Haden said, the old shyness returning briefly as his mother breached yet another wall of decorum he’d grown up assuming was inviolable.

“You usually just squeeze the shaft and slide your hand up and down?”

“Yeah,” Haden said. “Usually.”

“Show me,” she said, releasing his penis, and it bobbed up and down before he grabbed it and did a half-hearted job of stimulating it.

Tatum was not fooled.

“I’d like you to bring yourself to orgasm,” she said.

“Should I put a tube on?” Haden asked.

“No,” she said. “I need to see where you’re rubbing the hardest. Get started and let me get something to catch it in.”

Tatum rose and left the room, and Haden, still standing, began masturbating in earnest. Although his arousal had ebbed somewhat once he realized his pleasure was going to be closely monitored, he was confident he could satisfy his mother’s directive, and by the time she returned with a small cloth, he was making progress.

“As sexual activity increases, you’ll be masturbating a lot more,” she said, sitting down before him. “It’s one of the ironies of human desire.”

Haden nodded, seeing the logic in her words, even if this wasn’t the ideal time to be hearing them.

“And if you injure yourself because you’re doing it too much, you’re going to have to abstain for at least a day or two,” Tatum continued. “And no girl is going to let you put it inside her if you’ve got sores.”

Haden, his climax growing more distant as his mother kept talking, continued to rub.

“And girls will check,” she said. “It’s part of foreplay.”

“Foreplay?” Haden echoed breathily.

“All the things that happen before vaginal insertion,” Tatum said, continuing to watch Haden work his member. “She’ll touch it. She might ask to lick it, or take it into her mouth.”

Okay. Somehow, probably without intending to, Haden’s mother had found the right message to complement his plodding arousal. Being inspected by a girl. Being looked at, carefully, by Anastasia herself, who was so concerned about the condition of his erect penis she’d put her tongue against it, her lips and teeth around it. Haden had already experienced the pleasures of oral attention, from Chris, but Chris was a boy, and his mouth was little different from Haden’s own hand—just a different means to receive enough stimulation for orgasm. A girl’s mouth—Anastasia’s mouth—would be something else entirely: Affection. Closeness. A sort of love, even.

“It looks like you’re working the sides and underneath the most, right behind the head,” Tatum observed, ending Haden’s Anastasia-laden reverie but not dampening his arousal. “That’s probably where you’re most at risk of chafing.”

“Okay,” Haden said, the word more a grunt than part of a conversation.

“If it gets more sensitive than you like,” Tatun continued, “just try to finish, or put it in your massager to get it done.”

Haden nodded.

“But I will need to check you, every few days,” she continued. “I’ll want you erect, so I can wait for you to start masturbating to take a look.”

“Okay,” Haden said, his voice a little strained. He was getting closer. It wouldn’t be a strong orgasm, though, he could already sense that. Climaxing under orders was still climaxing, but it didn’t allow quite the mental or physical freedom that gave Haden’s his best arrivals.

“And if I find issues . . .” Tatum said, pausing in the way she did when the next words were a little challenging, “I’ll need to step in. As your mother.”

Closer, Haden thought. Almost there. But what did his mother mean? Step in? What would that involve?

The questions were his last thought before his mind was flooded with the wave of pleasure that accompanied his orgasm, and he grunted and said “Now” quietly and Tatum raised the cloth to the tip of his penis, and he squeezed and stroked and sighed, but he maintained the discipline necessary to aim his ejaculate into the target, loading the cloth with long strings of white cream, each of which turned the fabric dark as it was absorbed, his volume saturating all of the cloth, wetting his mother’s hand beneath it before he was done.

Tatum removed the cloth only when it was clear no more semen was going to emerge, and Haden sat down in the chair across from her to recover. He usually masturbated sitting or lying down. Releasing while standing took more effort.

“Does all that make sense?” Tatum asked.

Climaxing had broken the threads of whatever they’d been conversing over before, and now Haden was struggling to recover the last things that had been said. Something about masturbation, or Anastasia? No, neither of those.

“You mean, about . . .?” Haden prompted.

“I’ll need to check your penis for overuse,” his mother said.

“Oh yeah.”

“And if I think I need to put you in a restriction, I’ll do that.”

“A restriction?” Haden repeated.

“They sometimes call them cages,” she elaborated. “They cover the penis and prevent touching.”

“Okay,” Haden said, looking at the floor. “Where do you get them?”

This had been a recurring event with his mother since she’d caught him masturbating that first time, the woman launching into a sexual topic that was slightly outside Haden’s comfort level, and then leaping from there to mortifying heights of frankness. And yet, armed with the open mindedness of youth and a sex drive both fierce and malleable, Haden had invariably found his footing with her soon enough. And this, he suspected, was going to be one more such instance.

“They sell them online, and at Pleasure Overland,” Tatum said. “We didn’t visit those shelves when were there, but I noticed them before.”

“What do they look like?” Haden asked, glancing down at his penis and trying to imagine it locked up in something. A box? A literal cage?

“There are a few designs,” she replied. “Clear plastic, solid metal, or metal with holes in it. Most of them lock around your testicles, and they’re big enough to allow for an erection.”

The prospect of having his genitals restrained was not at the moment particularly upsetting to Haden. It would only happen if he overdid things. And it would remain only as long as necessary for him to heal. And he wouldn’t wear it at school, of course, only at home. And he assumed his mother would work with him on what would be bought and when it would be put on and taken off.

“There’s a hole for urine,” Elain added. “And semen, if that happens.”

“How would that happen?” Haden asked.

“It can happen at night.”

“Even while I’m covered?”

“It’s called nocturnal emission,” Tatum said. “Or a wet dream. It happens if you have too much semen, sometimes. You don’t have to touch for it to happen.”

This was another thing Haden didn’t know. But he was sure it would stick in his memory.

Done in the den, Haden headed back to his bedroom, didn’t find a confirmation from Anastasia and didn’t expect to, but he was still a little disappointed.




Chapter 20: Anastasia Pays a Visit

“If Mistress Longbow gets the Aqua Shield,” Zombeast promised, nodding for emphasis, “first thing she does is break the Currytown dam, and that floods ShapeLord’s dungeon, and all the kids get out.”

“I’m not doing a bet on that,” The Key Man said back, shaking his head for the same degree of emphasis. “Too many moving parts.”

“I’m not setting up a bet, I’m just talking,” said Zombeast, whose given name was Dustin Peabody. “For the bet, just the first two things.”

“Say them again,” said The Key Man, who’d been named Angelo Mercado by his parents when he was born in Chihuahua.

“If Mistress Longbow gets the Aqua Shield, she breaks the dam,” said Zombeast.

“But if she doesn’t get it, there’s no bet,” protested The Key Man. “Let’s just bet on if she gets the Aqua Shield.”

“Dude, you know she will,” said Zombeast. “She’s just about to move the Agincourt Stone. She’s got the right spell. They have to let it happen.”

“Which is exactly why it won’t,” asserted The Key Man. “The last thing you expect, you know that. So that’s our bet. You say she gets the Aqua Shield, I say she doesn’t.”

“Okay, deal,” agreed Zombeast. “Cutlass, you’re the witness.”

Haden, sensing he’d just been addressed, tore his eyes away from the window and the gray sky beyond it and the tops of the trees and their first hints of autumn.

“Whazzat?”

“Our bet,” said Zombeast. “Mistress Longbow gets the Aqua Shield, or she doesn’t.”

“What are you betting?” Haden asked.

“If she gets the shield, I win,” Zombeast said. “And The Key Man has to chat with a futa for 10 minutes.”

“What if he can’t find one?” Haden said.

“You can always find a futa,” said Zombeast.

“Not a real one,” Haden said, and his mind conjured the image of a man with a girl’s body except for his penis. Or was it a girl with girl’s body except for her penis? What if Anastasia was a futa? What if she was, biologically, a boy? What if she didn’t show up? What were the five things?

“There are real ones out there,” said Zombeast.

“Like maybe three,” Haden said. The conversation was annoying him. The next episode of ShapeLord was dropping tomorrow, probably around midnight Korean time, which meant tomorrow afternoon US time, and the adventures of Mistress Longbow and her companions and enemies and spirit assistants were at times an all-consuming preoccupation for him. But a girl named Anastasia was coming over today at 4:30, and that adventure was far more real, and far more interesting, than anything that had ever happened on ShapeLord. It was so real, and so interesting in fact that Haden did not mention it to his fellow ShapeLord fans, for there was nothing to be said. These were two different worlds, ShapeLord and Anastasia, a divergence impossible to bridge over high school lunch, or anywhere else.

Really, Haden had been going through the motions for weeks when it came to ShapeLord. The informal watching club he belonged to, with its three core members and two younger hangers on (Zombeast’s two younger brothers) had been sharing room in his mind with Pleasure Overland since that first day he’d heard about it, when his mother told him about the girl she’d seen there, buying a dildo with her dad. What Korean anime drama—no matter how creative, how well-drawn, how full of peculiar Asian sensibilities—could compete with that?

“It doesn’t have to be a real one,” Zombeast said. “Just someone who identifies as a futa.”

“Some forty-year-old dude then, whose wife is out of town,” said The Key Man.

“It doesn’t matter,” said Zombeast. “If you lose, you find someone who says they’re a futa and keep them talking for 10 minutes, while me and Cutlass watch.”

“That’s harsh, dude,” said The Key Man. “He’s going to get super-queer on me by minute two.”

“She,” Haden corrected. “She might identify as she.”

“Could be either,” said Zombeast. “It doesn’t matter. You gotta keep talking no matter what. This is high stakes.”

“Accepted,” said The Key Man, preparing his side of the bet. “And if you lose, you gotta . . . okay, I got it.”

“Yeah?”

“It’s as bad as yours,” The Key Man said. “You gotta search ‘hot futa’ on your school laptop.”

Zombeast pondered, laughed. Even Haden, distracted as he was, chuckled. Most likely, if Zombeast lost and had to search that term, nothing would happen. But in the unlikely event the school did a sweep of search terms that day, and someone in administration noticed that term, and knew what it meant, or looked it up, and decided to act on it, the consequences would be magnificent: Zombeast summoned to the office; a report filed to the central office; parents called in; the school psychologist summoned to help Zombeast with his strange obsession. That was the rumor, anyway, if you got caught looking up the wrong stuff. Just the possibility of one or more such outcomes was enough to make this a terrifying bet, a little like social Russian roulette. But Zombeast accepted and the two shook on it while Haden served as the official witness, and the boys finished their lunch at a corner table in the Harrison High School cafeteria and headed together out into the hall.

The jocks were there today. Usually they’d be outside after lunch, but the weather was iffy enough that most of the upper class students were lingering in the broad hall that led to the cafeteria and the arena. Some were chatting in small groups, some were reading quietly against the wall, some were standing alone, staring at their feet in the official pose of awkward angst.

But the jocks were apparently running a play, a half dozen oversized male bodies reenacting some past moment of victory, or preparing for some future event, and the assigned routes of the Walton twins brought them into direct contact with the ShapeLords club.

Skip Walton’s torso met with The Key Man’s elbow, spinning The Key Man around, and Chip Walton’s hands, outstretched to catch an imaginary football, grazed the top of Haden’s head.

All three boys shrank away from the mayhem, no worse for wear as the players cheered their imaginary victory and returned to the huddle.

This was not bullying. In some ways, it was worse than bullying. Haden had been bullied once or twice in his life, the first in third grade, when he was one of the smaller kids and got picked on by one of the bigger kids—there was some shoving and the peculiar nickname “Fagin”—until he caught up height-wise and his bully lost interest. But Haden knew what it was like to be bullied, and he knew that it required a personal connection. The bully had to learn your name to make up another one. The bully had to look into your eyes to make sure his words were hurting, or causing terror. He had to think about you, remember you from day to day, adjust his campaign for maximum impact. Haden and his friends weren’t worth even that much to the jocks. The boys were simply features of the environment, like shrubs, which one needed to avoid but might by strategic necessity crash into at times.

In his next class, Haden pondered the level of insignificance he had achieved withing his school’s dynamic hierarchy, and from there his mind turned to Anastasia, and there it stayed, with the occasional diversion to classwork, for the rest of the day.

He would greet her naked, he’d decided, an idea that came to him in history and stirred him profoundly. She’d show up clothed, he guessed, since she’d have to drive and get out of a car at an apartment building, but she seemed to prefer as much nudity as could be arranged, and his greeting her that way would be for the best.

Tabby had greeted him nude at the door, he recalled. It’s a thing that was done among the members of this community. It was a convention to them, but he felt as though he were planning the most deliciously obscene thing he could think of as he imagined opening the door to a girl he’d never met. He would be erect, he knew. There was no way around that. And she should not mind. She was visiting for five undefined sexual experiences, and certainly an erect penis was required for at least a few of them.

Haden made it through the school day, and by the time he reached his apartment, via bus and foot, it was 3:45 and he was stranded in an exquisite state of agitation. Sex, he believed, was the ultimate expression of his existence. But waiting for sex, or just the possibility of sex, especially for the first time with a girl, was a torture.

He slammed into his room, tossed his books and laptop on the bed, pulled off his clothes and looked down at his quivering erection. If he masturbated now, he could probably get erect again by the time Anastasia showed up. Probably. There would be a naked girl in his home, so his chances of a second erection were more than probable. But what if two of her five things required orgasms? And what would his mother say if she knew he’d masturbated before Anastasia’s arrival?

Don’t waste it, he told himself. Endure. You’re down to 30 minutes. Distract yourself.

Haden, his bouncing penis reminding him of its presence with every step, dropped into his desk chair and opened his school laptop. Could he do an assignment in the nude today? Isn’t that what nudists did all the time? Isn’t that what Anastasia probably did? Did she sit at her desk? Did she sit at her desk in her bedroom? At her kitchen table?

Focus, Haden told himself with another disappointed look down before he raised his eyes to an article from 1952 about the gold standard, something he needed to read and understand for his history class, and the distraction worked well enough until he heard the door open, and he rose for the far more welcome distraction of his mother.

Someone was speaking, and it wasn’t her.

“I did equestrian in the summer,” said an unknown girl’s voice, “and I got a class credit for that, but most of my classes are college preparatory.”

“Haden is taking a very tough schedule,” said another voice, the voice of Haden’s mother, speaking with obvious pride. “He studies every night. Would you like to undress in the den?”

“Yes, Ma’am, thank you,” said the girl.

“I’ll let Haden know you’re here.”

Haden stood just inside his bedroom door, frozen. She was here. It must be Anastasia. She’d walked through the door with his mother. Had she picked her up? Or had they met in the parking lot?

“Haden?”

“Yeah?” Haden said reflexively, breathily. He hated how his voice sounded at that moment.

“Anastasia’s here,” his mother said.

“Okay,” Haden said, continuing uncertainly, “Sure, right . . . so should I . . . is she . . .?”

“She’s undressing in the den,” Tatum said. “Come say hi.”

Haden, his penis softening under the duress of social awkwardness, stepped into the hall, saw his mother at the door of the den, could see parts of a girl beyond her, her sneakers already on the floor beside her feet, her white sweater coming off over her head

Haden paused, his mind running through the constitution of unwritten rules, about girls and their privacy, about walking in on someone changing, about being naked among two (still, mostly) clothed females.

But when his mother turned to him and raised her hand in a “come here” gesture, he obeyed, reaching the door of the den, penis at one-fourth mast, to await what he believed might be social cataclysm.

The girl was folding her sweater now, her smallish breasts still covered with a white bra, her peculiar denim pants still on. They were green, and stopped at mid-calf, as though cut too short, although Haden believed it was an intentional style.

She turned to him, took in his nudity, her eyes drifting to his member before they returned to his face, and she smiled.

Not a big, friendly smile, not a derisive grin, just a little smile, almost of relief. She was glad he was naked, he was certain. She set her sweater down on the table next to the chair and pulled her arms out of their bra straps, one and then the other, and the right cup dropped away, exposing a perfect, round breast and a small, perfect pink nipple, and it was in this condition that she chose to turn to Haden and offer her hand.

“Your mother and I were talking,” she said, her voice clear but a little tentative. “I’m Anastasia.”

“Hi, Anastasia, I’m Haden,” the boy said, and he stepped forward and looked into her eyes but could not completely ignore her breast, and he shook her hand, observing a social convention that seemed entirely out of place and felt correct regardless. Her hand was small. All of her was small. She was pretty, but not gorgeous, the kind of girl you don’t notice sitting across the classroom from you until the second month of the new school year, and then you can’t stop looking at.

“I was just undressing,” she said, twisting her bra around so she could unclasp it between her breasts, and now she was completely topless. She tossed the bra onto her sweater, unbuttoned and unzipped her pants and pushed them down along with her panties in a single gesture, exposing her round bottom and her brown pubic hair all at one time, forcing her jeans and panties to her ankles and stepping out of them, folding them and adding them to the pile.

Haden sensed the roaring of his mind before he realized his penis was roaring too, and he looked down to see it at its full length and breadth, and Anastasia also looked at it, without any indication of disapproval or fear. It was just something that was.

“I think I mentioned five things,” she said, and her eyes met Haden’s and then drifted over his shoulder, and Haden knew his mother must still be standing there, but he decided not to look back.

“You mentioned five things, but didn’t say what they were,” Haden said.

“It would be easier to show you,” she said. “Where should we go?”

Haden looked at his mother, more out of uncertainty than to get guidance on a location, and now the naked Anastasia was regarding her as well.

To her credit, the woman stepped up to the occasion, any reservations hidden by her tone.

“Do you need a bed?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Anastasia said, obviously considering the question of furniture for the first time. “Not for everything, probably. Maybe a chair for some things. I want to suck his penis, and have my vagina licked.”

“I told Haden you might want to do that,” Tatum said, and she pointed to the end of the couch. “That’s one of the places where Haden masturbates, if you want him there.”

“Okay, yeah,” Anastasia agreed, looking at Haden, who after a moment’s pause to get his bearings, took his place, his rod aimed halfway up the wall.

“So you masturbate?” Anastasia asked, stepping over and kneeling between his feet.

“Yes,” Haden said, forcing out the word.

“How long does it take?” she asked.

“Sometimes just 10 minutes, sometimes longer,” Haden said. “I’m trying to learn how to make it last.”

Anastasia leaned forward, put her hands on the floor and peered at the tip of Haden’s penis. Was she hesitant? he wondered. Or just curious? And how long must he wait for her to make contact?

“How do you decide how long to spend on it?” she asked, looking back up to his face.

“When I orgasm,” he said.

Anastasia returned her attention to the penis before her, opened her mouth and, without further ceremony, took Haden’s member between her jaws, pausing with her lips about halfway down the shaft.

Haden squirmed and breathed in while the girl looked up at him, raised her eyebrows in an unspoken question.

“It’s fine,” Haden said, waiting for her mouth to close tightly around his rod, for her tongue to caress the underside of his organ, but none of that happened.

Chris had known what to do on Saturday. Haden had as well, for that matter, but both boys knew how to work with a penis. Anastasia, quite possibly, didn’t even masturbate herself, and now she was obviously tending to a penis for the first time in her life, presenting Haden simultaneously with a profound joy and a deep frustration.

“Okay,” she said, removing her mouth and falling back to her hams. “Can I sit there?”

Haden rose and Anastasia took his place on the couch, and he looked at his mother, still hovering by the door to the den, and she smiled and nodded, and he knelt before the girl.

Anastasia slid forward on the couch, leaned back, spread her legs and waited, and Haden’s torment continued, his throbbing erection swinging between his thighs while he for the first time in his life prepared to bring his mouth to a female’s genitals.

From a distance, in a picture, in a video, the female parts were beautiful, Haden felt, but up close, Anastasia’s specific vaginal opening was a little unexpected, pink folds and deep creases and a mysterious hole, but arousal reigned at the moment, and Haden engaged with the girl’s sex gamely, if not expertly, his tongue emerging tentatively to explore her lips, her opening, her hair, the thick flesh on either side of her slit.

She did not react, he noticed. He might as well have been licking her knee.

There was a taste here, unexpected, not something you were warned about in sex ed. Something about it reminded him of the boy’s locker room at the high school, a blend of unknown essences that built up to something else unknown. But it was all coming from one place. He liked it. Or, he didn’t not like it.

“Okay,” she said, and he pulled away and looked at her. “Now intercourse.”




Chapter 21: The Rest of the Experiences

Anastasia slid off the couch, Haden backed away and she dropped to her hands and knees. Haden’s mother was still there, leaning against the door jamb. He glanced at her again, and she smiled back again.

This isn’t how it’s usually done, she’d warned him. What had she meant? This seemed completely normal to him. A girl wanted experiences. She was telling him what to do, and he was doing it. Was he supposed to coerce the girl, trick her, simply tell her what he wanted and expect her to obey?

Anastasia was waiting, the vagina he’d just wetted with his tongue aimed at him.

She wanted his penis in it. That’s what she meant by intercourse. Put your penis inside it.

He knee-walked up behind her, stopped when he was between her calves, looked at his mother, and she nodded but didn’t smile. Yes, this was what Anastasia wanted. It’s what Haden wanted as well.

The tip of his furious erection was hovering just outside her vaginal opening, so he didn’t really need to aim it with his hand, just push forward, and he did that, and he felt his tip against her warm folds, a sensation that by itself was rich enough to provoke orgasm. But he kept pushing, courageously it might be said, and now his tip was in her, the pink mouth eating him, pressing around his shaft like it was alive, like it was a separate animal, something that had come here in Anastasia’s car with her but wasn’t her.

Deeper, further, he thought, a new pleasure with every additional inch he put within a girl’s body for the first time.

Once he’d buried his sex up to the hilt, he paused, gasping and looking down, at her wide hips, her full rear, her narrow waist, her anus, and the way her pink lips wrapped around the base of his shaft.

“You can move it if you want,” Anastasia said. Her voice was level, calm, not breathy at all. Did she not feel anything? Was this not supremely good for her as well?

Haden slipped about half his member out before he pushed back in, savoring every ounce of pressure her walls were applying to his shaft. He moved it steadily, slowly, knowing that it would not take long for him to orgasm like this.

Down he looked, almost trancelike, and he thrust and withdrew, until she spoke again.

“So this is the third thing,” she said, snapping him out of his reverie. He looked up to see that Anastasia had bent herself somewhat, twisting her spine and craning her neck so she could look at him, into his eyes. Girls could do this. Girls’ bodies could do this. It was just strange in this context. But he didn’t stop thrusting, and he noticed now that she was swaying with each insertion of his penis, her hair swinging against her chin. And bent like this, he could see one breast, hanging down and swaying, the nipple firm and pink. “The fourth thing is for you to have it in me.”

“Have it in you?” Haden blurted. What did that mean? Was he not understanding because sex made one dumb? Wasn’t he already having it in her?

“I mean, to make your stuff come out,” she clarified. “In me. That’s the fourth thing. For me to have that in me.”

“Oh, okay,” Haden said, still sounding dumb in his own ears.

She straightened her back, adjusted her knees and looked forward, head up, as though watching TV.

“Anytime,” she added.

Haden, who believed that girls meant “now” when they said “anytime,” went to work, sliding in and out of her vagina, pushing in deeply, reveling in the sensations of intercourse, losing himself as carnal pleasure morphed into an explosion of ecstasy, loins contracting, mind whirring, semen flooding his urethra, body spasming, and tip disgorging the white juice into Anastasia’s waiting chamber.

“Uh,” he groaned. “Uhhh ohhhh yeahhhhh.”

He continued to move as the pleasure ebbed, the feel of her hole still deeply satisfying but no longer setting him on a path to squirting relief, and for a time they were almost still, boy and girl, Haden sliding in and out gently, the girl rocking in time.

When his penis was no longer firm enough to plumb Anastasia’s depths, Haden withdrew, dropping back on his hams, looking down at Anastasia’s female opening to confirm that she was leaking his cream, a drop or two of it gathered on her lips.

“That was your fourth?” Tatum asked. She was still there, still watching dispassionately as the couple before her finished up their coupling.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Anastasia replied, still on her hands and knees.

“There’s a fifth thing?” Tatum queried.

“Yes, one more thing,” Anastasia said, pausing before she added, “I’ve seen it called rectum wrecking.”

“Oh!” Tatum nearly shouted. “You might mean . . . are you talking about, well, another name for it might be anal sex.”

“Is that what it’s mainly called?” Anastasia said. “I think I saw that too.”

“That’s the more scientific term,” Tatum replied. “But are you sure you want to do that?”

“I did all the other things,” Anastasia said, and she dropped to her bottom, bent to peer at her vulva, leaned back. “It’s coming out.”

“Let me get you something,” Tatum said, vanishing and reappearing just as quickly with a small towel, and the girl lowered it to her opening and wiped.

“You might want to just sit on it,” Tatum advised. “Leaking can last for an hour, depending on how much the boy puts in you.”

“Is this a lot?” Anastasia asked, looking from Haden to Tatum.

Haden didn’t quite shrug, but he had no idea how to answer the question.

“Compared to other times?” Anastasia persisted.

“I think, maybe, yes,” Haden replied. It was a fair guess. If quantity of ejaculate coincided with the pleasure of its emission, this must have been his most copious delivery by far.

“Did you orgasm, Anastasia?” Tatum asked.

“No,” the girl replied.

“Would you like to try?”

“No thank you. But I would like to have, um, anal sex. And . . . maybe kiss.” She looked at Haden. “Do you kiss?”

“Sure,” Haden said, an honest answer because he wanted to kiss, was open to kissing, even if he hadn’t done much of it to date.

“And then, anal sex?” she asked.

“I could do that too,” he said. “But not right now.”

“You don’t want to?” she asked. “It’s okay if—”

“No, I just can’t,” Haden said, looking down at his penis. “Maybe in about half an hour.”

“You need to rest?”

“Sort of,” Haden said. “It’s more about just being able to have an erection. It goes down for awhile.”

“You haven’t done this before?” Tatum asked.

“No,” Anastasia said.

“You need to be careful,” Tatum advised. “It can hurt, and you can wind up injured.”

“It seemed like it was okay, from what I saw,” Anastasia countered.

“You saw it done?”

“In videos,” Anastasia said.

“Well, those are professionals,” Tatum said. “They’ve had some training, and probably done some preliminary penetration.”

“Preliminary penetration?” Anastasia echoed.

“Before they scene is recorded, he or she might put something in their anus to open it up a little.”

“Like what?”

“A plug or rod,” Tatum replied. “I’ve got a few, if you’re comfortable borrowing them.”

“You mean now?”

“Sure,” Tatum said, and once again she exited the room and returned quickly, both hands clutching things.

“These are called anal plugs,” she said, kneeling. “I’ve got three sizes, and here’s the same lubricant Haden uses with his massager.”

Anastasia peered at the offerings, grabbed the smallest plug, took the proffered lubricant and, after a little more study, opened the bottle and poured some of the clear liquid onto the plug’s tip, set the bottle down, angled up her hip and, still sitting, cautiously worked the plug into her anus.

Once done, she settled back down on her towel, wincing slightly as the floor pushed the plug deeper into her body.

Haden found himself again, at this moment, at a loss. What should he attend to first? The fact his mother had a collection of anal plugs? That a girl he’d just ejaculated into was putting one such plug into her rear? That the reason for her self-impalement was preparation for Haden’s penis? Or was it the utter lack of affect that attended the whole affair?

In the pornography Haden had consumed, females doing things to their middles, or allowing others to do things to their middles, tended to emote. There would be noises, words proclamations. Bodily reactions. Facial expressions.

Nothing like that was happening here. Haden recalled his mother’s warning—girls normally don’t contact boys they don’t know and ask for sexual experiences. So that was a way that Anastasia was different. And this was another way, he decided.

Yes, different. Haden remembered masturbating with Ellie, the girl sighing and hissing as she worked at herself, and eventually climaxing as she shook and groaned. That was real, not an act, Haden believed, and probably more common. But it wasn’t better, necessarily. Just different. Anastasia was different. In a good way. She was his first girl. And it had been really, really good. There was nothing wrong with her.

As for his mother . . . well, never mind.

“Can we kiss now?” Anastasia asked, and Haden looked at her, noticed her glancing down at his penis, and it was firming up again.

“Sure,” he said.

“In your bedroom, on your bed, with your door closed?” she continued.

Haden looked at his mother, whose assent came quickly.

“May I borrow your biggest plug?” the girl asked, and Tatum handed it over, and the girl stood, her demeanor essentially blank as she pulled the first toy out of her rectum, set it on the towel, lubricated the second plug and, with nothing more than a quick grunt, slid it into her rear hole.

Haden stood, his bobbing erection reminding him that it had returned to full capacity, and he stepped around his mother and into the hall, the girl following him.

“Anastasia, you’ll be staying for dinner?” Tatum asked.

“Yes, if that’s alright.”

“It is,” Tatum said. “I’ll be in the kitchen. Let me know if you need anything.”

“I will,” the girl said, picking up the plug she’d embedded briefly into her body. “I’ll wash this, and then we’re going to kiss in Haden’s bedroom.”

Anastasia washed Tatum’s anal plug more than thoroughly, running warm water over it, dispensing soap into her hand, rubbing suds into the plug from tip to base, rinsing and repeating two more times before she was satisfied, setting the plug on its base not far from Haden’s toothbrush, which he would have found far more disturbing if he weren’t still erect and eager for more attention from the girl

“I don’t know how to kiss, really,” Anastasia said as soon as they were in Haden’s bedroom, the door closed behind them.

“I’m not that sure either,” Haden admitted. His experience, like Anastasia’s, was coming quickly but unevenly.

“Is that why you wanted to close the door?” Haden asked, puzzled by the girl’s need for privacy after everything they’d done in front of his mother.

“Yes,” she said, and she went to his bed, sat briefly before she lay on it, adjusting the pillows under her head. She looked at Haden and he moved to her, crawling beside her and lying beside her, his left arm bent awkwardly under his body, his right arm resting awkwardly along his side.

“Okay,” Anastasia said, turning her face to his, and he rolled toward her until their mouths touched, the first kiss tentative, the second one more assertive. By the third, Haden had pressed himself against Anastasia’s body, hand on her belly, penis against her hip, his lips parted.

This was another new sensation for Haden, as grand as any other he had felt, touching a girl in so many places at once, kissing her. Anastasia’s enjoyment of the moment was difficult for Haden to gauge. She was lying still, accepting his affection but showing no signs of either enjoyment or disappointment. She was simply lying there, letting him kiss her.

She pulled away from him slightly, to speak. “Sometimes boys grab her breast,” she said, as though summarizing a movie she’d seen, but Haden accepted the invitation, placing his hand around Anastasia’s left breast, squeezing the firm flesh, allowing his fingers to drift against her nipple.

“And then they suck them,” she said, and Haden moved his mouth down to her right nipple, sucking while he massaged her free breast.

He wanted to be in her again, up her vagina, the echoes of the last penetration echoing off the walls of his brain, and he pushed his pelvis forward, his penis thick against her thigh, and he hoped she would understand and invite him back in, but unless she did so, a small but insistent voice told him not to try, that she wouldn’t like it, particularly with the plug up her bottom.

“Okay,” she said, adding to his profound relief, “fifth thing.”

Haden rolled away from her, rose up on his knees, waiting for her to decide on the position. She dropped to the floor and, on all fours, first reached between her legs from the front to grab the toy, thought better of it and twisted herself to pull it out from behind, and she set it on the floor, resting it on its base, and looked at Haden.

Haden swung down from the bed, penis bobbing, and he knelt behind her, directing his tip toward her rear door, noting the white fluid still pearling around her front entrance.

“Shouldn’t we use some of your mom’s lubricant?” she asked.

“Okay,” Haden said, voice weak with an urgent need, and he searched his room for it.

“It’s still in the den,” Anastasia said, and she grabbed the plug, rose and headed through the door to the bathroom, Haden following her, watching with dismay as she went to work on cleaning the toy as thoroughly as she’d washed the first one before she set it down beside its mate.

Done there, Anastasia found Tatum in the kitchen.

“We’re done kissing,” she said. “I think I’m ready for anal sex, and we’re going to use some more of your lubricant.”

“It’s still in the den,” Tatum said from the stove, where she was stirring something in a pot. “How was kissing?”

“It wasn’t on my list,” Anastasia said. “But we got it done, and some other things too.”

Tatum might have been curious about what else had been accomplished, and she looked at her erect son as he trooped after Anastasia into the den, but she didn’t ask and probably got no other information from Haden’s form.

As she had once before in this room, Anastasia dropped to all fours near the cloth and the lubricant.

“Do you know how to use it?” she asked with a nod toward Tatum’s bottle.

Haden knelt, believed he did, opened it and poured a liberal helping on his penis, moved into position behind Anastasia, set down the bottle and raised his tip to her rear hole, pushed against it.

He looked up, noticed his mother had left what she was working on in the kitchen to watch. Or supervise perhaps. He wasn’t sure. He pushed again, lodging his head in Anastasia’s anus, and she breathed in and arched her back in response, but didn’t pull away, so he pushed further.

There was more resistance at the opening of this chamber, and he put his hands on her hips and proceeded slowly, both for the girl’s sake and his own. He needed to orgasm, and if he acted impulsively, she’d order him out and probably not allow him into her other hole to finish. He could masturbate, of course, or use his massager, but he wanted to release inside Anastasia again, for all the usual reasons.

He pushed in another two inches, the tight ring of flesh clamping down around the middle of his shaft.

He eased out an inch or two, pushed back in while the girl continued to breathe, arching her back and curling her toes, one of her feet brushing Haden’s calf.

Finish, Haden told himself. Get done before you hurt her.

Haden limited himself to small thrusts, concentrating on the sensation of her anus around the thickest part of his shaft, a few inches behind the head, and he lost track of anything else as he worked toward orgasm, getting steadily closer and closer until the explosion between his legs extended to the organ he’d pushed into Anastasia’s body, and he huffed and shook in her as he filled her rectum with the second of today’s doses of ejaculate.

As his penis spasmed and swelled with its delivery, he continued to perform small, satisfying thrusts, abandoning that pleasure only when it was no longer physically possible. When he pulled out, he refrained from looking down, uncertain what he might see.

“You can go to the bathroom first, if you want,” he said.

“Okay, thanks,” Anastasia said, rising and stepping past Tatum.

“Dinner’ll be ready in about 15 minutes,” Tatum announced, turning to head back to the kitchen, and Haden noticed that his mother also kept her eyes off his middle. Even for her, apparently, gathering information about something that had just been pushed up a girl’s rectum went beyond her admirable range of sexual openness.

Haden waited for Anastasia to return, and once she arrived, he made his own way to the bathroom, using soap and water to clean off his penis over the sink, something he’d never done before and found awkward.

When he exited the bathroom, he found Anastasia hovering in the hall, waiting for him.

“You have a massager?” she asked.

“Pardon me?” Haden said.

“Your mother said you have a massager.”

“Right, yes,” Haden said. “That’s one thing it’s called. She got it for me, at Pleasure Overland.”

“May I see it?”

“Sure,” said Haden, heading for his bedroom with Anastasia in tow, and he went to his top dresser drawer and pulled out the machine, set it into the girl’s outstretched hand, and she examined it thoroughly, turning it over in her hand, pressing the buttons, sticking her fingers into the opening as it vibrated.

“When did your mother buy this for you?” she asked, turning it off and setting it on top of the dresser.

“A few weeks ago,” Haden said.

“Did you have one before?”

“No,” Haden replied, “this is the first one she bought me.”

“You asked for it?”

“Not really,” Haden said. “We were at the store, and she suggested it, and we looked at a few and ended up with this one.”

“Why is she like that?” Anastasia asked.

“What do you mean?”

“Why is she doing that for you?” the girl said, further clarifying with an all-encompassing wave of her hand. “I mean, everything. Buying this, taking you to that store, letting me come over and . . .”

“It’s just how she is,” Haden said. “Starting a few weeks ago. I was . . . she saw . . . well, we started talking about, you know, masturbation, and—”

“You really like doing it?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Do you ever hurt yourself?”

“What do you mean?”

“Do you ever rub it too long?” she asked.

“Oh, you mean so it gets rubbed raw?”

“Yes.”

“I haven’t yet,” Haden said. “But Mom and me have talked about it. She says she wants to see it, every few days.”

“What if it’s been rubbed too much?” Anastasia pressed.

“She’s talked about buying something to put over it,” Haden admitted.

“Like what?” Anastasia demanded, her affect growing more intense.

“Something to cover it with,” Haden said.

“That locks on?” she said. “To keep you from touching it?”

“Yes,” Haden said, nodding calmly, trying to convey his sense that this was a normal thing, a necessary thing, albeit a thing he planned to avoid.

“Does she have it already?” Anastasia asked.

“No,” Haden said. “She says she won’t buy one unless I need it.”

“But only if you’re injured,” Anastasia said.

“Yes, only if she finds a problem,” Haden confirmed. “Why?”

“I’ve heard that some parents lock up their kids’ parts even if there’s not a problem. Just because.”

“I don’t think my mom would do that,” Haden said. “She wants me to masturbate.”

“Why?”

“She says it’s healthy, for boys.”

“Wow,” Anastasia said. “I never got told any of that. I wasn’t even supposed to go nude at home, until I asked for it. And debated with everyone.”

“But you go nude now?” Haden asked.

“Yes, just at home, mostly,” Anastasia said.

“Who lives there with you?”

“My mom and dad, and my two older brothers,” Anastasia said. “And people come over too, my brother’s friends sometimes.”

“And they see you?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said, adding with a laugh, “One of them took my picture!”

“You let him?”

“Yes.”

“What did he do with it?”

“Sent it out,” Anastasia said. “It seems like a lot of people saw it.”

“Did that bother you?”

“No, it’s what I wanted,” she confessed.

“Why?”

“I think it should be accepted. I think the human body is beautiful, the way it is. So going naked is sort of like a message from me, to everyone else.”

“What kind of message?” Haden inquired.

“Just that. Just that it’s okay to go nude. That we all should, or at least be comfortable with it. You believe it, right? You go naked at home, right.”

“Yeah, but it’s just my mom,” Haden said.

“Have you always?”

“No,” Haden said. “It’s all sort of recent.”

“Did you talk about it with her, though?” Anastasia said. “Like, arguing?”

“Not at all,” Haden said. “She just suggested it, a few weeks ago.”

“Did something change?” Anastasia asked.

“She saw me masturbating,” Haden said. “And that started the conversation about everything.”

“Did you always want to go naked?” Anastasia asked.

“I didn’t really think about it,” Haden replied. “I like it now though. And it’s just more convenient.”

“More convenient?”

“For masturbating,” he said. “If I need to, I just can, and I don’t have to undress.”

“What did she say about it before?”

“About what?” Haden asked. He didn’t seem to be completely connecting with Anastasia, at least mentally. She seemed to be assuming his mind was in the same place as hers, and it wasn’t.

Patience, he counseled himself. Patience.

“About . . . well, being naked? Or masturbating? Or I guess, sex?”

“Never came up,” Haden replied after a quick search of his memory.

“She didn’t talk against it?”

“I don’t know,” Haden said. “Or, what do you mean, exactly?”

“I’m just starting to think about that,” Anastasia said. “You remember things that your parents said, and it becomes part of how you see the world, and you don’t even think about it, just believe it.”

“That happened to you?” Haden asked.

“Not completely, I guess,” Anastasia said. “One time we were watching TV, and it was about France, and they showed a girl at the beach, and you could tell from looking at her back she was topless, and my mother said, she said something like, ‘It always puzzles me,’ that’s how she talks.” Anastasia laughed, a nervous trill, as if speaking ill of her mother was a great departure. “‘It always puzzles me when someone shows off everything, as if she thinks everyone wants to see it.’ and I kept thinking about it, what Mom meant, and I think that was the first time I just didn’t believe something she said, but it was hard to figure it all out, what she meant, and I think she could have really planted some ideas in my head, if she’d tried harder. Maybe she thought I was hearing it from my friends, about what girls shouldn’t do. But I wasn’t hearing it. My friends are kind of out there. So in the end, nudity was my own idea, and it was what I wanted to do, and I didn’t care what my mom said. I had almost no doubt.”

“Yeah, my mom never talked about it,” Haden said. “She’s not judgey at all.”

“I could tell that,” Anastasia said. “I think she’s really nice. And you’re nice. You’re both nice.”

Haden smiled at the girl, but this was another awkward moment. You weren’t really supposed to tell someone you thought they were nice, he believed. You just hung out with them, and that spoke for itself.

“Have you ever heard of ShapeLord?” he asked.

“No,” she said. “It is a game?”

“No, it’s a show, on the web. It’s amazing.”

Haden put his arm on his dresser, his elbow touching the massager. He was still nude, and Anastasia was still nude, and they were talking in his bedroom about things they’d thought. Someone should make a show about this, he thought. It’s also amazing.

“What happens in it?” Anastasia asked.

“It’s fantasy sci-fi,” Haden said. “It happens on a different planet, where you can change things, reshape them, so you can turn a dog into a cat. Not all the time, but when you have enough Charza-Quartza, which is a sort of energy. But you can also change people’s minds, like their brains with it, and make them think other things, or even think they’re someone else. That’s the really cool part. It’s sort of scientific, how they go into people’s heads when they’re not suspecting it.”

“How did this planet get to be that way?” Anastasia asked.

“That’s the backstory,” Haden said. “The ShapeLord showed up. It was a normal planet, like with people and animals, and then he showed up, and tried to take over, because they had a lot of Charza-Quartza on that planet, but now they’re fighting back, learning how he was doing things, and they’re finding things. Like old swords and shields, with powers in them.”

“That sounds cool,” Anastasia said, although maybe she wasn’t totally convinced.

“I don’t know, maybe it’s sort of dumb,” Haden said, and he laughed, self-deprecatingly. “Me and some friends watch it religiously, but we tried to get all the fans of it recognized as a formal group, and my school shot it down. Or the lady who handles official clubs shot it down, anyway. She said you can’t do TV shows as a club.”

“Haden, Anastasia, I’ve got dinner on,” Tatum called from up the hall, and the couple headed to the kitchen, where salad and three plates of lasagna were waiting.

“Do you want me to sit on something?” Anastasia asked.

Tatum motioned to one of the chairs.

“I mean, on a towel?” Anastasia asked.

“Didn’t you just wash up?” Tatus asked.

“Yes, between my legs,” Anastasia said. “But my vulva is still wet.”

“Sure, grab a towel from the drawer there,” Tatum said, pointing, and Anastasia did so and sat next to Haden, who didn’t grab anything to sit on.

“We never have lasagna,” Anastasia noted.

“Does your mother cook?” Tatum inquired.

“Not that much,” Anastasia said. “We have a lady who comes in and does that.”

“I’m sure your parents stay busy with other things.”

“Yeah, they’re both doctors,” Anastasia said. “Medical doctors. This is really good.”

“Thank you, Anastasia,” Tatum said. “You are very sweet.”

“So, may I ask a question, Ma’am?” Anastasia said.

“Of course.”

“Haden told me you’ll cover up his penis if he masturbates too much.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Tatum said, looking just a touch surprised.

“Have you bought anything to cover it with?”

“No,” Tatum replied. “If I have to get him one, we’ll pick it out together.”

“Would you ever lock something over his penis for any other reason?” Anastasia asked. “Just to make sure he couldn’t touch it?”

“No, I can’t think of any reason I would do that.”

“And do you think that would be wrong to do?”

Tatum smiled indulgently before she answered.

“As a parent,” she said, “you learn never to think in absolutes. But yes, my first thought would be that it would be wrong to cover up your son’s penis—or your daughter’s genitals, for that matter—for any reason other than to protect them.”

“Do you know of any parents who do that to their children?”

“I don’t,” Tatum said. “None at all.”

Anastasia nodded, clearly hearing the answer she wanted, and she turned her attention to Haden.

“I think we could be friends,” she said.

“Yes,” Haden said. “For sure.”

“Maybe we could try this again,” she said. “If you’d like to.”

“I would.”




Chapter 22: A Special Announcement, and a First Gathering

The following Tuesday, a peculiar note was handed out in Haden’s homeroom class:

Harrison High School Breeding Club

In order to reverse a potentially catastrophic population decline in America, the US Department of Population, directed by first Secretary of Population Dondra Norman, is launching a pilot program in which breeding clubs will be established in select high schools across America. Harrison High School has been identified as the host of one such club, and seeks patriotic students to join and participate in club activities.

As a member of the Harrison High School Breeding Club, you will get to do your part to help build the next generation of Americans—the best generation ever!

Members of the Harrison High School Breeding Club may receive the following benefits:

	Sponsored weekly meetings, including instructions and demonstrations 
	Field trips to fertility and/or breeding clinics 
	Various equipment 
	Breeding mentorships with local experts and practitioners 
	The waiving of dress codes and all other clothing requirements 
	Participation in a regional breeding camp 
	Recognition and certificates 
	Subsidized conception 
	Sponsored participation in innovative new sporting events 


Club members are not required to conceive or to pursue conception as part of Club activities, but it is hoped that their participation in the Breeding Club will impart the knowledge, habits and skills required to bring new life—or many new lives—into the world.

Please see Assistant Principal Chanice Mulkey for more information.

It was the kind of thing they handed out in homeroom all the time, and Haden only shoved it in his bag because the trash can was on the other side of the room, and he didn’t want to get up, didn’t want to read some lame announcement, didn’t want to do anything, really. Something about Anastasia’s visit three days ago had left him feeling strangely incomplete. New as he was to such things, he knew as viscerally as his mother that the girl’s behavior was not conventional. She had arrived, they had done what they did, she had left, and that was it. No text messages afterwards, no more than a hint of another meeting, none of the trappings of affection. Anastasia had said she didn’t want a boyfriend, and she was as good as her word. Haden might never couple with her again, or with anyone else. And he wanted to couple again, when he was masturbating and when he wasn’t, when he was awake and when he was asleep. But his sleeping life was also disturbed, Anastasia appearing and vanishing, floating above him, looking at him from underwater, always out of reach.

Having sex for the first time should make you feel accomplished, satisfied, grown up, but Haden felt only loss, that morning and at all moments since Saturday evening, when he and Anastasia parted with not even a handshake, just the cold exchange of mobile phone numbers. Surrounded by the commotion of homeroom, he forced his undulating attention back to Catcher in the Rye, which he found devoid of the kind of creativity that made a story great, but which was required reading. Thus, when two girls in the back of the room started giggling quietly together, Haden had no incentive not to look up, and he saw that they were peering together in wide-eyed scandal at a single sheet of paper and, guessing there was something interesting in the handout he’d ignored, he dug out his own copy out and gave it a read.

On second glance, he found it to be full of mild provocations. By breeding, apparently, they meant actual human breeding, and not something agricultural, which Haden had first suspected. And there would be demonstrations of . . . what? Breeding? And then, there was the waiving of dress codes. What was that about? Short shorts for girls? No bras for girls? And what kind of sporting events? And what exactly was a breeding camp?

If Haden was reading too much into things and it was just another boring club, he wanted nothing to do with it. And if it was interesting—something about dating, or sex education, or even sex itself—this would be for the popular kids, and Haden wasn’t one of those, and the outcome of showing up for a club meeting would be far worse than boredom.

Ridicule, for example.

Haden’s suspicions were confirmed after lunch, when the jocks had assembled in the hall outside the cafeteria not to run imaginary football plays but instead to, in plain terms, fuck imaginary girls.

“Breeding!” shouted Offensive Lineman Ramp Foley as he arched backward and thrust his hips into the air.

“Oh, Ramp, you’re so small!” mourned Chip Walton in an exaggerated falsetto. “I’ll never get pregnant because of you!”

Haden, aka Cutlass, and his friends Zombeast and The Key Man (who went by “Keyman”) slipped out of the hall as quickly as they could, ignoring the deep-voiced laughter echoing behind them, because it wasn’t meant for them and never would be, and the found a nook to discuss ShapeLord matters until the bell rang.

Haden returned to his post-sex funk for the rest of the day’s classes, finally snapping out of it on the bus, when a text arrived.

“Haden, this is Anastasia.”

“Hi, Anastasia,” Haden texted back, heart suddenly pounding, mouth going dry.

“Have you heard about the breeding club?”

“Yes, we got a handout today,” he replied, typing carefully because Anastasia did, eschewing the slang and shortened forms of words his peers often used.

“Are you going to join?” she inquired.

“I hadn’t thought about it,” he replied, not completely honestly.

“Kids from other schools can join it. They told us that. Since we can’t have our own club.”

“That’s great,” Haden texted.

“I think I want to join it,” she wrote.

“That’s great. Maybe we can meet when you’re here.”

“Will you join with me?” she asked.

Haden was still pondering his next reply—something about why his membership wouldn’t make sense, about how the student body was divided into different social tiers that limited what you could do, and about the horny jocks who would probably be there, when Anastasia’s next text showed up.

“I might be the only naked girl there from my school,” she wrote. “It would be great to have someone I know with me.”

Haden, sitting next to a girl he didn’t know, straightened his back and angled his phone toward the window and away from her, and all the funk of the last three days evaporated, because this would be more time with Anastasia, and she would be naked, and . . . well, there would be no sex, of course, not at school anyway, but he would get to hear her voice, and see her face, both of which spoke to the budding parts of his mind which focused on the things girls had to offer which weren’t actual penetration.

And so it was with deep misgiving, coupled with an imperative so insistent it determined all other choices, that Haden replied “Yes, I’ll find out about it and let you know,” and he went the next morning to his high school’s main office and asked for Ms. Mulkey.

“Hi,” she said brightly, seated behind her desk, wearing the face of someone who knew she should probably know Haden’s name but couldn’t quite place it.

“Hi,” Haden said, standing in her doorway, bag slung over his shoulder. “I was stopping by because your name was on that sheet, for the Breeding Club.”

“Oh yes,” she said, nodding. “You’re interested?”

“Yes, I think so,” Haden replied. “What am I supposed to do?”

“We’re doing a quick intro meeting tomorrow afternoon, right after class,” she said. “In the smaller multi-purpose room. And then we’ll see, but maybe regular meetings on Thursdays after school. 3:25. That’s what I’m going to propose.”

“Okay,” Haden said.

“Do you have any friends who might be interested?” she asked.

“Um, maybe,” Haden lied. “I’ll ask around.”

“Great. Tell me your name again?”

“Haden French.”

“Right, Haden,” she said, scribbling something on one of her three active legal pads.

“Thanks, I’ll probably be there tomorrow,” Haden said, backing away.

“See you then,” she said.

On his way back to class, Haden texted simply “I found out more about it, if you want to talk?”

Whenever he could that day, he checked his phone for another message from Anastasia, but the girl did not text in accordance with when he wanted her to, only when she wanted to.

That day’s text came so late, in fact, that he imagined she’d changed her mind, and he wouldn’t be seeing her at his school, might not ever see her again. But after dinner, while he was studying in the nude after his first round of masturbation, his phone finally chimed.

“Did you sign up for the club?” she asked. Her directness always surprised him.

“Sort of,” he texted back. “I’m going tomorrow to learn more, at a meeting to just sort of find out what’s going on. Will you be there?”

“I can’t make it tomorrow.”

“And then we might have meetings on Thursdays,” he wrote.

“This Thursday?” she asked.

“Maybe. They’re trying to decide that.”

“Okay, I could be there for that,” she said. “Who’s the advisor?”

“Ms. Mulkey, I guess,” Haden replied. “She’s sort of in charge, I think.”

“What’s her number?”

“You can just call the main school number. Do you need it?”

“I can find it.”

Anastasia said nothing more, and Haden decided he would remain silent as well, despite his profound interest in knowing if she still planned to show up nude. The mere possibility of it stirred him, and he was starting to massage his penis when his mother came to say goodnight.

“Have you done your second masturbation?” she asked.

“I’m probably about to start,” Haden said, turning in his chair, one hand around his firm penis.

“So, any plans this weekend?” she asked.

“I think I’ll be going to Chris’ place again,” Haden said.

“You don’t think you’ll see Anastasia?”

“This weekend?” Haden said. “I don’t think so. No plans for that.”

Tatum kissed the top of her son’s head and headed for bed, leaving Haden to touch in earnest while he thought about the white lie he’d told his mother.

He didn’t want to tell her about the Breeding Club, at least not yet, because he didn’t want her getting involved in or excited about it until he knew what was going on. Yes, he was going to join, or at least come to the first meeting, because of Anastasia, but after that, who knew? If all the jocks showed up and one of them quickly acquired Anastasia while the rest of them ridiculed Haden for presuming that he belonged, he’d suffer that ignominy alone. There was no need for his mother to know. Helpful as her sexual mentorship had been to date, he didn’t always know what to expect from her, and in the unique, delicately balanced social hierarchy at Harrison High, a mother’s intrusion could lead to disaster. Or more disaster.

Over lunch the next day, Haden reluctantly admitted his plans to Keyman and Zombeast, for in this matter, there was no choice. But he didn’t have to tell them everything.

“I’m doing a new club thing, after school,” he said. “So I won’t be home the usual time.”

“Which club?” Zombeast inquired.

“I think it’s called breeding something,” Haden said. “Just an intro meeting today.”

“Oh, that breeding group?” Keyman said. “We got a flyer about it.”

“Yeah, that one,” Haden said. “I’m looking for stuff to pad my college application. It seems pretty low key.”

“Yeah, but it’s like sex, dude,” Zombeast warned, his implications obvious. Sex was a big, frightening world where none of them dared to tread. You could get hurt. You might hurt someone else. Worst of all, you might end up being made a fool of. Sex was best left to the professionals.

Haden might agree, of course. He’d had sex. Or had he? What had he done with Anastasia? He still wasn’t sure. It didn’t seem like what people did in the way of sex, and his mother continued to agree.

She was the only one who knew, of course. How would he tell his friends about his weekend adventures? He wouldn’t, because they wouldn’t understand.

“I’m not sure what it’s about,” Haden said, which wasn’t entirely a lie. “You wanna come?”

“Pass,” said Zombeast.

“Pass,” agreed The Key Man.

So Haden went alone that afternoon, visions of Anastasia clouding out any other concerns.

Haden’s first thought as he entered was that more people were here than he expected. His second thought was that more girls were here than he expected.

The smaller multi-purpose room was sort of like a library, with shelves all along one wall with a bunch of books on them. They were older books, about half old textbooks, the other half just anything else you could imagine, from dime store novels to random members of decimated encyclopedia sets. You didn’t have to check these books out, Haden had been told. You could just take what you wanted. But no one ever did.

They’d lined up two or three rows of chairs near the bookshelves, and maybe two dozen kids were sitting there, mostly girls. The jocks had chosen to sit together on the floor, a dozen or more of them, and they were lounging on their sides or on their backs and talking quietly until someone said something funny but undecipherable to Haden and then they’d explode with laughter.

Haden took one of the chairs, glanced at the girls, all of them fully-clothed and some of whom looked back at him blankly, their minds impossible to read, so he gave up trying to figure out if they were nervous, curious, interested in him or wishing he wasn’t there, and he looked down at his phone. Until someone in authority started talking, no one would tell him to put his phone away, he was sure.

A text popped up, from Anastasia: “Are you at the meeting yet?”

“Yep,” he texted back, after some effort at spelling the word correctly.

“I called Mrs. Mulkey today,” Anastasia texted.

“She’s supposed to be here she’s here wanna know how it goes?” Haden texted hurriedly as Ms. Mulkey entered.

“Yes”

Haden put his phone away, looked up as the school’s assistant principal took her place not far from him, where she could view both the jocks and Haden’s seated contingent.

“Thank you everyone for being here,” Ms. Mulkey began, eyes sweeping the gathering in a way that struck Haden as slightly anxious. “Ms. Wilkerson will be joining us in a few minutes, I hope, but in the meantime, did everyone have a chance to read yesterday’s handout very thoroughly?”

This wasn’t a rhetorical question, Haden quickly realized. Ms. Mulkey looked at him, at the girls around him, not breaking eye contact until each had nodded in turn.

Done with Haden’s side of the room, Ms. Mulkey turned and, to Haden’s amazement, stared down the jocks, one at a time.

“William, did you read it all?” Ms. Mulkey asked pointedly, staring at Billy Muenster, football center and resident class clown, who was at the moment whispering to Presley Winston, quarterback.

“William?” she said again when he didn’t look up. “William?”

Ramp Foley reached over, nudged Muenster, and Muenster at last directed his attention to the administrator. “Huh?”

“Did you carefully read yesterday’s Breeding Club handout?” she said.

“Oh, yeah, totally,” he said, prompting guffaws from his teammates.

“What about you, Presley?” she said.

“I could take a test on it right now,” Burroughs said with his usual, class-presidential enthusiasm.

“This is not just another club,” Ms. Mulkey said with a tone that suggested she believed neither of the football players. “Everyone who participates in the Harrison High School Breeding Club is helping to address a serious national problem. Population decline is a growing problem. And the federal government has decided to address it with some very innovative ideas.”

Ms. Mulkey scanned the room, starting with the jocks, turning to Haden’s seated cohort.

“Let me be blunt,” she continued. “We’re going to talk about sex. We’re going to watch sex. And we’re going to practice sex.”

She looked at Haden first this time, and he stared back at her, willing himself not to break eye contact.

“If you’re not comfortable with that, don’t come back tomorrow. Our first meeting is tomorrow, and we’ll be meeting every Thursday after the last class. And if this doesn’t seem right for you, you’re welcome to leave now, and no one will judge you.”

No one moved.

“And, just to be clear, this won’t be like sex ed,” she said. “We won’t be splitting up boys and girls. Everyone here will be together, talking about sex, watching sex, doing sex.”

A girl at the other end of Haden’s row of seats stood, and the girl beside her stood a moment later, and they grabbed their bags and headed for the door.

“Thanks so much for showing up,” Ms. Mulkey said to their fleeing backs.

Billy rose to his feet and followed them, stomping toward the door as though deeply offended before he stopped and turned around, earning a wave of deep-voiced laughter and a scattered applause, for which he bowed.

“Are we done, William?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

Looking ever so sheepish, Billy returned to his chortling comrades and dropped to the floor, and all eyes turned back to the door, because Ms. Wilkerson was entering, and she was the principal of the school, and her presence told Haden and anyone else with awareness of such matters that the Breeding Club had been assigned the highest level of interest among school administrators.

There was no need to introduce Ms. Wilkerson, and Ms. Mulkey didn’t bother, just resumed speaking as the laughter subsided. Ms. Wilkerson took her place against the shelves near Haden, standing with her arms folded and her eyes on the jocks.

“Parental notification is not required for this club,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Whether or not they know of your involvement is being left to the individual student’s discretion. But I just want to finish with one more very important detail.”

Ms. Mulkey scanned the room, eyes lingering longest on the jocks, who returned her gaze with what struck Haden as the sincerest effort so far to pay attention.

“Attire, during club meetings, is clothing optional,” she said. “That means if you want to show up in your undergarments, or in less than undergarments, or in nothing, that’s okay. Male and female alike.”




Chapter 23: Anastasia Arrives

Haden heard quiet grunts from the football players, sounds meant only for each other, as though they were speaking some primitive tongue about girls and nakedness and reproduction.

“Further,” Ms. Mulkey said, in her most formal tone, “club members—and only club members—may observe the same policy outside club meetings, anywhere on campus, at any time.”

More grunts.

“What that means is that if a student is a member of the Harrison High Breeding Club, he or she may attend class in the nude, go to lunch in the nude, attend after-school events in the nude.”

Ms. Mulkey scanned the faces before her. Even the jocks were silent at the moment.

“We’re not sure how this policy is going to be observed by the student body,” Ms. Mulkey said, prompting several snickers and one muffled “body” from someone on the football side of the room. “This will be new for all of us. But there will be no harassment. There will be no uninvited touching. Let me be very clear about this. If any student here can’t respect the choices of their schoolmates, we will discipline. We will detain, suspend, expel. And we expect our breeding club members to set the tone. You will be the example for everyone else on the proper behavior. Any questions so far?”

There were none.

“So, starting now, anyone in attendance here is entitled to dress as they please. When you show up tomorrow for school, you may show up naked. And we’ve been hearing from students at some of the other high schools, because we’re the only school with a breeding club in this part of the state, and some of them might be showing up naked. At least one said she’d like to spend the day here in the nude, and is thinking of transferring. So yes, things are going to change. And we’re counting on everyone’s maturity. Last chance for questions.”

“Uh, I got one,” said Billy Muenster.

“Yes, Billy?” Ms. Mulkey said, eyebrows raised as she waited for his latest attempt at humor.

“No, this is serious,” he protested. “It said there was going to be sports. I was curious about that.”

“Right, yes,” Ms. Mulkey said. “We don’t know all the details, but the focus is going to be on breeding. So the competition will serve as an inspiration for anyone, for girls, for boys, who want to see peers do their best at what it takes to reproduce.”

Ms. Mulkey’s frankness, and the images they conjured, seemed to be short-circuiting both jock bravado and jock humor, because the athletes remained silent after this latest revelation. Haden’s side or the room also held their peace.

“Ms. Wilkerson, did you wish to add anything?”

“I think you covered it all, Ms. Mulkey,” Ms. Wilkerson said, but she stepped forward anyway.

“Whether or not you come back tomorrow,” she said, standing where she could look directly at every student in the room, “your presence today makes you a leader, and we expect the most from you. This is more than just another club, obviously, and there will be important changes here, for as long as this effort continues.”

Ms. Wilkerson looked at Haden, looked at several of the girls sitting near him, turned to stare at the jocks.

“Maturity,” she said. “Respect. And an open mind.”

“I hope I’ll see all of you tomorrow,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Tell your friends.”

Haden rose, headed for the door by himself, quiet voices following him out, girls speaking discreetly to each other, jocks conversing inaudibly as well, laughing quietly over jokes whose punchlines Haden could only guess at.

Yes, they would be a part of this thing, as he’d predicted. More than a part. They would tell the jokes, they would set the tone, they would comprise the spirit of the Breeding Club in the same way that they directed the school’s overarching personality. They would—

A heavy hand landed on Haden’s shoulder and he turned to see who was trying to get his attention, finding himself looking up into Billy Muenster’s somber, earnest face.

For a moment, as the other players gathered around to witness what might happen next, Billy paused. Timing was everything for those inspired by the muse of humor.

“For the sake of our great nation,” the jock intoned somberly, “I hope you get pregnant at your earliest convenience.”

Laughter. Uproarious mirth. Billy Muenster had dropped one of his classics, the rest of the jocks shouting their approval at Haden’s expense.

Billy was smiling, hand on Haden’s shoulder. He seemed to be expecting Haden to say something back, but Haden had nothing, no retort he could imagine, or at least none that weren’t more trouble than they were worth.

Billy removed his hand, turned away, moved as one with his fellow jocks down the hall, leaving a perplexed Haden to stare after them.

He’d been put in his place without even needing to be. He’d just shown up, and that was just for Anastasia’s sake, and that had earned him an insult. And not just any insult. An insult that suggested he was there to get pregnant, because he was female. And even as Billy Muenster looked into his eyes, Haden was no more than a prop for him, a nameless object whose only recognized attribute was maleness, a maleness whose only purpose was to be negated for the sake of humor. It was an existential insult. Your name doesn’t matter, and your gender is nothing but the butt of a joke. Most likely Haden and Billy would never interact again, because the bullying was anonymous. Haden had existed in Billy’s world only long enough to give him and his friends something to ridicule. Haden was done now on Planet Jock. He’d been terminated, removed, disposed of, a thin vapor dissipating in the place where he had once stood.

He’d be taking the city bus home today, another regrettable aspect of going to the club meeting. As he exited the school and embarked on the quarter-mile trek to the nearest bus stop, he pulled out his phone, not surprised to see another text from Anastasia. How many jocks would get her phone number by the end of the first Breeding Club meeting? Which ones would she text with once she was finished with Haden?

“How did the meeting go?” she asked.

Still, today, at this moment, as Haden made his way beneath a cloudless sky on a brilliant, cool, October afternoon, Anastasia wanted to talk to him alone about all the most interesting things in the world.

“It was good,” he texted back, pounding his phone with both thumbs while dedicating just a fraction of his conscious to navigating the streets and sidewalks next to his school. “Ms. Mulkey said a girl was going to be here from another school all day tomorrow.”

“Probably me,” she wrote.

Haden put his phone away until he reached the bus stop. With any luck, his ride would show up in no more than 15 minutes.

“I want to be there naked,” Anastasia texted.

“She mentioned that,” Haden replied, and the hurt inflicted by Billy Muenster began dissipating under the wilting force of a girl’s innocent sincerity.

“Could you be there?” she texted. “They said I could have a guest parking spot near the office. Could you be there when I get there?”

“I’ll go there as soon as the bus gets me to school,” Haden promised, and he even smiled slightly, and his thoughts of tomorrow, at least the first moments of tomorrow, carried him home and through masturbation and a solid orgasm. But once he was done, the doubts reemerged, and he stayed naked but found that turning his mind to schoolwork was the best antidote for a miasma of angst, and still he refrained from mentioning the Breeding Club when his mother arrived and checked in with him that evening. He opened his Pleasure Overland account close to bedtime, didn’t get anything from Anastasia, nor did he expect to, but he did get a note from Chris.

“Saturday at two still work for you?” the boy had written. “Can you take some time with Ellie and Nan?”

Haden studied the email, pondered what “take some time” meant but couldn’t think of a reason to say no, even if Chris was talking about helping them with homework,. But his mind wandered to what else it might mean, and his second orgasm of the day came late that night, in private, just before he went to sleep, while he pondered possibilities.

Haden slept fitfully, woke up in a dual state, one part eager to see Anastasia again, and naked, a second part worried about all that could go wrong with this day. Really, the more he enjoyed her company, the worse it would be later, because any girl who showed up nude at school, or particularly at the first official Breeding Club meeting, would be taken away from him. Not by physical force, of course. He didn’t think school officials were going to stand by while the jocks forced themselves on anyone. But by the force of personality, of a dominant physical presence, neither of which should be underestimated. Dread hovered above him through breakfast, his shower, his ride to school.

As usual, The Key Man and Zombeast were waiting for him in the open hallway where the buses unloaded, but Haden could not linger with them while they waited for the first bell, could not go over the week’s ShapeLord episode or whatever other trivia they wanted to discuss. Nor did he particularly want to tell them why he needed to get to other places to be this morning.

“Cutlass,” said Zombeast in his usual tone of deep reverence, which meant the opposite.

“Zombeast,” Haden said back, and he nodded to Keyman and backed away. “Hey, I gotta help with something this morning.”

“Help with what?” Keyman demanded.

“Club stuff,” Haden replied, continuing to back away. “Take a few minutes, see you at lunch.”

“Breeding Club?” Zombeast said suspiciously, and he peeled away from the wall to follow Haden, and Keyman took up the slow chase as well. “You’re not really doing that, are you?”

“I’m thinking about it,” Haden said, which was true, and then he lied. “The people there were cool, so there’s a decent vibe going.”

“Were they doing it?” Keyman inquired, hovering close to Haden’s left elbow as he moved quickly into the building, through the two halls that led to the parking lot at the front of the school.

“Doing what?” Haden asked.

“Breeding stuff,” Zombeast said, close to Haden’s right elbow. “Supposedly that’s going on there.”

“Nothing happened, other than Ms. Mulkey was talking,” Haden said. “And Ms. Wilkerson showed, but she didn’t have much to say.”

“Is that who you’re going to see now?” Keyman said.

“Teacher’s pet,” Zombeast suggested.

“Heavy pet,” Keyman said. “For heavy petting.”

Zombeast and Keyman looked at each other in amazement, doubling over to laugh even as they continued following Haden through the school’s front door and into the parking lot, where a crowd had gathered around one car parked in a guest space.

Ms. Mulkey was here. Ms. Wilkerson was here. Ms. Wesson, the school receptionist, was as well, leaning against one car while they directed their attention to the open window of the red Drye-Fielding next to them. Gawking from further away were a gaggle of mostly students, some of them jocks, and with a teacher or two thrown in.

As Haden and his two companions joined the throng, he made out the driver, confirming with a mix of arousal and horror that it was Anastasia, sitting behind the wheel, her shoulders bare, looking up at Ms. Wilkerson.

Haden stopped, prepared to back away, had no interest in joining the witnesses to this spectacle, but Ms. Mulkey spotted him and barked his name.

“Haden!” she said

Haden froze, preparing for humiliation, ready to be told to take himself and his two friends on to his first class, but that’s not what happened.

“We need you,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Come here.”

Haden stepped forward tentatively, and Anastasia turned to regard him, smiling slightly when their eyes met, but he sensed her nervousness too, and he was close enough now to see that she was topless, one nipple visible.

“We have a guest who’s interested in the Breeding Club,” Ms. Mulkey said, “and she has asked for you.”

Anastasia unlatched her door and eased it open, and the adults between the cars moved out of her way, and she exited, reached back in to grab a school bag, emerged and straightened and smiled again, shyly, at Haden.

Standing on the sidewalk just before her car’s front bumper, Haden smiled back, and the completely naked girl—she wasn’t even wearing shoes—made her way to him.

“Hi, Haden,” she said. “I asked for you.”

“Hey, Anastasia,” he said. “I didn’t know all these people would show up.”

“Neither did I,” she said in her serious way, and Haden’s eyes ran the length of her, from her bare feet to her thighs to her little triangle of pubic hair to her breasts and her face, and he struggled to temper his arousal, because he was dressed and an erection would be decidedly uncomfortable. “Ms. Mulkey was here waiting, but then some other people saw me when I was pulling up, and then . . .”

“How long have you been waiting?”

“Probably 15 minutes,” she said, striding toward the school’s entrance with surprising confidence.

“Were you nervous?” he asked, matching her pace, just the two of them walking together.

“Not really nervous,” she said. “I’m still figuring out how it affects people around me, and I don’t really want to create that much excitement.”

Haden looked back, noticed that everyone who’d been gathered around Anastasia’s car was following them now, school officials first, then the jocks, then the rest of the student body, including The Key Man and Zombeast, and it occurred to Haden that he’d become a central figure in the spectacle, because that’s what it was. An event, a situation, a ruckus. And he’d performed a leading part, his arrival necessary for getting the girl out of her car. And now here she was, walking side-by-side with him, as though they were old friends.

“Anastasia,” said Ms. Mulkey, catching up with the couple, “could we get you to stop by the office and sign a few forms?”

Ms. Mulkey’s voice was strained, nervous, the way people’s voices get when they’re on reality TV. What was the vice principal afraid of? Haden wondered. Maybe that she might say the wrong thing, and Anastasia would leave, return to her private school because the commoners at the public high school didn’t know how to act.

“Of course,” Anastasia said, and Ms. Mulkey took the lead, opening the school’s main door for her and Haden, opening the door to the office, guiding her into her office, and Haden hovered outside the door while Anastasia leaned over Ms. Mulkey’s desk, naked except for the leather schoolbag looped over her shoulders, breasts swaying as she scanned, filled out and signed the student visitor form and an expected conduct agreement, and Haden knew the form prohibited tobacco and alcohol and strongly discouraged foul language and clothing with racy words or pictures but said nothing about the wrongness of nudity, because you don’t make a rule about something that you don’t expect anyone to do.

Anastasia’s nipples were full, Haden noticed. Sticking out. Were they always like that? Had they looked like that on Saturday? Haden hadn’t been observant enough that day, but he suspected they hadn’t been, meaning their size and shape could vary. This was something new.

“Haden, you’ll be escorting Anastasia while she’s with us today?” Ms. Mulkey said. Her voice was returning to normal, Haden noticed. Now they were in her office and not surrounded by a bunch of other people, she was getting her bearings back.

The question was a surprise. Haden had pictured Anastasia driving up, parking, being nude, and then spending the rest of the day in an office somewhere, emerging only in the afternoon to come to the Breeding Club. The idea that she would pass the day like any other student—and spend it in the company of a student named Haden—came as a not altogether welcome shock to the boy.

“I will,” Haden promised without hesitation, although his mind went to the challenges that lay ahead. He’d enjoyed Anastasia in private, at home, doing the things she’d asked him to do. But he was at school now, standing next to what, he was quickly coming to realize, was a social nuclear bomb. People would be staring at her all day, and when they weren’t staring at her, they’d be staring at him, because he would be next to her. And he didn’t want to be stared at. He was going to do something dumb, he just knew it, and people would notice. The jocks would notice. They had already been hovering. What new insults would they come up for a non-jock who had dared not only to show up at the Breeding Club, but had somehow attached himself to this historic first, this bold tour of Harrison High School by its first ambassador of nudism—and a girl, no less? It was just a matter of time before he was pushed aside, and maybe that was just as well. Let someone who wanted the limelight to have it.

Anastasia finished filling out her forms, straightened, turned to look at Haden, and he looked searchingly at Ms. Mulkey.

“So I should just . . . go to my classes like normal?” he asked.

“Yes,” Ms. Mulkey said. “I let all your teachers know yesterday Anastasia might be with you.”

Yesterday, Haden thought. So all of this had been in the works since before the club meeting yesterday afternoon. Anastasia must have mentioned him to Ms. Mulkey, and the wheels had started turning immediately. Someone should have warned him.

He made his way through the administrative offices and back to the main hall, now eerily quiet.

“Oh, dang, class has already started,” he said, looking at his phone, then at Anastasia. “Sorry about that.”

“What’s your first class?” she asked.

“Well, it’s just homeroom,” he said. “But we’re not supposed to be late.”

“Ms. Mulkey said you take hard classes.”

“College prep,” Haden agreed. “Some advanced placement.”

“That’s what I’m taking,” she said. “So I’m thinking about coming here.”

“As a student?” Haden said. “You’d leave Windsor?”

“They don’t allow nudity,” Anastasia explained, as if the reason was obvious.

“Your parents said you could?” Haden said, walking beside the girl and looking at her, sometimes at her face, sometimes at her breasts, which bounced as she walked.

“My parents don’t need to know everything,” she said.

“You’re not going to tell them where you go to school?” he asked, turning down the hall to the right.

“I guess eventually,” she said.

“Eventually?” Haden said. “Like, later this week? Next month?”

“If I transfer at all,” Anastasia said, “I would tell them when I get my next report card. They always want to see those.”

“You could forge one, though,” Haden said with a chuckle. The idea of the girl fooling her two physician parents appealed to him, for some reason.

“I don’t think I could make it that convincing,” she said, and Haden realized she wasn’t kidding, that the idea was crossing her mind, and he felt a sudden, deep sympathy for the girl. This mattered to her. Going naked was a right she desperately wanted, and she was getting no acceptance at home.

Haden hadn’t told his mother about the Breeding Club, but that was due to social anxieties, while Anastasia seemed to be navigating something more difficult.

When they reached his homeroom class, he stopped, paused, looked at her.

“Ready?” he said.

“Ready for what?” she asked.

I guess nothing, he thought to himself. This girl was sincere about this. She was a believer. There was nothing to get ready for because nothing was happening. She was simply naked. But then, hadn’t she been nervous about getting out of her car? No, not nervous, just practical. The Harrison High parking lot was a big open space, full of people. Now they were walking into a classroom, with no more than 25 students there. Her decision about when and when not to be nervous was a numeric consideration to some degree, apparently.




Chapter 24: Anastasia Goes to Class

Haden swallowed, pushed open the door, entered first, and he could see all the eyes turning toward him immediately, and then to Anastasia as she entered, and he could see the gazes pass up and down her body, everyone confirming for themselves that she was naked, everyone taking in her breasts, her face, her mound, her hair, her thighs, her bare feet.

“Who do you have with you today, Haden?” asked Mrs. Engelbrecht, the history teacher, doing her best to sound natural, doing her best to act like she didn’t really know who this was, like Anastasia’s arrival was a complete surprise.

“Sorry I’m late,” Haden said. “I was getting her signed in. This is Anastasia.”

“Hello, Anastasia,” said Mrs. Englebrecht. “We’ve saved seats for you and Haden, right up front.”

“Thank you,” Anastasia said, her voice sounding normal, and Haden avoided his classmates’ gazes and set his bag under his desk, and Anastasia did the same, and then, as if on cue, the school’s public address system buzzed to life.

“Good morning, everyone,” said Ms. Wilkerson, “please rise for the Pledge of Allegiance.”

Haden, glad for the ritual’s enforced normalcy, turned to the flag with his hand on his heart, confirmed with a sideways glance at Anastasia that she was doing the same thing, her hand at the top of her left breast, and he thought about the girl’s body, and the way it felt, and recited the words without any awareness of their patriotic meaning but reminding himself that yes, this was patriotic too, breeding had been declared essential to the future of America, and Haden was doing his part. More than his part. He was the link between two high schools, the connection that had brought a girl from another school to one of the hubs of the nation’s new breeding initiative.

Seeing Anastasia pregnant, however, was a challenge for Haden. He couldn’t picture it. He couldn’t picture her being a mom, either.

Everyone sat when the pledge ended, and the announcements continued, about student successes, an upcoming festival, a form that students needed filled out by the end of the month, and a welcome to three Breeding Club visitors, each mentioned by name, a boy from Overland High, a girl who’d been homeschooled, and Anastasia McHenry.

“I’m sure we will show all our guests a true Harrison High welcome,” Ms. Wilkerson said. “Please respect everyone’s choices, and if you get a chance, come to the Breeding Club meeting after school today, in the smaller multi-purpose room.”

Was anyone else naked? Haden wondered.

And could he ever follow suit? He could try, but he knew he’d be erect throughout. How would that be dealt with? It would probably be frowned upon, if not forbidden, meaning he’d suffer the indignities of both public arousal and being told to hide the same. Masturbation, he guessed, would be out of the question.

The announcements ended and Haden turned to Anastasia to say something about getting her name mentioned, and she aimed a half-smile back at him. Study hall was meant for just that, studying, finishing homework, reading a novel, but quiet conversation was allowed, and it was all but inevitable today.

“Hey, Anastasia?” whispered Demeter Marseilles from her seat two rows back.

Anastasia turned. “Hi.”

“Do you know Jerome Marseilles?” Demeter said. “He teaches at Windsor. He’s my uncle.”

“He teaches biology,” Anastasia said.

“Yeah, he’s a total scientist,” Demeter said, voice rising. “But he’s really gauche. I love him.”

Demeter was one of the school’s quiet, smart girls. Dignified, a little aloof. Really smart. She’d won the eighth grade science fair for something about how birds feed their young in urban settings. She wrote her own little software app to manage the data. Haden wouldn’t have predicted that she’d be the first person to actually talk to the naked girl.

“The kids in his class say he’s smart,” Anastasia agreed.

“Do you want to have offspring?” Demeter asked.

“Not yet,” Anastasia said.

“You’re here for the Breeding Club, though?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “I decided to visit because clothing isn’t required. And that interests me.”

“Why?” Demeter inquired.

“I’d rather be naked,” Anastasia said. “I think it’s healthier.”

Everyone in Haden’s homeroom class was staring at Anastasia, he realized, listening to the conversation, hanging onto every word from the girl, as though she were a visitor from another planet.

“Should I go?” Demeter asked. “I want to be a mom someday.”

“If you want to know more about sexual intercourse and how to conceive naturally, I think you should,” Anastasia said, adding after a thoughtful pause, “or if you’d prefer not to wear clothing. That’s what brought me, because it’s allowed at the meeting, being naked.”

“It’s allowed everywhere,” said Trish Bailey, a well-endowed member of the flag corps. She’d been one of the girls who’d attended yesterday’s meeting, sitting on Haden’s side of the room. “As long as you’re part of the Breeding Club, you can just be naked at school all the time.”

Haden glanced at Trish, wondered if she harbored thoughts of nudism she wasn’t ready to express quite yet. Her breasts interested him. He’d always wondered what they looked like uncovered.

The bell rang, and Haden and Anastasia filed out, their shoulders touching when they squeezed through the door, and Anastasia didn’t seem to mind.

As they moved through the halls, Haden found himself acutely aware of the reactions Anastasia provoked among his fellow students. There was everything from furtive glances to outright gawking, fellow teens stopped in their tracks, watching the naked girl pass, taking in all of her, head to toe. Haden heard gasps, a stray word, parts of ideas:

“Oh my god, she’s . . .”

“Dayum, this school be all . . .!”

“Whaaaaaaa?”

“Shhh, she’s one of the girls with the Breeding Club, you’re not supposed to say anything!”

Throughout their tour, Anastasia maintained a near-supernatural aplomb, walking with an easy gate, her eyes forward despite the many eyes turned to her.

“What class is next?” she asked, her voice serious, confident, and raised a little to make it over the hubbub in the hall.

“English,” Haden said. “We’re reading Catcher in the Rye, and he has us writing weekly papers.”

“I read that one last year,” Anastasia said. “Do you like it?”

“Kinda boring so far,” Haden said. “The kid’s sort of a whiner.”

“We’re reading The Picture of Dorian Grey,” Anastasia said.

“We read that last year,” Haden said, and he affected his best high-British accent. “Subtexts of homo-erotica.”

“I haven’t gotten to that part yet,” she said.

“It’s all through it,” Haden said. “Like starting on page 3 practically.”

“I guess I haven’t noticed it,” she said.

“I didn’t at first, and then Ms. Sanders pointed it out, and it was sort of obvious after that.”

“I don’t think Sister Alice would want us to notice that,” Anastasia said. “She told us at the start that it was a book about how the consequences of bad moral choices are inevitable.”

“Sister Alice?” Haden said. “You’re taught by nuns?”

“Some of them are nuns.”

“Nuns probably don’t know about homo-erotic stuff,” Haden said.

“My whole school doesn’t know about anything like that,” Anastasia said. “They will never have a breeding club there. Can you wait for me while I pee?”

The halls were still thick with astonished adolescents as Haden and Anastasia made their way to the restrooms. After a quick visit to the boys’ room, Haden emerged, waited discreetly from across the hall, watched the clothed girls exiting, staring at each other in shock, covering their mouths to stifle laughs. Obviously, they’d seen the naked girl, who emerged a few moments later. From there, they made their way to Haden’s English class, and Haden pushed open the door for the girl and let her go first out of politeness, because he was already starting to perceive Anastasia as just another girl. A girl who happened to be nude, but still a girl first and foremost.

Mr. Schmitt had prepared things for the couple in his own way, sliding a desk next to the seat Haden usually took, further disrupting a classroom where the desks were arranged in at best theoretical columns and rows.

Mr. Schmitt was heavyset, balding and close to 60, with thick glasses and a perpetual smile that had most likely, decades ago, been the face he decided worked best at winning allies among adolescents who would rather be somewhere else.

He’d been a writer, wrote features for Promenade in its heyday, won the King Prize for a piece on a murdered widow.

And today, like everyone else at Harrison High, he was encountering his first openly naked girl.

“I hope you’re Anastasia McHenry,” he said to the girl as she passed, standing in his usual place by the side of the whiteboard.

“I am,” Anastasia said, pausing to look at Haden for seating advice.

Haden pointed to the desk next to his, and she settled into it.

“How do you know Haden?” Mr. Schmitt inquired.

“We met through a community website,” Anastasia said, and Haden realized suddenly that he did not want her to mention Pleasure Overland, that he didn’t want his classmates to imagine him at a place where one bought toys for sexual stimulation any more than he wanted them to know he masturbated.

Why not?

He wasn’t sure. Open as things were at home with his mother, peers were a different thing.

“Similar interests, then,” Mr. Schmitt ventured. He was digging, Haden knew. He wanted to know about the history of this girl with the boy he knew as intelligent, quiet and dignified—and not overtly sexual.

“Yes,” Anastasia agreed, those already in the class listening quietly, latecomers catching sight of her, opening their eyes wide or grimacing in surprise. “I needed someone to provide experiences, and Haden agreed.”

And now Mr. Schmitt grimaced too, or sort of stretched his smile out into a straight line, because his curiosity had provoked a vague confession one probably shouldn’t have been hearing in a public high classroom. Or was it a confession? What kind of experiences? Haden might be the only person in the room who knew what she was referring to. Maybe Mr. Schmitt had a guess, but recovered his smile quickly. “Well, Anastasia, it’s nice to have you with us. I hope you’ll enjoy your visit.”

The bell rang, the last students found their seats, and Mr. Schmitt began his lecture, speaking with his usual enthusiasm, eliciting comments, even drawing a few words out from the guest.

“Have you read Catcher in the Rye, Anastasia?” Mr. Schmitt asked.

“Yes, last year.”

“And how did you decide to view Holden Caulfield?

“They said he was,” Anastasia began, “and I sort of agreed with it . . . they said he was one of those people who finds the world too, um, complicated, to know where he fits in. And so he’s like all of us, just trying to do anything because there’s no bigger purpose.”

“Yes,” Mr. Schmitt agreed. “One of a million correct perspectives on the book.”

Mr. Schmitt paused and looked at the ceiling, as though about to offer another thought, but he demurred, turned back to the whiteboard.

He was going to ask her about breeding, Haden decided. Before he thought better of it, he was going to inquire if she was in the act, at this very moment, of fulfilling her purpose.

An aura of predictability, if not normalcy, settled over Haden’s morning routine. Anastasia replied confidently when spoken to by instructors, made her way from class to class, with side trips to Haden’s locker, without any indication of self-consciousness, and she chatted openly with Haden and whatever peers were brave enough to address her.

But Haden was distracted, decreasingly by Anastasia’s nudity, increasingly by her presence and the impact it was having on everyone else, and the implications of Haden’s role in all of it.

So distracted was he by the necessity of considering things from all perspectives, in fact, that he forgot until they were just outside the cafeteria that this was the time and place where he, Zombeast, and The Key Man met every day for lunch.

But neither of his fellow ShapeLord fans were there.

Were they in school today? he wondered. Maybe out on a field trip? No, he’d seen them both, that morning, in the hall. That’s right, he’d been on his way to welcome Anastasia when they waylaid him, wanted to catch up, followed him to her car, and that’s where he’d lost track of them. Surely they’d been there when the naked girl exited her vehicle and went with him back into the school.

What had they thought? Haden found himself wondering for the first time. He had kept everything from them the last few weeks—from his open masturbation at home to his loss of virginity within the body of this same girl. They knew he’d gone to the first Breeding Club meeting, but he’d withheld key information on that score as well.

In hindsight, he wished he’d said something about it, at least let them know that he’d be escorting a girl from another school today. Her wardrobe decisions would have still been a surprise, but at least her existence itself wouldn’t have been.

“I usually have lunch with a couple of friends,” Haden said uncertainly as they reached the cafeteria door. “They might already be here though.”

Silence began descending as soon as they breached the cafeteria’s threshold. Sentences ended without completion. There were gasps, fragments of words, a stifled laugh, and the ever-present “Shhhh!”

As before, Anastasia—without even the protection of her bookbag, which she’d stashed in Haden’s locker—offered no outward indication of caring, and now Haden was learning to do the same thing. The couple made their way to the end of the lunch line, and the students just ahead of them peered back, took in Anastasia’s nudity with wide eyes and raised eyebrows, and turned back in the apparent awareness that staring was rude.

Haden and Anastasia both got hamburgers, populated their lunch trays with the rest of their preferences, and turned to find a table.

The noise in the place was building, gradually, adolescent voices trying discreetly to sort out this latest development, but a new hush arrived when Haden glanced around for his friends. Where would the naked girl sit? Whose table would Haden choose?

To Haden’s surprise, Zombeast and Keyman were at different tables, Zombeast at the table occupied from day to day by a shifting population of the most studious, Keyman with a casual friend of his who happened to be a girl named Terry but was definitely not his girlfriend. Unlike most of their peers, neither boy was looking at Haden or the girl. Anger? Confusion? Feigned disinterest? Haden could only guess.

Under the terrible burden of many pairs of curious teen eyes, Haden headed for the easiest choice, the closest empty table, and he put down his tray in the middle of the table and Anastasia chose the seat opposite his.

“You’re taking hard classes,” Anastasia said.

“Yeah,” Haden agreed. “Mom’s always pushed me to challenge myself.”

“My parents demand perfection,” Anastasia said.

“Straight As or bust?” Haden said.

“Bust?” Anastasia echoed.

“Just an expression,” Haden said. “It means either you get a thing or you’re totally done.”

Anastasia appeared puzzled as she pondered the meaning.

“Did you like it though?” Haden said. “Would you go to school here?”

“I would,” Anastasia said. “I think everyone’s nicer, too.”

“What do you mean?”

“No one laughs at each other,” she explained. “At Windsor, you have kids who laugh if someone gives the wrong answer.”

“That happens here too, though,” Haden said. “Maybe just not today, because they’re—”

Haden sensed the arrival of large shapes to the table, stopped speaking.

The jocks had arrived, Haden realized, peering up. They were here to take what was rightfully theirs.




Chapter 25: Anastasia Meets the Football Team

Trays were set down with unnecessary force. Chairs were pulled out, rattled, settled into. The twins, Skip and Chip Walton, took seats on either side of Anastasia. Ramp Foley sat to Haden’s left, and Billy Muenster positioned himself at Haden’s right, planting a heavy arm across Haden’s shoulders.

“What’s up, Poseidon?” Billy asked, using one of his famous catch phrases. He called everyone Poseidon, even teachers.

“Hi,” Haden said back. Did Billy remember taunting Haden yesterday? If so, he didn’t seem poised to offer an apology, nor was Haden inclined to ask for one.

“Are these your friends?” Anastasia asked.

“No,” Haden said.

The laughter was immediate, almost frightening in its intensity, and Haden looked around the table in the hopes of identifying the source of amusement when he realized that everyone was staring at him. He was the source.

No, he’d said. These aren’t my friends. What he’d meant was that these weren’t Zombeast and Keyman. They were other people. Not friends, necessarily. But not not friends either.

He wasn’t trying to be rude, but he could see how it had come across that way. And rudeness was funny, apparently.

Billy grabbed Haden’s shoulder and shook him.

“We all want to be his friend,” Billy said, face falling. “But he’s too popular for us.”

“We’re with the Harrison High Welcome Wagon,” Ramp said. "We’re here to welcome—”

“Your wagon,” Billy said, prompting a round of shocked laughter from his fellow athletes.

“We also play football,” Chip said.

“How do you know him?” Skip asked, staring at Anastasia, barely tilting his head in Haden’s direction.

“From the Pleasure Overland site,” Anastasia said. Was she intimidated by these four man-boys, each of whom possessed at least twice her mass? Not at all, it seemed. Nor did she seem particularly enamored, Haden thought.

“Pleasure Overland?” said Ramp.

“They sell dildos and shit, Dude,” Skip said.

“Is that where you buy yours, Skippy?” Billy asked.

More thunderous laughter ensued, and even Haden chuckled.

“Hold on, everyone, cut the crap,” said Chip in a take-charge voice, and he raised his hands, palms out, as though stopping traffic. “We’ve got things we need to know here.”

Chip leaned across the table, eyeing Haden sternly.

“Young man,” he said, “is it true that you might have been seen in the vicinity of an establishment that sells items which might be called, ahem, marital aids?”

“Yup,” Haden replied confidently. Why not play along?

Another uproar followed. Everything Haden said seemed to be amazing to the jocks.

“And so, it might be said that you partake of these aids yourself?” Chip continued.

“I masturbate a lot,” Haden said.

Two worlds, colliding: Haden’s new world, a strange amalgam of his mother’s open mind, the Pleasure Overland community, and Haden’s own increasingly open sexuality, crashing into a world of raw, athletic, girl-obsessed masculinity, a place where masturbation certainly also happened, but could not be acknowledged. It was also a strange world. Haden wasn’t going to be afraid any more, he decided.

“Dude,” Billy said, touching off a cavalcade of the word, which in this particular cloister indicated unified astonishment.

“Dude,” agreed Skip.

“Dude,” said Ramp.

Chip came last.

“Dude,” he said.

Skip looked at Anastasia. So did Ramp, then Billy.

Could they get the naked girl to admit she masturbated? It would have been a coup of epic proportions, a thing no high school male of any status had succeeded in learning from a girl for centuries at least, probably millennia.

But the question, if someone was indeed about to ask it, remained unvoiced.

“What classes are we going to this afternoon?” Anastasia inquired.

“European history and chemistry II,” Haden replied.

“I love chemistry,” Anastasia announced, demonstrating the closest thing to excitement she was capable of, her voice slightly elevated and her head bobbing.

“Mr. Patel makes it sort of fun,” Haden said. “If you can understand what he’s saying. He’s Indian.”

“Are you like, a brain?” Ramp asked, looking at Anastasia.

“No,” she replied. “My parents just make me get As.”

“What’s your excuse?” Billy asked, and Haden saw that the campus comedian was staring at him. It was an odd way to phrase the question, but Haden understood.

“My mom just tells me to do my best,” Haden said. “And I want to go to a good college.”

“Doesn’t all that jerking off take time away from the books?” Billy asked.

For once, Billy’s joke fell flat. Ramp sort of grunted, but other than that, no one was laughing.

“I make time for both,” Haden said. “What about you?”

Uproar. Three male athletes in utter hilarity at the expense of the fourth. All of them, Haden suspected, had been the victims of Billy’s freewheeling barbs, jokes made all the worse because they were truly funny, ensuring that their peers laughed while the butt of the joke could only sit and pretend to be amused.

But now the tables had been turned, and by a non-jock, no less.

Football took courage. Succeeding in the sport required intense physical exertion, the overcoming of adversaries just as determined and capable, and the pain of injury.

But Haden had exhibited courage at another level altogether. What adolescent boy, no matter his physical prowess or ability to endure pain, was willing to reveal that most personal aspect of his sexuality?

“You do sports, Dude?” Skip asked.

“I did track my sophomore year,” Haden said. “Long distance.”

“Cool,” said Ramp, a single word indicating the victory, at least for the moment, of Haden’s world over planet jockery. Sports was cool. But so was being chosen by the naked girl as the guy she wanted to hang out with all day at school.

Haden, sensing more distant eyes, looked between Skip and Anastasia and noticed Keyman looking at him. Haden smiled, got Keyman’s exaggerated raised eyebrow back.

That’s how it goes: one of the nerds makes friends with the cool kids and abandons his nerd friends. The plot was such a mainstay of adolescent literature and drama Haden could feel it instantly, viscerally. And it never ended well. The suddenly-popular nerd would fall out of favor with the popular kids, and the nerds wouldn’t take him back, or would take him back only after a penance of some kind. Or the nerds would win in some way, becoming heroes, while the popular former nerd could only look on. Maybe the school would be attacked, and only the nerds could save it. Or the girl everyone wanted would end up preferring the company of the nerds.

Contrived plots, of course, clichéd plots, but there was a kernel of truth to them, and Haden swore to himself he wouldn’t go down that road. And not just because the fictitious outcome was never positive. Abandoning one’s friends because of the emergence of other friends simply felt too wrong to Haden to be practiced. How he would reconnect, though, depended partly on them. And they didn’t seem inclined toward it.

“You staying for the meeting this afternoon, Anastasia?” Skip asked, something new in his tone and the way he looked at the girl. This was small talk, Haden thought, an intrusion of normalcy into what had so far been an exchange marked by the twin chaoses of humor and sexual confession.

“Yes, that’s why I’m here today,” Anastasia said. “Are you going?”

“I’m going,” Ramp blurted.

“Yeah, me too,” said Skip and Chip and Billy.

“I’m thinking about transferring to this school,” Anastasia said.

“Dressed like that?” Billy said, prompting a few guarded chuckles from his peers. The jocks could have approached this some other way, could have cut loose about Anastasia’s body, her breasts and genitals and sexuality, but something was holding them back. Even Billy’s veiled reference to nakedness was received with caution.

“Yes, when it’s warm enough,” Anastasia said.

“I’m the president of the thermostat committee,” Billy said. “So just check with me if you need it turned up.”

Anastasia nodded and offered a half-smile, as though she almost believed Billy, and the resulting laughter was more robust this time, because she was not taking offense. Politeness was not, Haden realized, observing a specific code of conduct. It was instead meeting the girl where she was. The jocks were doing that, poking around the edges of Anastasia’s morality, letting her determine the content.

“Do you think you would ever go naked here at your school?” Anastasia asked Billy, looking at him without any hint of humor or irony.

“Whoa,” Skip said.

“She went there,” Chip agreed.

“Do you think I should?” Billy asked, fork frozen halfway to his mouth in a study of over-baked drama.

“I think everyone should,” she replied.

“Why?” Ramp asked.

“I always have,” Anastasia said. “The body is too beautiful to be covered in clothes. And it’s healthier. And more honest.”

“Okay, hold on here,” Chip said in his take-charge voice again, and he turned to the girl. “Anastasia?”

“Yes?” she said.

“Are you familiar with the workings of the male anatomy?”

“I am,” she said.

“Good,” Chip said. “So I beg your pardon for what I’m about to say . . . but it is not uncommon for the male anatomy to achieve a certain condition when publicly exposed.”

“Or privately exposed,” Billy said.

“As you would know,” Skip said.

“I was talking about our buddy Hagrid here,” Billy said, putting his arm around Haden’s shoulders again.

“Dude, he’s hitting on you,” Ramp warned.

“Gentlemen, let’s not get sidetracked here,” Chip protested. “We have some important things to go over with Anastasia.”

“Are you talking about an erection?” Anastasia inquired.

“That is its official name, yes,” Chip said, nodding sagely. “And there are certain features of the female body that can make it more likely.”

“Such as?” Anastasia said.

“An ample behind, for example,” Chip said with a discreet glance toward Anastasia’s.

“Careful, Dude, you’re about to get me-tooed here,” Billy warned.

“If I am, we all are,” Chip said. “But I think Anastasia is the sort of girl who understands sincere inquiry.”

“I know why there are erections,” Anastasia said, not looking nearly offended enough to throw the boys against the sharp teeth of the feminist movement. “It does that so the boy can put it in their friend’s body.”

Was Anastasia trying to amuse, shock, provoke? Or was this a sincere exposition, Anastasia making clear her knowledge on the subject?

None of the jocks seemed to know, nor could they agree on the proper response. There were grunts of confusion, eyebrows raised, a forearm against Haden’s shoulder. Haden was not so much perplexed as distracted, his thoughts at the moment split between the social spectacle unfolding before him and memories of putting his own erection into Anastasia’s body at multiple locations.

What point was Chip trying to make? Haden guessed he knew, that the athlete wanted to warn Anastasia that any male brave enough to go nude at Harrison High would be sporting a supremely stiff penis, a phenomenon that not everyone would find beautiful, and that was not necessarily healthy for the one bearing it. But under Anastasia’s withering display of sexual knowledge, whatever point Chip was trying to make died on the vine.

All fast eaters, the jocks finished their meals with a little more small talk among themselves and with Haden and Anastasia, and they excused themselves with a final promise to reconvene at the afternoon’s Breeding Club meeting.

As soon as they were gone, and with 15 minutes left in the lunch hour, Haden immediately sought to make good on the promise he’d made to himself about his friends. Zombeast, who’d been lunching with a band of smart kids, was gone, Haden noted with disappointment, but Keyman was still at his table next to Terry, and Haden caught his eye and motioned him over. Keyman tapped Terry and pointed to Haden, and the two seemed to agree that they would accept the invitation, and the pair made a quick side trip to put up their trays before they arrived.

Terry was a dark-skinned Black girl who advertised her love of chemistry with an assortment of t-shirts and sweatshirts. Today’s garment bore a sucrose molecule with an exclamation mark (the correct interpretation: “sweet!”).

“So you’re Anastasia,” Terry said, standing next to the girl and looking down at her. Terry was going to play this cool, Haden decided.

“Hi,” Anastasia said.

“Anastasia, this is Keyman or, formally, The Key Man,” Haden said. “And this is Terry. I usually have lunch with Keyman. Keyman and Zombeast.”

“What’s your real name?” Anastasia asked, turning to look up at the boy.

“Angelo,” Keyman replied.

“Why does Haden call you Keyman?”

“Everyone calls me that,” Keyman said. “My dad sells insurance, and it’s a word he uses at work, and I needed a nickname.”

Keyman was trying to play it cool too, but Haden knew his friend well enough to sense a disquiet, a tone and posture that said he was not sure of his place in the world, that things were happening he could not reconcile quite yet. His eyes were on the table, not on Anastasia. What would happen if he looked at the girl, at her nipples or her little triangle of hair? Haden had been struggling all morning with his own intermittent erections, hardening tentatively until his clothing shut the festivities down.

“How do you two know each other?” Terry asked, taking a seat next to Anastasia.

“I’d like to know that too,” Keyman said, still standing, his tone slightly accusing.

“I sent Haden a message on a website,” Anastasia said. “I wanted to meet him.”

“What for?” Terry said so suddenly her question seemed to surprise herself.

“We have some of the same interests,” Haden said with a sudden surge of protectiveness. He didn’t want people to think Anastasia was strange. He didn’t want the jocks to know that she was ready for sex with boys she’d just met. Most importantly, he didn’t want someone taking Anastasia from him any sooner than was necessary. And this was a fact that put her at risk. She’d almost spilled the beans with Mr. Schmitt, admitting that she’d sought Haden out for an experience that she neglected to further define but which was probably obvious to many.

“Do you think you’ll go to the meeting today?” Anastasia asked.

“No way,” Keyman blurted promptly.

“Don’t you have to be naked there?” Terry inquired, with a tone Haden didn’t find entirely dismissive. Curious, maybe. Even interested. But would she go nude in front of her peers?

No stranger to fantasy, given his proclivity for certain kinds of fiction, Haden had become by personal necessity a student of sexual fantasy, and he’d discovered so far three kinds. First were the entirely self-contained fantasies he consulted during solitary masturbation. Second were the expressions of sexuality performed before others. He was no raging exhibitionist, but Haden didn’t mind going nude or masturbating in front of his mother or Chris’ mother Tabby, and he fantasized about that at times during exercise, particularly with the latter woman. And then there were the fantasies involving the active participation of others, and this was where his mind went most often, whether at rest or actively pleasuring himself. Yes, Tabby had a husband, but there was no harm in imagining himself being devoured by her mouth, was there? Or plumbing her front or rear chambers?

And then, there was Ellie, Chris’ sister, who had masturbated before him, who had all but announced her interest in taking him within her body. Had she held other penises? Haden wasn’t sure, and it was the uncertainty that gave him pause. Experienced women—judging from the porn Haden watched—approached sex with energy, excitement, passion. Inexperienced girls, like Anastasia, just kind of held still, letting the male do all the work, without any indication of enjoyment.

Tabby was a mother of three, and undoubtedly familiar with the joys of sexual intercourse. Ellie, Haden feared, would just lie there, or sit there, of wait impassively on hands and knees for a vaginal sensation she’d never felt before, concentrating on Haden’s penis, learning to enjoy it later.

“Haden, do you know?” Anastasia asked.

“Huh?” Haden blurted. Apparently, people had been talking.

“Do you have to be naked for today’s meeting?”

“Uh, no,” Haden replied. “They didn’t say anything about that.”

“Will you, though?” Terry asked.

Haden directed a deer-in-the-headlights look at Terry, because this wasn’t something he’d thought about, or was ready to consider. Chip was right. Boys got erections, Haden would get an erection, and he didn’t need a bunch of people at school seeing it, either his fellow students or, worse, teachers and administrators. His courage was arriving unevenly, stronger in some contexts than others.

But as they bantered, the thought crossed his mind—going nude to see Terry nude. And see other girls nude. And then, what would follow? Was sex a natural consequence of mixed nudity?

Haden wasn’t sure, but his limited experiences seemed to suggest it.

Terry offered the kind of laugh one uses to break embarrassed tension.

“Are you going to go naked to it, Anastasia?” she asked.

“Yes,” was her simple answer.

“Don’t tell me you’re thinking about going,” Keyman said to Terry.

“What’s wrong with going?” she asked.

“Naked?” Keyman said.

“We’ve already established that,” she said. “It’s allowed but not required.”

“Well . . .” Keyman stammered, tilting his head toward Anastasia.

“Yeah, she will be,” Terry said, nodding as Anastasia looked up with an air of what might be called satisfaction. “That doesn't mean the rest of us have to be. I’m just curious.”

“Where did Zombeast go?” Haden asked, looking at Keyman.

“I don’t know, just walked out with his friends I guess,” Keyman said, adding unnecessarily, “He had lunch at another table today.”

Haden made a mental note to catch up with Zombeast in Chemistry II, his last class of the day. Maybe he could even get him to come to the Breeding Club. Anastasia might serve as a lure. Who wouldn’t want to be in the same room with the naked girl?

But Zombeast was not hovering outside the lunchroom, and he showed up late to chemistry, settling into the back of the classroom, well away from Haden and the seat for Anastasia that had been set next to his, as was the practice of every teacher that day.




Chapter 26: The First Official Meeting of the Breeding Club

As they’d been doing all day, Haden and Anastasia sat together for the Breeding Club meeting, in the same row of seats where Haden had sat the day before, along with the non-athletic boys and the other girls, including Demeter Marseilles and Trish Bailey, as well as Terry, who ended up on the other side of Haden, clothed. More than two dozen students had come, but neither Keyman nor Zombeast had made the meeting, and Haden was beginning to suspect they never would, that this would among the three of them be strictly a Haden thing, that the interest they shared in ShapeLord was a mutuality not repeated in other realms. A mutuality that might, sadly, fade now there were other things to think about.

Anastasia was not the only nude person here, Haden quickly noted.

Ramp Foley, safety for the Harrison High football team, had shed his clothes at some point, and he was sitting boldly in the midst of his teammates, a gaggle of athletes who seemed, for the first time in Haden’s experience, to be quite disconcerted.

Haden did his best to discretely take in the scene, the boisterous jocks all but silenced, some pretending to consult textbooks, some studying their phones, some nodding sagely as they whispered to each other, some gazing off, as though the top of a bookshelf or the corner where two walls met was about to burst into flames. And all the while, Ramp sat. Ramp, and his penis. The boy was stocky, big bones wrapped thickly with both muscle and fat. And at the moment, he was erect, his penis fully-engorged, rising up from a wreath of thick pubic hair toward the ceiling, an aroused rod of respectable length and girth.

While Haden was taking the member in from the corner of his eye, he sensed Ramp’s attention, and he involuntarily glanced upwards, discovering with alarm that Ramp was staring back at him, staring at Haden. Staring at Haden French with all his focus.

What did he want?

Ramp Foley, safety for the Harrison High War Eagles, what do you want?

Haden settled for an affirming nod, for he could imagine no other reply. And it was sincere, for Ramp was exhibiting a new courage, the rarest courage, doing something for reasons known only to himself, without any encouragement from anyone. No one was cheering this deed. Surely his parents hadn’t told him to end the day displaying his stiffened sexuality before his peers, male and female. His teammates were obviously at a loss. Propelled entirely by some inner state of mind, Ramp had taken a stand, come what may. Was exposing his erection—a reflection of a profoundly personal mental state—not unlike speaking of deep feelings? Professing romantic love? Reading his own poem?

Even Billy Muenster, class clown, sat dormant, looking down, thumbs tapping absently at his phone.

So Haden raised his chin at Ramp, lowered it, offered the tight-lipped expression that conveys approval among men, and Ramp straightened his back, grinned broadly. It was a grateful smile, a smile of understanding, of community.

At this moment, in this way at least, Ramp and Haden were partners, equals . . . friends.

“Thank you, all of you, for coming today,” said Ms. Mulkey, stepping to the front of the room, eyes sweeping the gathered throng, pausing briefly on the naked girl and, a little longer, on the naked and erect boy. “This is the first official meeting of the Harrison High Breeding Club. Hopefully everyone already knows that, but if you weren’t here yesterday, that’s what this is.”

Ms. Mulkey drew a sheet from her back pocket, unfolded it, peered at it, and took a deep breath, and Haden got the sense she was steeling herself for what she was about to read:

“Our Breeding Club is part of a pilot program sponsored by the federal government and the new Department of Population to encourage procreation, and procreative habits and abilities, among the citizens of our next generation. The goal of the program is the reversal of America’s population decline, and the strategy is to remove all stigma related to human sexuality. The Breeding Club encourages public nudity, sexual openness, sanitary masturbation, and responsible, consensual sexual intercourse. And we celebrate every pregnancy.”

Ms. Mulkey scanned the room, and Haden sensed ongoing nervousness behind a mask of competent professionalism. No one had any questions or objections, so she continued reading.

“Successful reproduction requires many things: an understanding of human reproductive biology, the right equipment and infrastructure, good leadership, and the ability to engage in reproductive acts without hesitation or embarrassment.”

Ms. Mulkey looked up again, swallowed, and Haden sensed a new level of barely-concealed anxiety.

“The key to successful reproduction is the sex act,” Ms. Mulkey continued, and she looked up and stopped reading from her script. “Having sex. So that’s what we’re going to do here. Today. We’re going to . . . if we have some volunteers . . . we’re going to get through the basics of intercourse . . . sexual intercourse . . . now, today.”

Ms. Mulkey looked up, clearly frightened now.

“So . . . were there any volunteers?”

“To have sex?” Terry said from her seat at Haden’s left, her voice loud enough that it startled Haden. “Here, in front of everyone?”

There was a brief round of tension-breaking laughter before Ms. Mulkey nodded and looked around the room again. “Yes,” she said. “If we have a volunteer. Or . . . two, actually.”

More laughter, which ended when a dark-haired girl got up and, looking mortified, slung her bag over her shoulder and walked out.

Haden watched her go, but his mind was on other things. The two most obvious choices for volunteer were the two naked kids, Ramp and Anastasia. And Ramp was ready to do his part, Haden confirmed with another quick look at the athlete’s penis. But Ms. Mulkey didn’t seem to think that nudity by itself meant a willingness to volunteer for this, and she continued to peer around the room.

“Ramp,” someone said from the athletes’ area, making it sound like a cough. Ramp looked at the source of the noise and smiled, but he didn’t raise his hand.

“Any volunteers?” Ms. Mulkey said, ignoring the disruption.

“I would like to,” Anastasia said, rising as though volunteering to work a math problem on the board.

“Okay, we have our female,” Ms. Mulkey said, voice rising with relief. “Thank you, Anastasia! Do we have a male who would like to participate? Is there a male?”

“Ramp!” someone else coughed, followed by others. “Ramp! Ramp!”

Haden looked at Ramp with the dread that comes from preparing to witness the inevitable. Of course Ramp would be the one, and Haden would have to watch the first girl he’d had sex with give her body to someone else. She could do worse, of course. Ramp was sturdy, healthy, popular, big. But that didn’t make it any easier.

“Can Haden do it?” Anastasia asked, looking at Ms. Mulkey, not at the boy seated next to her.

“We’d have to ask,” Ms. Mulkey said, and she turned toward Haden and addressed him doubtfully. “Haden . . . would you like to . . . volunteer for this?”

Haden’s mind performed an impressive array of shifts in the next five seconds, clanking from the anticipation of stabbing envy to all the ramifications of having sex in front of his peers to a definitive yes. There were benefits to doing this. There were risks as well. After a quick tabulation of the items in each column, he had no doubt.

“Yeah,” he said. “Sure.”

“Very good,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Would you like to undress in the boys’ room?”

“Huh?” Haden said. “Oh, yeah. Sure.”

Heart pounding, penis hardening, Haden rose and exited, not looking at anyone, and he made his way in an almost drunken state of preoccupation to the restroom down the hall.

He had the sense of people milling about, all dressed the same, but only when he reached the male toilets did he realized that the girls’ volleyball team was gathering there, probably getting ready for a match.

He stripped, shakily, rolling his shoes and shirt into his jeans, heading back into the hall, where the volleyball team was still there.

“What are you doing?” a girl demanded, her voice pitched high with scandal.

“Shhhh, shhhh!” urged her teammate, covering her mouth and leaning in but remaining fully audible as she whispered loudly. “It’s a new thing they’re doing. Breeding or something. It’s supposed to be normal.”

There were a dozen girls here, and Haden walked the gauntlet of eyes with too many thoughts to be entirely one thing, either embarrassed or aroused or self-conscious. He knew that some of the girls must be studying his face, trying to guess his motive and intentions, while others looked at the erect penis that bounced with every step, gathering all the information they needed by that means.

For his part, he focused on reaching the meeting room; and eventually, he arrived.

“Okay, here we go,” Ms. Mulkey said, her relief growing palpable. She obviously didn’t think Haden was going to go through with it. “Haden, can you step over here? That’s right, put your clothes in your chair. And then, can you step over here, next to Anastasia?”

Haden, who before had been paying close attention to his fellow students, glancing at faces, casting an occasional eye at Anastasia’s naked body, watching the football players and the one bare erection among them, found himself wanting to avoid their eyes now. What was he afraid of? Well, he didn’t want to see their eyes on his penis, for one. He didn’t want to see them laughing, or smiling, or whispering things to each other.

He was no athlete, it must be admitted, neither was he malformed—healthy and pleasant-looking, a little bigger than average in terms of height and weight and member-size.

And Anastasia had chosen him. Even if he were unusually-shaped, with a rod either notably long or bent, or unexpectedly small, his naked acquaintance had asked that he be the one to perform that most intimate of acts with her.

And really, did it matter anyway? Haden wondered to himself, submitting to an unexpected bout of philosophy as he awaited further instructions. The partakers of sex came in all shapes, sizes and colors, all of them finding others eager to share their bodies—at least if the pornography he’d viewed was any guide. Sex, including that sex performed before others for their entertainment or edification, should be a universal benefit.

“We’re going to start with anatomy,” Ms. Mulkey said. “First, the female. Anastasia, will you turn so everyone can get a look at you?”

Anastasia began turning slowly while Ms. Mulkey narrated.

“Anastasia’s kept her pubic hair, but there’s nothing wrong with shaving it or waxing it if you prefer. And can everyone see the crease behind her hair? That’s the front of her vulva. When it’s spread, you’ll find the clitoris there and, further back, her vaginal opening.”

Haden sensed movement to his right, turned to see a pair of students, male and female, collecting their things, rising and departing. To Haden’s left, one of the jocks did as well, a football player whose name Haden didn’t know, his departure unremarked by the other athletes.

“Let’s have you bend,” Ms. Mulkey said.

Anastasia didn’t hesitate, angling the top part of her body down, putting her hands on her knees and, without being told to, turning slowly.

“Can you open yourself up?” Ms. Mulkey asked. Once again, Anastasia’s response was immediately, parting her legs, reaching her hand between her thighs and using two fingers to splay her vulva.

“Anus,” Ms. Mulkey said, pointing. “It can play a role in female arousal, when it’s touched or penetrated. And then, this is her vaginal opening, her clitoris again, and her lips, inner and outer. Thank you, Anastasia.”

Anastasia straightened, Ms. Mulkey turned to Haden, and he grimaced.

“Let’s turn, shall we?” she said.

Haden obeyed, looking at the place where the walls and the ceiling met while Ms. Mulkey pointed to his most personal parts.

“Penis,” she said. “This is the shaft, and this is the tip, or head. Haden’s been circumcised, but if he weren’t, you’d see what’s called a foreskin just behind his tip, and it would cover his tip when he’s not erect. But he’s erect at the moment, which means he’s aroused. I don’t want to speak too much for Haden, but most males in the aroused state, and many females too, want to progress to orgasm, either through self-stimulation, which is called masturbation, or by inserting themselves into a partner’s orifice, or into a tool that provides the same sensation.”

Laughter followed, the kind triggered by over-formalized language to describe earthy things.

Ms. Mulkey seemed comfortable however, Haden noted. Despite his own aroused and vulnerable condition—or more likely because of it—he was particularly sensitive to her demeanor. If she seemed at all nervous or, worse, embarrassed for the two naked students standing next to her, Haden’s own state of ease was in peril. He probably wouldn’t go flaccid. He probably wouldn’t find himself unable to perform with Anastasia. But he would enjoy things less.

Ms. Mulkey wasn’t faking it, Haden was certain, any more than his mother had been. Both women seemed to believe in the rightness of this approach. Nudity, arousal, masturbation, sex and orgasm were simply natural things to them, nothing to be ashamed of, embarrassed about, hidden. Ms. Mulkey’s initial jitters seemed to be fading, Haden thought, maybe because she had the volunteers she needed.

“And now,” Ms. Mulkey continued, “if Anastasia and Haden are ready, we’re going to ask them to demonstrate intercourse.” She looked at each of the youths in turn, and Haden nodded, and Anastasia said “Sure.”

“Good,” Ms. Mulkey said with the same assurance. “So Anastasia—this is so we can all observe—Anastasia, I’m going to ask you to get down on your hands and knees, and Haden, we’re going to have you get behind her and enter her from that angle.”

Anastasia dropped as instructed, and Haden knelt behind the girl and gazed down at her waiting vagina, and all his interest in anything came down to that place, and his memories of how it felt last time, and how it would feel this time. Perhaps he should have waited for some concrete assent from her, a spoken invitation to penetrate her body, or the turn of the head and the raised eyebrow that meant the same thing, but when the girl spread her knees slightly and arched her back to raise her opening to him, that was enough for Haden, and he reached down, spread her lips and guided his tip into her hole.

And at that precise moment, the student body’s resident humorist found his voice.

“Woof!” went Billy, the sound just barely disguised as a cough, the meaning clear enough that laughter broke forth from some of the athletes around him. But others remained silent, including everyone on the non-athletic side of the room. Here was sex, after all. In all its glory. Unvarnished. Unashamed. Unprotected. What response should one give, other than quiet reverence?

Haden was moving now, sliding in and out of the Anastasia’s female chamber steadily, with a mind toward both his pleasure and his role in a club demonstration that was not meant to end prematurely.

The girl felt as good as she had a few days prior, Haden noted, her embrace warm and evenly tight to the depths of her barrel, so he pushed himself up to the hilt and stayed, relishing the sensations, in no hurry to release.

“Wow, very good,” Ms. Mulkey said, impressed perhaps by Haden’s ability to pause. “Have you done a lot of this, Haden?”

“I haven’t, Ma’am,” Haden said, struggling to get the words out audibly.

“Okay, anyone who wants to, I’d like you to step up and get a look,” Ms. Mulkey said. “This is something we need to get very comfortable with. So come on up. Come on up. I’d like everyone to see active penetration, which is going to stop when Haden ejaculates, and we may not have much time.”

If the students felt a need to rush to the carnal spectacle before them, they did not show it. The jocks rose in ones and twos, the seated as well, sauntering over and gazing down, looking at the place where the two bodies had joined.

Haden allowed himself to be only mildly distracted by the voyeurs around him. Nor was it difficult to keep his focus on the girl. Familiarity, in this case, bred a delicious foreknowledge. He knew what would happen, and how good it would feel, when it was time.

“Has anyone who wanted to gotten a look?” Ms. Mulkey asked. The last to peer down returned to their places, and no one else rose. Haden glanced up, noticed some of the males looking profoundly uncomfortable, the braver ones adjusting themselves, Ramp’s penis as firm as ever. Had he come to look? Haden wasn’t sure.

“Were there any questions?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Does it feel good for the girl?” someone asked. Haden looked toward the source of the question, confirmed it was Terry.

“Anastasia, can you tell us how it feels?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Interesting,” Anastasia said, her voice clear, her head raised and twisted to speak to the assistant principal. “It’s always a little uncomfortable at first. But I like how Haden does it. Sort of slow most of the time. And he’s the right size.”

Haden heard several suppressed laughs, one from a jock, one from a girl on the other side of the room. What were they laughing at? Was Anastasia funny, or just plain weird? Or was she just different? Like anyone else?

“Do you think you’ll be able to orgasm, Anastasia?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“No,” Anastasia said, as inexpressively as she’d been when it was just Haden’s mother in attendance.

“Alright, Haden, you’ve lasted an impressive amount of time,” Ms. Mulkey said.

“Thanks,” Haden said hoarsely.

“Would you like to finish now?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“I can,” Haden said, and he picked up the pace, his thrusts fast and deep enough that Anastasia’s body rocked back and forth, and it didn’t take much longer. A sharp grunt and a new rate of thrusting, almost machinelike in its intensity, marking the moment when the first bolt of cream rose up from deep within Haden’s loins, reached his tip a moment later and Anastasia’s inner places a moment after that, and all in the room sat enraptured by this most essential moment in the endless undertaking of human reproduction.

Haden panted through the finish, self-awareness preventing a display of his full ardor, and he looked down, satisfied with the amount of his release now spilling out between his softening shaft and Anastasia’s inner labia. He was still semi-firm as he fell back, withdrawing from the girl’s chamber, and he looked at her wet vulva dazedly until someone started a slow clap.

It was Billy, of course, who’d risen to his feet and brought his hands together once, twice, a few more times, gradually picking up the pace.

Some laughed, some clapped along with him, some just stared at the couple, insensible to anything else.

“Thank you, Anastasia,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Thank you, Haden. Very impressive control. That’s unusual.”

Anastasia drew her right leg beneath her, stood, left the room. Was she offended? No, Haden quickly concluded, she just needed to wipe herself.

“Would anyone else like to participate today?” Ms. Mulkey asked, eyes sweeping the room, returning to Ramp, who was still suffering with an erection that had gone almost purple now. Ramp needed a girl, and no girl was forthcoming, apparently.

Haden looked at the clothes he’d left wadded up on his seat, returned to them, unwrapped them and started dressing with a far greater sense of self-consciousness than he’d felt having sex with Anastasia. Arousal gave you courage, he thought. Confidence. Power. Once it was gone, so were those other things. He was pulling up his pants when he sensed Terry’s eyes on him, and he looked at her.

“Nice,” she mouthed to him, eyes bright.

“Thanks,” he mouthed back and then, uncertain what to say next, he pulled on his shirt and buttoned it before he spoke again.

“You should try it,” he said.

“Really?” Terry said, her face revealing raw amazement. “You think I should now?”

Haden was getting ready to say that he didn’t necessarily think Terry should or shouldn’t do what he’d just suggested, that it was entirely up to her, but she stood before he could say any of it.

“Ma’am,” she announced, “I’d like to do it.”




Chapter 27: More Partnering at the Breeding Club

“Very good, uh, Terry,” said Ms. Mulkey said. “Do you have a partner in mind?”

“Ramp,” Terry said flatly.

“RAMP,” coughed several athletes with their hands over their mouths.

“Ramp, would you like to work with Terry?” Ms. Mulkey asked, and Ramp answered by rocking forward and then, in a move that Haden couldn’t quite follow but found impressive, unscissored his legs, pushed himself upward, and was suddenly standing, his body vertical, his penis horizontal.

Terry didn’t need a bathroom to disrobe in. If Anastasia could spend all day in the nude, Terry could take off her clothing in front of her classmates, and she did so, pulling her sweater over her head, pushing down her jeans and panties, unhooking her bra, kicking off shoes and socks. As the clothes came off, she piled them on her chair, but she seemed to reconsider once she was fully nude, picking up her jeans and creasing them before laying them neatly on the chair, draping her sweatshirt over the back of the chair, lining up shoes and socks on the floor, white bra over the chair back and blue panties over her jeans, as if there were a second, alternative Terry there, invisible and very thin and reassembled to watch the original Terry do what she was going to do.

Anastasia returned to her seat just as Terry finished arranging her things, the girl bearing a wad of tissue to catch any remaining semen as it left her body—Haden’s semen, of course. But for now, Haden’s eyes were fixed on the Black girl who’d been sitting to his left, because the lines of her body were angular where they needed to be, curved where they should be, and Haden was not entirely spent.

She was naked and facing Ms. Mulkey now, the lines of her panties still fading around her waist, her bare bottom close to Haden’s eyes, and urgently round, and perfect.

“Alright, Terry, let’s have you come up and get on your hands and knees, like Anastasia did,” Ms. Mulkey said.

Terry strode forward, dropped.

“Ramp, will you join us?” Ms. Mulkey said. “That’s right, on your knees just like Haden.”

Ramp was as quick to penetrate Terry as he’d been to stand, wasting little time in the review of her holes, less on the spreading of her labia, and now he was inside her, pushing all the way into her, withdrawing slightly and entering her again while he adjusted the angle of his pelvis, and with his next thrust, Terry’s knees left the floor, her lower half suspended for a moment only by the penis in her vagina.

“Oh, uhhh, shebang,” Terry grunted, legs flailing before Ramp lowered her and her knees found the floor again.

“Anyone who didn’t come up the first time needs to take a look, please,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Marky, can you step up? Donald, Misty?”

Where Haden and Anastasia had performed sedately, his thrusts steady, his climax measured, hers nonexistent, Terry and Ramp demonstrated something more robust as the students too shy or astounded the first time made their delayed pilgrimage to the site of juncture.

Ramp, his eyes hard and his breath ragged, his mouth opening and closing like a landed fish, was alternating hard thrusts with the lifting and angling up of his middle, hoisting Terry up over and over again.

Did the girl mind having half her weight supported by the penetration of her femaleness? Not if her grunts were any clue, or the enthusiastic way she pushed back against Ramp whenever her knees found purchase.

Even Haden, late of his own release, found himself shifting uncomfortably as he witnessed the display, his erection returning as his mind considered how Terry must have felt to Ramp.

“Oh, ow, ohhhfuuuuuuck,” Ramp groaned as he struggled through the inevitable orgasm, shaking and grinding and lifting Terry off her knees again, holding her high for the delivery of a male cream chaser to her elixir of arousal.

Terry’s orgasm began as soon as her knees hit the floor, her head down, her mouth open and eyes wide with surprise, her back arching and swaying, but her bottom remaining firmly pressed against Ramp’s hips, as though she wanted to maximize both the sensations of penetration during her arrival, and the receipt of semen.

Might Haden get an opportunity with Terry at some point? Suddenly, he hoped so. The girl had been in his mind a nerd, a bookworm, a wearer of sensible clothing.

Until now.

Would Ramp claim her as his? Would Haden be encroaching if he proposed something with the girl? Would she want to do it with him, most importantly? Well, she had seemed very impressed with his performance with Anastasia. So, maybe.

Doors were opening before Haden, doors he hadn’t known were doors. If not Terry, some other girl here. Misty, perhaps, who’d always caught his eye but, until today, seemed to be operating on another sphere. She was still here. She’d watched him have sex.

And Anastasia. She’d chosen him. She’d wanted him twice so far. Maybe he could . . . maybe he could propose a regular practice session? Maybe he could even ask her to come over to Chris’ this weekend. They were getting together again at 2 on Saturday, for another round of masturbation, oral sex, whatever occurred to them. Ellie might be available. Tabby would be there, supervising. Haden needed to check with Chris, and if he said yes, he’d invite both girls. For practice. Yes, that’s what he’d call it. Breeding Club practice. Anastasia and Terry.

Haden’s penis was writhing within his clothing, not enough room to do what it wanted to do.

“Thank you, to all four of our volunteers,” Ms. Mulkey said, and Terry and Ramp clambered to their feet and looked around dazedly as their peers clapped for them again, clapped for Haden and Anastasia as well.

Ramp had deposited his clothes in a pile in the corner, as it turned out, and he went to them and began pulling them on, while Terry returned her body to her own garments, the union of the athlete and the Black nerd a fading memory. The two of them would not forget, however. How could they?

“As the coordinator of the Breeding Club here,” Ms. Mulkey continued, “I’m learning a lot about things, mainly about how much I don’t know. There’s a lot more to effective intercourse than we’ve seen today.”

Ms. Mulkey seemed to catch herself, adding quickly, “Not that our volunteers didn’t do a great job. They did. I saw a lot of confidence. Both our males inseminated their girls. But there are things most people don’t know, even adults, about how it should be done. And we’ll be going over that. Next week, I hope everyone will come back, and you’ll invite a friend or two. We’re saving America. We’re going to keep our population growing, and it starts here. We’re going to get some equipment. We’re going to get coaching, and do some modules at home. There’s a proposed breeding camp we need to go over. Talk to your parents. Let them know what you’re doing, what you saw. If they have questions, they can speak to me. And oh, hey, everyone, open yourself up to new experiences. Meet someone you trust and masturbate them, have intercourse with them. Just take your clothes off with them if that’s all you want to do. There are forms on the table there. Everyone get one. If you want to be a member of the Breeding Club, you need to fill out the form, sign it, agree to the terms. Read it over carefully. Thank you everyone! Thank you!”

Haden grabbed his bag and headed toward the door, picking up a membership form, mindful of Anastasia’s presence beside him. His expectation was to leave the school quietly, say a few final words to Anastasia, maybe suggest meeting at Chris’ on Saturday. But his peers had other ideas.

A meaty hand landed on the back of his neck, and he turned to see Chip smiling at him.

“Well played, Sir,” Chip said, echoing Ms. Mulkey with his next words. “Very impressive control indeed.”

Haden smiled uncertainly.

“Next orgy I get invited to,” said Billy, walking at Haden’s left, “you’re gonna be my wing man.”

There was laughter, more shoulder slaps, and Terry squeezed his arm as well before she caught up with Ramp, and the two smiled at each other and exchanged a few words Haden couldn’t hear before they parted ways and the rest of the athletes moved on.

“Still think you might transfer?” Haden asked Anastasia.

“Yes,” she said simply.

“Thanks for choosing me,” Haden said.

“I wasn’t sure if you wanted to,” she said. “But since I’ve already had you in me, it seemed to make sense.”

“Yeah, I wanted to,” Haden said, following up the words with a bluntness that surprised him. “I’d like to again, too.”

“At school?” she said. “For the club?”

“Or at home,” Haden said. “Or maybe at a friend’s house, if you wanted to do that.”

“Which friend?”

“His name is Chris,” Haden said. “He goes to Overland High School. We’re supposed to get together this Saturday afternoon.”

“And do what?” Anastasia asked. She sounded a little doubtful.

“Two Saturdays ago, we masturbated,” Haden said. “With his sister. And sucked each other’s penises.”

Haden pushed the door open for the girl, letting her go first, looking at her broad hips and her narrow waist and her expanding ribs. He wanted her again. He wanted Terry now too. He wanted a girl to react to him. Anastasia’s body felt delicious, but she never reacted.

Should they have kissed when they reached her car? Hugged at least?

“Bye,” Anastasia said simply, swinging her bookbag off her shoulders so she could pull her car keys out.

“Bye,” Haden said, lingering, and he watched the girl drive away and thought about sex. He was doing things he’d never dreamed of before the school year started, and it felt natural while he was doing it, and afterwards he remembered it as though it must have been a dream.

That evening, Tatum came home a little earlier than usual, and Haden was masturbating in the den a little longer than usual (delaying orgasm, initially just a way to maximize pleasure, was now a means for impressing his peers as well), so he was still working at his sleeved member when she arrived at the door.

“Hey, kid, how was school?” she asked.

“It was good,” he said, his hand slowing slightly around his penis. “We’re . . . they’re . . . doing a new thing there. It’s called the Breeding Club.”

“Breeding Club,” Tatum repeated. “You mean . . .”

“To save the human population,” Haden said with a husky laugh. Active sexuality and minor humor could share space in his conscious, he was learning, at least briefly.

“Tell me more,” she said, setting down her purse and leaning against the door jamb.

“Anastasia was there,” Haden said, “and she was . . . all day, naked, and . . . we had, there was a meeting, Ms. Mulkey . . . and two of us, Anastasia . . .”

“Why don’t you finish and then tell me?” Tatum offered.

“Yeah,” Haden said, “it’s a little complicated.”

Why had he ever been nervous about telling his mother this? He’d been worried about being ignored, replaced by someone else as Anastasia’s partner, ridiculed for even presuming to show up at the club meeting. But now he was eager to share the details of a high school experience that had gone surprisingly well, and he masturbated at his finishing pace, hand rising and falling quickly all along the length of his shaft, mind revisiting the real feel of Anastasia’s vagina, and the speculative feel of Terry’s vagina, and he climaxed with a fierce grunt and the rocking of his hips, and he continued massaging his penis until he sensed his release was finished, and he pulled off his sleeve and headed up the hall, finding Tatum in her bedroom, putting on her slippers.

“Okay,” he began, still a little breathless, his penis still softening. “A lot happened today.”

“Tell me,” she said.

“So, our school started up a Breeding Club. A few days ago. I was going to tell you, once I figured out if it was legit or whatever. And it’s being done by the feds. Federal government. They’re doing it all over America. Harrison High is, like, a pilot program. I think that’s what they said.”

“I think I saw something about that,” Tatum said. “Secretary of Population. So they’ve come to Harrison?”

“Yeah,” Haden said. “They’re going to teach us all about it.”

“All about what?”

“Well, sex mainly,” Haden said. “But, you can be naked there.”

“Where?”

“School.”

“Has anyone done that?”

“Anastasia,” Haden said.

“I thought she went to Windsor.”

“She does, but she’s going to transfer to Harrison. Today was her first visit.”

“And she went through nude?”

“Yes. All day.”

“And you saw this yourself?”

“Yes,” Haden said. “She spent the day with me.”

“You didn’t go to class?”

“I did. She went to all my classes. She’s taking hard classes too.”

Tatum raised her eyebrows, opened her eyes wide, passed her hand over the top of her scalp, her hair flaring out behind her before it settled down again.

“How was this received?” she asked. “At your school?”

“They were really trying to make it work,” Haden said. “Everyone knew about it. When she pulled up in her car, the Drye-Fielding, they were waiting for her. And they—”

“So it worked, then.”

“It did. Anastasia even did class participation.”

“That’s great,” Tatum said. “And she liked Harrison enough to transfer?”

“Yeah, but that’s not the whole story,” Haden said. “We had a meeting this afternoon. After school. Of the Breeding Club.”

Tatum waited this time for Haden to say his next words.

“We had sex there,” he said.

“Who had sex?”

“Me and Anastasia,” he said.

“Where?”

“During the meeting,” Haden said. “In the meeting room.”

“In front of everyone?”

“Yeah,” Haden replied simply. “Me . . . us . . . and one other boy and girl.”

“Who?”

“Terry. She’s a friend of mine, sort of. Kinda nerdy. And Ramp.”

“Ramp’s a person?”

“Yeah. Ramp.”

“Who names their son Ramp?”

“That’s not his real name, probably. But it’s what everyone calls him. He plays football, and they all have nicknames.”

“The football players are in the Breeding Club?”

“Some were there,” Haden said. “I think they were interested because of Anastasia.”

“They knew her too?”

“Not until lunch time, probably. Some of them came to talk to us, because of her. And they were sort of nice. Funny. And they were okay with Anastasia. I mean, treated her okay, even though she wasn’t wearing anything.”

“How were they with you?” Tatum asked.

“Cool,” Haden replied. “They even congratulated me, after the meeting.”

“Because of . . .”

“I . . . Anastasia. I sort of waited with her. To orgasm. Ms. Mulkey said I did a good job.”

“So Ms. Mulkey was there for all of this?”

“Yes, she ran it.”

“And you were okay with it?”

“I guess so?”

“You guess so?”

“Well, I was nervous at first.”

“And Anastasia?”

“She was the first to volunteer. For sex.”

“And everyone was okay with it?”

“A few people left,” Haden said. “Not like they were mad, or upset. Just like they needed to be somewhere else.”

“And this is going to continue?” Tatum asked.

“Seems like it. I’m going to sign up for the club. Ms. Mulkey was talking about more things. Learning how to do it better. There’s a breeding camp I think.”

“A breeding camp,” Tatum said. It was not a question, more a restatement, but Haden knew this was the way she looked for information when something surprised her.

“I don’t know anything about it,” Haden said. “Where it is or what you do there.”

“But you’re interested?”

“Yeah, if it works with school.”

“It’s this summer?”

“I don’t even know that. Maybe.”

“Find out how much it costs, too,” Tatum said.

“I will,” Haden said, adding after a pause, “I would get a job if I needed to.”

“You really want to do this,” Tatum noted.

Haden nodded but said nothing. This new world he’d discovered was occupying all of his mind right now, but he didn’t want to make it too obvious.

“Schoolwork first,” Tatum said, stating the obvious.

“Yes,” Haden agreed, turning toward his bedroom.

Haden, doing his best to keep his new life in balance, settled at his desk, went to his chemistry assignment and fought a wave of memories to get a handle on valences and bonding before he opened his Pleasure Overland account.

He was just going to message Chris with the proposal that Anastasia join them at his place Saturday, but there were a dozen messages waiting for him there, mostly from screennames he didn’t recognize. But after a quick review of the senders—PigskinCatcher, HikeYikes, Middleman—he concluded that these were messages from the jocks, that they’d somehow found his account, and now they wanted to talk.

But what did they want? Haden’s finger hovered over the touchpad, and his stomach churned. Would this be the reckoning he’d dreaded, the ridicule he still, in some small but persistent corner of his mind, believed he deserved?

He scanned the list of senders again, more carefully, found one from Anastasia, one from Chris. He opened Chris’ first.

“Hey, coming this Saturday? 2 o’clock?”

“Yeah,” Haden replied. “Okay if I bring someone named Anastasia?”

While he waited for the reply, Haden opened Anastasia’s message.

“I am sorry for making you stay with me all day,” she began. “I didn’t even ask if you had friends you would rather be with. You were very nice to do our demonstration. I guess I still want to go to your friend’s on Saturday, if you want me there.”

Haden sighed, leaned back, looked down at his penis, which always tingled when he thought of Anastasia.

So Haden wasn’t the only teen who suffered from extreme self-doubt, an insecurity so severe it could lead to a complete misunderstanding of what was really going on. Today was, hands down, his best day of school. Ever. Because of Anastasia.

But how do you reply to an email like that without overdoing it? She’s not my girlfriend, he reminded himself. We’re not in love. We’re not even in like. We’re just friends who happen to share the same interest in something.

Haden began a reply, deleted most of the words, tried again, erased all of it, saw that Chris had replied.

“Bring anyone you want!” Chris had written. “The more the merrier.”

Haden returned to his Anastasia reply, decided less was more.

“I hope you can make it Saturday, my friend’s name is Chris, and he wants you there. Here’s his address.”

Haden almost hit send before he paused, pondered, added a P.S. “I really liked having you with me today. The demonstration was fun.”

He surveyed the rest of the messages, clenched his jaw as he decided which he’d open first.

Start at the top, he told himself, a decision made easier because it was from terrycharrison, the sender obvious.

“Hey, Haden, it’s Terry,” the girl had written. “I really feel like today went well. Don’t you? So I figured out what your account was! ‘Cutlass’ was the obvious clue. And I told some other people. Ramp and his friends. They wanted to contact you. So if you hear from them, you have me to thank! I think the Breeding Club is cool. Maybe we can practice?”

Haden imagined being inside Terry’s body, felt another tingle in his penis, decided to hold off his reply until he’d read the other messages.

Skip and Chip had messaged him, Ramp and Billy as well, and a few non-athletes he didn’t know, all sharing some variation on introducing themselves, praising his performance with Anastasia, and expressing interest in further conversation.

No ridicule, not even an off-color joke.

Haden returned to Terry’s email, wrote the following in response: “Hey, Terry. Practice sounds good. Want to meet at my friend’s house this Saturday, 2 o’clock? His name is Chris, and he goes to Overland. Anastasia will probably be there. His family are nudists, so no clothes required.”

Haden’s penis hardened, and he grabbed it restlessly and stroked it bare, not inclined to retrieve a wrap. And he continued masturbating when he wasn’t pressing the keys to build on his message: “You did great today. I liked how Ramp lifted you up by your vagina. I’d like to try the same thing with you, maybe after we suck each other. We didn’t go over that in the meeting but I like doing it. Maybe we can try it, just licking each other and . . .”

After he finished with a surprisingly strong orgasm, aiming his penis up to keep the semen off his keyboard, he washed his hands, deleted the last paragraph and hit Send.

Haden went nude to dinner, providing his mother with more detail on the Breeding Club meeting and his day with Anastasia while his mind struggled with raw arousal, and he was fully-erect again as he cleared the table.

Back in his room, he wrapped his penis but didn’t masturbate immediately. Instead, he returned to his Pleasure Overland inbox. “I’ll be there!” Terry had written. “What’s the address?”

Haden was typing up Chris’ address when another message from Terry arrived.

“And how do you think we should do it?” she’d asked.

“Maybe I should get behind you,” Haden wrote, his penis throbbing while his mind neared a state of arousal that might be compared to inebriation. “It seemed like that was a good position for you and Ramp, and it made it easier for everyone to see him going inside your vagina.”

Haden stared at his inbox, fighting the urge to grab his member and orgasm right then. This was something new, these messages with Terry, a form of sexuality he’d never considered, never seen represented in pornography. A lid was being lifted that had hidden a part of his mind he didn’t know existed.

“Yes,” Terry replied within a minute, “to lift me, but pyrhaps also you should engage with me from the front, while I’m on my back, so you can enter me that way, and see how it feels for you, and both of us.”

“Let’s try it both ways,” Haden typed, staring at his screen in a stupor as he imagined all the other things he wanted to write, about how he’d enter Terry’s body, how long he would stay in her, how he would move within her, but before he could type any more words in, his hand moved of its own accord to the middle of his shaft, and he squeezed and came and sighed out, shaking in his desk chair, groaning with pleasure.

After he caught his breath, he grabbed the edge of his desk and looked down at the dark oval of semen at the tip of his wrap, and hit Send.

Did Terry feel it? Was writing this way, politely but explicitly to Haden, also a source of fresh, unexpected arousal for her? Was she masturbating? Had she just climaxed?

Yes on all counts, Haden believed as he read her final message of the night: “I’d like that. And I meant to write ‘perhaps,’ sorry for the typo.”

Haden, his penis finally reverting to its fully-dormant state, returned to his inbox and replied to everyone else, soberly, a few words to each of encouragement or support, depending on what they’d said, for example agreement that the Breeding Club seemed to be a good use of their time, and patriotic as well.




Chapter 28: Life on a Changing Planet

On the planet where Anastasia had once been the only resident, living in naked bliss until all the boys showed up, new things were happening. She continued to live nude as the boys and their families and the other people arrived and built cities and visited her and were naked with her. But now the boys especially liked to visit her, and they liked to take their clothes off in her little forested refuge, and their penises would get big. And they were doing something new: Anastasia would let them put their penises inside her, up her vagina, and then stay there and move there until they had their wet orgasms.

The boys were all very nice. They only did things to Anastasia when she said they could. She liked what they did, because they enjoyed it, and it made her feel like she was contributing to . . . everything.

Sometimes, though, she knew that when a boy put his penis in a girl, she ended up pregnant.

Did Anastasia want to be pregnant? That was the whole point of it, wasn’t it? But did she want a baby?

No. She wanted to live her life on her own terms. And once you had a baby, his or her terms were more important than yours. That’s how they put it in sex ed at Windsor High, and it made sense to her.

Because she’d just finished her period, she wasn’t fertile for either of Haden’s deposits, she believed. But what if she were? You could still get the pregnancy terminated. Things could be done. She would need to look into that. Maybe Ms. Mulkey had some advice.

For a time on her planet, she had been worried about life in the cities, convinced that some of the parents were forcing their children to wear things that covered up their penises and vaginas, so she did some research and asked lots of questions and determined that if it was happening, it was done only to protect the children from too much touching, which some people did for some reason, and Anastasia came to regard the entire episode as entirely misguided and entirely necessary, for it had led to other very important things in her life.




Chapter 29: A Gathering of Breeders

Haden showed up early at Chris’s place that Saturday. He wanted to get there before Anastasia and Terry showed up, so he could do introductions and so things wouldn’t start happening before he could offer some direction. There were certain favors he wanted that afternoon.

He was at least as nervous as he’d been two weeks before, when he’d visited for the first time. More people would be here, meaning more uncertainty. And it all seemed too . . . easy. Were girls always this interested in sex? Was there some power possessed only by the government of the United States that could get females to partake openly and without shame in earthly pleasure? Young and inexperienced as he was in these matters, he believed he was witnessing something unprecedented in human history, the perfect storm of a decades-old sexual revolution, a critical mass of high school students who no longer had any plausible reason to abstain, an internet increasingly loaded with a virtual on-demand sexual training regime, and—like a lit match dropped on dry tinder—a federal government for the first time issuing a call for general sex.

Patriotism. Maybe that was it. You could get people to do anything if you could convince them they were doing it for the Fatherland. Or Motherland. Yeah, that too.

Haden was dressed when he got into the car, but he was wearing loose clothing, and as he crossed town, he pulled things off at stoplights, so that when he arrived at his destination, he was nude. The family lived on a side street, and their driveway was hidden to some extent by shrubbery and the trunk of a big tree, so he believed no one would see him on the short walk from car to front door. Or, if they saw him, they wouldn’t care. Or if they cared, they wouldn’t do anything about it. And he didn’t want to have to deal with the annoyance of undressing when he got inside. He wanted to be naked for whomever opened the door, especially if it were Tabby. Arriving naked was as much a practical matter as a social one, though. From the moment he got into the car, the expectations of sex—in particular ways, with particular people—had him hardening, and staying dressed under those conditions was painful.

Ringing the bell naked and erect was the easy part. Wondering what would happen in the next few hours was much more challenging.

Ellie opened the door this time, as naked as she apparently always was at home. Haden was expecting Tabby, but this was okay too. More than okay.

“Hey, Haden!” she said brightly, searching his body, her gaze resting briefly on his penis. Was she surprised by his nudity? Or his erection? Probably not.

“Hey, Ellie,” he said, trying to sound casual, not sure he was succeeding. This was the same boyish body he remembered from two weeks prior—blonde hair, small breasts, narrow hips, but no penis; instead, a triangle of dark brown pubic hair to hide her female opening.

“What are you going to do here this time?” she asked, stepping back to let him in.

“I guess . . .” Haden said, pausing for a moment, “getting more practice.”

He entered the home, let Ellie shut the door behind him.

“Just with Chris?” she asked. “And masturbating?”

“Well,” Haden said, stepping to the hooks, but only to hang up his keys this time. “Maybe more than that.”

Ellie had followed him as he hung up his keys, surprising him with her closeness when he turned. And she was looking at his penis again, this time less discreetly.

“Some other people might show up too,” he said.

“Your friends?” she asked. Her voice rose slightly, her eyes widened. Was she hoping there would be more boys?

“Yeah, from school,” Haden said, adding for the purposes of disabusal, “Anastasia, and Terry. Terry’s a girl too.”

“What are they doing?” Ellie asked.

“Well . . .” Haden began, laughing at the open-endedness of the question, “they’re sort of . . . there’s this breeding club at school. It’s new. And they’re part of it. And so am I. And you’re supposed to, you know . . .”

As Haden stumbled, Ellie continued to stare, content to wait patiently for the explanation.

And now her nipples were hard. Or harder. Had they been so before? He wasn’t sure.

His mind, seeking ground from which to speak about this peculiar thing, remembered his chat with Terry, the casual, explicit, profoundly arousing exchange of sexual ideas.

“We practice having sex,” he said, starting over. “They have us do it at school, so we’ll get better at it.”

Ellie stared while Haden’s penis just hovered, angled a little above the horizontal, the way it did during solid arousal.

“It’s to save . . . the American population,” he continued a little haltingly. “It’s a government program. Because American’s aren’t having enough children.”

“Cool,” she said.

“We’re the only high school that has a breeding club right now,” he said. “In this area, anyway. And I’m in it.”

“And you want a lot of practice?” Ellie asked.

“Yeah,” he said. “A lot.”

“With a lot of girls,” she said, and she stepped forward until the tip of Haden’s penis was touching her belly, between her navel and the top edge of her muff. “Different girls, I mean.”

“That’s good too,” he said quietly, struggling to keep his voice even. “More than one. Yeah.”

“Hey, my friend, you’re early!” shouted a male voice with startling volume, and Haden was instantly torn from his moment with Ellie, turning sharply to see Chris enter the room.

“Yeah,” Haden said. “Traffic wasn’t bad.”

“Haden’s in a breeding club,” Ellie announced, stepping back.

“Is that we’re calling this now?” Chris asked with a laugh, stepping up and offering Haden a hug, seemingly unconcerned about the penis driving into his hip. Chris’s penis was firming slightly as well, lengthening but pointing down.

“No, it’s at his school,” Ellie corrected. “They have sex there.”

“It just started,” Haden said. “Terry and Anastasia—the two girls who wanted to be here today—are probably going to join it too.”

“Who started it?” Chris asked.

“The federal government, is what we’re being told,” Haden replied. “To save the American population.”

“You’re going to get people pregnant?” Chris asked.

“I’m not clear on that,” Haden said. “Eventually, yeah. But for right now, they just want us to get . . . to know how to do it.”

“Seems pretty simple to me,” Chris said with another laugh. “How much is there to learn?”

“Our school sponsor, this lady . . . she said there’s a lot to learn,” Haden said. “I’m not sure about all the details. But some people have never done it, so that’s what we started off with Thursday.”

“Doing it?” Chris asked. “You mean at school?”

“Yeah, a few of us,” Haden said. “Two couples.”

“You were one of the couples?” Ellie asked.

“Yes. With Anastasia. The girl who said she’d be showing up here.”

“In front of everyone?” Ellie asked.

“Yes.”

“How many people?”

“Maybe like 20 or 30,” Haden replied.

“I don’t know if I could do it in front of that many people,” she said.

“I was a little nervous,” Haden conceded. “But then, you just have to sort of concentrate.”

Ellie laughed and looked at her brother a little tentatively.

“Can I be part of this?” she asked.

“Of what?” Chris asked.

“Of Haden’s breeding club thing,” she said. “He’s becoming an expert, so you should let me learn from him.”

Chris shrugged unenthusiastically, and Haden suspected there was some tension related to him, that maybe Ellie’s interest in Haden ran counter to Chris’s own interests.

The doorbell chimed and Chris went to it this time, quickly, as though relieved by the distraction.

From where he was standing, Haden couldn’t see who was at the door, but as soon as he heard her voice, he knew who it was.

“Is this the Marlette residence?” Anastasia asked.

“Hi,” Chris said. “Are you Terry?”

“Anastasia McHenry,” she said. “Am I at the right home? I was supposed to meet a boy named Haden here.”

“You’re in the right place,” Chris said, stepping back, and Anastasia entered, nude except for a small purse slung over her shoulder, and she took in the room, Haden and Ellie.

“That’s Haden there,” she noted, looking at her friend and demonstration partner.

“Hi, Anastasia,” Haden said, looking the girl over and remembering with a new sense of urgency how her body felt.

“Hi,” she said before she turned back to Chris. “What’s your name?”

“I’m Chris,” he said, “and this is Ellie.”

Chris’s penis continued to lift in obvious response to Anastasia. Haden remained as erect as ever.

Chris was easing the door closed when he paused. “Hello,” he said to someone.

“Sorry I’m late!” came the apologetic voice of Terry, and Haden heard footsteps reach the landing, and moments later, the fully-clothed body of Terry Cooke appeared there. She was smiling a little awkwardly as she glanced among the four peers before her, all nude, both males erect.

“Hi, Haden!” Terry blurted, obviously relieved that someone she’d known for years was there.

“Hey, Terry,” Haden said.

“Did you take your clothes off?” she asked.

“I did,” Haden said, refraining admirably from laughing at her question.

“I guess I should?” she said, inflecting the words into a question.

“Yeah,” Haden said.

“Is that okay?” Terry said, looking from face to face. This is a girl well outside her comfort zone, Haden thought, a house occupied by two naked strangers, a third naked almost-stranger somehow more intimidating than actual sex in front of schoolmates. And yet she was persevering. Courage comes in many forms, and there was some here.

“It is,” said Chris, and he stepped forward. “I’m Chris. I live here. And this is my sister, Ellie. And this is--”

“Anastasia,” Terry finished. “Nice to see you again.”

“Hi,” Anastasia said, adding factually, “We both did a demonstration.”

Terry was in black tights, ballerina flats, a skirt in black watch plaid, a white blouse. She’d dressed up, Haden thought, and now it all needed to come off.

“We have hooks over here,” Ellie said, stepping over to the wall, and Terry followed her and began stripping silently.

“Are we expecting anyone else?” Chris asked.

“This is everyone I invited,” Haden said.

“You’re in the Breeding Club,” Chris said, turning to Haden, “so maybe you should decide what we do.”

“I’ve been to one official meeting,” Haden said with a laugh. “I’m no expert.”

“Haden has staying power,” Terry blurted. She was down to her underwear now, white panties and a white bra, in pleasant contrast to her dark brown skin.

“Staying power?” Chris queried.

“It wasn’t really, it’s not,” Haden stammered. “I just, I took a little . . .”

“With Anastasia,” Terry said, unhooking her bra and sliding it down her arms, her breasts bouncing. “Ms. Mulkey asked if he could take his time with her, and . . . well, Anastasia, maybe you should tell this story.”

“It’s like you said,” Anastasia agreed. “They didn’t want him to climax too quickly.”

“How long did you last?” Chris asked.

“No idea timewise,” Haden said. “A few minutes. But I think Ms. Mulkey thought I’d finish faster than that.”

“We’ve been practicing edging,” Chris announced to the group.

“Edging?” Terry repeated, hanging her panties on their own hook and, now she was completely naked, looking a little more confident.

“Making masturbation last,” Chris explained.

“For more pleasure,” Terry ventured, stepping over, nipples hardening.

“It takes us longer to reset,” Chris said, nodding, “so you make each one last.”

“Reset,” Terry said, as though she were hearing the word in this context for the first time, which was probably the case.

Haden looked at the girl and replayed their explicit online conversation in his mind. Not only had they agreed to practice sex together as they chatted on the Pleasure Overland site, but they’d also discussed positions, and styles. Haden had proposed entering her from behind, and lifting her with his penis as Ramp had done, and she had responded with the suggestion that he also enter her from the front, so they could compare the sensations that accompanied both positions.

Now that the girl was naked and in his presence, however, what seemed to be a sure and arousing thing was less so for Haden, the doubts creeping in. Ramp was an athlete, after all, his body finely-tuned for all manner of physical exploits, both on the field and otherwise. Surely the muscles one developed to play football would serve any number of related purposes, including the elevation of a female’s back end once she’d been impaled by one’s penis. It was in the hams, Haden speculated. Or the quads. Abdominals. Gluteus maximus might help too. He’d remembered the names of all the muscles in the body, from biology. Or maybe the knees, he thought, moving on to the skeletal aspect of the question. The patellae, the femurs, the tibias. Those were important too, because they had to sustain at least half a girl’s weight on every thrust, her legs, pelvis, abdomen, more than half her weight probably. He wouldn’t have to lift her arms, breasts, shoulders or head, but those were the lesser part of her, at least in terms of mass. Could Haden do it? He wasn’t sure, and the thought of failing made him nervous, nervous enough that his arousal lost some of its edge. His penis didn’t shorten, necessarily, but the roar of sexual desire quieted. A little.

“Haden?” Chris said.

“Yeah?”

“You get to call the shots,” Chris said. “We’ve all agreed.”

“Okay,” Haden said, looking at the four peers before him, and struggling with a new anxiety. Two penises, three vaginas. Someone was going to be left out at the start. Who? Think, Haden, think. This is like one of those puzzles. Like the one about the man with the boat who has to get a fox, a chicken and a bag of corn across the river, one at a time. In this puzzle, you have two penises and three vaginas that need penetration. You can only pick two vaginas, so one vagina will have to wait to be filled, meaning one of the girls is going to feel left out at the start. And then, Chris and Ellie are siblings and presumably off limits to each other.

No, there was room here to be creative.

“Who’s wettest?” Haden said, looking at the three females.

Terry laughed, Anastasia remained blank-faced, and Ellie—the least inhibited or self-conscious girl here—reached down between her legs to her vaginal opening, and she pushed her finger into her slot and pulled it out, slick with lubricant.

“I might be,” she said.

“Okay,” Haden said. “Anastasia, since I’ve been inside you twice now, let’s let you practice with Chris. And Terry, since we’ve been talking since Thursday about practicing, let’s go first. But Ellie, since you’re probably wettest, can I lubricate inside you before I get inside Terry?”

Ellie raised her eyebrows, opened her mouth, looked sideways and nodded, an expression whose meaning Haden couldn’t quite make sense of. Was she indicating resigned acceptance of the decision she’d be sharing Haden’s penis with a girl she’d just met? Was this how she responded to any male directive, with a sort of ironic dismissal? Did she want to make the decisions?

“Do you want to use the media room again?” Chris asked.

“Where we were before?” Haden replied. “Yeah, sure.”

Chris turned and headed up the hall, and Haden let the three girls walk before him, and now he was back to unvarnished lust, watching Anastasia’s wide rear, Terry’s full hindquarters, Ellie’s relatively narrower hips.

Haden’s eyes returned to Anastasia’s bottom, and he noticed with surprise something lodged in her anus; a plug perhaps, the kind they sold at Pleasure Overland and a thousand online sites. It was pink, its oval base just visible between her legs. Even with all the openness of this little gathering, this was not something he believed he could ask about, at least not yet. But he was curious. She hadn’t worn one on her visit to his place, or to Breeding Club. What was it for?

“I got my phone hooked up to the screen, so we can watch ourselves, if people want to do that,” Chris announced as they neared the media room.

“It is recording?” Terry asked, not sounding worried either way. But there was an edge to her voice, Haden noticed, an excitement, maybe even a recklessness. Had she always been comfortable with sex, a component of her personality that meshed, at least in her own mind, with studiousness and her fondness for science fiction?

“No,” Chris assured. “Nudists are very particular about that. Anytime recording is going to happen, everyone needs to say okay up front.”

“They don’t want to be seen?” Anastasia asked, sounding surprised.

“That’s a good question,” Chris said, and he stepped into the media room and tapped a phone mounted beneath the big TV screen, and the screen came to life and flashed, and now five naked young people were being broadcast live, but only to themselves, bodies and the room itself slightly distorted by the wide-angle lens.

Haden looked into the monitor until he noticed that everyone was staring at him.

“Okay,” he said, resigned to giving instructions for something that really didn’t need it. “Anastasia, maybe on your hands and knees first, and Chris behind you. So you can start by practicing that way.”

Anastasia glanced at Chris, and the two nodded to each other before she dropped to the floor and assumed what was by now a standard position, her vulva aimed up and her knees spread.

“You’ve got a plug in,” Chris noted, kneeling behind her.

“It’s an anal stimulator,” she said. “For getting wet.”

Chris touched the base of the pink object, put his fingers around it but didn’t attempt to pull it out.

“Does it work?” he asked.

“I think it does,” she said, arching her back as though inviting him to see for himself.

Clearly feeling he’d been given all the welcome required, he spread the girl’s lips and guided his tip to her female opening, slowly pushing into her.

“Okay, yeah,” he grunted. “You’re wet.”

Meanwhile, Haden was preparing for his efforts with Ellie and Terry.

“Okay so . . . Ellie,” he began a little tentatively.

“I was going to wet you, right?” she asked.

“Yeah, if you have enough juice for me,” he said.

“I do,” she said, and she turned to face him, planted her feet a good 18 inches apart, and spread her vaginal lips.

Haden stepped up to the girl, bent his knees, aimed his penis up and drove into her.

“Ohhhh,” Ellie sighed, as though heartbroken, and she bit her lip and looked up at Haden with what appeared to be a mix of horror and gratitude, eyes wide, jaw clenched.

Haden, sorely tempted to stay within her firm embrace, reminded himself that he was just inside the girl to lubricate himself—and to make sure she didn’t feel left out while he worked on Terry. So he stirred around, grunting as her tight walls caressed his shaft and coated it with honey, and then, with supreme effort, he withdrew it and turned to Terry, pointing his glistening member toward her hips.

“Maybe we should start standing up too,” she offered hoarsely, stepping up to Haden, and she rested her left hand on his shoulder, raised her right leg, grabbed Haden’s dripping shaft and aimed at toward her hole.

“Did you want me to . . . lift you from behind?” Haden grunted, eyes going wide as the unique contours of Terry’s internal sex organ grabbed him. Even under the power of the girl’s grip, he was maintaining a vague sense of promises made, of his offer to raise her as Ramp had.

“In a minute . . . maybe,” Terry said, sliding backward and forward, panting. She was doing all the work here, Haden stationary as his well-oiled penis filled and exited her chamber repeatedly.

“Do you think,” she grunted, “you could lift me like this?”

“Maybe,” Haden said. “I can try.”

With a look Haden found deliciously funny, an expression that was serious to the point of studiousness, Terry dropped her right leg, put both her hands on Haden’s shoulders, and waited. Haden wrapped his arms around the small of Terry’s back, planted his feet, straightened his knees, leaned back . . . and Terry ascended.

“Ahh!” she shouted, legs swaying, calves bumping the back of Haden’s thighs. “Oww, oww, DAYUM!”

Haden lowered Terry slightly, but when she made no effort to get her feet back on the floor, and tapped the back of his legs with her heels and smiled at him with delight, he raised her again and allowed gravity to pull her down, forcing his penis so deeply into her sheath it almost hurt him. It was pleasurable too, of course, profoundly so, but there was no way he could orgasm like this, he knew that. So he held up Terry’s impaled body for as long as his legs could support her, and then he bent his knees, let her find her footing, and went to work on her, building steadily and patiently toward orgasm.

As he pushed in and out of her body, he kept his eyes fixed on her chin, but Terry had other ideas.

“C’mon, c’mon,” she urged, and when he looked at her, she pressed her mouth forward, and now they were kissing, lips opened, teeth against teeth, tongue against tongue, a form of lovemaking Haden was aware of but didn’t comprehend the power of until that moment. Anastasia, on hands and knees and still being serenely worked over by Chris, had kissed him, tentatively, during the first of their two times together. Nothing like this.

It was during the deepest part of the kiss that Haden felt the inevitable stirring, the rush of fluids from within him and through his swelling penis, out his tip and into the soft recesses of Terry’s sexuality, one jolt after another of heavy sauce.

“Yeah, yeah, oh yeah,” Terry groaned as Haden deposited the rest of his seed inside her.

Was she cumming? Haden wondered. No, she didn’t seem to be. She wasn’t moving through the display of joys she’d exhibited with Ramp. But this seemed like it had been good for her, and Haden chased the insecurities from his mind.

His softening penis slipped out of Terry’s hole and she eased him back, her hands on his shoulders again, and smiled.

“Okay, that was different,” she said calmly. “I need to sit down.”

She went to the corner of the room and lowered herself slowly, back sliding against the wall, eyes on Chris and Anastasia, who were still joined together, Chris plumbing the girl’s body steadily, keeping his gaze fixed to the small of her back while she waited, impassively, for him to finish.

Haden, standing naked and dazed at the front of the room, glanced toward the screen, saw himself looking back, Chris and Anastasia coupling, and Ellie on the floor on her knees, her legs parted, massaging her vulva while she looked up at Haden.

Haden’s attention moved directly to the girl, and she continued to stare up at him blankly while she stroked her sex.

She wasn’t masturbating, he decided. He’d seen her do that, two weeks ago, and it was something she applied her full vigor to. This was casual, almost unconscious, her focus clearly on her brother’s friend.

“Are you learning stuff?” she quipped.

“I think so,” Haden said, dropping to his knees. “What about you?”

“I’ve been schooled a little,” she said, looking over Haden’s shoulder. “Hey, Mom.”

Haden turned to find Tabby standing behind him, just as nude as she’d been the first time, with the same strip of black pubic hair, the same heavy breasts, the same blonde ponytail.

“Hi, Tabby,” he said, trying to hide his surprise.

“Hi, Haden,” Tabby said. “Sorry I wasn’t here to greet you guys. Me and Jamie were running errands.”

“Yeah, well . . . we sort of got started.”

Haden had more than started, of course. His penis was still wet with the blend of Terry’s and Ellie’s vaginal lubricant, and his own semen, the rest of which was dripping out of Terry’s front slot.

“So, Tabby,” Haden began haltingly. “That’s Terry over there.”

“Hello, Ma’am,” Terry said, dropping one hand to her wet opening, raising the other in a casual wave.

“Hi, Terry,” Tabby said.

“And that’s . . .” Haden stammered, “that’s Anastasia with, you know, your son. Chris.”

The arrival of his mother wasn’t enough to turn Chris from his task, and he continued to slide in and out of the girl’s chamber, but when Anastasia angled her body to look at Tabby, Chris twisted too.

“Hi,” Anastasia said. “You’re Mrs. Marlette?”

“I am, but you can call me Tabby.”

Walking into a room occupied by five nude teens, two of them her children, one of them engaged in intercourse with a girl she was just now meeting, didn’t seem to trouble Tabby any more than anything she’d witnessed two weeks before.

“Chris, are you almost done?” she asked.

“Yeah, I can finish,” Chris said breathily. “You need something?”

“Dad wanted to show you the trellis we bought. You get to install it, but there are some instructions.”

“Okay, give me a sec,” Chris said, immediately increasing the pace of his insertions, and Haden watched with a growing sense of hunger as the girl he’d explored twice held still for her new partner’s completion, her reproductive education about to grow at least incrementally with the delivery of a fresh batch of semen.

“Yeah,” Chris whispered to himself. “Yeah . . . yeaaaaaahhhh.”

The rest of Chris’s vocalizations were unspellable, and his whole body shook through his climax, his thrusts so fast and deep Anastasia’s breasts swayed between her arms.

“Yeah,” he said, agreeing with himself as his insertions slowed and then stopped and he eased his softening penis out of Anastasia’s female hole. A long string of ejaculate rolled out between her lips and over her clitoris, and Chris rose, semi-erect rod bouncing.

“Is everyone good for a few while I check something out?” he asked.

“Go on,” said Ellie with a wave.

Anastasia answered by sitting, tucking her legs beneath her and peering at her vulva, wrapping her hand around it to keep herself from leaking onto the carpet.

At home and left to his own devices, Haden might have gladly taken an hour or two, or the rest of the evening, to recharge. But here, where sex was almost literally in the air, he was ready to go again.

And Ellie was the most likely target, penetrated once briefly, deprived of ejaculate.

Ellie seemed to have the same idea, looking at Haden’s reviving erection, then at Tabby.

“Haden already got inside me once, but just to get some of my lubrication,” she told her mom.

“Do you think you’ll get him in you a second time?” Tabby asked with a hint of irony.

“What do you think, Haden?” Ellie asked.

“Odds are in favor of it,” Haden said with his own attempt at irony.

“Tabby, may I ask a question?” Anastasia said.

“Of course.”

“Have you ever heard of parents covering up their kids penises or vulvae?”

Tabby raised her eyebrows, the question clearly catching her off guard, but she seemed game to continue the conversation.

“Can you elaborate?” she said.

“I’ve heard of it, and I think it’s wrong,” Anastasia said. “But I have yet to find anyone who knows that it’s actually being done.”

“Why would it be done?” Tabby asked.

“Mainly, to prevent masturbation,” Anastasia said.

“And why would parents want to prevent it?” Tabby asked.

“Well, if there’s injury, and that makes sense to me,” Anastasia said. “But sometimes just because they don’t think their kids should masturbate. Or even touch at all.”

“I don’t know of any parents doing that,” Tabby said. "And we wouldn’t. It would be wrong. Probably even illegal. But for protection, that makes sense. Too much masturbation can cause abrasions, and that can lead to infections, or worse injuries,” Tabby said. “So a parent might want to prevent it for that reason. Or, not prevent, but just limit it. And the end result, I guess, would be more masturbation, not less. So it would be done for the opposite reason of what you’re thinking of.”

“But you never had to do it?” Anastasia asked.

“No,” Tabby said. “But we might have considered it. We did check Chris and the girls pretty often when they first learned to masturbate, and Chris and Ellie both rubbed themselves raw at times, and we’d have to tell them to slow down, and fortunately they did.”

“If they didn’t, you might have bought something to cover them up with?” Anastasia asked, almost hopefully.

“Yes, but we didn’t,” Tabby said. “And the problem kind of corrected itself anyway, because they couldn’t masturbate when it hurt.”

As Anastasia and Tabby conversed, Haden’s penis returned to full arousal, and Ellie noticed.

“I think it happened three times to me,” Ellie said, and she walked on her hands and knees over to Haden and turned to present her vaginal opening to him, looking back expectantly.

“What if your mom said you had to wear a belt thing?” Anastasia asked, looking at Ellie.

Haden rose on his knees behind Ellie, spread her lips and touched his penis to her opening.

“I think I would have been okay with it,” Ellie replied, arching her back and lowering it as Haden entered her. “As long as it came off when I was ready again.”

“Did I miss anything?” Chris asked, returning to the room, his attention drawn immediately to his sister, who grunted slightly as Haden pushed into her.

“We were talking about making your kids wear something so they can’t touch themselves,” Anastasia said.

“Uh, really?” Chris said, looking with mild alarm at his mother.

“If you masturbate too much and you hurt yourself,” Anastasia said. “At least, that’s one reason for it.”

“Okay,” Chris said, smiling. “Terry, what do you think?”

“Well,” Terry said, looking up a little dazedly. “It’s all a part of it.”

Haden looked at the Black girl, directing the part of his mind not exploring Ellie’s depths to her cryptic words.

“I’ve been looking at the website,” she said. “The federal site, about the breeding program.”

“And?” Chris prompted.

“Breeding is completely different from what you think of as just having sex for pleasure,” she said. “You have to do what they say.”

“Who’s they?”

“The breeding managers, whoever they are,” Terry said, waving her hand. “They just want to bring the sperm and the egg together, and the people attached to them are necessary evils.”

“Evils?” Ellie said, laughing a little huskily.

“You know what I mean,” Terry said. “What people want isn’t always best for what the sperm and the egg want.”

Everyone nodded, the concept making general sense.

“I need to turn over,” Ellie said, finishing her statement with a grunt. “But don’t pull out. Let me see if I can do it and keep you in.”

What followed was more gymnastic exercise than sex, Ellie drawing up her legs, dropping her middle to the floor while Haden followed her with his penis, keeping it buried in her for the most part, holding it in place while she used her arms to rotate her body, slowly revolving around Haden’s member with her knees against her breasts, smiling at her own whimsy. Once or twice during her gyrations, nothing more than Haden’s tip remained within her, but between the two of them, her goal had been accomplished, and as she straightened her back and extended her legs wide, she smiled victoriously.

“I’d always wondered if that was possible,” she said. “Okay, so grind against my clitoris, I really need an orgasm.”

Haden returned to full insertion, pushing in hard and withdrawing, sliding in again.

Ellie gasped with each insertion.

“So you have to control the people part of the equation,” Terry continued. “And that can mean . . . mechanical restrictions.”

“Kiss me,” Ellie demanded, and Haden dropped down on the girl, offering his mouth to her while his lower half kept working at the opening between her legs.

“Mechanical restrictions?” Tabby said.

“Chains,” Terry said. “Things to hold the female in position while her egg is being fertilized. Things to keep the male fully embedded during ejaculation.”

“And things to cover their places too?” Anastasia asked, although she was mostly just curious now.

Ellie was working as hard as Haden on their coupling, raising her pelvis, grinding it against Haden’s belly, grunting as he continued to drive within her, and the two climaxed together, Haden pushing in deeply and groaning while Ellie squealed.

“Possibly,” Terry said.

END
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