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Chapter I: A Meeting is Called

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God. The same was in the beginning with God.

All things were made by him; and without him was not anything made that was made, with the likely exception of hornydaughter.com, and probably nastynurses.xxx, and definitely, definitely suckingsisters.net.

In him was life; and the life was the light of men. And the light shineth in darkness, beneath the sheets of a boy who witnessed the light; and the darkness comprehended it not.

There was a boy sent from God, whose name was John. The same came for a witness, to bear witness of the light, which went from his tablet to his eyes and into his mind and from there to his penis, that all men through him might believe.

He was not that light, but was sent to bear witness of that light, by himself, to himself, with one hand around his manhood.

That was the true light, which lighteth every man that cummeth into the world.

He was in the world, and the world was made by him, and the world knew him not.

He came unto his own, and his own received him not.

In particular his mother, for if she knew what he was doing at night with the light of his tablet beneath his sheets when he was supposed to be asleep, she would see the Word made flesh, and that it dwelt among her family, full of grace and truth.

And almost every night, at least once but often more than once, John bore witness, crying in the wilderness, “Make straight the way of the Lord!”

And in the morning, under the soft chimes of his clock radio, John Wright would wake and look upon what he had done, the dried semen he tried to release only upon himself, and the telltale white, ragged-edged ovals on his blue sheets where he had failed, and on his own nakedness, for he slept unchaste, but slipped on briefs and pajama bottoms while still under the covers, casting a cautious glance at his younger brother, Luke, who was usually still asleep and, at age 12, was really too young anyway to know why his brother would need to ease discreetly into his nightclothes at break of day.

And so began that Wednesday in mid-March 2020, a day like many others, John lying groggily on his back and listening to the sound of water on the other side of his closet, where his sister Ruth was, he hoped, finishing up her shower, and would soon exit and get ready for school, so he could go next and wash off the abomination that clung to his genitals and his belly and the hair and, unwashably, to his soul, and his mind wondered at that moment precisely what Ruth was washing, her breasts or legs or belly, or maybe her vulva, for he knew girls did that too, because they had to do that, even if they never touched themselves otherwise, and when his penis stirred against his briefs, he struggled to tamp down the thought and despaired over the wickedness in his heart, which surely would get him struck down in some God-managed way, either with lightning or a divinely careening bus or a terrible illness.

No such judgment came, however, before he arrived at his mission at First Baptist Church of Eastminster, Virginia, driven there by his father, who per usual remained wordless, the man’s natural state, either owing to ancient disappointments involving being a hardware store assistant manager instead of a pastor, or owing to his wife and helpmate, to whom all the power and strength in his family had accrued.

The day passed uneventfully for John until noon, the boy spending the morning digging around the foundation of the rectory to facilitate an inspection of the foundational brickwork, which seemed to be giving way.

It was cold work, the temperature climbing only toward the high 40s as the sun rose, and it was dirty work, the wet soil climbing up around the soles of his boots, over the lasts and laces, up over the tops and back down between the leather and his tube socks, and by lunchtime he was sweating across his back while his hands clenched in the cold and his feet went half-numb.

It was not manual labor, however. It was a mission. In the afternoon, after lunch and a little washing up in the fellowship hall bathroom, and the donning of a fresh shirt and socks and sneakers, John would receive 90 minutes of training from Youth Pastor Matthew, 90 minutes of Biblical instruction on delivering the Word and the Light to a world hungry for both. Sometime late this summer, or possibly next spring, depending on the accumulation of funds and John’s spiritual readiness, he would go to a place of God’s choosing to evangelize in the spirit of Paul himself, humbly and faithfully, each word from his mouth formed not by his own tongue and lips and teeth, but by the Spirit of God.

Venezuela had come up as a destination. Kazakhstan, maybe. Malta, if the Lord pointed that way, and the money required could be collected.

Brother John, eldest son of Mark and Robin Wright, 20 years young and growing daily in devotion, longed to go, to travel, to be removed from the temptation of his homeland and the tablet, bought for him by the church under a scholarship program so that he could efficiently search the Holy Scriptures and the commentary thereupon by blessed writers and thinkers ancient and contemporary.

Surely Vicious Vixens could not be called up on the web in Venezuela; Loving Spanks would not be allowed across the borders of Kazakhstan; Malta must have ways to stop the transmission of BeachBitches.

And John would preach and win souls and find a pure wife, perhaps even a girl from the land of his mission, who would open herself to him in godly ways and help him move on from these lusts of a young man to an adulthood as a worthy member of the Body of Christ and, if called, a minister.

Once he had washed up and sat down in one of the small Sunday school classes to take his lunch alone, John pulled out his JayPhone.

“Prayerful Family Meeting,” his mother had texted everyone in the family – his father; his oldest sister Ruth, his 16-year-old sister Eve, and John himself. Rachel and Luke were too young yet to have phones. “Come prepared to help one of our own return to righteousness.”

With a deep sense of foreboding, John unwrapped the ham and cheese sandwich his mother had made him that morning.

Who needed to be returned to righteousness? he wondered. Had one of Ruth’s teachers called about a late assignment? Were Matthew or Eve or Rachel shirking their mother’s homeschooling now that the first hints of spring were in the air? Would one of the older girls get a swat or two, something that was done with loving firmness before the rest of the family, and which had begun stirring John in ways he could not fully comprehend?

Surely this had nothing to do with John himself, sinful as he was. Yes, he usually took his tablet with him to mission, but had not done so today, because he would be consulting a physical Bible this afternoon with Pastor Matthew. He’d slid the tablet under his bed, though, where it would lie unobtrusively until he got home. After dinner, he would use it to do a daily scripture reading, continue canvassing church members for mission funding and, later tonight, resist the temptation to use it for other things.

Further, the tablet was password protected, albeit with 3:16, the same password John used for most things.

Still, John would have preferred there not be a family meeting this night. It would take time after dinner that he wanted to use, after scripture had been read, to learn more about Venezuela, Malta, Kazakhstan. All these lands had girls in them, of course, and beaches where these girls were not always required to cover up. And if John were to go to such a beach for the rest he’d earned, and see such a girl, he could not be blamed for looking. And if seeing such girls caused an increased production of semen that could be released only through physical manipulation, could he be blamed for that? And would he have his own room overseas, so he could find release above his sheets, and not under them?

But John would during his mission live in the fullness of the spirit, and the temptations of such temporal things as his tablet would not – could not – tempt him there. Here, he was as yet imperfect, not yet imbued with full godly power, because there was no reason yet for God to direct that transcendent resource to him. Yes, he committed these sins now, but the mission, like fire, would purify him, would redeem him.

John’s meeting with Pastor Matthew began at 1, started with prayer, continued with drills in which the young and judiciously hip man of God read out verses and timed John’s response while he judged the student’s Biblical alacrity: first, find the verse, then explain its immediate context, then elaborate on its spiritual and moral meaning, and then offer up a two-minute sermon.

John excelled here, his skill in the exercise unparalleled among those considering mission work at First Baptist. Of course, John was one of the eldest on the mission track, having opted with his parents’ blessing to seek neither college nor a job beyond the church. All his efforts were to bring glory to God and to his congregation.

He finished up with Pastor Matthew a little before 3 with a final prayer and a hug, and he slipped back into his work boots to continue digging around the foundation, almost completing the project by 6, when his father texted him that he was 5 minutes away.

John waited, standing in the church’s main foyer, blowing on his hands and looking at his mission flyer, tacked to the bulletin board.

“Brother John Wright, Missionary,” announced the document, one of a half dozen posted there. After a listing of his education, and his considerable church activities, the flyer described John’s hopes as an international missionary, asked for support, and provided John’s email address.

He’d raised more than $5,000 for the cause so far. He needed $15,000.

The flyer made him exceedingly proud, in no small part because it featured a good picture, taken last summer of John at one of his fund-raising projects. He’d been working a fence line for a church member, and at the time of the picture, he’d been standing with one gloved hand on a post, the other on his hip. He’d been caught in a moment of unabashed joy, doing honest work for, ultimately, the Lord. The sun shone bright upon his face, with blue sky behind him, his black hair a little long and sweeping across his forehead, his smile at the moment one of his best, of the genuine variety that shows in the eyes and not just the mouth; it was a smile, like him, both broad and handsome.

Once in his father’s car, he remembered the looming family meeting, decided to ask casually about it.

“Any idea what we need to talk about tonight?” John asked.

For a long, ominous moment, Mr. Wright said nothing, and when he spoke, his words did nothing to reassure the boy.

“That’s your mom’s business,” he said at last.

If one of the girls were in trouble, or his little brother had gone astray, Dad wouldn’t hesitate to tell him. As the eldest, and almost two years out of high school, John was serving increasingly as a surrogate father, a family elder, a stand-in when the patriarch was away. But there was a secret here, apparently, something so bad John couldn’t be brought into confidence.

Could it be about John himself?

To John’s relief, his tablet was still where he’d left it, under his bed, but nothing that happened over dinner eased his anxiety. Mother seemed more reserved than usual, passing pork chops and mashed potatoes and green beans with a minimum of chatter, asking John about his day and his lessons perfunctorily, checking in with Ruth about school, offering a few stray comments about the headlines and how they suggested the end-times might be, as always, just around the corner. Dad had little to say beyond grunting in agreement once or twice.

Luke’s behavior was odd, but the 12-year-old was often given to strangeness. Inevitable perhaps for the youngest of five children, he often lived in his own world, talking to himself, making peculiar faces in the mirror, and wandering farther and farther from home for private adventures that sometimes bloodied his knees. Over dinner tonight, he was more subdued than normal, however, keeping his own counsel but occasionally staring at the table in what looked to John like wide-eyed elation, or possibly shock.

The dishes were cleared, the dining room and the kitchen put back in order, and all returned to the table to learn of the transgressions of the one of their own.

Mrs. Wright cleared her throat, sitting upright, hands in her lap, and when she bowed her head to pray, the rest of the family did as well.

“Lord God, please grant us wisdom and grace at this time, and forgiveness for the one of us who has sinned, and guidance for all of us when we stumble.”

John’s pulse quickened, his throat catching, his breathing labored.

Mrs. Wright raised her head, looked around the table.

“When we look upon abomination,” she began, “we leave a trail that others follow. There is no such thing as sinning alone.”

All the children’s eyes were on their mother’s face. Mr. Wright stared down at his belly.

“John,” said the mother quietly, raising her hands from her lap, and now they held the tablet, retrieved from under his bed at some point after dinner, and she set it on the table with a quiet tap that to John sounded like the first peal of Judgement Day thunder, and he stared at the tablet, at his mother’s hands, back into her face, which seemed very far away.

“You have fallen.”




Chapter II: Terrible Things

That’s all she said, and now his three sisters were staring at him with open-mouthed surprise, for if they were to guess who had strayed, he would have been last on their list, surely.

Luke, sitting next to John, was not staring at his older brother. He was rocking his legs under the table the way he sometimes did, body bouncing slightly, like a large piston.

“Yes, Ma’am?” John said, forcing the words out.

“Do you know what you did?” his mother inquired.

“I . . .” John began, and his throat closed around the word, so he swallowed and tried again. “I’m not sure.”

“We found . . .” his mother said softly, “on your tablet . . . terrible things.”

“The tablet that the church gave you,” said his father, speaking at last.

“Oh,” John said, sighing out, and he would later remember this moment as granting him a tiny shred of relief, because now that the crime had been named, it could be addressed, and John’s mind roared with possibilities, scenarios, excuses and explanations; something – anything – other than what had truly happened.

“I did find some really inappropriate pictures,” John confessed, his defense forming in his mind, and he forced the self-effacing smile upon his face of one essentially innocent, guilty of nothing more than curiosity, of too much trust. “I’d heard that . . . that Satan . . . works through the internet. That he tempts us. And I’ll be on my own during the mission, and I . . . I thought maybe I should see what’s there. To see how Satan works. And I . . . I did look . . . too much. I didn’t know how powerful he was, and I was surprised. And I looked too much. And I’m sorry . . . you found it.”

“I didn’t find it,” said John’s mother, and she turned to Luke, who was still bouncing. “Your brother did.”

Luke stopped bouncing and looked at his mother with a fake smile, then looked straight ahead and resumed the swinging of his legs.

“Luke’s not supposed to be touching it,” John protested.. “It was—”

“Luke was God’s vessel,” his mother interrupted. “In this matter.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said.

“Did you lust over . . . these girls?” his mother asked him.

“No, Ma’am,” John replied, lying terribly. “They are all . . . doing Satan’s bidding. I could never want them.”

John looked at the side of the table where his three sisters sat, Ruth the eldest and the closest to her mother, then Eve, then Rachel. Ruth had her arms folded along the edge of the table, staring down, her mind unreadable. Eve was looking up, at the place where the wall met the ceiling. Rachel was staring at John, at his chest until he turned to her, and her eyes flickered up to look into his, flickered away. Of all his siblings, she had loved him most dearly. Or, not loved him, necessarily. Followed him. Clung to him. Worshipped him. More than once, when she was a toddler, a child, a pre-teen, he’d been forced to send her away, to order her to go back to the house, back to her room, and leave him alone. She felt to John, at this moment of stinging humiliation, like his only ally. All of this must be particularly incomprehensible to a 14-year-old, he thought.

When his mother began tapping on the tablet, John’s belly bottomed out with another round of profound misgiving, his fears realized when she finished searching and turned the tablet up.

“Behold,” she said, and in this moment, she sounded more victorious than despondent, more like a detective who had cracked the case than a mother coming to terms with her eldest child’s iniquity.

Why?

She had warned John, more than once, that he was at risk of the sin of pride. It wasn’t about anything in particular he was doing or not doing. It was more his overall presence – his confidence, the way he spoke before church when it was his turn to do the homily, the picture he’d chosen for his mission flyer. Why not his high school graduation picture, in a rented tuxedo? she’d asked him.

There would be no space for pride in John’s heart after this.

John looked at the picture his mother had found: a naked girl, in profile on the beach with the surf crashing behind her, hands on her hips, smiling into either the rising or setting sun. Her hair was loose, and blowing behind her. Her breasts were up, her nipples hard, just a hint of pubic hair visible around her opening.

In some world, on some planet, in some heaven, this girl would not be a sin, her nudity would not be an abomination, her decision to stand here on this beach, to smile and soak up a little sun, not part of a Satanic calling.

Why this picture? Of all the images his mother could have chosen, why this one? Why not the sweaty whore with her mouth agape at the tip of her brother’s erection? Why not the trollops with their semen-covered faces and their clenched mouths and the men behind them, mounting? Why not a pair of naked, lesbian nymphs, each with a hand pressed against some part of her mate’s body, wincing as if they were both being burned? Why this picture, of a single girl enraptured by a natural joy, her nudity as much a part of the innocence as everything else there?

John looked upon the image, one he’d seen before, and gazed at, and studied, and tried to understand, even as he stroked his penis to it. Luke looked as well, bouncing, with that fake smile. The three sisters looked with eyes of blankness. What were they feeling? What would they feel if it were a man instead of a woman there? What would they feel if it were their brother John there, naked in the slanting rays, his penis pointing to the sun the way the girl’s nipples were?

John’s mother turned the tablet back to herself, frowned, tapped it, and her face darkened as she shut away the faint glow of the offending image.

“Luke,” said his mother quietly but with unbreakable resolve. “Three visits with the rod, because you did not come to me as soon as you found the pictures.”

Luke bounced and opened his mouth wide, but he didn’t seem surprised. His mother, when it served her purposes, would share, earlier and in private, the punishment to be meted out after a family meeting, to mute the public response to it.

“Rachel, Eve, Ruth, twice each with the rod, so that you will never confuse what you’ve seen with pleasure.”

The girls hadn’t been brought into their mother’s confidence, apparently, and Rachel hissed before she could stop herself, but when her mother turned to glare at her, she submissively cast down her eyes.

Ruth and Eve accepted the sentence more stoically. Arbitrary corporal punishment was a regular occurrence in the Wright household, and was consistent with the nature of God’s perfect judgment, which looked capricious to some only because they lacked sufficient faith.

“And John,” she said. “You will work through these transgressions in your daily sessions with Pastor Matthew.”

The sentences declared, Mrs. Wright rose first, the rest of the family doing the same, moving to the den for the administration of punishment.

First went Luke, the youngest.

Mr. Wright got the cane from the closet, his contribution to the family’s system of justice limited to that. John, no doubt like the rest of his siblings, knew the man was simply an actor, all things directed by the woman, born Catholic, who went on to become an atheist during adolescence but who took to evangelical Christianity so hard in college she came to believe, among other things, that homosexuals should be forcibly “reoriented” and females should not be allowed to vote.

Luke, as practiced in these matters as his older siblings, turned and bent next to the devotional table, where the massive family Bible resided and could be read by anyone settling into the rickety chair before it, and Mr. Wright gave him three solid licks, and he straightened and bit his lip and trooped, red-faced, to his usual space at the end of the couch, to watch his siblings suffer.

In accordance with family convention, the girls went youngest to oldest. Fourteen-year-old Rachel took her place beside the devotional table, put her hands on her knees, and stared at the floor.

Any pleasure she’d received from looking at the naked girl on the beach was, in theory, beaten out of her over the next 10 seconds as her father delivered two raps with the cane against her bottom, the blows separated by a pause intended to allow the pain to subside, so that each would be equally unpleasant.

She winced under the force of each swat, but how much it actually hurt was impossible to gauge. Like her sisters, her dress went to her ankles, the fabric thick enough both to hide the subtleties of her burgeoning curves, and to dampen the pains of punishment. Her skirts, John had always noted, tended toward the more exotic when she was given the choice. Where Eve and Ruth chose dark, solid colors or conservative plaids, Rachel favored bright flowers, lightning bolts, green and yellow stripes.

Tonight, she was wearing her lightning bolt skirt, black, with jagged purple electrical shapes in the front and back, and John looked at the pattern and watched his sister suffer for what he had done, and the skirt shook with each blow, and his jaw tightened, but his face remained impassive while, inside, he was suffering the private death of one forced to countenance what one knows to be entirely wrong, but which one cannot argue against because one has never been given the vocabulary to do so.

Rachel sat, eyes moist, and Eve rose, and when she bent, her black hair fell on either side of her face like a curtain, and the rod against her skirt was louder, because the force of the blows was adjusted up according to age, and the girl flinched and scowled, and straightened and sat, and Ruth, who had been told for as long as she could understand words that she must set a godly example for her younger sisters, stood and bent and grasped her knees and allowed herself to make a small sound with the first lick, a quiet “uh,” and then an “ow” for the second, because her pops were the hardest of all, and the loudest and, in truth, they made her skirt lift past her ankles, twice.

The Wright children were not simply obeying their parents, it should be noted. They were obeying a god with whom all enjoyed a close, personal relationship. And as had been made clear to them from their earliest days – well before they could defend themselves against indoctrination – God spoke and acted through their mother and father, and to resist either of these agents of divine will was to risk the wrath of God himself.

And that wrath was terrifying, manifested with an arsenal of everything from the immediate judgment of calamity – illness, accident, plague – to an eternity of suffering in hell.

With the four children finished with their punishment, their father put up the rod and hugged each, and their mother hugged them next and sent them off in somberness to resume their natural lives, to do school work or read their Bibles, which often enough were the same thing.

John was not given leave yet, however.

“John, stay and talk,” said his mother, and she gestured toward the couch, and his parents settled into two chairs near him, and he knew that his punishment was barely underway. He had watched his four siblings take the rod, and he’d been torn asunder with guilt and the shameful fascination of watching sexually mature females receive a light beating. But that was only the start of his troubles. While his siblings’ pains were surely already fading, his would soon become white hot. For now he must bring his iniquity into his training with Pastor Matthew, and this would be unimaginably difficult.

John looked at his parents, first his mother, then his father, who seemed smaller than usual, and then his mother again, and he smiled wanly, desperate to affect the demeanor of an essentially innocent boy who had stumbled into one of Satan’s innumerable traps, and wouldn’t again, and was the better for it.

“Your father and I need to warn you about something that can happen,” his mother said, her voice lowered. “Something that can happen to young men.”

“Yes?” John said, nodding with his eyebrows raised, no idea what lesson his mother was about to impart.

“Looking at that kind of thing,” she said with a glance toward the doorway, “might cause you confused feelings. And you might notice that your body is responding in confusing ways.”

John nodded soberly, innocently.

“And then,” she continued, her eyes boring into his, “there is some touching, that some boys do, to their male area. And it can cause certain feelings, and certain things to happen. And it will cause a false feeling. A false feeling. Onanistic. Because it will seem good, but it is actually very bad, and must be saved for your wife. And we don’t—” his mother looked at his father, “we don’t want that to happen to you.”

Again, John nodded while the man inside his head looked on aghast. Really, Mom and Dad? You don’t think I’ve done that yet? You don’t think I discovered when I was barely 12 – almost half a lifetime ago – of the joys of grabbing, holding, massaging, stroking, squeezing that precious organ between my legs, and then receiving the grand prize, the squirming, rocking, spitting transaction with some divine thing that might or might not be God?

“I know that things happen to you at night,” his mother continued. “I’ve seen your sheets. And there’s nothing wrong with that. Nocturnal emissions are normal, and godly.”

John was confused. Not about his body, of course. He had all that ironed out. But what was his mother talking about now?

Because Mrs. Wright had been an atheist for a time, and had grown up in the more secular world of casual Catholicism, she could speak of things John’s father couldn’t. But what were nocturnal emissions? Wasn’t that just masturbating at night?

John’s mind wandered from curiosity to another round of personal violation. Luke took my laptop and found the pictures, and then Mom went through them, and then she looked at my sheets and found where I’d spilled my semen, but she seemed to think something called nocturnal emissions was to blame. Nocturnal, as in, nighttime. As in . . . sleeping? Yes, it’s happened to me. There have been dreams, delicious dreams about girls, their parts and their nakedness and suddenly, a hard release without benefit of hand, the penis spitting of its own accord, a completely innocent, not entirely satisfactory pleasure in the middle of the night.

So that’s what they thought had led to those stains. Good. John hoped they didn’t investigate further.

In his early teens, John had read a series of books about an amateur Christian detective who solved violations against the 10 Commandments. Ten books for the ten commandments (book six and book nine, which dealt with adultery and lust, involved a family’s wayward male and female cats, oddly), and while the crimes varied in severity, the methodology was invariably disciplined, a logical sifting and weighing of fact, logic, evidence.

What if “Thou shalt not masturbate” was one of the commandments? And what if Dick Faithful, the series’ main character, ended up at the Wright home to join Mrs. Wright in a careful examination of John’s bedclothes?

“After prayerful consideration,” Faithful would say, issuing his customary pre-verdict catchphrase before launching into his stilted, vocabulary-laden exposition: “I regret to inform you, Sister Wright, that it seems that Brother John is not innocently spewing his fluids during sleep, but has in fact been given over to blatant and repeated onanism.”

Dick Faithful, who always carried with him both a Bible and a wooden pointer carved from the actual cross of Jesus, would use the latter to indicate the evidence.

“First, look here, at what happened to the sheet over him. Normally, a young man suffering a sleeping discharge will deposit it within his sleeping garments, but his scepter of blessed patriarchy was clearly not only unencumbered by modest clothing, but was also aimed up, consciously and intentionally it seems, under benefit of his right hand, to facilitate his onanistic exercise, and that’s’ why there’s a very impressive, thick, milky-white, silver dollar-sized stain here right above the place where his staff of righteous family generation would have been positioned during his iniquitous manual operations.

“And then, you may ask,” he would continue, “how do I know it was his right hand, and not the left, or sinister? Yes, see this stain here? We may clearly delineate the thumb, index finger, middle finger, and then the pinkie of the right hand. Indisputably, Brother John’s hand was wrapped around his tool of sacred procreation before the moment of eruption, and in fact that hand and fingers served as the catalyst of the same, and after his onanistic revelry was completed, he consciously and intentionally wiped his hand on the sheet.”

John, finished with his reverie, looked at both his parents and nodded in agreement, recognizing with horror that his spewing of fluids – surely one of the most private things he’d ever discovered he could do – was now a topic of parental intervention.

“That will be all, for now, but we will want a summary of each conversation with Pastor Matthew, as you and he work through this,” said his mother, and John responded to the dismissal by rising and accepting hugs, and he retrieved his tablet and climbed the stairs to go to the room he shared with Luke, passing the slightly larger room where his three sisters lived in chaste unity, and he sat at his desk and performed his nightly devotions, and his Biblical study, and his mission research, until Luke arrived from wherever he’d been, and the boy slipped into his favorite, Rockin’ Crusader pajamas and climbed atop his bed and looked at his brother.

“Sorry,” he said simply.

“Why did you get into my tablet?” John asked, keeping his voice even. He loved his brother, had always loved his brother, strange as he could be. And surely, were the tables reversed – were John 12 and Luke 20 and in possession of a tablet – John would have needed to explore, to know, to pry.

“Free Bittles,” Luke replied, referencing a sour gummy candy.

John stared at his brother, waiting for him to elaborate.

“Tommy Setzler said you could get free Bittles online, and I was looking for it and couldn’t find it, and there’s this thing called history, and I started looking at that.”

“Mom says you were acting on God’s behalf,” John said.

“Maybe,” Luke said. “I didn’t go to her. She caught me.”

“I’m sorry that happened,” John said. “You got the worst of it.”

“Are those ladies real?” Luke inquired.

“What do you mean?”

“You said they’re working for Satan. Are they demons?”

“No,” John replied.

“They’re real ladies?”

“Yes.”

“Why do they do it then?”

“For money, I think,” John said.

“Do they know they’re helping Satan?”

“I don’t know,” John said. “Maybe not.”

Luke kept staring at his older brother but offered no further questions, so John slipped into his own pajamas, turned off the light and settled into bed, offering up a prayer to God to free him from his urges, to forgive him for what he’d done, to soften the minds of his sisters toward him, for surely all three still bore the twin welts prompted by his evil, and might quite justifiably be given to bitterness where he was concerned.

And then, as he stared at the darkness of his ceiling and considered and quickly dismissed the idea of secreting his tablet under the sheets, he arrived at another prayer, this one spoken to himself, in his own mind: “Lord, forgive me, but either I am confused, or my parents are. Please tell me which it is.”




Chapter III: More Terrible Things

A good Christian knows that God is more powerful than logic, or facts, or math. If God says something is a certain way, then that’s how it is, and all the math and science in the world can’t overturn it.

And yet, invariably in his 10 books, amateur detective Dick Faithful kept strictly to logic and fact as he uncovered the violators of each of God’s 10 Commandments. Not once did the man say he knew someone was guilty because God told him so. Dick Faithful prayed for clues, of course, and his pointer, carved from the cross itself, seemed to possess mystical powers at times, tripping a murder suspect once, clattering to the floor and pointing directly at a thief. But the evidence was laid out so thoroughly by the book’s author that readers were invited to play along, to spot the incriminating details themselves, and the page before the last chapter of each book would ask, “Do you know who did it? How and why? Consider your answers prayerfully before turning the page.”

John spent an inordinate amount of time studying the clues, reading and rereading the books’ expositional chapters to ferret out missed facts, and he solved six cases completely, got another two mostly right, missed two because the clues were based on geographical and historical data he didn’t possess.

Now, the entire enterprise raised an essential question in John’s mind: Couldn’t the greatest detective in all of Christendom have simply known who the perpetrators were, asked God to point them out, and declared them without further ado to have been the bearer of false witness, the worshiper of idols, the dishonorer of mother and father?

And if Dick Faithful needed fact and logic for such a godly pursuit, why didn’t everyone, in every matter? Why was faith – according to the Bible, his parents, and everyone else of significance in his life – the be-all and end-all of existence in some things, but not in all things?

With another prayer to God to reveal to him the wisdom he needed to understand, John rolled over in his pajamas, kept them on and entered slumber without recourse to the carnal.

Nor did he release at night, and when the sounds of Ruth’s bathing came to him through the wall the next morning, he turned his mind away from thoughts of her body, and what she was washing now, and if there were still welts on her rear from last night’s punishment, and he began the day with a bright new hope. His sisters would forgive him, God had already forgiven him, and he had been set straight. And now God would reward his obedience and newfound purity with the thing he most wanted: the rest of the funding for his mission, a plane ticket to some faraway land, and a new chapter in his life where he could begin growing again, beyond his household’s stifling regimen and the manual labor of his mission fundraising. At 20, he was a man in many ways, stuck in place where he was outnumbered by children, albeit some with the curves of womanhood.

John’s father was unusually talkative this morning on the drive to church.

“What do you think they’ll have you doing this morning?” he asked as soon as they’d pulled into the street.

“I’ll be doing a little more digging around the rectory foundation,” John replied.

“What that’s for?”

“There’s a crack in the wall in the back corner of the house,” John explained, “and they think it’s because the foundation needs shoring up, so I’m getting it ready for the inspection.”

“When’s the inspection?”

“This afternoon,” John replied.

“Think you’ll have it done by then?”

“Sure,” John said. “I almost finished it last night.”

“Sounds like you’ve found your calling,” said Mr. Wright.

John laughed with surprise and looked at his father, thinking he was joking, but the elder looked back earnestly.

Do you truly believe this is what God has planned for me? John asked within his mind. Digging ditches? All my life? After all my training, and study? After my mission? I will dig with a shovel instead of winning souls with my mouth? Are you jealous? Afraid? If I make it into the ministry where you could not because, as Mom has hinted more than once, you did not demonstrate sufficient scholarship, will that further point up your own failings? And if you, in your heart of hearts, do not wish me to receive the call God plans for me, does that not make you another agent of Satan, no better than the girls who tempted me? How much of this is real? How much temptation and illusion and interference must I overcome to serve God’s will, and is some of it coming from my own flesh and blood?

Father and son said little else as they drove, and John offered his dad only the briefest of nods as he exited the car for another day of labors.

This was, John realized as he pulled dirt from the ground and tossed it over his shoulder, a crisis of faith. All the great ones had them, and overcame them, and were made stronger by them. This was a sign not of God’s absence, but of his love, his steadfast, perfect insistence that John’s imperfections be burned away.

John had hit water.

Icy fingers from the earth’s crust seeped into his boots, between sole and leather, and his next shovelful of soil was watery mud.

There is a spring here, he thought, and he stepped up out of the swale he had dug and, for the first time, took stock of the entire project, not just of the amount of dirt he had moved from around the rectory’s foundation to a pile on the lawn, but of everything, the building and the land around it and the brick foundation.

They had embedded the building’s foundation too deeply into the earth, he realized. The fathers of the church, who had built the great chapel, the classes and outbuildings, and here, the senior pastor’s home, all in a single paroxysm of solid brick construction in 1947 and 1948, had forced things that shouldn’t have been forced, had tried too hard to set things immovable, and now there was a shifting underway, a slipping, a reckoning, and John could see where a subtle crack had opened up, a thin black line of alternating right angles within the mortar, between the bricks.

“How goes it, Brother John?” said a voice, and John turned to find Pastor Matthew approaching.

“I’ve hit water,” John answered with muted pride. “And I think I’m done.”

Pastor Matthew, who kept his red hair long on the argument people shouldn’t think all Christians had short hair, looked into the ditch.

“Sure you didn’t hit a pipe?” asked the pastor.

“It’s just mud down there,” John replied, slightly annoyed by the question, because it implied incompetence and left out any praise for the young man’s steady work.

“Right,” Matthew said, reaching up to tighten his ponytail. “So, slight change in plans today. I need to talk to all the missionaries, but you in particular, so we’ll be meeting at one in the River Jordan room.”

“What’s up?” John said, and his mind went immediately to the best possibility: a rich member had dedicated a sizeable sum to the missions, meaning John would get to go this summer.

“Let me tell everyone at the same time,” said the pastor. “So you need to wrap it up and get washed up, you’ve got 45 minutes.”

“Yes, Sir,” John said, cleaning his shovel in the nearby spigot, putting away his tools, and playing in his mind the scene that was about to unfold in the River Jordan meeting room.

John didn’t like to guess at the ways of God, but this all made sense. What better time to learn the call had come than in the midst of a crisis of faith? He was not spotless, and now all his family knew of his carnal curiosities (though not the degree of consummation), but what man of God didn’t have a flaw, a regrettable past, a thorn in his side? And he had done well last night, hadn’t he, accepting his parents’ judgment and admonitions without complaint, vowing to do better, and refraining from lust when he went to bed?

John washed up, changed, and took his lunch alone, in one of the smaller classrooms, sitting by the window, shutting the door and leaving off the light so he wouldn’t be interrupted.

In truth, he suffered, did not enjoy, the presence of the other missionaries. When it was all five of them, especially, they interacted in ways he found . . . tedious.

All younger than he, they brought a dynamic of immaturity, confidence, and cluelessness he went out of his way to avoid.

Just get to the point of the meeting, he said in silent prayer. When Pastor Matthew announced that John’s funding had come through and he was bound for some exotic land, he wanted the younger missionaries to congratulate him, and to leave.

He heard a door open at the end of the hall, then voices.

“Sweet Lord, Momma put wheat germ in the blueberry muffins!” shouted a girl’s voice. That would be Angela, 16 years old, an average girl, red-haired and chunky. “I couldn’t even—”

“Wheat germ is the most nutritious part of the kernel,” asserted 15-year-old Isaiah, whose memory for obscure facts, Biblical or otherwise, was matched by his determination to demonstrate that knowledge regularly.

“I got it confirmed today,” announced Bucky, 16 years old and perpetually fixated on something or other, “the new water slide at Baileys will be one hundred yards high, they open June 1 . . . and I’m going to be the first one on it!”

“Esther!” shrieked Angela, her voice growing louder as the devout gaggle neared his door, “hug your little sister!”

“Ooh, hugs,” said Bucky. “Warm each other up for the rest of us.”

“My Lord, Bucky, you’ll get your turn,” said Esther. At 18, she was the oldest missionary other than John, a high school senior, quite possibly leaving for her own mission within a year. She was blonde and fair and, in a certain light, could be quite pretty, John believed. She was also one of the most popular youth at church, more mature than most, not as reserved as John. He listened to the commotion outside the door of his private lunchtime lair, no longer chewing, because something strange was happening there.

He could hear the shoes rapping against the terrazzo, the sighs girls made when they hugged, knew that Angela and Esther must be embracing now.

Why did girls sigh when they hugged? Could they feel each other’s breasts through their clothing, each other’s bellies and thighs and hip bones?

And then, Bucky had spoken: “Warm each other up for the rest of us.”

What in Jesus’ name did that mean?

And how could Angela and Esther not have taken offense?

In the world of online pornography, such words would convey indisputable meanings, in which a lesbian coupling would be followed by the pounding of vaginas by eager penises.

Was a shadow of that playing out here, in a church, among future missionaries, who had no idea what they were saying or agreeing to?

Was everything sex, and John just hadn’t noticed it until now?

Were John’s behaviors not a departure from his culture, but its fulfillment?

John looked at the wall clock, noted it was three minutes to 1, and forced his mind to settle itself, his body to rise. He took the last bite of his sandwich, exited the room, was greeted with surprised hugs from Angela and Esther, handshakes from Isaiah and Bucky, and all made their way to the youth pastor’s office, filing in quietly as Pastor Matthew finished a phone call.

As they were taking seats on a couch and in chairs, the last of the six missionaries arrived in the form of Donald, a pudgy, shy 17-year-old.

The pastor clicked off his phone, turned to his charges.

“How are we doing, young people?” he asked, using one of his favorite ironic greetings, and he turned his chair around, sitting on it spread-legged with his elbows on the back. It was a typical gesture on the youth pastor’s part, but something about it annoyed John this day like it never had before.

Why? Because it was, John decided, something adults did when they talked to kids. And everyone here was a kid. Except John. But John was the only one, apparently, who believed that.

“Let’s start with a prayer,” Pastor Matthew said, and everyone bowed their heads, and John offered his own prayer, silently: Lord, if you are about to bring me out of this, if I am about to depart on a mission in which I glorify you and bring believers to your side, thank you. And if you are not, please open up some other path for me, because I am growing restless in my faith.

“Okay, news,” Pastor Matthew said. “This is most important to our older missionaries, but I wanted everyone on the team to hear it for the first time together. So it looks like God has thrown us a curveball. All of you know about the coronavirus, I’m sure, and it looks like it’s going to be bad. Travel shut down, the economy going down the toilet, people losing jobs, a lot of people in need of just basic things. So our missions are going on hiatus. Six months at least, but probably more like a year, or maybe more. We’re going to stop fundraising, and any funds that have been raised are going into an emergency church account. Now I hope . . .”

The rest of what Pastor Matthew had to say was lost to John, who’d already heard more than he could bear, endured more than anyone should have to tolerate. He hadn’t, until this moment, realized how existentially important the mission had been to him. No matter what happened at home – humiliation, invasive parenting, an orgy of arbitrary corporal punishment, a constantly-thwarted need to masturbate – and no matter what his mission work demanded – blistered hands, sunburn, ice water on the toes – in the end, he was going to get away from it all, travel to a faraway land, live freely, and become a man. He needed this, like he needed to breathe.

Without the mission before him, everything else went away, and all the life John could see stretched out before him consisted of a stifling life at home and menial labor for the church. No girls. Not even courting.

No one else seemed to care, John noted as he emerged briefly from black despair. Isaiah was expounding on the Spanish flu, which he said had been misnamed. Esther had been applying to colleges and didn’t seem bothered about moving that up and setting aside mission plans. Bucky was going off about things he’d thrown into a neighbor’s bonfire.

So John returned to his misery, bowed his head when he noticed Pastor Matthew was making a closing prayer, raised his head when everyone departed, but he did not leave his chair or exit, and he was still sitting there when the pastor bade farewell to everyone else and returned to his desk.

“Digging cramp you up?” Pastor Matthew asked.

“Pardon me?” John said, looking at the pastor, his brow crowded with confusion.

“You look a little spent,” the pastor said.

“Oh, no, Pastor,” John assured. “I enjoy the work. I’m just . . . really disappointed.”

“About the delay?”

“Well, yeah,” John replied. “And . . . and the funds. I worked hard to raise them. I had something like five thousand, and now it’s gone.”

“To a better cause,” said Pastor Matthew. “You have done the Lord’s work.”

John leaned back on the couch, clasped his hands in his lap, and stared at his thumbnails, both blackened with labor.

“How was the decision made?” he asked at last, quietly.

“Mrs. Hall, Pastor Wheaton and Hank Fawkes,” the pastor replied, naming the church’s business administrator, senior pastor and board’s financial lead.

“You didn’t want to hear from me?” John inquired.

Pastor Matthew’s shoulders slumped, a gesture whose meaning was clear to John. No, the youth pastor wasn’t feeling guilty about leaving John out of the loop. Instead, the gesture was meant to represent the hopelessness of John’s expectations. You are a boy, Pastor Matthew was saying with his shoulders. These are adult concerns. And you are just a boy.

But John was the one with wet toes and frozen hands in the winter, sunburn and blisters in the summer. Two years ago, he had finished high school and given up any future other than the mission, and now those two years were gone, as if they’d never happened, the five thousand dollars going somewhere else, as if it had never been raised.

He was already late. He should have been gone a year ago, but the church wanted him to raise all his own funding, and in the meantime, they’d gotten work out of him that was all but free. He could have been back by now, his mission done, the rest of his life before him, a wife on the horizon, if not already by his side.

Were they using him, for their own purposes? Was that what this was about? Almost-free labor?

John Wright had things to give to the Kingdom of God. Souls were waiting for him, in Venezuela, or Kazakhstan, or Malta. The church wasn’t propelling him to the service of Jesus – it was hindering him, for its own purposes.

This was an epiphany, but of the reverse variety. John was not arriving at a new awareness of the God around him; John was instead realizing that the places where he believed God dwelt were nothing of the sort.

“I’m sensing pride, Brother John,” said Pastor Matthew, tightening his ponytail and leaning forward, elbows on his thighs.

Pride, John thought. Is that what this was? No.

“I would call it faith,” John countered. “I believe I have more to give than I’m giving now. I think I can do more than dig ditches.”

“They also serve,” said the pastor, “who stand and wait.”

John stared at his thumbnails, unconvinced.

After a long pause, Pastor Matthew spoke again.

“Was there anything else you wanted to talk about?”

“Oh,” John said, grimacing. “Yes. Okay, yeah. I’m . . . my mom . . . my parents, they were sort of worried . . .”

John’s mind, feeling in the darkness for a moment, found the same path carved the previous night, and he went there again to find his voice.

“I’m afraid I was curious, um, about Satan’s power,” he said. “So I was looking at some pictures, of, um, girls, online, and I shouldn’t have.”

“On the church’s tablet,” said the pastor, and John realized that his parents had talked, that John’s iniquities had been revealed to Pastor Matthew, at least in general form, and his sense of betrayal by – something – multiplied.

“Yes,” John agreed with a cough. “But I’ve learned that—”

“Hey,” the pastor interrupted. “Boys look at things. It’s normal. Don’t beat yourself up about it.”

“Okay,” John said, exhaling with gratitude. This was what he needed to hear. Was grace supposed to feel like a roller coaster?

“But whatever you were doing with those pictures,” Pastor Matthew continued, with an expression that suggested he knew things John’s parents didn’t, “don’t let it turn into a thorn in your side.”

“That’s just what I thought last night,” John said. “That same expression.”

“Unless you think God is calling you to a breeding factory,” Pastor Matthew continued – and his ironic smile suggested he knew God would never issue such a call – “you need to put women in a very special place of faith in your mind, and your heart.”

“Yes,” agreed John, but he could not leave well enough alone, and he spoke again.

“Breeding factory?”

“Baby makers,” said the pastor. “They’ve turned the sacrament of procreation into a business.”

“Oh,” John said, his face looking concerned while his mind was working at the concept from a different place. “I don’t think I’ve heard about that.”

“Look it up,” said Pastor Matthew. “There’s a section on the Baptist Convention website about it.” Pastor Matthew paused, considered. “Okay, hey, let’s make that your assignment. Take a look, and when we meet tomorrow, I want you to tell me how scripture is violated by what goes on in those places. And be thorough.”

Until these words, John was inclined not to meet again with Pastor Matthew, tomorrow or on any other day. His emotions and his will were both oscillating, getting whipsawed by shame and disappointment, anger and hope, a world that seemed to have begun toying with him yesterday. Whose hand was at work here? Was he, like Job, being tormented for Satan’s amusement? Or was it God testing him? And how does one tell the difference?

But now there was a new focus of John’s mind, and it had nothing to do with speculative battles between God and Satan over his soul, or what way he could best contribute to the Kingdom.

Now he was merely curious. There were, apparently, places where girls got pregnant and had babies. As part of a business venture. And, if the pastor was to be believed, boys were part of the effort, the parties doing things of concern to the Baptist Convention, doing things that violated scripture.

Had John known there were such places, he would have looked them up. If there were a website called breedinggirls.com, or babyfactory.xxx, he would have visited it. And were it filled with pictures and videos of the goings-on at such places, he would have consulted them. At night, under his sheets.

But now he was being told to go, find, learn about these places. He was being told to do this, indeed, as part of his spiritual instruction.




Chapter IV: Susan of the Testimonial

The Baptist Convention did not approve of the human breeding business, John learned that night.

Conception should occur between a man and woman, the Convention declared in a formal statement on the matter, who were married to each other, and who planned to raise the resulting offspring as their own.

The Convention had no issue with adoption. Sometimes, parents died. Sometimes, they simply couldn’t raise the child themselves. The mother might be single and helpless. She hadn’t wanted to get pregnant, but things happened. Maybe she’d been raped.

Where the Convention drew the line, John discovered, was at making a business of the thing. Paying males and females who were not married – to each other or to anyone else – to conceive, so that the issue could be sold to adoptive parents . . . this was an abomination the Convention condemned, and the formal statement on the matter urged all members of the faith to avoid the industry, and it implored the givers of laws to strictly regulate these businesses, if not stamp them out altogether.

The Convention site itself offered guidance on the way these firms violated holy scripture, doing John’s work for him. There was, of course, the fornication central to the industry’s most important process (no one used artificial insemination, John learned). And there was no spiritual vetting of adoptive parents. Anyone with a stable home, no criminal record, and the required fees could adopt, even atheists, idolators, mixed-race parents, same sex parents.

Consigning newborns to heathenry was certainly against the spirit of the scriptures, if not the letter, John knew.

And another violation occurred to John as he did his prescribed research: If the body was a temple, then were not those who exploited the sacred functions of the body for financial purposes like the temple’s money changers?

Pastor Matthew hadn’t asked John to find any redeeming qualities for the industry, but one did occur to him: at least they didn’t abort.

It was after dinner, close to bedtime, John at his desk with his tablet, Luke off somewhere inside or outside. At the bottom of the Convention’s statement were more links, to a sermon about the industry delivered by a Baptist preacher in Atlanta; to Baptist-approved fertility clinics and adoption agencies; to a list of breeding facilities to avoid; and to a Testimonial.

John clicked on the Testimonial first, and began reading:

Short of cash and a day from eviction, ‘Susan’ decided to sign up with a breeding agency. The money was good and the work sounded easy – just get pregnant, have babies, and let them be given up for adoption.

But by the third day of her three-year contract, Susan realized she’d signed up for the worst job she could imagine – and she couldn’t leave.

“The company was set up like a prison, with cells for breeders of both sexes,” Susan recalls. “So we had very little freedom. And then, there were humiliating daily requirements.”

“Everything about being there violated my Baptist principles,” she says. “But when I complained and asked out of my contract, I was given corporal punishment.”

Susan felt completely isolated – spiritually, socially and personally. “No one seemed to care about how unfair the rules were but me. Some of the other girls made fun of me for praying. None of them shared my religious upbringing.”

Susan was able to conceive only once, a problem she blames on the stress of being kept there, and she was let out of her contract after two years.

After her release, Susan rededicated herself to God, and she feels that overall, the experience strengthened her faith. But she still calls it “the biggest mistake of my life.”

“To anyone considering signing up, please don’t,” she says. “I still feel guilty about what happened, and what I had to do there.”

John read and reread the testimonial, comprehending it from two places at once.

First, it was one more in the millennias-old genre of oppressed and captive believers: Daniel, Joseph, Paul, and all the martyrs who followed.

Second, however, it was a story John found . . compelling.

No, not merely compelling. Deeply, viscerally . . . interesting.

No, not even that. Inescapably, overwhelmingly arousing.

It was the little details that stirred him: the confinement, the vague, daily requirements he could only guess at, the punishment Susan received for the minor crime of complaining.

And the reality. Susan’s testimony was, so far as he could tell, entirely truthful. This was not a girl paid to tell false stories and pose for pictures with false smiles. Susan, whoever she was, had lived this in the flesh.

It must have been . . . terrible.

And worse for the males. Surely worse for the males. They were confined too. And brought to whatever girl they were assigned. Were they all put in cells beside each other, without regard for gender, female bodies a constant, tormenting presence?

John, alone in his bedroom at his desk, peered back at his open door before he reached down to comfort his aching member, bursting against his underwear and his jeans, pushing for release, and relief.

But another detail nagged at John, besides the rankly prurient.

Some of the girls had made fun of Susan for praying, and for a time that evening, John set aside his carnal response to the narrative, to focus on the spiritual.

The other girls had mocked Susan.

Why?

Because, mostly assuredly, they hadn’t heard the Truth. Because they hadn’t seen the Light.

The machinery of John’s mind was cranking and clattering now, conjuring ideas, making new things, following particular paths of logic to particular ends, the ends occurring to him all in one piece.

Were not these breeding firms, these baby factories, in at least as much need of evangelism as Venezuela, Malta, Kazakhstan?

And were not these poor breeding girls as desperate for the Word of God as the prostitutes and tax collectors to whom Jesus ministered?

And would not he who might come to share the Kingdom of Heaven in these prisons of procreation, these halls of fettered fertilization, work most effectively from within?

Indeed, would not the messenger making straight the way of the Lord in such a place serve best by sacrificing most, by giving up his both his freedom and his very seed, by not only speaking the gospel but living it, delivering truly and faithfully both the Word and the semen?

And was this not the inescapable conclusion of all that had beset John over the last day, the pain and disappointment, the shame and sorrow, the suffering of his brother and his sisters?

John, God was saying, in so clear a voice it was as if he were speaking into John’s ear right now – go to my children, even in these places.

Especially in these places.

And do as they do, even unto breeding with them.

It’s too late for Saint Susan of the Testimonial, John knew, but there would be more Susans, faithful or potentially faithful girls who had gone astray, signed contracts unwittingly, ended up condemned to breed for a term of three years (or maybe more or less, that wasn’t clear to John). And they would need his witness, his truth, his wisdom. And if they could give him audience only when he was propelling between their legs his solace of cream, so it must be.

Luke arrived as John sat, transfixed with ideas, and the younger brother dressed for bed, and John gazed once more at the testimonial before he said goodnight and dressed for bed and turned in, and that night, once Luke’s soft breathing confirmed he was asleep, John reached under the sheets to grasp his tool of divine tutelage, and he worked himself into a new state of godliness, driven both by what he had read and by the conviction that this exercise was no longer iniquity, no longer sin, was nothing less than divine preparation.

If he must fulfill the role of breeder in order to claim the mantle of minister, he must be as well-versed in the relevant workings of his body as possible, must he not?

John did not undress tonight, simply pushed his pajamas down in front so he could tend to himself, and he angled his tip toward his belly during ejaculation, so that if anyone inspected his bedclothes, they would find the evidence of nothing more than nocturnal release, another innocent expulsion.

And when he lay flat on his back to catch his breath, semen cooling his belly and hip and hand, he remembered that there was more to see on the Convention website, that there was a list of breeding companies there, places the faithful must avoid and despise – or places the faithful must seek out, if there to fulfill a calling.

John reached to his desk for his tablet, easing it under his sheets, consulting it this way not for arousal, but to learn.

And it might be said that if great discoveries were accompanied by the flooding of light around the person enjoying revelation, the illumination under John’s sheets must have been unusually glorious.

For here, third on the long list of places to be avoided, was a firm with no less than the name Sutton Mirabilis.

Mirabilis.

Miracle.

Well, not exactly miracle, but for those attuned to the subtleties of God’s call, it was exactly the kind of word, exactly the kind of sign, John had been seeking.

Mirabilis. A different kind of miracle. A different kind of calling. A righteous destiny few might understand, but which was as worthy as any other God might lay out for anyone looking for guidance.

All the signs were there, a cascade of them raining down on John from the preceding evening onward.

Sutton Mirabilis. Based in Savannah, Georgia.

Now John had a name, and an address

But that was all; no idea how one reached out to such a place, how one talked to those in charge, crossed its threshold.

But John had faith.




Chapter V: On the Bus

One does not have to move from atheism to belief to be born again. Some people move in the other direction, shedding a network of beliefs to get to a more tenable place of holiness. Others move within a faith, refining their dogma, shifting, adjusting. The only requirement for being born again is that one quickly adopt such a sweeping set of new ideas that it affects everything – the way one sees the world, interacts with others, plans one’s future.

And so it was with John Wright, who in a few days and nights neither joined Christianity nor left it behind, but thoroughly reoriented his place within it.

There would be no altar call here, no raising of hands before one’s fellow believers, no weeping and writhing as one shed an old skin. Like countless other prophets, his calling would make no sense to anyone, even those closest to him, so all of this must be done in secret. And was that not an example set by Jesus himself, who sometimes bade others not to tell of him, or his deeds?

So for the most part, John proceeded as he had before, poring over the Bible, maintaining his role in the family, continuing his meetings with Pastor Matthew and his pursuit of a mission, however far off it might be. And despite Pastor Matthew’s steady counsel against youthful lusts and (although he didn’t put it this way) excessive masturbation, John continued to pleasure himself at night, at the same frequency and with the same vigor as prior to the family meeting. But he no longer consulted the vixens on his tablet to do so, as much because of his new purpose in life as his chastising. Breeding girls were probably ordinary females, he suspected with an admirable injection of realism, not painted up like Jezebels, not slipping pre-tryst out of the latest Hollywood fashions, and that’s what he needed to be ready for, that’s what he needed to imagine as he yanked through his training. These would be girls like the females at church, like his fellow missionaries, like his sisters.

Meanwhile, John took on another job, working for the grown children of a wealthy church member who had died, laboring daily to clear out her home and yard. She had horded in her waning years, let things go a bit.

He was paid in cash, by the hour, but received tips after particularly difficult chores – clearing bat guano out of the attic, for example. He turned over his regular pay to his parents, for mission or rent or both, it was never made clear, but he kept the tips for himself, maintaining a clear conscience.

That was his money.

Or no, not really his – it was God’s, given to him to fulfill his mission. The cash, which he stored in the toe of a pair of old boots, was bus money.

The bus station lay on the outskirts of downtown Eastminster, about four miles from the Wright home, which lay well beyond downtown, in a neighborhood, more or less, of far-flung dwellings, some affixed to the earth with foundations, some affixed with plastic ties and wheels.

To the extent that the mind alone can place one in a different realm, regardless of one’s continuing surroundings or persistent routine, John occupied an exotic place indeed.

No observer would have noticed anything unusual about John’s external behavior, other than his occasional tucking of five-, 10- or 20-dollar bills into his old boot. But within his gray cells, he was in an almost constant state of preparation, excitement, arousal.

Imagining how something might be can be more demanding than experiencing it, and so it was for John, forced for the first time in his life to press his mind to conjuring something that was not laid out for him, delineated in unquestionable formats via Bible passages, his parents’ interpretations, and the declarations of his pastors and the faith books he read.

While John had little to work with – no more than the testimonial of Susan and the knowledge gleaned from his own voyages through online pornography – his mind proved fertile ground. His eyes might be looking at a minister delivering a sermon, Ruth seated across the table from him over dinner, a moldering collection of boxes in the corner of a forgotten bedroom, but that’s not really what he was seeing. Instead, before the hidden eye of his mind, there were naked girls it was his job to penetrate and release within, dormitories where breeders lived and coupled, and – most importantly – open ears hungry for the witness of Brother John Wright:

Christian.

Missionary by Calling.

Breeder by Necessity.

There was a second set of notions residing behind John’s eyes as well, for before he began his ministry, he had to get there, and that took careful consideration.

Once in late April while running an errand downtown, he had taken a detour to the bus station, entering the glass door with a furtive glance over his shoulder, searching the waiting room with its orange plastic chairs, its ticket counter and rack of schedules, collecting a triple-folded green sheet with rows and columns of destinations and pricing, stuffing it into his pocket and slipping out, consulting the document under his sheets that night with the same urgency he brought to masturbation.

One hundred fifty-three dollars.

That was the cost of physical transport to his mission.

$153.

A bus ticket from Eastminster, Virginia, to Savannah, Georgia.

John had $83 when he found the fare.

At the time, he was pulling in about $20 a week in tips from his employers, meaning that he should have all he needed by the end of May. He would go then, to the bus station, and from there to Savannah.

The tips slowed a bit that next month, however. The work was getting more mundane, not quite as unpleasant. He was emptying boxes out, laying the contents on the floor of the biggest bedroom for inspection by the adult children, tossing what they didn’t want to keep into the big metal trash bin they’d parked in the front driveway for the purpose. It was easy work, meaning just a 10-dollar tip once a week, usually on Fridays. The postponement dissuaded John not at all. The mission begins in June, he decided. And when late June arrived and he was still 20 dollars short, he cast his eyes on mid-July with the same aplomb.

Yes, the mission would begin on Wednesday, July 15. That was not his will. It was God’s. Departure early on that date would put him in Savannah no later than the 16th, and the 16th was a portentous number for him.

John 3:16, after all.

Still, John kept his plans to himself, continued to labor a few days a week at the church, began with his parents’ approval to restore money in small increments to the account for the official mission he no longer planned to take. And the world, meanwhile, staggered through the early months of a global pandemic, entire swaths of the nation’s economy shutting down, the deaths adding up, the illness undeniable, even to the many in John’s church who muttered that there was no truth to things, that the media was exaggerating the virus, if not making it up altogether. Blame fell upon the Chinese, Deep State operatives, various Democrats and, ultimately, the forces of Satan himself.

John himself believed the illness was real but took it as a sign, as a reminder of God’s ability to impose radical change in a time and place of His choosing, to overturn things, to surprise and confound the smug who believed life was a certain way and that way only.

If anyone were looking for signs of John’s impending vanishment, they would have found them becoming especially pronounced by the second week of July. There was a greater seriousness, an absence of smiles, no joking. He worked hard at his two lessons a week with Pastor Matthew, laboring over Biblical passages and their interpretations, struggling to find the deeper meanings in every verse.

John had become particularly formal with his sisters, given to making scripturally-derived observations over even the most minor of events – the soiling of a dress, a good grade in math, the return of a baby bird to its nest. And there was a wistfulness in his eyes at times, over dinner, when gazing out his bedroom window, and when he wandered the halls of his church on the way to Pastor Matthews’ office, or on Sundays after the service.

To prepare to take leave of one’s foundations is rarely without pain. To prepare to do so in secret, without any support or encouragement from one’s family and peers, is even worse, and the self-imposed isolation weighed on the boy. There was hope there as well, however, a determination to serve this mission faithfully and effectively, and that is why he studied with all the diligence he could muster, certain that God was in charge of these lessons, that everything he learned or relearned now would be directly applicable to some moment in the breeding firm, in whatever place was reserved for the delivery of semen to his mate’s vaginas.

How does one speak of the Kingdom in such a place?

There would be no room for humor, obviously. The airy jokes the religious told often enough from the pulpit must be set aside there. He would hand over the keys of life soberly, for it was a sober message. Nor could he imagine jesting, provoking laughter while engaged in intimacy.

Did anyone notice the change in John’s demeanor?

Rachel, John’s youngest and in some ways his closest sister, was the only one to say anything, her words coming on the night before his departure, after dinner, when it might be said he was sweating blood, at least figuratively, his heart thumping, his mind turned toward the unknown challenges and victories God was about to set before him.

“You seem really serious,” she said as they cleaned up together after dinner.

“Oh yeah?” John replied, as if surprised.

“I mean, more serious than usual.”

She turned and looked up at him, drying her hands on her apron.

“Did something happen with Mom?” she inquired, keeping her voice low.

“No,” John whispered back. “It’s fine.”

“It’s the mission then, right?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” John asked, his heart rate bumping up a tick.

“You’re still upset about it, I know,” she said. “I mean, really upset about it.”

“I have learned to be still,” John replied sagely, “and know that He is God.”

“See, that’s what I mean,” Rachel lamented, eyes squinting with something akin to annoyance. “So . . . serious.”

John smiled in an inscrutable way and Rachel’s interrogation ended.

As the eve of his date with divinity passed with excruciating slowness, John went through the logistics over and over in his mind. He wanted a clean break, no one discovering his plans, questioning him, attempting to stop him or change his mind.

He would wake early, shower before Ruth, pack his own food, and depart with the small lie that he was going to the corner to get picked up by one of the family members he was working for. He wouldn’t get picked up, however. He would walk to town, taking a slightly circuitous route through neighborhoods, across the grounds of the elementary school (now closed for the summer), and down the trail through a private forest, thus keeping off the main roads into town until he was a block from the bus station. The first and shortest leg of his pilgrimage should take no more than an hour.

There he would buy his ticket for the 9:47 to Raleigh, where he would connect with a second line that would take him south over the next 12 hours to Savannah, where he had memorized the course he must walk to Sutton Mirabilis, which was in his mind at least as exotic a place as Venezuela, Malta or Kazakhstan.

He took no pleasure in imagining the concern of his family when he didn’t come home that evening, and he hoped they’d find his letter quickly, and be reassured by it.

He’d leave it under his sheets, which he’d washed before dinner and would not be soiling tonight. He’d put his phone there too, turned off. Its location could be traced, he had recently learned, this magical power present even in a simple JayPhone that could be used for calls and text messages and little else.

He’d labored over every word of his letter, written four drafts before he finished a version he was happy with, and shoved it between his mattresses to await the day when it would be laid beneath his covers.

“Dear Father, Mother, and Brother and Sisters in Christ,” it began. “By the time you read this, I will be well into my mission. I feel truly led to what I am doing, but I have decided in faith that I must keep this to myself. All of this has been carefully, and prayerfully, considered. I hope you can understand, and will welcome me back when I return, whenever that might be. But know that I am in God’s hands, and doing His work, and I will miss you, and think of you, and pray for you often. Please pray for me.

“Your loving son and brother,

“John.”

In bed that night, John stared at the ceiling and believed he might never fall asleep, but sleep came in time, departed after a time, and he tossed and turned before it settled again on him and his mind, and he rested that way until his alarm clock stirred him, and he awoke with a sense of deep and spiritual arousal, for all must happen today, the beginning of his mission, the end of his childhood, the God-ordained passing of his parents’ authority, the elevation from ditch-digging future missionary to the real thing, and the calling to a new vocation, for now he must learn a skill he had only imagined to date, and watched others doing, the insertion of penis into vagina for the purposes of leaving behind that thick, white seed of divine will.

Yes.

All went according to plan that morning, the early shower, the dressing and the breakfast, the small lie to his mother and father, the surreptitious placing of his JayPhone and the letter beneath his sheets, and the escape, the passage through the front door into the hot and humid air of Virginia in July, the last glance backward, the hope that this small gesture would not get him turned into a pillar of salt, the detour from the corner to a plat of tract homes where no one noticed him, and from there across the vacant elementary school campus and down the forest trail and through another anonymous neighborhood and finally downtown and, after a quick glance up and down the street, his ducking into the bus station, where the cool air felt like heaven and he made his way to the ticket counter.

“Savannah,” John said to the girl. “I think it’s leaving at 9:47?”

“One seventy-two fifty-nine,” she said without looking up.

“Pardon me?” John said.

She repeated the number.

“Did the price go up?” he said. “I thought it was supposed to be one fifty-three.”

“It’s one seventy-two fifty-nine, with taxes and fees,” she said. “You have to pay those too.”

“The schedule said one fifty-three,” John said, doing his best to control his panic.

“How much do you have?”

“One fifty-five.”

“You can get to Hardeeville for one forty-eight twelve,” she said with a speed that suggested questions like this came up all the time, that people would come to her window and name their price and their ultimate destination, and she would get them as far toward their goal as their money would allow.

“What time will I get there?” he asked.

“About 8:30 tonight.”

“How far is Hardeeville from Savannah?”

“I don’t know,” she confessed, because this information wasn’t normally required to sell a ticket and get people away from her window. “Like fifty miles maybe.”

“Fifty?” John gasped.

“Or fifteen, maybe. You can ask when you get there.”

Briefly, for no more than a fraction of a second, John considered turning back, going home, lying that he had done a morning’s work and was done for the day. But what if his mother had found his note in the meantime? What if she’d decided to search his sheets this morning, and even now was trying to understand – and act upon – what he’d written?

No.

God was testing him. How much faith did John Wright have? Would he turn back at the first hint of adversity?

Of course not.

John moved his lunch to his left hand and reached into his pocket with his right, pulling out the cash – fives and tens and ones and twenties – and he counted out 150 dollars and passed it under the glass, and she took it and deposited his money into her drawer, each denomination in its own separate bed, and John watched it go with a distinct pang, because every bill represented hard, honest work, and good people who had paid him to do it, and paid extra as well, and the girl made change and gave it to him, a dollar and 88 cents, and he pocketed it and took a seat toward the back of the bus station, well away from the windows , face turned away from the main doors, and – with 27 minutes to go until scheduled departure – he prayed silently the bus would be on time, and no one would accost him, and his mother wouldn’t find his letter and pull a Dick Faithful before he’d made good his escape.

“After prayerful consideration,” she might be saying even now, “I have concluded that John’s epistle indicates clearly that he will be leaving town. Now, you may ask, what is the best way for him to depart our humble burg? We don’t have an airport, and he couldn’t afford a ticket anyway. He wouldn’t hitchhike, given all the heathens who pick people up in order to lead them astray. And it would take him too long to walk. So, the answer is elementary: to the bus station we go!”

These rows of orange, plastic chairs, affixed to stainless steel bars splotched with spent gum and condiment smears; this space of fluorescents and gray terrazzo and speckled windows; these wide doors that led to the bays which, every time they opened, allowed in the twin assaults of engine roar and diesel breath – this was John’s garden, his Gethsemane, and he bowed his head and clasped his hands in his lap and prayed not for another path, but for exactly the path he had planned out and paid for.

At last appeared the sign he was waiting for, on the board above the back doors: RALEIGH DEPARTING 9:47 AM LANE 2, accompanied by words over the loudspeaker, apparently in English, in which “seven” was distinctly audible.

John rose, cast another glance behind him, to his left and right, and passed through the doors and toward the great vehicle, breathing heavily, and he climbed in and showed his ticket and headed toward the back, looking down and avoiding the eyes of the passengers already on board, an older woman, a mother with two restless boys, a pair of soldiers in camouflage, a thin black man in a red fedora, and he sat with a heavy sigh, and he knew he was not home free yet, and he peered out the window, praying that if his mother came, he’d see here before she saw him.

The bus’s first lurch forward caught John by surprise, and the roar beneath and behind his seat startled him, and after that came a wave of relief, because they were off, and he was on his way, and he was for the first time truly beyond the clutches of his mother, for the first time in his life, and he looked out the windows at a town he’d known all his life, the main street and the trees and the little shops and Delano’s Grocery, and here was another pang, because there are always things in life that you don’t care about until you realize you are losing them.

Still, he welcomed every additional mile that separated him from the place of his birth, and from his family and his church and anyone who might express doubts about this plan, and he allowed his mind to wander, briefly, to what awaited him, to the girls in need of the gospel and his seed, but when he pondered the ways that seed would be planted, the various positional options, the things the girls might say, the sounds they might make that weren’t quite words, his penis sprang to life, and he reached down to discreetly reposition it, and if he’d been alone he would have done far more.

When the bus made it to the interstate, John’s sense of liberation faltered, and he found himself peering into the other lane, expecting to see his mother’s eyes searching for him from his father’s car, spotting him, flagging down the bus, ordering him off and back home.

Did she have that power? Was it legal? What if he refused to go?

I am a man, John thought to himself, for the first time in his life.

I am a man.

Thank you, Jesus, for this most glorious day.




Chapter VI: Across the River

The bus stopped three times, in three little cities, before they crossed the state line into North Carolina, and the fear of being waylaid by his mother began to ease, and he opened his lunch and pulled out a cheese sandwich and an apple and a Christian protein bar and a bottle of water, and he ate quickly and wondered how much the remaining six dollars and change would go toward food on the road, and he thought about the walk that lay before him still, after his ticket had brought him as far as he could go and he still had 15 miles to go. Or 50.

So be it, he thought. Every step will be another lesson from God.

Every step.

But as the day wore on, the sun’s rays slanting through the windows facing west, John prayed that God would set no more surprises before him, that his diligence in scriptural study, and in planning the trip, would be rewarded with a successful arrival to the threshold of Sutton Mirabilis.

After almost 11 hours on the road, the bus pulled into downtown Hardeeville, stopping under a broad awning with a great wheeze, opening its doors and allowing a breath of late evening air at least twice as oppressive as Virginia at its worst, a heavy mass of thickness that made John feel oily before he’d even exited the vehicle.

He moved with the rest of the passengers through the terminal, filled his bottle at the water fountain, and headed into the parking lot, where paired LEDs on flecked poles competed with the sun’s fading light.

“Do you know how to get to Savannah from here?” he asked a woman getting into a pickup truck with a pre-teen boy.

“Down that way, I think,” she replied, pointing to the left along the four-lane highway as she settled into the driver’s seat.

“And just follow it all the way?” John asked.

“No, it runs into 17, I think, and you go south on that.”

“So I would turn . . . right?” John asked.

The woman waved him off with a disarming smile and shut her door.

Another test, then. Had God wanted him to reach Mirabilis tonight, the first person John had accosted would not only have told him how to get there, she would have driven him there himself.

John didn’t expect to be entering Mirabilis tonight, however, no matter how close he’d gotten by the end of the day. He understood there would be some protocol, some barrier, an entrance test. Not unlike heaven. He wasn’t sure how those involved in breeding made their way in, but most likely, there were some preliminaries conducted online. He hadn’t dared go to the Mirabilis website, however, assuming one existed. After the family meeting, he had learned how to delete the browser history on his tablet, but did it really get rid of everything?

His plan was to find a place to stay overnight, sheltered if possible, but under the stars, or even in the rain if God said that’s the way it ought to be. He had imagined sleeping in the Savannah bus station itself, if such were allowed. But he couldn’t see himself staying in the Hardeeville station. His six-foot plus frame would have stood out in the tiny waiting room, and besides, he needed to be on his way. He wanted to wake up in Georgia tomorrow morning, not South Carolina.

He swept the parking lot with his eyes, decided no one there would be more helpful than the woman had been and, water bottle in hand and six dollars and change in his pocket, he took his first step of faith, heading to the cracked sidewalk that bordered the road, his quest to find 17 South.

And here God granted mercy. With the traffic whizzing by in both directions, the day darkening, and the streetlights coming on to illuminate fast foot restaurants and laundromats and wig stores and gas stations, John looked ahead and saw hope, a busy intersection with a pair of signs: 17 NORTH and 17 SOUTH, pointing left and right, respectively. And beneath the sign for 17 south read these blessed words: SAVANNAH 17

The girl had been wrong. Savannah was neither 15 nor 50 miles from here. It was 17. He could walk that far in four hours. It would take him far longer to fly to Malta. He would reach Savannah about 1 a.m.

John reached the intersection and turned right, his steps sure, his heart soaring, his sense of God’s presence certain and inspiring.

He walked for what felt like a half hour – already more than two miles, by his estimation, of his 17-mile journey – when a pickup truck passed him, its brake lights glowed on, it slowed, stopped and pulled over onto the gravelly shoulder.

As John neared, the passenger side window rolled down and a male voice inquired, “Hey, Bo, where you goin’?”

John approached the window cautiously, not able to discern the presence of God here, or the machinations of Satan either, or to conclude this was merely some random happenstance in which neither being was playing an active role, which John believed could also happen at times.

He stopped beside the car, looking into the black male face of the passenger and the white male driver beside him, both staring out the window at him.

“Savannah,” John said. “You going that way?”

“Closer than you’ll git tonight if you walk,” said the white face. “Git in.”

John hesitated for just a moment, but in that brief time he conducted a fairly thorough assessment of things. Here was, perhaps, that God-sent ride he was looking for. It wasn’t who he was expecting, but then, it never is. A white man and a black man, both about his age, traveling together through the Deep South. Were they thugs, looking for someone to rob? But if so, why would they target a man who didn’t even have the money for a bus trip to Savannah, 17 miles away? Were they perverts, hoping to do something terrible to him? Maybe, but he could tell he was bigger, and probably stronger, than either of them. He wouldn’t go down without a fight, and he was sure they knew it.

Were they already Christian? And if not, could they be saved?

Was John’s mission about to begin?

“I thank you,” John said, reaching for the door handle, the door unlatching before he reached it, and he pulled it open, waited for the black youth to slide over, set his foot in the truck and hoisted himself up, squeezing in, pulling the door closed.

The truck’s air was refreshingly cool and dry, and John breathed in, buckled his seatbelt, and the driver shifted into first, signaled and pulled onto the highway.

“I’m John.”

“Aaron,” said the black youth, offering his hand.

John took it.

“That’s Mr. King Bossman In Charge the Third,” Aaron said, pointing to the driver, who continued to shift as he sped up.

“I’m Rick,” the driver corrected. He was blond and exceedingly slim, peering over a sharp, hawk’s-bill nose at the road ahead. “Why you walking down the damned road at night?”

“Trying to get to Savannah,” John replied.

Would a Christian say “damned”? Probably not.

“What’s there?” Aaron inquired.

“I’m trying to get to a place there,” John replied. “To see if I can work there.”

“What kinda place?” asked Rick.

“It’s right on the Savannah,” said John. “It’s about two miles upriver from 17.”

“We’ll be near there tonight,” said Rick.

“Really?” John said. “Where are you going?”

“My uncle’s got some land he wants us to go over,” Rick explained.

“Land?” John queried.

“On the river,” said Rick.

“Farmland?” John asked.

“Maybe one day,” Aaron said. “For now it’s lying fallow.”

“What do you have to do there?” John asked, wondering if he might be able to pay for his ride by helping out. He had worked fences, cleared land, dug ditches.

“We’ll be looking at a sensor,” Rick said. “It didn’t trip when it rained heavy in April, so uncle thinks it’s broke.”

Rick hit his right blinker and slowed, easing the truck onto a narrow, cracked, asphalt road, dropping to second, speeding up again.

“How much farther?” John inquired.

“‘Bout half an hour,” Rick said, dodging a pothole.

“How long are you gonna be working there?” John asked.

“Until tomorrow night at worst.”

“Think we’ll be anywhere near where I’m trying to go?” John asked.

“Your place is upriver from 17?”

“Yeah. About two miles.”

“We should be right near it, sure.”

“What you gonna do there?” asked Aaron, apparently not satisfied with John’s first attempt at answering.

Truth is, John didn’t really want to say. He had shared his plans with no one but God until now, and that’s how he wanted to keep it. He knew his family wouldn’t understand his mission, guessed that few Christians would. Nor would anyone non-Christian, since the idea of fulfilling a mission for God, whatever its nature, would be foreign to them. And things people didn’t understand made them uncomfortable, and made them ask questions, which John found uncomfortable.

“I’m going to help make things,” John conceded.

True enough. Or at least half true enough.

John drew his breath in and felt his heart jump, as it always did when he was about to fish among men. That was the spirit, he’d been told.

“And preach,” he added.

“Preach?” Rick echoed, as if he’d never hear the word.

It was dark black out here, the trees hugging the narrow road on both sides, nothing visible but the broken pavement and the vegetation on either side.

“Tell of the Kingdom of Heaven,” John said.

“You’re a preacher, then,” Rick observed.

“Are you ordained?” asked Aaron.

“I’m only 20,” John said, a little defensively.

“Are you getting ordained?” Rick asked.

“I’ve been studying,” John said. “Getting ready for a mission. Do you know what a mission is?”

“Mission Impossible,” said Aaron.

Rick snorted. “Ignore him,” he said. “Tell us about your mission.”

“Are either of you Christian?” John asked.

“Well, sure,” said Rick. “Who ain’t?”

“Is it normal for Christians to smoke weed?” Aaron inquired. “Because Rick smokes a lot of weed.”

“You mean, marijuana?” John asked.

“Mare-i-joo-wanna,” Rick quipped. “And Twinkle Toes here ain’t got much room to talk.”

“Would either of you like to dedicate your life to Jesus?” John inquired, going for broke. They were going to be stopping soon, and he was going to get out of the truck and make his way to the gates of Mirabilis, to spend the night, and if either of these men were going to be saved, now was the time.

“What does that involve?” Rick inquired.

“Just changing your heart,” John replied. “Just realizing that you need him, that you—”

“Need him for what?” Aaron interrupted. “With all due respect. Need him for what?”

“Jesus, Mr. Kryptonite,” Rick blurted, “let the man finish.”

“It’s a fair question,” Aaron protested. “Isn’t it a two-way street?”

“It is,” John said, and too late, he realized he’d blown his pitch, he’d started preaching before he knew his audience. Could he salvage his message?

“What do you need?” John inquired.

“I need white cops to stop killing unarmed black brothers and sisters,” Aaron said.

“And here we go,” Rick lamented, slowing as he neared a break in the woods to the left, a dirt road there he’d somehow found. He didn’t bother signaling this time, just turned on it and eased his way forward.

“I need a nation that says, just once . . . just once . . . thank you for all you did for us.”

“He thinks he came from slaves,” Rick said. “But he can’t prove it.”

“No proof required,” said Aaron. “It’s something you can feel in your blood. My forefathers—”

“And my forefathers musta smoked some serious hashish, then,” Rick asserted. “’Cuz I feel that in my blood.”

Aaron laughed, but John simply sat in misery, his chance to save these two lost because he’d tried to hurry. “Jesus cared about the poor, and the oppressed,” he offered weakly.

“Christians, though,” Aaron said. “Again, no disrespect . . . but the poor and the oppressed . . . that’s not where their heads are at right now.”

“I got mine,” Rick agreed. “And the rest of you can fuck off.”

“Thank you, Jesus,” Aaron added.

They bounced through high weeds, Rick picking out a trail somehow that John couldn’t distinguish from the what lay around it, seed-topped stalks and low brambles and the occasional short tree struggling up from the earth.

For a time, they might as well have been wandering through outer space, so removed was John from any sense of where he might be.

But when they rounded a clump of hedge and short pine, John spotted lights ahead. At first dismissing them as bright stars or the planets of God’s creation, he realized they were too low to be natural. These were distant lights. This was not Savannah, however. They were spaced widely, illuminating a road, a small shop, a larger compound, clearly a settlement well away from the blinding glare of a city.

John did his best to gauge the distance to the nearest lights. A half mile at least.

“Where are we?” he asked.

“That’s the west side of Savannah,” Rick said, pointing over his steering wheel, continuing to bounce slowly through the field. More lights appeared. A car, streetlights of a distant road, an aircraft, high overhead and far to the west.

Rick turned the truck again and a tiny shack appeared, about the right size for storing a car, or a couple of riding lawnmowers, the weathered wooden siding white in the truck’s high beams. They stopped beside it, headlights illuminating a cleared area with a circle of charred rocks, and he turned off the truck, cut the lights and opened his door, and John followed suit, Aaron exiting just behind him, the three males standing in thigh-high grass, a riot of stars overhead comprising reality, civilization just a rumor here.

Rick produced a flashlight while John was still looking up, and he and Aaron worked quickly, pulling things from the back of the truck, reaching for wood and folding chairs and a cooler with what John hoped was dinner, and he stood back and allowed his new friends to proceed, and a fire was lit and a grill was set over it and hotdogs and buns were set on the grill, and Rick and Aaron reached into the cooler for two cans of beer, settling into their own folding chairs, and Aaron gazed across the fire at John.

“I bet you don’t drink,” he said.

“No,” said John. “I’m not old enough to anyway.”

“There’s melting ice in there, if you want water,” said Aaron.

John, who had long since emptied his water bottle, submerged it in the cooler, the water bringing a welcome chill to his fingers, and he filled and drained his bottle three times before he’d had his fill.

“Damn, Bo, why didn’t you say you was thirsty?” Rick asked.

“I know how to wait for things,” John replied.

John put away four hotdogs, a feat that further impressed Rick and Aaron. He could have done a fifth but didn’t want to be gluttonous.

They all pissed into the river after dinner, the water flowing slow and black fifty feet from their little campsite. John hadn’t realized until now they were still on the wrong side of the water, and the thought of swimming it crossed his mind, and he knelt in the mud and let the water wash his fingertips, confirming that it was cool but not cold, and quite passable.

Somewhere on the bank, buried in weeds and hidden in the dark, a sensor had been mounted on a short scaffolding, Rick reported, and it told his uncle when the water overran the bank, information that would tell him what crops, if any, could thrive on this land under a changing climate.

If the sensor were broken or gone or its antenna had been ripped away, Aaron should be able to fix it. It was one of his skills, just something he’d picked up the way John had picked up the gospel.

They spoke of these and other things around the dying fire. Rick and Aaron even allowing John to expound a bit on his beliefs, neither agreeing nor disagreeing. Maybe he would plant the seed in these minds, he thought, and others would bring the water, and still others would nurture the saplings of these men’s faiths until they bore fruit.

Not every conversation had to result in an altar call, John had learned long ago, and to expect otherwise was to show pride and an impatience with God’s plan.

They made their beds in the shack, enough room for all three of them on the hard-packed earth, and the mosquitoes and the thick heat were not terrible in there, and the burden of leaving his family, and the guilt thereof, did not trouble John more than an hour or two as he tried to fall asleep and tried not to miss his bed too much and hoped they’d found his note under the sheets and reminded himself that all this was for the good and had been approved by God.

He slept poorly, but he had slept poorly before, on nights when the tablet had called him, over and over again, to masturbate and release and wipe and masturbate and wipe and finally stop not when he was exhausted or the time no longer made sense or God had told him to do something else, but only when his penis stopped groaning with need, and he woke up to his alarm and showered and threw his body at this or that chore and sweated or shook with the cold and endured and made his way through to now.

With no alarm to wake him, he stirred when he heard Rick and Aaron conversing, dim summer light breaking through the spaces in the plank walls of their little shack.

Rick and Aaron had been awake long enough to move past grogginess to a quiet discussion of the specifics of the day, their words a little incomprehensible to John, however, referencing things like “water table” and “standard elevation” and “short-wave broadcast.”

Aaron pushed open the shed door, letting in a rectangle of half light, and John blinked against it and sat up and remembered where he was, and what he intended to do today, and what might occur, God willing, and he shuffled to his feet and stepped outside, neither Rick nor Aaron acknowledging him, both focused on getting their work done.

Breakfast was uncooked hotdogs from the cooler, and more beer, so John drank the meltwater, still cold in his mouth, and chased it with a wiener, and followed the two others down to the river bank, where he peed and stared into the water and at the opposite bank 100 yards away, and at the buildings further away and the street and the two cars and a truck making their way over there.

Rick, crouched in weeds by the river, the branches of a sapling encircling his head, found what he was looking for and called Aaron over, and the two men talked and cussed and talked some more, and John tried to stay out of the way but couldn’t help but hover. He didn’t care about the sensor or what it did or what was wrong with it. He wanted to get to Savannah, and from there to Mirabilis, where a miracle waited for him, strange and godly.

At last they finished cursing beside what, to John, looked like a set of random metal things soldered together, like a child’s idea of a spaceship, and they scrambled up from the bank, feet slipping and hands grasping for weeds.

“Well, back to Hardeeville,” Rick announced.

“Huh?” John blurted.

“The one thing . . . the one goddammed thing we did not bring, is the part we need,” Rick mourned, stalking back to the truck, Aaron following him, both of them clearly, utterly oblivious to John and the things he wanted. Going north again, even just as far north as Hardeeville for a morning errand, felt to him like complete defeat, like the abrogation of his God-given mission, like capitulation to the forces of darkness.

Were Rick and Aaron, after all, acting on Satan’s behalf?

“Wait,” John urged as the two stood by the truck, eyeing him curiously. “I’d rather . . . I can walk to Savannah, if you can just show me which way to go.”

Rick pointed in the general direction of the river. Aaron pulled out his phone, tapped it a few times, held it out to John.

“We’re here,” he said, pointing to a blue dot in a great expanse of lime green, bounded along the upper edge by a sliver of blue. He slid the screen down, revealing what lay on the other side of the river: streets and businesses, some with names popping up. One of those names caught John’s eye.

“Whoa,” he said, looking imploringly at Aaron. “Can you move it back a little? Yeah, there. Right there. That place.”

“Sutton Mirabilis,” it read. Somewhere over there, on the other side of a river split by a long brown sandbar, lay John’s destination.

“Sutton Mirabilis,” John said, casting discretion to the wind. “Where’s that from here?”

“That’s where you’re going?” Aaron inquired.

“Yeah,” John replied breathlessly. “Yeah.”

Aaron studied his phone, looked up, looked down at his phone again.

“It’s about half a mile that way,” he said, pointing at a complex of buildings. “Due west of those places there.”

Mirabilis.

Miracle.

Yes.

“How long would it take to drive there?” John inquired.

Aaron tapped his phone, but Rick beat him to the answer. “About 45 minutes,” he said. “We can take you there this afternoon, if we get the job done in time. Or if we don’t, we can at least drop you off on 17 tonight before we head home. Savannah’s not that far, you can walk it if you don’t get a ride.”

Mirabilis was there.

Right there.

Thank you, Jesus.

“That’s where you’re going?” Aaron said, tapping on his phone again.

“Yeah,” John said.

“What they do?” Rick inquired.

“Some kind of, uh, adoption,” Aaron ventured, poking at his phone’s interface. “No . . . fertility. Breeding. Oh, damn, they makin’ babies there.”

Rick peered over Aaron’s shoulder at the phone, looked up at John with a strange, almost wistful expression.

“What are you going to do there?” he asked.

“I guess . . .” John began, unable to finish the sentence.

“Shit, bo,” Rick said, laughing. “You’re gonna do that? You’re gonna ring some bells?”

John grimaced, finding everything about what Rick said and how he said it distasteful.

“I’ll be ministering,” he said. “To the lost.”

“You don’t even drink beer, bo,” Rick challenged. “That’s way outside a’ tipping back a brewsky.”

John laughed, and took a step backward. He’d made his decision.

“Thank you,” he said. “For the ride, for dinner, for everything. I was hungry, and you fed me. I was homeless—”

“You’re swimming it?” Aaron said, pocketing his phone.

“I am.”

“That shit’s pluff mud on the banks, on the island,” Rick warned. “You gonna sink if you try to walk it.”

“I’ll crawl then,” John announced, taking another step back.

“You can swim, right?”

“I’ve been across the lake at church camp more times than I remember,” John said, leaving off the fact that he was usually the strongest youth swimmer there.

“You’re gonna ruin your boots,” Aaron warned.

“I can swim one-handed,” John said, taking another half dozen steps back. “I’ll hold ‘em up with my other hand.”




Chapter VII: Under the Fence

John, now he’d made up his mind, strode briskly through the thigh-high grass to the river’s edge, found a break in the thicket and paused, turning back to confirm that Rick and Aaron were on their way, the truck easing backward as Rick found last night’s path in.

The bank was steep here, a four-foot drop to black mud, so he turned right, looking for a cut in the bank, stepping through thickets, a pasture here, a little woods, piles of detritus. Half a mile, he told himself. Just half a mile and he would find his miracle. It would be a large building, he was certain, or several buildings, based on the map on Aaron’s phone. He would know it when he saw it, he was certain, shimmering across the river. He jumped a culvert, stomped through briars that tore at his shins, picked his way through a stand of short pines, and all the while he looked left, to the opposite bank, where there was nothing but woods and a shack or two, a lane with a car on blocks, and then – finally – what must be it, an industrial compound no less, two taller building, smaller outbuildings, all enclosed in a high fence.

John, his heart thumping from both exertion and excitement, marched on through the wilderness until he’d drawn abreast of what must be Sutton Mirabilis, and he stopped and looked down at the black bank.

Pluff mud, Rick had called it. The term was new to John, but he knew what it meant. Mud so fine and so wet it couldn’t hold you, would suck you right in up to your kneecaps.

He sat, unlaced his boots, slipped them off and tied the laces together, took his socks off as well and shoved them into the empty boots, and he half clambered, half slid down the side of the bank, his feet hitting the mud and sinking in ankle deep.

John immediately fell to his knees and dropped forward, losing one hand in the pluff, the other holding his boots against his chest.

He inched ahead, pulling first one knee from the muck, then the other, hunching his shoulders to build enough momentum to pull his hand from the sucking sludge and advance it and give it back, his buried fingertips now half a foot from the slow-moving black water.

Were there snakes here? The razor edge of broken clam shells? Fish hooks? John crept to the water like a three-legged beast and wondered if his mission was about to end with a trip to the emergency room, if not on this very spot, his life bleeding out on the edge of this river, his mission aborted before it even began.

Faith, John told himself as he wrested himself out of the mud, one knee at a time.

Faith, he repeated as his hand splashed into the water, the varied textures of the silt forming a kaleidoscope of sensations against his palms and fingers.

Faith.

Now all of him was in the river, the water colder than he remembered it from the night before as it seeped through his jeans.

He rose up to his knees, walking forward that way, eddies the color of creamed coffee swirling around his legs as he progressed, the water climbing up his thighs, enveloping his hips.

Wincing as the water climbed up his body, he half stood, drew one foot forward and planted it in the soft river bed, and then the other, one hand out wide to steady himself, the other holding his boots over his head, and he shuffled along that way until the water had reached his waist, flowing slowly around him on its journey to the sea, cooling all of his lower half.

And now it was time to swim, and John dropped forward, the water embracing all of him, gripping his chest as he gasped and sucked in, his legs kicking of their own accord, one hand stroking the water, the other raised to save his boots, and he pushed forward that way until he reached the silt of the long shoal at mid-river.

He considered swimming around the little outcropping, but he settled on the shortest route as also the most certain, and he repeated his initial immersion in reverse, dropping to his knees, walking out of the water on them, planting his hand in the pluff, finding it to his relief firmer here, and he commenced another three-legged shamble, making his way across 30 yards of mud and gravel and the occasional plastic refuse, and he turned his gaze up, toward Mirabilis, shimmering in the sunlight, half as far as it had been, beckoning him through a chain link fence that ran all along the river, three strands of barbed wire atop that.

John’s hand hit water again, then his knees and his whole body, and he swam madly for another minute, until he was on pluff again, and he turned to sit, breathing in, resting his feet in the mud, the chain-link fence of Sutton Mirabilis up the bank six feet from his head.

The undergrowth was as thick here as on side of the river he had just left, a tangle of stems and roots and dirt and vines, some thorny.

Another challenge, John thought. Another of God’s blessed obstacles, none too hard to surmount, and with each victory came more faith, more strength, more grace.

He brought the conjoined laces of his boots to his mouth, bit down and used both hands to pull himself up to the fence, grasping at whatever seemed sturdy enough to hold his weight, the toe of one boot tapping his collarbone as he ascended.

And here, through the diamond pattern of an unyielding fence, John could at last gaze upon his promised land, a tidy compound of buildings, one to his left three stories high, with great windows all along the side facing him, and to his right a four-story building, both structures cream-colored and well-kept, although John sensed an agedness here, older purposes turned only recently to the breeding of human beings. It must have been a factory of some kind. It still was, really.

Somewhere within, John knew, there were people. There were girls, females, here to be bred. Males, here to breed with them. All hungry for the Word of God. And almost within reach.

Climbing over the fence was not an option, John understood that, but along the bottom of the fence, erosion had taken its toll.

He was familiar with the forgotten places, the fences and foundations and walls that deteriorated invisibly around fields, homes, institutions, until the problems could no longer be ignored. Often enough, he’d done the reparations himself, and in fixing places, he’d developed a sense of how they’d failed.

This fence, he knew viscerally, was a forgotten place, built years ago to prevent invasion from a river that was, up in these parts, also forgotten. Erosion must have done its work somewhere along here, John knew, and he clung to the fence and looked left and right through the underbrush for an opening, casting a wary glance across the grounds within the fence as well at times, hoping he wouldn’t get caught before he made it in.

Surely there was a front gate, staffed by people to whom he could present his offer to be taken in. If he followed the fence around in either direction, he’d arrive. But there was no easy passage from here. Between the fence and water grew brambles and thickets and even a few aspiring trees. He’d have no choice but to get back into the river, swim downstream with his boots in one hand, drag himself out, and hope he could state his case at the main entrance.

Here, he found the fence solidly embedded in the earth, so he went right, toward a gap between a young pine and the chain link, the needles tormenting his back, the crusty fence scraping his chest and belly. But yes, here was a gap, just a little further on, just as he’d hoped, a place where the rain had eaten away the soil and left a hole big enough for passage.

John dropped to put himself below the base of the barrier, enduring the abuse of root and vine and thorn, contorting and bending, pressing his face against the mud, tossing his boots through first, grasping for the tidy lawn with his hands, which he could feel but could not see, short cool grass in place of the wilderness still holding onto the rest of him.

Inch by inch, his legs twisting behind him, he pushed himself forward, now with his arms on the lawn, his chest, his belly, his hips and, finally, all of him, here within the confines of Mirabilis.

With another glance across the empty compound, he slipped back on his socks and boots, stood a little shakily and looked down at himself.

His t-shirt and jeans were soaked, rivulets coursing down to the hem of his pants, dripping from there onto his boots, and within them.

Mud caked both knees of his jeans, another streak of it across the right thigh and the left shin. His t-shirt had been dyed the color of tea, with its own pattern of mud smears, as well as three spreading ovals of blood across his chest. He’d cut himself a little, apparently.

And he smelled. There was something unclean in the mud from which he’d risen, and he touched his nose to a swath of it on his shoulder and grimaced.

Finished taking stock of his physical self, he dropped to his knees and thanked God for the survival of his soul, and he stood again, for his journey was not yet over.

He rounded the nearest building and found several dozen cars parked there, and knew these must be the workers’ cars. The breeders wouldn’t need vehicles, he assumed.

Doing his best to ignore the scent of fermenting mud, he went to the front of the building to his right and found what he sought: a glass door marked “Visitors.”

With one more rueful glance down, he reached for it, pulled it open, was immediately greeted by a welcome blast of cold air and the cheery illumination of a large reception room, lit by both windows and fluorescents.

He made his way softly across the floor’s white tiles, past a few rows of fabric covered chairs, glancing behind himself once, relieved he was not leaving more than a drop or two as he stepped.

The far corner of the room held a dark-haired woman, probably in her 30s, dressed professionally and typing on her PC. She hadn’t noticed him yet, and he approached slowly, wishing she would look up, hoping he wouldn’t startle her. But not until he was just beside her desk did she snap her face toward him with a sharp intake of breath.

“Ohh!” she said, staring at him.

“Hello, Ma’am, I’m John Wright,” he said. He was not feigning politeness. This is how he always was.

“We didn’t have any service scheduled,” she said, recovering from her surprise and looking John over, eyes settling on the mud and the water and the way his shirt clung to his skin.

“Service, Ma’am?”

“You were . . .” she began hesitantly, her nose wrinkling a little as she seemed to catch a whiff of something foul, “here to work on something? The, uh, pipes?”

“Right,” John said, looking down at himself. “No, I was here to . . . yeah. Sign up.”

“Sign up?”

“This is Sutton Mirabilis, right?

“It is.”

“And you hire males to . . .”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” she said, leaning forward to peer at her computer screen. “I’m not seeing you on the schedule. Who did you make your appointment with?”

“I don’t have an appointment, I’m afraid,” John admitted.

“How did you get in?” she said, looking him over again.

“I entered through the back, Ma’am.”

“The back?”

“The back fence.”

“From the river?” she asked, tilting her head, staring at him with incredulity.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said.

“Who let you through the gate?” she demanded.

“Well,” John said, weighing words carefully. “I found a way to get in . . . a sort of entrance, I guess . . . along the river.”

“You swam across the river and crawled under the fence?” she asked, raising her hands to her mouth and laughing. “Oh, honey, what the hell are you doing here?”

“I was hoping I could speak to someone about signing up,” John said. “I’m . . . I think I would do well here.”

The woman picked up the phone on her desk, tapped a few buttons.

“Hey, Harper, I’ve got a new one for you,” she said with another laugh, looking into John’s eyes. “There’s a young man here who says he swam the river and got in under the fence out back, and he wants to sign up as a breeder.”

John could hear laughter from the phone at the woman’s ear, and then a few unintelligible words.

“No, he’s white,” she said, pausing. “He looks about – how old are you?”

“20.”

“He’s 20.”

More sound from the earpiece, and the woman looked at John again.

“No, I think you ought to come out and give him a look. There seems to be a man under all that mud and river water.”

The woman was still laughing as she hung up.

“Normally, I’d ask you to take a seat,” she said. “But please don’t. Harper will be out to see you shortly.”

“Harper?” John repeated.

“Harper, yes.”

John stepped away from the desk, moved back toward the entrance, considered stepping outside but didn’t seem to be dripping much anymore and preferred the air conditioning. Staring out the glass at the lawn, he started when the door behind the receptionist’s desk buzzed, and he turned to see it open, a blonde woman stepping through, in jeans and a white lab coat, her hair tied back, her expression severe, her demeanor not unlike . . . his mother’s.

She stopped six feet away, looking him up and down without smiling.

“Any chance you have COVID?” she asked.

“I don’t think so,” he said. “I feel fine. And we’re very careful at our church. We—”

“You say your name is John Wright?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Do you have an ID? A driver’s license?”

“No Ma’am. I never needed to drive, and my parents didn’t believe in getting unnecessary government IDs.”

“What’s wrong with government IDs?”

“Well . . .” he said apologetically, “mark of the beast, and all that.”

Harper stared at him for a moment.

“John Wright sounds like a made up name,” she said.

“Oh, yeah,” John said, smiling a little sheepishly. “I’ve heard that before. But I’m named after St. John, the author of the third gospel. And Wright is really my last name. We’ve traced our family back to Herefordshire.”

“So, English,” Harper said. “Do you have anything else?”

“Maybe some Cherokee,” he said. “Family legend.”

With these last words, Harper seemed to take a new interest in him, staring at his face, his body.

But John sensed a resistance as well, as if at any moment she might send him back through the door, or even report him to the police for trespassing.

Who was she? he wondered. The head of security? One of the people who decided who got chosen and who didn’t? Just another secretary with a little power, wielding it to the hilt?

“Have you ever bred before?” Harper asked.

“No, Ma’am.”

“Do you have any idea what breeding involves?” she asked.

“Not much, no, Ma’am.”

“Are you a virgin?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Harper looked at the receptionist, who was watching from her desk, and the women raised their eyebrows at each other. Something about John seemed to be surprising them.

“So you literally swam across the river?” she said. “And dug under my fence?”

My fence? She considered it her fence?

“I did,” John confessed. “But I didn’t really dig. The rain had washed away some of the dirt, so there was a gap there . . . and I just sort of crawled through.”

Harper raised her hand and held her fingers a quarter inch apart.

“I am this close to having you escorted off the property,” she said. “But I’m going to give you a chance. You’re probably not—”

“Thank you, Ma’am.”

“You’re probably not,” Harper continued with an expression that made clear she didn’t like being interrupted, “going to make it.”

“I’ll do my best,” John promised.

“It’s not about doing your best,” Harper retorted. “It’s about adapting to things you’ve never dealt with before. Things you’ve never imagined before.”

“I have a good imagination.”

“Not this good,” Harper said, and she looked up at the ceiling, as if she could see what was going on, at that very moment, on the floors above. “We’ve had people with years of sexual experience turn around and leave on the first leg of the tour. Most of our virgins leave crying.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John agreed simply.

“Here are your options,” Harper said. “One, turn around right now, walk through that door, head to the front gate, and they’ll let you out, and we’ll forget this ever happened.”

John gulped.

“Two, you go outside, you take off those clothes, you come back in and shower, you sign some things, and then it’ll take us about a week to figure out if we want to keep you.”

John nodded. Whoever this woman was, she wasn’t saying no. But she certainly wasn’t trying to convince him to stay, either.

She crossed her arms and glared at him.

“As soon as you sign the agreement, you become, in effect, our property,” she said, speaking easily, as if by rote, as if she said this to people regularly. “It’s legal in Georgia, and most other states. You’ll be collared, confined, restrained, disciplined if necessary. We’ll assess you, train you, take your DNA.”

John’s mind went straight to Susan of the Testimonial, the good Christian girl who found only misery at a breeding facility. Where had she been? Here? Perhaps she’d come to Mirabilis too, drawn by the name, like John. What had she hated most? She had made no reference in her testimonial to being collared, but that was apparently done here. A collar around the neck, presumably locked, would take some getting used to.

It was like a prison, Susan had said. John understood that. There had been corporal punishment for her, and some sort of “humiliating” daily requirements. But John believed his faith would help him endure whatever had troubled the girl. Truth is, he was deeply curious about Susan’s experiences, believing that what she found anathema he might find quite agreeable. Indeed, that recent phase of his life in which he consumed porn devotedly might have inured him to the depredations of a place like this. Perhaps his nightly indulgence were as much a part of God’s plan as everything else leading up to this moment with the woman named Harper.

“If you don’t like it, you can tell us,” Harper continued. “And that will be a factor in our decision. But if we decide to keep you, we will.”

Harper stared at John with her eyebrows raised, waiting for his decision.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said simply. “I want to stay.”

“Okay. Undress.”

John remembered something vaguely Harper had said earlier, about undressing, but he had lost it. There were too many other things going on. He looked around for a door to change behind.

“Outside,” Harper said, nodding to the front door.

“Outside,” John repeated uncertainly. “And there’s a place . . .”

“Right outside the door,” Harper said, adding with a hint of queasiness, “If your clothes weren’t covered with mud, I’d have you do it in here.”

John paused, worked through her meaning, began easing toward the door, slowly, hesitantly.

“So . . . everything?” he asked.

“Yes, everything,” she said. “Come back in nude or walk to the gate and they’ll let you out.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, pushing his way back into the thick morning air.




Chapter VIII: Against the Wall

His penis was already half-erect by the time he’d wrestled his sopping t-shirt over his head and shoulders.

He knelt, folded it and left it in the grass, a perfect square of gray-tinged whiteness, and then he sat and went to work on his boots, unlacing them, slipping them off, sliding his socks down over his feet.

He stood again, cast his eyes across the grounds, noticed that there was a gate in the fence out front, but it was staying closed, and whoever operated it was invisible to him.

Harper was watching, however, from inside the building. He stood, saw her looking, undid his synthetic faux leather belt, unsnapped his jeans, unzipped them and pushed down his pants and his underwear, his penis immediately blazing out, straight and long and as hard as it ever got, the reaction simply not anything John could do anything about.

Harper was seeing his penis.

Erect.

A woman he had just met had ordered him to strip, and she was watching him strip, and now she was reaping the dubious outcome of that order, witnessing an erect penis that she would have to deal with in tandem with dealing with John.

Did John wish he could think of something else, force himself to shrink back, forget that he was naked for the first time as an adult in front of a woman who, while severe and impersonable, was not too dissimilar from the women who haunted the sites of sin and arousal?

Not really.

Because it felt good.

As he knelt to fold his jeans, the mid-morning sunlight shining on places it had never seen before, his penis swinging through the warm summer air, and the sensation was good, was welcome, was . . . freedom.

Would she be offended by his arousal?

John didn’t know and, at the moment, he didn’t care. He hadn’t masturbated in three days. He was feeling . . . randy. Randy. It was a word he’d heard. Debauched. Lecherous. These had been terrible things to feel. Until now. John sensed, with visceral certainty, that such sentiments would be tolerated here, if not welcomed.

Encouraged.

Required.

He creased his jeans along the fronts and backs of the legs, folded them, folded them again, placed them on his t-shirt, laid his underwear flat on top, and then his boots, socks stuffed within, and he stood, and turned toward the door, and his penis turned with him, slicing the wet essence of a Savannah summer morning, pointing up just a little now, as it always did at the height of arousal.

He reached for the door, pulled it open, looked at Harper, and she looked back, and he sensed briefly that this must be one of those dreams where he was naked, and he’d be waking up soon in his bed in Eastminster, profoundly disappointed.

No.

This felt too real. The air inside was cool, and bore a certain indistinguishable scent. And Harper was there, smiling. Or, not smiling exactly, but there was the hint of amusement around her eyes, in her mouth. What dream ever offered its beneficiary such sublime detail?

“We’ll launder your clothes,” Harper said. “They’ll be waiting for you in a week.”

“I don’t think I’ll need them,” John said, talking directly into Harper’s eyes while the tip of his penis, if it had an eye of its own, aimed itself insistently between her breasts.

“C’mon,” Harper said abruptly, turning and heading back toward the corner where the receptionist was looking up from her PC, and she, like Harper, offered a half-smile, and her eyes drifted down from John’s face to his torso to his enflamed, rigidly-bobbing penis, and her expression confirmed for him all he needed to know, that this was a common vision here, a thing women saw that was not unlike other things they saw here on a regular basis, and it didn’t matter.

“Darla, get him the trial stay form,” Harper said, and the receptionist scooted her chair back to a short file cabinet, pulled open the top drawer, pulled out a pair of sheets stapled together, and set them and a pen on the corner of her desk.

John’s penis never softened as he picked up the form and scanned it, eyes skipping over the legalese and terms he couldn’t understand, lingering on the passages that made more sense.

If he signed this form, he was agreeing to allow them to make him a prisoner, to keep him if they wanted to, to dismiss him if they didn’t, at any time over the next seven days for any reason or no reason. And regardless what happened, John would have no right to sue Mirabilis for distress or damages. Further, nothing that happened here could ever be spoken of, with the understanding that if should John blab, Mirabilis could subject him to all manner of legal unpleasantness.

The first page of the form included blanks for John’s full name and birthdate, and his last address.

“Are you going to send anything to the address I put down?” he asked.

“Why do you ask?” Harper said.

“Because I would prefer that the people who live there not know I’m here.”

“Why are you running from them?” Harper asked, and John turned with the form in his hand and looked at Harper, and the rigid member between his legs showed its first hints of doubt, softening somewhat, ever so slightly, lowering until its tip aimed merely at Harper’s thigh.

“I’m not running from them,” John said. “Not really. It’s just . . . they’re my family, and I want to do this on my own.”

“We’re going to need to verify your identity,” Harper said. “We’ll use your address to do that, but we can probably just go through the state of Virginia.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, and he set the form on the desk, bent to fill it out and sign it, set the pen down, and Harper went to the door behind the desk, using a badge to beep it open. She motioned John to follow her, and they entered a short hall lined with doors, and Harper opened a door on the right and led John in.

“This is an initial male processing room,” Harper said, as John took in the small space and its fittings. There was a shower and toilet, a sink, a table, shelves and cabinets and – as John noted with a mix of fear and gut-churning anticipation – the trappings of a prison. Along one wall, chains dangled from rings set at shoulder level, at hip level, near the floor.

“We get about five hundred serious inquiries per month,” Harper said. “Of that number, one gets as far as you have today.”

“You mean, that’s how many . . . breeding people . . . you let in?”

“Breeding penises, yes,” Harper said. “Mostly male, but not always. It’s about one per one hundred gestators, or mostly what you’d call females. We hear from more penises, but we need more gestators.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, a little lost by her choice of words. Still acutely aware of his nakedness, he turned to face her while she shut the door.

“I can’t tell you why I’ve let you through,” she said. “I know it when I see it, but that’s all I can say.”

“Yes, Ma’am, thank you,” said John, well aware of what had inspired Harper to let him through: God.

“I’m telling you this so you won’t take it for granted,” she said. “I don’t mind being wrong, and I’m going to spend the next week or so figuring out if I’ve made a mistake. And so will everyone else. You do what we say, or you go get dressed and leave. And it could happen anyway, even if you follow every instruction.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“So you’re going to take a shower now, quickly, and then I’m going to secure you to the wall to wait for Sissy, and she’ll take you from there.”

“Sissy?” John said.

“Our recruiter.”

John nodded and moved toward the shower, an open affair, without a screen or curtain, and he understood that he would be doing this in front of Harper, washing off all of himself while she watched, and his penis responded accordingly, returning to full firmness.

He turned the handle, the water poured from the head, cold at first, and as he waited for it to warm up, he glanced at himself in the mirror over the sink and raised his eyebrows at his reflection, because there was still a thick vein of mud plastered across his forehead, above his right eyebrow. He did indeed look like something that had crawled out of the swamp.

“Ma’am, may I ask a question?” he asked, turning back to the woman, unconcerned about his dirty face.

“Go ahead.”

“What do you do here?”

“I’m the founder,” Harper replied. “I own it.”

“You’re . . .” John began, his voice trailing off. It hadn’t occurred to him there was an individual owner, or that she would be a woman.

“I’m Harper Sutton,” she added.

“Sutton,” John repeated, adjusting the water and stepping into it. “Sutton Mirabilis.”

“Yes,” she agreed.

“How did you get into this line of work?” he asked, raising his voice to continue talking from the shower.

“Complicated story,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am?” John said, wanting to learn more. He had heard many stories, and witnessed a few on his own, where people had followed labyrinthine paths to reach a better place, realizing only after they had arrived and looked back on things that God’s perfect hand had been there throughout, His presence the only explanation for accidents, coincidences, synchronicities.

“Use the shampoo,” Harper said.

John squeezed out a liberal helping of gel, rubbed it on his scalp, turned to stare at Harper while the suds built.

“How did it start?” he asked.

“Someone pregnant showed up, literally, on my doorstep,” Harper said, smiling indulgently, apparently willing to humor this latest unexpected arrival to her realm.

“And that’s it?” John asked. “You . . . worked with her . . . and that’s how this started?”

“More happened,” she said. “Someone died.”

“Ma’am, I am so sorry to hear that,” John said sincerely. “Were you able to save—”

“Not the mother,” Harper interrupted. “Her psycho ex-boyfriend.”

“How did he die?” John asked, and once again, his penis began to soften.

“Arrows through the chest,” Harper said, grimacing slightly, as if she were dredging up memories she hadn’t pondered in years. “Two arrows.”

“Who . . . was the archer?” John asked, rinsing his hair.

“Wash your genitals,” Harper said.

“Ma’am?” John queried, because he thought she was saying a name and it made no sense.

“Wash your penis and scrotum,” she said. “Thoroughly.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, and here was another first, touching his penis under the orders of another person who was supervising said touching – a blonde woman, no less, He soaped up his rod and his testicles and grew madly aroused again, because the soap between his hand and his flesh felt surprisingly good. At home, he’d never masturbated in the shower. There was always someone knocking, asking how much longer he’d be, and that was sure to spoil the mood. Nor did he want to answer in mid-climax and make an embarrassing noise while he was trying to speak

“Don’t ejaculate,” Harper said curtly.

So yes, even that most personal of events fell within her purview, an area of her realm as comfortable as any other to her, the owner of this place, the founder, the creator.

But did she create it alone?

Maybe she thought she did. But John was certain she was wrong.

“Who was the archer?” John asked again, his voice coming a little shortly as he navigated the pleasure between his legs.

“No one knows,” Harper said. “The police looked into it, came up with some theories, but that’s as far as it’s gotten. It all happened seven years ago.”

“Theories?” John said. His penis was clean enough, and if he washed it anymore, he’d climax, so he moved his attention to his legs, his chest and belly, his shoulders and face, all the funk of the river running down the drain between his feet.

Harper looked at the ceiling, as if searching through the dust-covered memories there.

“Olympic archer, is what they told me,” she said. “An older woman now. A neighbor of mine, but I never talked to her, and she and her husband weren’t here very long.”

“You really think she killed the psycho ex-boyfriend?” John inquired before he turned for a final rinse.

“That’s what the police thought,” Harper said.

“In self-defense?”

“Not for her, I don’t think,” Harper said. “But it saved our lives. He was outside my door, where I live, in the building across the alley from here, banging, and all of a sudden he made this horrible sound, and then it all went quiet. Or wait, yeah, he screamed again. ‘Fuck.’ He was saying that word, because I think that’s when someone walked up and put the second arrow in him, point blank.”

“She saved your life,” John said. “She must have been sent to do that.”

“Sent?” Harper said.

“Yes, to save you.”

“I think she just didn’t like all the ruckus,” Harper said. “That’s the only theory that makes any sense.”

“So she killed someone? Over a ruckus?”

John turned off the water and stepped to a shelf with a pair of towels. He grabbed one and began drying, starting with the backs of his shoulders, no sense of modesty as his penis whipsawed.

“People kill people for crazy reasons,” Harper said. “I never thought it had anything to do with me.”

“Maybe they wanted you to succeed here,” John said as his mind wandered, going so far as to wonder if God had ordered the murder to ensure that, seven years later, Mirabilis would be up and running and waiting for His servant to swim the river to it. “Had you made an announcement? About starting your business?”

“I really don’t see why anyone would care about what I was doing here,” Harper said. “The guy they killed had a lot of enemies. He was a major criminal.”

“So if it was a professional murder,” John ventured, “you wouldn’t think they would hire an older woman from the Olympics.”

Harper waved her hands, a gesture clearly intended to dismiss the topic and move on to other things. John’s erection had proven remarkably durable through his shower and the accompanying conversation, and she was staring at it now with what seemed to be healthy respect. In a breeding facility, the ability to maintain rigidity was a key attribute, obviously. An interest in solving mysteries was of less value. And yet John, passing the towel up from his feet to his thighs to his genitals, persisted.

“They never talked to you?” he said.

“Not once,” Harper said.

“Don’t you think that’s weird?” John said. “Don’t neighbors at least say hello now and then?”

“I guess.”

“If they never said hi, maybe that was part of the plan,” John said. “They didn’t want you to notice them.”

“That could be,” Harper said, and one might have detected a little doubt in her voice, possibilities about the murder and the couple next door she’d never considered before.

But now that John was dry, more immediate concerns pressed.

“Come over here,” she said, motioning him to the wall where the chains hung. “I need to get you secured and let Sissy know you’re here.”

John obeyed, staring at the restraints, wondering briefly if he should accept whatever was going to be done next, deciding quickly that he must.

“Put your back here,” she said, “and spread your arms wide.”

Once John was in position, Harper made quick work of things, cuffing one wrist, cuffing the other, but not stretching John tight. There was enough slack in the fetters to allow some movement; the position’s similarity to crucifixion was not lost on the young missionary.

“Legs apart,” Harper ordered, and John set his feet wide and watched as his ankles were loosely bound to the wall.

John relaxed, felt a ring pushing against his lower back, another chain dangling from it without a cuff.

Why?

Harper went to the cabinet, pulled out a small piece of metal, returned to John.

“This is a training collar,” she said, holding up a ring, the gauge heavy, the size suited for a thumb, or even a big toe. This was no wedding ring. Nor did it seem to be a collar for one’s neck, unless one was a foot tall.

Harper held it up, opened it, snapped it shut before John’s eyes.

“I’m going to put this around your scrotum,” she said, inserting a tiny key to unlock it, and it popped open again, a spring somewhere in the hinge, and John was reminded of a mouth, of something hungry that was about to eat him in a place where he did not want to be eaten.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said reflexively, before he added, “Why?”

“All our males wear them,” she said, kneeling to study this new set of genitals. “It separates your testicles from your body, which keeps them cool and increases sperm production. It helps us track and guide your thrusting profile. And it’s used as a restraint.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said again while he pondered her words.

Thrusting profile.

The phrase entered both ears, met in the middle of his mind, and ricocheted around in there.

Thrusting . . . inside . . . a girl. So that would be watched. Not just watched. Profiled. And then guided. This most personal of acts would be treated as no different from athletic training, apparently. John had gotten advice on his swimming strokes many times, and that had made him a better swimmer. But would the people here, Harper and the rest, give him advice on the best way to enter a female?

Yes, apparently.

Now Harper was touching him.

John Wright was being touched. Down there. By a woman.




Chapter IX: Processing Begins

She was squeezing his balls, wrapping her fingers around them, raising his erection out of the way, preparing to collar him, not around his neck but around a much more personal part of his anatomy.

The fingers brushed his shaft. The hands lifted his manhood out of the way. All done in pure innocence, just something Harper needed to do to get him bound.

But that was it.

Harper’s tentative finger touches might as well have been all the vaginas from all the online porn sites rolled into one, and as the collar clicked around his genitals, things were happening John had no control over.

“Oh, oh, oh, oh,” he grunted as the collar squeezed him. “Okay, I need to . . . okay, Ma’am, Ma’am—”

Harper, surely no stranger to the releasing of reproductive fluids by either gender, shifted her head left in one direction, angled John’s penis in the other, and just dodged the first expression of semen, which arced harmlessly over her right shoulder and splatted onto the clinic floor.

“Uhhhh,” John groaned, his body spasming, chains rattling against the wall as he discharged another plug of streaming seed.

Harper, grasping his penis around the mid-point of its shaft, continued aiming it away from herself as she stood, the second jolt skirting her hip.

Her demeanor, it should be noted, was not of one repulsed by this natural function of the male body. There was no disgust in her eyes or her mouth. The launching of semen by the helpless boy seemed to be to her what a spill of baking ingredients might be to a chef – a minor hazard of the job, easily anticipated and avoided, or washed off if one weren’t quick enough.

If anything, Harper seemed pleased by the occurrence, for it revealed important details about the bound lad. He could, it seems, propel copious volumes of cream with admirable velocity, both important attributes, as valuable as his unyielding erection. The best semen left its owner’s body at high speed and in significant quantities. Good aim was important too, of course, so if John could be trained to line up the opening in his tip with the cervix of the girl he’d been put with (a key element of thrusting profile, incidentally), and if he could maintain that position as the semen roared out at a speed that might even be called Godspeed, some of it must surely find and breach that girl’s uterine doorway, going on to flood her inner sanctum while she writhed and groaned.

“Ma’am, I’m so sorry, Ma’am!” John gasped, his words forced out between gritted teeth, his belly rippling and his lungs drawing in great units of air.

If Harper was offended, however, she didn’t show it. Indeed, as the semen continued to dribble from John’s tip, pulsing out and coating his head and oozing down the undersides of his shaft, she allowed some to reach her fingers, and she released John’s penis and raised her hand and looked at the fluid, examined it, pinched it and stretched it between her thumb and forefinger, and John watched with shocked fascination, because until this moment, what he issued as part of his pleasure exercise was a source of shame, evidence of sin, a filthy clue to a filthy deed.

Harper seemed to consider it . . . something else.

A necessity.

Of course.

He was still erect.

This happened sometimes, at night when he couldn’t exorcise the demons of lust. Masturbate, release, repeat.

Harper noticed, and she looked down and took John’s penis into her hand, and John sighed and thrust forward slightly.

“I’m going to hook you to the wall, and send for Sissy,” she said, crouching, carefully setting the knees of her pants on either side of the little puddle of cum that had fallen directly from his tip.

She reached up, and John felt fingers around his scrotum, heard the clink of a small chain, felt another pinch of metal and realized that now he was fastened by a fifth place to the wall behind him, because Harper had clipped the end of the chain hanging there to his collar.

Done securing his genitals, she leaned back and looked up at him.

“Ready for a little training?” she asked, her expression professional, if not blank.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Thrust forward until your genital restraint catches.”

John obliged, slowly, pushing his penis through the air toward Harper’s face, sensing that the chain was going taut, stopping when he’d extended it as far as it would go without hurting.

Harper eyed the penis, still shiny with semen, opened her mouth and moved forward, taking the head and half the shaft in.

John Wright was now in a woman.

Attention, God and Jesus.

Hark, angels and archangels and all the prophets.

John Wright’s scepter of sensibility, his wand of wanderlust, had been taken within the body of a blonde woman named Harper Sutton, who even now was attending to that rod of righteousness with her tongue, sliding up and down the ridge of his underpenis while her lips tightened around the middle region of his shaft.

What do you make of this, o holy host?

Harper slowly withdrew from this coupling, her tongue ceasing its caresses, her lips passing back down the pole to the head, the tip, leaving John alone again, bereft, and sorely vexed.

He did his best to follow her, instinct taking over, all sense of propriety – Christian or otherwise – vanished as he sought that mouth again, and even when the chain went taut, still he pushed forward, stretching his scrotum out behind him as he strained for another oral blessing.

But no, Harper would not entertain him this time. Her mouth remained just out of reach.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

John hadn’t noticed the pain between his legs until he was asked about it.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said, easing back.

“Things are going to hurt here,” Harper said. “Things are going to feel good here. Really good. If you’re sensitive down there – I mean, super-sensitive – you’ve picked the best place to be. You’ll orgasm harder and more often than you ever have before, or probably even thought possible. But there’s a catch. Your pleasure is up to us, and we’ll use it for our benefit. You’ll cum when we say you can cum, and you cum the way we say you can cum.”

Harper leaned forward and opened her mouth, and John drove his hips toward her in response, his tip pressing between her lips and across her teeth and upon the undulating bed of her tongue, and she gave him just enough stimulation to make him moan before she pulled away again, his saliva-coated penis bobbing in the empty air, his testicles straining at the collar and chain.

She stood, straightened her coat, looked at him, eye to eye.

“You’ll cum again, today,” she said. “You’ll always cum again. But not yet. See if you can relax, and I’ll get Sissy.”

Harper went to the door, paused and turned.

“Any questions?” she asked.

“No, Ma’am,” John replied, and he opened his mouth to say something, but no words came out, and Harper left and John leaned against the wall and tried to take stock of things through the fog of too much of everything.

He remembered swimming through dirty brown water, crawling on his knees over dirty brown dirt, climbing a dirty bank and crawling between dirt and a fence, walking through the reception door filthy and malodorous, and now here he was, chained to a wall with a half dozen dollops of his semen on the floor before him, the farthest nearly six feet away.

But how one thing had led to the other was a little fuzzy at the moment.

He remembered signing something. What had it said? Was he theirs now? Or was this temporary? There were rules here he had to follow, he knew that. And things that were expected of him.

And then, there was Harper.

Would she be coming back?

He wanted to see her again, but someone else was coming instead.

John’s penis was still firm, if not at its most aroused state. The ring around his testicles was both uncomfortable and strangely compelling.

The door opened and John looked to see a slender black woman entering. His first impression of her, after her very dark skin, was the seriousness of her expression.

“Hello,” she said flatly, walking up to John, looking down at his penis before looking into his eyes.

“Hello, Ma’am,” said John. “Are you Sissy, Ma’am?”

“I’m Sissy Glanville,” she said. “I’m the recruiting director here.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said. “Thank you.”

“Thank you for what?” she asked, raising her eyebrows and smiling in a not-at-all friendly way.

“For recruiting me, Ma’am.”

“I am not recruiting you,” she shot back. “I didn’t recruit you.”

“Will you recruit me, then?” John asked hopefully. “Starting now?”

“Look,” she said. “I’m not really sure why Harper wants me to deal with you. The probably of you being an acceptable candidate is less than one percent.”

John shifted in his chains, unconcerned. He already knew this was a longshot, but he also knew God was on his side, God had gotten him this far, God would do whatever was necessary to keep him on track. All he needed was faith. Faith, and at present, the softening of Sissy’s heart.

“Or maybe a little better than one percent,” Sissy said, her features easing slightly.

Thank you, Jesus.

“Harper tells me she’s okay with your looks and physical attributes,” Sissy said. “And she was impressed with your sexual responsiveness, but that’s just part of the profile.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said.

Sissy turned to look at the floor, where John’s semen lay.

“How long had it been since your last orgasm?”

“Two days, Ma’am.”

“Is that normally how long you wait?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“How long do you usually wait?”

“I don’t wait, Ma’am,” John replied.

Being asked about masturbation made him think about masturbation, of course. And thinking about masturbation aroused him, and he tensed below and his penis swung and began angling up, and Sissy looked down again.

“You don’t wait?” she asked.

“I orgasm when I can,” he said. “Sometimes a few times in a row.”

“What’s the most you’ve done in one sitting?”

“Well,” John said. “At night, I guess five times.”

“Over what period of time?”

“Maybe an hour or two.”

“How much semen do you release the fifth time?”

Sissy lowered her hand to John’s penis and, without warning, without waiting for permission, without a polite explanation of what she was going to do next, she took it gently in her hand, wrapping her fingers around the middle of his shaft, sliding up and down, toward his head, back toward his leashed testicles, back to the head.

“Less,” John grunted, pushing into Sissy’s hand.

“Hold still,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

It took her less than two minutes to coax another round of thick ejaculate from John’s body.

While John’s first orgasm had been incidental, arising unexpectedly while Harper was binding his scrotum, this second delivery was entirely planned, even to the point where Sissy stepped aside and raised his penis to roughly a 45-degree angle to maximize the reach of his discharge. And when the first plug of juice splashed down not far from the first puddle of his earlier achievement, one might have seen in Sissy’s eyes a grudging respect.

Six feet – all the force required to propel the cream deep within his partners’ loins.

“Do you think you can orgasm five times today?” Sissy asked. “Before dinner?”

“I would like to try, Ma’am,” John said, his voice husky, and he shifted in his chains again and finally, his penis began to soften in earnest.

“I’m asking because you suggested you could,” Sissy said. “So if you can’t, that will count against you. Dishonesty is not good here.”

John nodded, and swallowed. This was another new thing, not just being allowed to orgasm, but required to.

“We’re going to need to take your blood,” Sissy said. “Are you squeamish about that?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“You won’t faint?”

“I don’t think so.”

“Good, I’ll send the nurse,” she said. “And if you do faint, your wrist chains will catch you before the chain at your balls goes taut.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said.

“After that, you’ll be placed in an isolation cell, which is where you’ll be kept until we kick you out or you beg to be let go.”

“I’m not going to beg for that,” John promised.

“Why are you here?” Sissy said, standing in front of John and staring into his eyes. “Why did you do this?”

John paused, uncertain how to answer. He considered the specific path to this moment very personal, the result of a silent, sacred conversation between himself and God.

“I feel this is a calling,” he said at last.

“A calling?” Sissy repeated. “Like, something you were called to do? Your destiny?”

“Yes, Ma’am, that could be one way to say it.”

“So, you think your destiny is to make babies?” Sissy asked. “Or just fuck a lot?”

“I think I have something to offer here,” John said, deflecting. “And I believe this will suit me.”

“What about at this very moment?” Sissy said, looking at John’s bound wrists and ankles and genitals.

“This seems to be part of it,” John said. “I’ll do whatever’s asked of me.”

Sissy backed away with a half-smile, headed for the door, left without another word, and John was once again forced to ponder his condition, to wonder at the things that had happened, his restraints and the two lines of semen on the floor.

The door opened and John turned to look, a male entering this time, probably in his 30’s, peering at John through round glasses.

“John Wright, I presume,” the man said.

“You’ve heard of me?” John said, not sure how else to respond.

“You are the talk of the town,” said the man, stepping up and smiling wryly as he took in the form of this breeding candidate.




Chapter X: A Meeting with Yvette

John, bound helplessly and spread out against the wall, had gone completely soft. Would his penis have returned to life with the entrance of another woman? Possibly. But he didn’t want to be erect at this moment, with anyone of either gender. He needed a break. And he sensed a camaraderie with this male he’d lacked with Harper and Sissy.

“I’m being serious,” said the man. “You swam the river and squeezed under the fence. Both firsts.”

“Two rivers,” John said. “With a mud island in the middle of the channel.”

The man raised his hand as if offering John a toast, and John smiled back, a little grimly.

“I’m Francis,” he said. “Just here to take your blood.”

“Like this?” John said. He’d given blood before. The church did drives a few times a year, and he always showed up to give in the little van operated by the Red Cross. But he always reclined, got juice and a cookie afterwards.

He was starting to get hungry.

“Yes, like this,” said Francis. “Have you ever given blood?”

“Twice a year, in the Red Cross van.”

“Are you a fainter?”

“Never have,” John replied, and he looked down at his middle. “But Sissy told me I’d be okay if I fainted.”

Francis bent, grabbed John’s testicle leash and tugged on it, the chain ringing against the wall.

“Yeah, looks long enough to me.”

Francis pulled a rubber strap from his coat pocket and wrapped it around John’s right arm, just below the elbow.

“Big veins,” he said, producing a bottle of alcohol and a pad, wiping a small circle clean on John’s forearm, putting everything back in his pocket and drawing out a syringe and a pair of vials.

Francis’ work was quick, the speed aided by John’s healthy metabolism. John watched throughout, barely felt the stick, felt not even a shadow of queasiness as his blood rushed into the first vial, then the second.

“You want my opinion?” Francis said, taping a piece of gauze to the wound.

“Yes, Sir?”

“This is yours to lose,” Francis said. “As long as your DNA isn’t loaded up with red flags, they’re going to keep you, no matter what they’ve told you so far.”

“You think so?”

“If you’d just come to the front gate like a normal person, they would have sent you away. Sent you away with extreme prejudice. But Harper likes the unusual. It’s what she’s built the business on. And one of the guys just aged out, so they’ve got space.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” confirmed Frances. “And you’ve got a gun on you, I hear.”

“Gun?”

“Your cock,” Francis said, looking at the drying semen on the floor. “You shoot hard.”

“Okay.”

“At the same time, you’ll be the last person who gets in that way. They’re going to reset the whole back fence. They’re already calling for bids.”

“I used to do that kind of work.”

“I believe it. You’re built like a Clydesdale. And judging from the size of the hole you left, you didn’t just squeeze through.”

“Sorry.”

“No, you’ve done ‘em a favor. They needed to know there was a gap in the defenses.”

For the first time since he’d pushed open the reception door, John felt almost completely at ease. The banter with Francis, his encouragement, his amusement, had John sensing again this was meant to be, that he was on the right path, God’s path.

“What happens to my blood?” he asked.

“We send it to a lab in town,” Francis replied. “Takes ‘em a few days to find what we’ve asked them to look for.”

“Like what?”

“The usual stuff. Cancer risk, other diseases. And then they do a racial makeup too. That’s Harper’s special sauce. She likes to mix it up. I mean, really mix it up.”

“What do you mean?”

“I hope you don’t have a strong preference for white girls,” Francis said. “Because that’s not who she’s going to put you with.”

“Okay,” John said, pausing before he asked, “Why?”

“It’s all the rage right now,” Francis said. “No one who’s adopting wants a one-race kid anymore. So Harper’s figured out how to give them at least three. You look at a Mirabilis kid, and nine times out of ten, you can find a little of everything. Korean, French, Nigerian, Mayan, Icelandic, Catalan, Californian—”

“Californian?” John interrupted.

“There’s a look,” Francis said. “Arguably.”

Miscegenation, then.

It was official.

If John stayed here, if this was indeed God’s will and John had brought the faith sufficient to fulfil it, he would not be making little white babies. He’d be making every color but white.

Statisticians had predicted a turning point in America’s destiny, a moment when Caucasians ceased to be the majority, coming sometime in the mid 21st century. It was whispered of in church, the older members, in particular, lamenting the possibility, if not rejecting it outright as an abomination, or worse.

“It’s a judgment,” John heard Dr. Seward mutter to a friend one Sunday morning in the hall after the service. “If the white man won’t get his affairs in order, God’s gonna let the rest of ‘em take over. Abortion, the gays, birth control, and we’re just standing by instead of knocking some sense into people. Shee-it!”

What would Dr. Seward say about this?

Dr. Seward, an esteemed surgeon, a member of the church’s board of elders for decades, its president more than once, a teacher of Sunday school and Bible studies, a regular reader of scriptures during Sunday services . . . could he be mistaken?

Could Dr. Seward be wrong?

If John’s arrival here was God’s plan – and the evidence was already overwhelming that it was – then God and Dr. Seward were in disagreement.

Could that be? Could John have discovered an element of God’s will that Dr. Seward was blind to? Would John Wright be receiving revelations here that had escaped the notice of far more knowledgeable, established men?

Until now, everything John believed had been told him by others, by his parents and his ministers and the Bible and its professional interpreters. But now, it seemed, there was room for new discoveries, new tenets, a new Word, being revealed directly to John.

Francis was gone. He’d exited, and John hadn’t noticed his leaving.

John was content to ponder, and wait for the next thing.

Indeed, he was at peace. A transcendent peace.

God had not only brought him here, God had made sure he couldn’t leave, even if he wanted to. God had a sense of humor. John was certain of this.

The door opened and Sissy entered.

She wasn’t scowling, quite. Her expression wasn’t overly friendly, but there wasn’t the edge in her eyes John had seen earlier. Had God softened her heart?

Sissy was holding something – a chain.

A chain that ran from her left hand to something beyond the door.

The something appeared. A dark-skinned girl, her hands cuffed together behind her back, her ankles chained to each other, and a chain running from between her legs to Sissy’s hand.

And she was naked, her breasts bouncing softly as she stepped, her pubic hair a trimmed black triangle over her mound.

John took all of her in, eyeing her as he had a thousand porn models before this moment.

His was a practiced eye, and thorough. Where some men might focus exclusively on the breasts, or the hips, or the hair, or the opening between the legs, John’s mind consumed the whole girl, face and the way she wore her hair above and what she did with the hair below, the narrowness of her waist and the thickness of her thighs and, yes, the kindness in her eyes, because John wanted a connection with another living being as desperately as he wanted a body to dally with, a vagina to enter and fill. John did not necessarily know this at the time, but even while he was delighting over the images of nude girls in various stages of flagrante, he was wishing they might turn their eyes away from the lovers in the pictures, or their own bodies, and look back at him, and smile at him.

And speak. And know. And love.

And now here was a girl who might do all these things, present in the flesh, and naked, and when John looked at her, she looked back, and her eyes were kind, and she smiled.

Was she Indian? African-European? She didn’t quite look American, but John would be the first to admit he didn’t have a full understanding of all the world’s races. Should he grow in such knowledge? Did God wish that of him?

John’s penis forced him to set aside spiritual ruminations, because as it enflamed, as it hardened and grew and aimed upwards, it demanded that he turn his mind toward it, toward its need, and the problem it presented. For he could do nothing about it on his own.

“John, this is Yvette,” Sissy said, drawing the girl just before him, and John looked into her eyes again, and smiled a little tightly, because he had no sense of social etiquette in this context, much less the godly way forward.

“Hello, John from Johnnyland,” Yvette said, staring at him with dark, reproving eyes.

“Hello, Yvette,” John replied, utterly at a loss, unable to fathom her words or the thoughts behind her expression, so his eyes wandered down to her middle, to the way she’d been tethered, to the fact that Sissy was holding the leash taut, forcing the restraint up against Yvette’s vulva. Where it touched the girl, the chain had been wrapped in something, a light blue sleeve that might have been rubber, and John was forced to wonder at that, at the fact that this girl named Yvette was not only restrained by something that ran between her legs, but that it also seemed designed to stimulate her, to rub against a very sensitive place on her body. Often enough, John had thrilled to the images and videos of a girl rubbing herself there. It seemed to give her pleasure, although he was never certain what was real and what was otherwise.

Time was rolling through John’s mind very slowly as he absorbed the wealth of new information standing before him in the round, brown, naked form of Yvette. This was his first Susan, another girl who might one day write a testimonial of her own for the Baptist Convention website, who might relate her own tales of woe and ridicule and imprisonment. And she would certainly have earned her lamentations, given she was bound at this moment more securely than any female prisoner should be.

And yet she did not seem to mind at all.

“How was the river?” she asked, looking from John’s eyes to his erection, the flared head and the long, thick shaft and the coarse black hair that encircled the base of his penis like a wreath, or like a crown of thorns.

“A little cold,” John said. “And the mud smelled.”

Yvette laughed, warmly, bending a little and looking at Sissy, who smiled back.

Humor, then. God had a sense of humor, of this John was certain. And so did this girl, Yvette, despite her grim conditions.

And yet, was she not here of her own will? Signing up for a place like this was voluntary, for the males and the females, according to everything John had read. So she’d chosen this. And at the moment, it seemed to agree with her.

“We want to see how you do with a breeding female,” Sissy said, smile fading.

“Okay,” John said, thinking he should have already passed this test. His penis had responded to her, and he’d been able to talk to her, and he’d made her laugh.

“Yvette’s about to start her period,” Sissy said.

John immediately recoiled, grimacing as he looked at Yvette’s middle again.

This was an aspect of female reproductive biology he was unfamiliar with. He knew what the vagina looked like when it was being penetrated, when it was leaking lubricant or excess semen, but no site he looked at depicted a girl’s release of blood. He knew it happened. He’d heard his mother discussing it with his sisters, she with her usual frankness, the girls far less comfortably. There were things they had to dispose of, other than in the toilet.

“Not in the next few minutes,” Sissy said, almost laughing. “Probably in a day or two.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Are you afraid of that?” Sissy asked with a hint of contempt, and John got the sense this could be a disqualifier, that a male breeding candidate who was uncomfortable with any phase of a girl’s reproductive schedule wasn’t ready for the job.

John’s looked into Sissy’s eyes, into Yvette’s, tried to smile disarmingly, quickly imagined a few lies he might tell, and settled on truth.

“I’m not afraid, really,” John said, “It’s just not something I know much about. I know my sisters had them, and it seemed to embarrass them.”

As he spoke, his penis steadily lost altitude, this chore of defending his ignorance of an awkward female subject extinguishing his arousal.

“It’s something you’d have to get comfortable with,” Sissy said, no hint of sympathy in her tone. “Yvette isn’t menstruating, but you will sometimes be brought girls who are.”

“To get them pregnant?” John inquired.

“How much do you know about the female reproductive cycle?” Sissy inquired, and now her expression was almost accusing, as if John were an imposter, as if he’d shown up in reception declaring his expertise in breeding matters, and now he was being found out.

“Very little, Ma’am,” he confessed. “It wasn’t something we were expected to know.”

“And yet here you are, breaking through the fence so you can fuck, without having the slightest idea what you’re fucking.”

John recoiled again, this time with revulsion for himself, and he looked at Sissy first, then at Yvette, at two females who’d found nothing noble or sacred about his arrival here, or him.

But Yvette wasn’t sneering. Indeed, if her eyes could be trusted, she was amused. Something about this little exchange between Sissy and John seemed to have her on the edge of laughter.

“I would be grateful for the chance to learn,” John said, focusing on Yvette, on her bemused countenance, on her full breasts and her hard, dark brown nipples, and on the way Sissy, even while she was interrogating John, continued to hold Yvette’s leash high and tight, forcing it up between the girl’s vaginal lips.

“Are you going to be able to do this?” Sissy asked.

John turned back to her.

“Do what, Ma’am?”

“Partner.”

“Partner?”

“Partner,” Sissy repeated. “With Yvette.”

John looked back and forth between the two females, Sissy’s meaning slowly dawning on him. There was something new in Yvette’s face. John wasn’t sure what to call it – hunger? willingness? – but the ultimate import was all that mattered. Sissy had brought Yvette down here so John could put his penis inside her.

Of course. His suitability as a breeding male had to be carefully evaluated. And this would be part of it. But where would it be done, and how? Yvette was bound up, things between her legs, her body all but inaccessible despite her nudity.

The how, the where, the when didn’t really matter, though. John’s on-again-off-again arousal was on again, and his penis, which had dropped to half-mast while Sissy chided him, throbbed back to full extension.

And now things progressed quickly, mechanically, like pornography without any of the frills.

Sissy passed Yvette’s tether between her legs, pulling that blue coating away from her vulva, and she spread the girl’s lips with a deft application of two fingers, rubbing her slot with a third finger, and as she was examined, Yvette continued to look at John, at his face and his body and his penis, not the merest discomfort apparent in her expression.

“‘kay,” Sissy said, that partial word all the command Yvette required, and she turned and bent and stepped slowly back toward John while Sissy raised the leash out of the way, and John could see now that it had been put up her rear hole, her front opening protected by a pair of thick pink lips with a line of clear lubricant running between them, and John understood that he would be putting himself there, whether he wanted to or not.

He wanted too.

Yvette’s hands were still cuffed behind her, and he looked at her nails, painted red, and that fact – that Yvette painted her nails here – took over a disproportionate section of his mind as Sissy brought the male and female sex organs together, tugging Yvette’s leash to ease her closer to John’s waiting penis, and grabbing that penis around the middle to position its tip.

In this way, John ascended to what some might call manhood, to what the Bible called knowledge, to the full, carnal awareness of Yvette’s female secret.

He looked down, watching with a sense of subdued amazement as Sissy orchestrated things, getting his head in between the girl’s lips, tugging her tether slightly to pull her down along John’s shaft, taking the leash in her left hand and putting her right hand on Yvette’s shoulder to push her the rest of the way, all of John’s meat now buried in the girl, his coarse black hair mingling with her trimmed black down, her lips splayed wide to accept penetration.

“Uh,” John groaned in cataclysmic surprise, one syllable to capture the loss of his virginity, the arrival at this rarified place of adulthood, and the stunning pleasure of Yvette’s wet sheath. There was his own hand, by which he’d learned to give himself pleasure, and then there was this, and they should not ever be confused, because the two had nothing in common, his hand and Yvette’s vagina, one a matter of necessity, the other like . . . a piece of heaven itself.

Was this also God’s will? Was God, even now, looking down and smiling, well pleased?

And must John now continue to shape and conform his theology?

Because this was, if one must use a single word, fornication.

“Try to last awhile,” Sissy instructed, and she forced Yvette forward, stopping when just the first half of John’s member was buried in the girl, and what John did next came naturally: he thrust to return all of himself to the girl’s pink hole, and he immediately understood that it was not being fully embedded in Yvette’s female chamber that brought pleasure, but pushing into and pulling out of her depths. Sex was a journey, then, not a destination, the penis wandering that one path over and over again, the moment of deepest insertion not a time for celebration or exultation, but only a call to pull back and to make one’s way up the trail again, for that was where the pleasure lay.

And yet John had been given instructions, and as his mind roared through this new condition of God’s creation, he knew Sissy must be obeyed. And, as foreign as was this sensation, he was no stranger to the process of orgasm, to the techniques for driving himself to the semen-spewing finish, and to the ways he could hold off, to maximize the pleasure of waiting before he gave himself the pleasure of ejaculating.

And so it came to pass that John slowed his thrusts. Chained hand and foot to the wall, bound by his scrotum as well, it had been revealed to him how to work within his available degrees of freedom to insert, pull back, insert again, to maximize his pleasure and, now, to limit it so that he would not orgasm yet.

Now, what of Yvette?

The girl, as far as John could tell, remained completely agreeable to these proceedings, but as he prolonged his arrival under Sissy’s direction, he had time to ponder her condition.

Here she was, turned and bent before him, her feet spread to the limit of her ankle chain, her bound hands resting, palms up, across her kidneys, a chain running from her anus to Sissy’s left hand, and now Sissy was moving her right hand from Yvette’s shoulder to her hair, grasping a clump of it and holding the girl that way, the ends of her body, and the middle places as well, positioned and grasped and manacled solely so John could do this thing with her.

Yvette was whispering something.

Protestations? Gasps of pain? Prayers to God that this cup might pass?

“Yeah,” she was saying.

With every thrust of John’s penis up her slot, she said it again: “Yeah.”

“Yeah. Yeah. Yeah.”

That was her prayer, then. An affirming prayer. An approving supplication.

John, propelled to the next state of arousal, pulled all the way out, looked down at his wet erection and Yvette’s bright pink and wide-spread labia, and reentered, the hole welcoming his return with the slick of lubricant, Yvette doing the same with her own kind of welcome: “Yeah.”

It was time.




Chapter XI: Suspicions

John pulled back again, this time keeping his head within the girl before he pushed back into her, and he struck up a rhythm both fierce and deep, apologizing to no one and regretting nothing and setting aside his plastic new theology for later, and he stroked in and out of the girl for another minute before he spasmed and grunted and the leash between his legs rang against the wall and his loins united to force from his body the day’s third cascading wave of male seed, and the cream may have left him with all the same speed as his first two efforts, because Yvette seemed to be able to feel it, the firing of his sex against her deepest regions, her walls and cervix and uterus, and she shook slightly and groaned while John cried out with the joys of overwhelming orgasm.

To her credit, the ever-doubting Sissy did not slide Yvette off John’s rod as his climax ebbed. Instead, she used the leash and Yvette’s hair to push the girl backward, forcing her down the pole, holding her in place through the last half dozen of John’s pulses.

And only then were the couple separated, Sissy pushing Yvette forward and off John’s softening member, and pulled upright again, and Sissy passed the tether between the girl’s legs so that it was once again wrapped beneath her vulva, pressing against it and parting the two sides of the girl’s sex as the leash was pulled up, and the girl gasped and allowed herself to be led out of the clinic, turning back to smile at John a final time, and John smiled back until the door closed and he was forced to contemplate his loss of virginity alone, standing, bound to the wall, and growing increasingly uncomfortable.

He felt a sense of resolution, of course. Despite trespassing, he’d been allowed in, and now he’d been paired with a girl, his transition barely an hour in duration, from mud-splattered virgin interloper to consummated candidate breeder. But with closure came a desire for next things. He was hungry, he wanted to sit down, or lie down, and he was itchy. Mosquito bites on his neck, his wrist and calf were bothering him, and he had become acutely aware of them and the fact he couldn’t scratch them.

He wanted to talk to Yvette. She seemed nice. She had a sense of humor. She’d been his first female. Not lover, not girlfriend, not future spouse. Mate, maybe. Fellow breeder. Or female. Just female.

Sex was but one way to connect with a girl, John knew, and now that he’d done that, he wanted other connections, and his mind began entertaining its first doubts.

Is this the only way he’d ever breed here, in chains, chained girls brought up to him, bent over and shoved down his rod until he ejaculated?

John had no idea how much longer he would be standing here. People weren’t telling him things. Perhaps he should just have trusted God’s plan at the moment, but it is the nature of the human mind to want to know what’s next, to predict, to prepare.

John, unable to do those things, went to the most logical alternative. He prayed. He bowed his head, closed his eyes, his lips moving silently as he beseeched the heavens for guidance, and for hope.

Let me witness, he begged. Let me do good here, plant Trees of Life and not just seeds of conception. Show me the way forward. Guide my body. Work my tongue for me. Show my eyes what I need to see.

The door opened, and Sissy entered, alone this time.

“Hey,” John said, glad to see another face, even one belonging to a skeptic.

“So you loaded her up,” Sissy said.

“Pardon?” John said.

“I took Yvette to Harper so she could have a look, and Harper was pleased.”

“Ma’am?” John said, still not understanding.

“Do you remember pumping Yvette full of semen?” Sissy asked, stepping in front of John and staring at him impatiently.

“I do, yes Ma’am.”

“You put a lot in her,” Sissy said. “More than we expected, given you’ve already climaxed twice today.”

“Okay,” said John. “That’s good to hear.”

He paused, Sissy’s news raising more questions, one of which God gave him the courage to ask.

“So you . . . examined Yvette?”

“Not formally, no. I just took her to Harper’s office and she stood while Harper had a look.”

“Had a look . . .” John prompted.

“At her vagina,” Sissy replied, raising her eyebrows. “You know, that part of her body where you put your cock?”

“I understand that,” John said, his tone just bordering on righteous indignation for the first time. He was not as stupid as Sissy seemed to believe he was, and it was starting to annoy him. “I’m just trying to understand how things work here.”

“Okay, let me put it simply then,” Sissy said. “After a new penis, or a candidate penis, ejaculates in a vagina, the best way to figure out what he put in her is to look. So she stands there, or lies on a table, but for Yvette, we just asked her to stand, and then Harper got down on one knee, rubbed her until she came . . .”

Sissy simulated the moment, performing an exaggerated squint, raising her hands to an imaginary vulva, using two fingers to part an imaginary pair of vaginal lips and rub a nonexistent clitoris, and then she made a sound with her mouth, a sort of crude gushing noise, while she dropped her hand and wriggled her fingers, as if rain were falling from the imaginary opening.

“Rubbed?” John said, his mind stopping altogether on that word.

“Yes, masturbated her. Yvette’s fairly easy to get done.”

“Why?” John said.

“Why what?”

“Why was she . . . masturbated?” John asked, forcing through his mouth for the first time in his life a word that had been until now unspeakable.

“Because she didn’t cum with you,” Sissy said. “And she was still handcuffed so she couldn’t do it herself. And watching how a girl’s vagina interacts with semen during orgasm tells Harper things. Yvette especially. When she climaxes, she tightens up, and she squeezed out a good hunk of sperm.

Sissy made the sound again, a gushing noise, and she wriggled her fingers as before.

“It made that sound?” John said, taken aback.

Sissy laughed, brightly, joyously. Treating John with contempt wasn’t working, apparently, so she was just going to enjoy herself.

“No, it did not make that sound,” she said. “It never makes that sound. Yvette’s just kind of tight, so as soon as Harper got her to cum, she got a handful of your whipped cream.”

“Whipped cream, Ma’am?”

Sissy’s smile faded, and she looked at John with a new intensity.

“I think you’re fucking with us,” she said.

“I’m sorry, Ma’am?”

“You can’t be as innocent as you’re pretending to be.”

“I don’t consider myself innocent,” John said. “All of us are sin—”

“And you say your name is John Wright?” she said. “That’s the best you could come up with?”

“It is my name,” John said. “My parents named me after—”

“Either you’re as innocent as you seem, or you’re working something.”

Truth is, John was working something, advancing a holy agenda he’d been keeping to himself for four months, and wasn’t inclined to reveal yet.

But Sissy was accusing him of something else, more nefarious than spreading the gospel. John understood that.

“I have only told the truth,” he said calmly.

“You’re not a reporter?” she queried.

“A reporter?” John echoed.

“For a newspaper, or TV or something.”

“No.”

“Someone from the competition?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“A saboteur?”

“Saboteur?”

“Evangelical,” Sissy said. “Fundamentalist. They hate us.”

“I am not a saboteur,” John assured, pausing before he asked, “Why do they hate you?”

“They say it’s because of the fornication, or the—” Sissy made air quotes “corruption of the human body for commercial purposes. But I think they just don’t like that we’re making mixed babies.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John agreed, before another question occurred to him. “How did you end up here?”

Sissy smiled, perhaps a little surprised by the question.

“That’s just what a reporter would ask.”

“I asked Harper too, about how she’d gotten into this,” John said. “She didn’t mind telling me.”

“Okay, then,” Sissy said, “I was gonna be a breeder, got pregnant, couldn’t keep the baby, she was stillborn at 6 months.”

“I’m very sorry,” John said sincerely, and perhaps Sissy could sense that he felt his words, because her expression softened.

“But I believe in the mission,” she continued. “Harper needed a recruiter, and I asked her if I could do that, and she said yes. That was five years ago.”

Sissy went to the cabinet, pulled out a length of chains, turned back to John.

“You’re going upstairs,” she said. “To the fourth floor.”

“Is anyone else up there?”

“It’s mostly R&D up there,” Sissy said. “So you’ll stay by yourself until . . . whatever happens.”

“Okay.”

“By the way, do you want to leave? I’m supposed to ask you that. Do you want to leave now?”

“No, Ma’am.”

“I figured.”

“If I’d said yes, would you have let me go?”

“Yeah, it’s part of the assessment. Harper wanted me to ask. If you say you don’t want to be here at this point, we don’t want you here either.”

“I still want to be here.”

“Okay, fine,” Sissy said, kneeling before John and looking up at him, a bundle of restraints in her hand. “So here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to put you on a security leash. Just until we get upstairs. And you’re not going to like it.”

Sissy lifted John’s soft penis, raised the end of one of the chains to his collar, and began working the clip onto it.

“Ow,” John said, grunting and stirring in his chains. “Oh.”

Done hooking the leash on, Sissy stood and let the leash dangle to the floor while John looked down, sighing with discomfort.

“Don’t worry, it won’t do any damage,” she said. “It’ll just hurt until I take it off.”

“It’s stabbing me,” John said.

“Give it another minute,” Sissy said, stepping to the sink, grabbing a handful of paper towels and wetting them. “It not supposed to hurt longer than that.”

Sure enough, as Sissy wiped up the places on the floor where John’s semen had dried, the pain ebbed.

“Why does it do that?” John asked, relief in his voice.

“I’m going to hold it to take you upstairs,” she said. “And as long as you stay close to me and there’s plenty of slack in the leash, it’ll be okay. But if you pull back, or I have to pull it taut for any reason, those needles will slide around the collar, and you’re going to feel it again.”

“You just asked me if I wanted to leave, and I said no,” John protested. “Why would I try to pull away?”

“It’s a policy,” Sissy explained. “The first floor is considered less secure, so when you’re down here, you’re put on what we call supplemental restraints.”

“Was Yvette . . .” John began, his voice trailing off.

“Yes,” Sissy said, rubbing out the last of John’s spots, throwing the paper towels into the trash. “That’s why she was handcuffed and shackled. And I put her on one of our bigger plugs, in case you didn’t notice.”

“No, I wasn’t . . . I couldn’t see . . . because it was inside her while she was—”

“You didn’t feel it?”

“Her plug?”

“Yes, her plug,” Sissy said. “It’s shaped to make vaginal penetration fairly comfortable, but you should have been able to feel it with your penis, through her wall.”

“I didn’t . . .” John stammered. “I didn’t have anything to . . . compare it to.”

“A virgin,” Sissy said flatly.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said. “I hope, though . . . it didn’t hurt her.”

“She’s been here long enough to get used to it,” Sissy said, returning to John, kneeling again to release the genital tether that had bound him to the wall. She opened the cuffs around each ankle and instructed him to move his feet together, shackling them. Finally, she freed his hands, and he turned and placed them behind himself without having to be told, and she cuffed him and picked up his leash, and John immediately drew close to her, mindful of the restraint and imagining how it would feel if Sissy, for whatever reason, gave it a tug. Indeed, just walking was painful.

“It’s hurting,” he said tightly, following Sissy into the hall.

“It’s going to sting a little, with every step.”

“And it’s supposed to?”

“Yeah, that’s what I said,” Sissy retorted, leading the boy along to an elevator, blocking the keypad with her body while punching in a code, putting her index finger on an ID pad, pushing the up button.

John, struggling to keep up, toyed once again briefly with ending all this, asking to leave, putting back on his clothes, and somehow finding his way back home. The thought was set aside as soon as it cropped up, however. If Jesus had worn his thorns around his head all the time he hung on the cross, John could certainly bear his own thorns . . . down there . . . until they’d reached the fourth floor.

The elevator door opened, Sissy entering, John close behind.

“Pain keeps you docile,” Sissy said as the elevator rose. “And obedient. And that’s what we need here.”

John nodded, hesitant even to speak while Sissy held the leash. And yet, unexpectedly perhaps, his penis began to rise, stirring, hardening.

Sissy glanced down, seemed to notice it, looked back at John’s face.

“At full capacity, we’ve got 40 gestators and 20 penises to supply semen,” she said. “Young people, at the peak of sexuality, being told – sometimes for the first time in their lives – that sex is good.”

Sissy laughed. “Well, not just good. We all know that. But that sex is necessary. That sex is a job requirement.”

John’s mind went back to that night around the dinner table, his online machinations a shameful abomination, a thing so foul it got his brother and all three sisters whipped. As little as he knew about this place, he already felt it was more a home to him than the place where he’d been born and raised.

“So we can’t just let you wander around,” Sissy continued. “When a gestator here is fertile, Harper wants exactly the right penis up the vagina, and she wants everything done exactly the right way. And once she invests in someone, she doesn’t want them wandering off.”

“Where are the girls?” John asked as the elevator counted off the floors with a series of beeps.

“Gestators are on the second floor,” she said. “Penises are on the third.”

“They’re not . . . girls and boys?”

“No,” Sissy said, staring at John as she said her next words. “Some of the people here with penises don’t identify as male. Some of the gestators don’t identify as female.”

“Ma’am?” John said simply, certain he’d misunderstood.

Yes, he knew about this, about men who claimed to prefer other men, and women who tended toward their own kind, the latter of whom sometimes acted on these desires in front of a camera for the delight of John and his fellow consumers. But to claim for oneself the other gender was . . . well, why? And how could anyone here maintain such a ruse? To be born male – strong, fatherly, brave – and take on the mantle of feminity; or to be born female – soft, kind, beautiful – and pretend to the throne of patriarchy; and then, to commit this chief of the sins of unnaturalness in a place whose very purpose required that birth genders be recognized and adhered to and revered . . .

Jesus preached to and consorted with prostitutes and tax collectors and the otherwise outcast. But could John dally with such as these?

“What’s wrong?” Sissy asked.




Chapter XII: The Testing of John Wright

The elevator door had opened, and Sissy was standing there, waiting patiently for John to get his bearings and follow her out.

“Sorry, Ma’am,” John stammered. “I’m not sure I understood what you just said.”

“Didn’t understand,” she inquired, backing out of the elevator, the leash rising as the distance between them grew. “Or don’t want to understand?”

“I don’t . . .” John said, quickly exiting the elevator, and his eyes took in the large space, a concrete floor painted in thick cream holding tables and cabinets and counters and sinks and more incomprehensible things here and there, a scientific console with pale flashing lights, and to the left a few cages of various sizes, the entire space enclosed by windows on one side, overlooking the river he had crossed, walls of bare plaster and exposed conduits.

The elevator door closed behind him, and John prepared to follow Sissy to wherever she was going to bring him, but she was not walking, not threatening to pull on his leash, doing nothing but staring at John with arched eyebrows and aggressively expectant eyes.

This was a test, then. A test of John’s . . . wokeness. Could he adapt to a place where girls were boys and boys were girls? Could he tolerate such sin? Could he breed with – or minister to – a girl who insisted she was a boy?

“Woke is a four-letter word!” thundered Dr. Seward from the pulpit when he’d been invited to offer a sermon on modern medicine and modern science and God’s eternal laws. It was one of the best lines of his sermon, earning applause and a healthy round of “amens,” and John had considered the question settled.

And yet, there had been the Chalupniks. Nice people. Mrs. Chalupnik made amazing pies for the potlucks. Mr. Chalupnik was a dentist and an usher almost every Sunday. And Denise, at the age of 12, decided that she was a boy named Dennis. People tried to be supportive. People waited for her to snap out of it, or for her parents to set her straight. Judicious use of the rod could dissuade children from far greater follies. No such thing happened there, however, and the girl who said she was a boy was still saying it two years later, and cutting her hair short, and wearing boy clothes, and the collective patience of First Baptist Church of Eastminster, Virgnina, wore thin, and things were said, and the Chalupniks left the church, and the parting was painful but necessary.

And after all that, did God want John woke? Or did God want John to set this place aright, to fix the girls with vaginas who had babies and said they were boys, to correct the boys with penises pretending to be girls? Did Yvette think she was a boy? The question hadn’t come up. But what if it had? What if Yvette had called herself a boy’s name before Sissy bent her over and slid her down John’s penis? Would John have, then and there, pronounced her unnatural, abominable, an affront to decency and God’s natural law? Would John have attempted to witness, delivering a spirit-led sermon to her bare, arching back, he clipping his words and shortening his breath before he had to stop altogether to release his charge into her unquestionably female chamber?

And how would Sissy have received his pontifications?

Without amusement, John was certain. Without amusement, and with a quick escort to the front door.

John was being challenged. Once again, John Wright was being forced to consider a new theology, a new way of revering God, of being with God, of being in God. John was not just here to minister, he was here to learn at a new, unimaginable pace. The gentle, plodding instruction of Pastor Matthew had its limits, and John had exceeded them, and God had brought him here for the new realms of enlightenment his hometown and his home church weren’t up to providing.

John looked at Sissy, still standing, still waiting for him to form a coherent response.

“These are . . . new things for me,” he said.

Sissy laughed, full and beautiful and female.

“You gotta be for real!” she exclaimed. “Oh my god, your face just now. No one could fake that!”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Sissy grew serious again.

“But you’re going to have to get past it,” she said, “or you’re not going to make it here.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And what just happened isn’t helping your case,” she added.

“My case?”

“Your case for staying.”

“You’re going to tell Harper?”

“Of course,” Sissy said. “Everything you do and say goes back to Harper.”

“But I can—”

“It’s not a dealbreaker,” Sissy interrupted. “But if you can’t adapt . . . that is.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Sissy took a half step toward the cages at the end of the floor, John following closely, and when she opened the door to one of the larger spaces, John entered, walking backwards.

“If I drop your leash, it’s going to hurt,” Sissy said. “So I’m going to hold it until I get you locked in.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

Sissy closed and locked the cage door, and John stepped up to the bars, his jaw clenched while the leash clip with its pins was removed from his collar and dislodged from his scrotum. The woman made quick work of the rest of the project, removing his shackles and handcuffs, walking to a cabinet to put everything up.

But she didn’t return empty handed. And John’s brief restraint-free moment was to be short-lived.

He was standing in the middle of his cage – a simple space with a bed, sink, open shower, curtained toilet – eyeing Sissy as she reached the bars

“We’re going to cage you,” she said, holding out the device, a tube of stainless-steel mesh whose horrifying purpose John sensed before he fully understood.

Indeed, his penis seemed to grasp the object’s aim before his conscious mind did. After three orgasms brought on by three women, his weary organ had revived sporadically, hardening somewhat now and then during his banter with Sissy. But now it was aflame, fully erect, aiming slightly up, the swollen shaft and the flared head rising to protest what was about to be done to it.

“Stick your penis in,” Sissy said, holding out the device at hip level, between the bars.

John approached reluctantly, but he did not refuse, offering his manhood, thrusting forward into it until it reached all the way to the base of his member, and she secured it to his collar with two locking hooks, one on either side of his base.

“Ma’am?” John said, his meaning clear: Why are you asking me to wear this? Why did you lock this on?

“We don’t want you masturbating alone,” Sissy readily explained. “You said you can cum five times in a day, so we want to see if you can, and we need to be there for it, every time it happens.”

“I didn’t say I can cum five times,” John said. “I said I have. I wasn’t trying to brag, or make any promises.”

“Harper wants to see what you can do,” Sissy said, shrugging apathetically. “You’ve already had three orgasms, so two more shouldn’t be impossible. And given the size of your penis right now, I think at least one more is a foregone conclusion.”

John backed away from the bars and looked down. The so-called cage fit snuggly, the cool mesh another of today’s novel sensations, and not entirely unwelcome. But if he could do nothing to relieve himself, it was a stimulation he didn’t need.

“When will it come off?” John asked, raising the cage to look at the tip, where a cross-shaped opening had been cut through the mesh, presumably for the passage of urine. No semen would be making its way through this place.

“As soon as lunch is over,” Sissy replied. “we’re going to get you a girl to do a thrusting profile with.”

Thrusting profile.

Harper had used the same phrase earlier, but John was still uncertain of its complete meaning. There was nothing in the pornography he had enjoyed, or in his fertile imagination, that satisfied his curiosity. How were a male’s thrusts profiled? What did the data look like? And how was the girl involved? As he pondered the question, his penis continued to press against the mesh of his cage; no matter where his mind turned for answers about this mysterious profile, his sex remained rigid, pointed slightly up, pushing angrily against its confinement.

John considered asking Sissy for more information, but he didn’t want another smirk, another indication that his naivete amused her, so he held his peace.

“Are you hungry?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John replied turning his mind slowly to the question of another physical need. “Yes, Ma’am, I am.”

“I’ll bring you something,” she said. “Wait here.”

John stood at the bars, watching Sissy until she stepped onto the elevator at the other end of the floor. After that, with nothing left to do, he surveyed his prison, first moving to the bed.

The mattress was surprisingly thick, a platform of welcoming foam, and he sat, stood again and pulled down the thick white comforter and the blanket and the sheet, and he lay down and closed his eyes and marveled at the softness, far superior to the thin mattresses he had known at home.

Sleep was out of the question, of course. Although thoughts of lunch and bedding had turned his mind away from sexual matters, and his penis had softened accordingly, the mesh contraption affixed to his genitals remained an impossible torment, an attachment that made any sort of rest impossible. The collar alone was enough of a distraction that he wasn’t sure how he’d sleep tonight.

John, growing aware of other forgotten physical needs, went to the toilet, scanned the room for any lingering people, Sissy or otherwise, aimed the mesh down and released, and his urine emerged in a cross-shaped channel that stayed surprisingly intact as it splashed into the water, and John wondered as he finished if the creators of this device knew what they were doing, had fashioned the tip for just this effect.

He continued to drip, understood that would be an ongoing challenge of the cage, wiped it perfunctorily, drank from his hands at the sink and returned to his bed to lie down, head on his pillow.

It wasn’t only the genital housing that kept him awake. Since he’d pulled himself up from the river and through the fence, he had lived through more sex than in all the rest of his life, and he needed to process, to ponder prayerfully, to seek additional guidance.

John was still deep in God-centered reflection when the sound of a throat clearing startled him from his reverie, and he sat up to see Harper staring in at him, a bag in her hand.

“Are you who you say you are?” she demanded.

“I’m John Wright from Eastminster, Virginia,” he replied, sliding off his bed and stepping to the bars, and she passed the bag through to him. Briefly, he saw himself as Harper did, nude except for the collar around his balls and the cage over his penis, and he thought he must look ridiculous until he reminded himself that this was her world, and he was as she’d ordered him to be.

He peered into the bag, the odor of meat and grease rising up to delight him. He offered a quick, silent prayer, reached in, pulled out a hamburger wrapped in wax paper, unwrapped one side and bit in.

“I believed in you,” Harper said. “Sissy didn’t at first, and then somehow you won her over. She’s got great instincts. But that just made me suspicious again.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, chewing and swallowing, nothing more to say. He had only his earnestness to make his case, and if that didn’t sway Harper, nothing else would.

“The people who lived next to me,” Harper continued, “the archer who killed someone, and her husband, were spying on me. After I bought their space, I found things between our walls you could use to listen to me.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, but this time his reticence was due to his inability to fit spying neighbors into God’s plan. He took another bite of the burger, which was surprisingly good, but different, not quite what he got on the rare trip to Burger Heaven in Eastminster. He wasn’t convinced the patty was pure meat.

“I’d practically forgotten all of it,” she said. “And then you showed up, and you’re asking some very specific questions, and I’m thinking there might be a reason for it.”

“There’s a reason for everything,” John said.

Harper stepped back from the bars, folded her arm and glared at John.

“Go ahead,” she said.

“Ma’am?”

“What’s the reason?”

“We don’t always know, at first,” John said, almost sagely except that he was naked and his penis was in a cage and he was taking another bite of a hamburger.

“What do you think the reason is?” Harper asked.

John shook his head and spread his hands wide, not so much because he didn’t know the reason as because he wasn’t inclined to say it out loud.

God created the breeding industry, he might have said, and led Harper Sutton into it, and helped her create this place, and brought all these other people to it, and made all these babies, for the sole reason that John Wright was going to need a mission, and was going to swim up on this day and find a way in.

Was John truly that important to God’s earthly objectives? He wasn’t sure. So he deflected, as he had learned to do at home.

“I wouldn’t want to speculate,” he said. “It’s your story, though. So I would encourage you to ponder it.”

Harper smiled, guardedly, but she showed her teeth, and John remembered that a few hours ago he’d put his penis between those teeth, and her lips had given him pleasure, and her tongue had caressed him, and it had been good and painful at the same time.

He wanted to talk to her. He wanted to talk to Harper, about her life, the things she’d done, the details of her arrival to this intersection with his own life.

He wasn’t just looking for God in her story, it should be added. He was looking for . . . something else.

“You signed a non-disclosure contract today,” Harper said, and her face hardened again.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John agreed, finishing the burger, reaching into the bag for an apple, biting into that. He’d been expecting fries, but perhaps those weren’t healthy enough. A good breeder should be kept healthy.

“We take the terms of that agreement very seriously,” she said. “And we have the resources to legally pursue anyone who violates those terms.”

“I understand.”

“So if you’re here to learn about me and report back to someone, we’ll find out, and there will be repercussions.”

“Of course.”

“You said you attended First Baptist Church of Eastminster?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And everyone in your family did as well?”

“Yes.”

“So what would happen if I sent someone there to check out your story?”

“To the church?”

“Yes.”

“To talk to my family?” John inquired, wide-eyed, the hard facts dawning on him all in one package that traveling three states away – as troublesome as it was for him – put him no further out of reach of his mother than if he’d walked to the next town. People had cars. People could make phone calls, or send emails. Harper herself could drive to Eastminster tonight, find his family and tell them everything she knew about John, from his mud-splattered arrival to the way he looked now, caged and naked.

“You really don’t want us to find them, do you?”

“I’d prefer you didn’t,” John said.

“Because they’re not there? Because they don’t exist?”

“No,” John said. “Because I don’t want them to know where I am. I’m doing this on my own, and if they know I’m here, they’re going to try to get me back. My mother will figure out a way.”

“You’re that pissed off at them?” Harper inquired.

“I’m not angry,” John said. “It’s just . . . it wasn’t working out. With the pandemic, a trip I was hoping to go on got cancelled, and then I found out about this place, and it seemed like somewhere where I could . . . do some good.”

John took another bite of the apple and looked at Harper innocently.

“Okay,” Harper said. “I’ll respect your confidence. But I have to verify. So the more you tell me, the easier it will be for us to check things out without making a scene.”

“You’re going?”

“No, I’m going to hire someone,” Harper said.

“Who?”

“Someone who doesn’t like having their name mentioned.”

“A detective?” John queried, and the imaginary face of Dick Faithful popped into his head.

“A person,” Harper said. “And I need some information.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Home address and everyone’s names.”

“Okay,” John said, breathing in, pausing. “Isn’t hiring someone sort of expensive, though?”

“I can afford it,” she said. “And I’m not just doing it to see if you’re lying so I can dismiss you. If your story doesn’t check out, you’re going to stay here until I figure out who sent you, and what they want.”

“That archer lady who killed someone is really bothering you,” John observed.

Harper scowled, clearly not comfortable being psychoanalyzed.

“And you hate your family,” she shot back.

John grimaced.

Honor thy father.

Honor thy mother.

It was a simple commandment. And he’d always lived up to it. And to be accused of failing stung John, like being called a thief, a bearer of false witness, a worshipper of idols.

As soon as the words left her mouth, Harper made the face of someone who’d taken vaguely ill, and one might imagine this exchange with John was bothering her for reasons she couldn’t identify. Perhaps she’d lost her place in things, she was saying what she’d said about John and his family because something else was going on.

Whatever the reason for Harper’s discomfiture, it made John uncomfortable as well, and he smiled weakly and broke the lingering silence with information.

“Okay,” he began, “my mom and dad are Mark and Robin Wright, and they live at 244 Brazelle Avenue, Eastminster, VA, with a zip code of 20183.”

“Wait a minute,” Harper said, pulling her phone out of her back pocket. “Let me get this down.”

As Harper tapped with both thumbs, John recited the information again, more slowly, and he continued from there, giving the names and ages of his siblings, the name and address of his church.

“We always all went to church, every Sunday,” he said, “The 10:30 a.m. service. So if your detective goes there then, he should see them. Oh, and we always sat toward the front, on the left side, so that’s where, um, they should look.”

Harper finished typing but continued staring at her phone.

“Ma’am?”

“Yeah?”

“Will your detective be discreet?” John asked. “Because it’s a very tight community. The people know each other. A newcomer will—”

“They know what theyre doing,” Harper barked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said with deep misgivings, and for a moment he was back in Eastminster, at church, specter-like, watching his mother but unseen by her, hovering somewhere above her, and he saw that she noticed the detective, sitting way in the back, and she knew preternaturally – for such was one of her gifts – that he was there because of John, and she confronted the man, and he told her all, and she got in her car that same day to besiege Sutton Mirabilis, not leaving until they disgorged her son. He imagined walking out, naked, with his hands over his genitals, not unlike the paintings of Adam being banished with Eve from Eden. Or perhaps he wouldn’t bother covering himself with his hands, preferring instead to reveal his penis and his collared testicles in all their glory.

John looked up in surprise. Harper was gone. Had she spoken before she left, answered by John only with catatonics, a blank stare and an open, breathing mouth?

John’s presence in this odd place was distracting him so profoundly he hadn’t seen the woman step away from his cage. So tangled up was his brain getting that his mind was erupting with the formerly unimaginable. Naked in front of his mother? Where had that idea come from? Was this a thought planted by Satan?

No, John thought. He didn’t want to have sex with his mother. No, his nudity before her would be . . . symbolic.

Symbolic, yes.

John knew just enough about modern conceptions of psychology to dismiss all of it as a Satan-inspired alternative to the Biblical picture of human nature. But he did have to concede this: could not symbols – things that stood in for other things in the personality, in relationships, in sexuality – be part of God’s plan? Every letter in the Bible was a symbol, after all. Every word made up by those letters was also a symbol. And many of the stories comprising those words were also symbolic – the psalms, the parables, the story of Jonah. So his nakedness before his mother would be a symbol too. Not of his desire for sex, not at all, but of his . . . separation. His independence.

His being born again, as naked as he’d been the first time.

Sissy appeared, exiting the elevator door with a leash in her hand, and John shut down the extraneous parts of his mind, for now it was time to focus.




Chapter XIII: A Girl Named Madison

A second female figure followed Sissy off the elevator, nude and leashed between her legs, but her stride was long and her hands swung free. No, she had not been bound like Yvette, and her breasts bounced as she walked beside Sissy, and the brown hair that draped her shoulders swayed with her body. The two females were talking, this naked girl was laughing, and her breasts were bouncing, and a little strip of thick brown pubic hair ran up from her slit, and the leash which was presumably embedded in her rectum had been pulled up between her lips, and she was smiling, and laughing, and her breasts were bouncing, and as she drew closer, her mouth was smiling, and her eyes were laughing too, and she was the most beautiful girl John had ever seen, and perhaps he was a little biased because she was naked, but really, even if she were clothed and her breasts weren’t bouncing with every step and her carefully tended strip of pubic hair wasn’t running up from the top of her pink slit, John would still look at her with raw amore, and his penis awoke and reached the limits of its cage and throbbed furiously against the mesh, and John didn’t care.

“Hi,” said the girl as she and Sissy drew near, not waiting for an introduction.

“Hi,” John said, forcing out the word.

“John, this is Madison,” Sissy said. “We’re going to use her to see how you intercourse, so we can get a baseline to work from.”

John glanced at Sissy, turned back to Madison, and played Sissy’s words through his mind again.

How you intercourse.

How you intercourse.

And this girl, Madison, standing naked before him, a girl as worthy of appearing online as any other that had ever provoked him to ejaculatory ecstasy, had been brought to him for the purpose of letting him . . . intercourse with her.

The throbbing that had begun in John’s caged penis spread upwards, and now it was ringing in his eardrums.

Sissy, still holding Madison’s leash taught so that the chain and its soft coating pressed between her lips, used her other hand to pull a pair of handcuffs out of her coat pocket and, in a series of moves so deft John couldn’t quite follow them at first, she wrapped Madison’s leash around the bars two or three times, looped the handcuffs around the bars above the shoulder-level crossbar and, with Madison’s full cooperation, double-cuffed her right wrist and her leash to John’s cage, leaving almost no slack in the anal restraint.

“Get to know each other,” Sissy said, stepping toward the elevator. “Madison, no masturbating, but use the leash to stay wet.”

“Okay,” Madison agreed.

Not for the first time today, John was feeling overwhelmed, and not entirely in a good way. He searched Madison’s face and searched his mind for the right introductory question, but she beat him to it.

“You really swam the river to get here?” she asked, eyebrows raised disapprovingly, although her open smile indicated nothing so much as amusement.

“It was the only way,” John said, taking all of the girl in, her C-cup breasts and her flat belly and her rounded thighs and pubic hair and the way the leash pressed against her vulva and the way her right hand hung limply not far from John’s face.

And this is what she wanted to talk about? John marveled.

Okay.

“I could only get a ride as far as a field on the other side,” John said. “I was hitchhiking, and that’s where they stopped.”

John paused. “Really, it seemed sort of miraculous, once I realized how close I was.”

“How did you hear about this place?”

John laughed, the question forcing him back to another, increasingly foreign world, and away from the fire in his penis. And the true irony of his story struck him for the first time.

“My minister told me to research breeding agencies, so I was looking up things and—”

“What?” Madison interrupted. “Minister? What kind of minister?”

“Baptist.”

“And then they sent you here?”

“They don’t know I’m here.”

“How did you swing that?” Madison asked, and she eased herself backward, looking away and clenching her jaw as the leash pressed against her vulva.

John paused again, briefly, before he continued.

“I just left,” he said. “Yesterday morning. Saved up my money and bought a bus ticket, and ended up on the other side of the river.”

Madison laughed again. The image of him swimming through a swamp river seemed to amuse her.

“So they have no idea where you went?”

“None.”

“Maybe they think a UFO got you.”

“I hope not,” John said. “I left a note. It just said I was leaving on a . . . on a trip, and not to worry about me.”

“What about you?” he asked. “What about your parents?”

“Okay, they were doing this huge lawsuit, and they lost, and they had to pay a bunch of money, and it was a giant cluster, and then I found out about this place, and it made sense, and I just sort of decided to do this, and . . . check out.”

“Check out,” John echoed.

“This isn’t a normal job I mean,” Madison explained. “You live here. You’re not part of the normal world. You’re checked out.”

“Did your parents know?”

“Well, yeah,” Madison replied, allowing her leash to go slack. “My mom drove me here.”

“From where?”

“Macon. And she even did the tour with me.”

“Tour?”

“Where they show you everything, and you can decide if you want to do this. I signed up same day. Right after the tour.”

“Your mom was okay with it?”

“Well, I’m 18,” Madison said. “I’d just graduated from high school, so ultimately it was up to me. But Mom was fine.”

“Okay,” John said. “My mom . . . no way.”

“What’s she like?” Madison asked.

John looked down at Madison’s chest while his mind searched for a word, a sentence, a paragraph, a book that would answer Madison’s question. In the end, it was a single word, and he blurted it before he’d finished considering.

“Domineering.”

Domineering? he thought to himself. Really? Not loving, devout, nurturing, motherly, wifely, faithful? Not the woman who’d given John life, who’d labored and sacrificed to bring him and his sisters up in the world?

Yes, she was all those other things too. But John had embarked on a course of seeing old things in new ways, inevitable on one’s first real trip away from home. And that journey of understanding had begun not yesterday, with the purchase of a bus ticket; it had started at the moment he decided to do this, to run away and breed and evangelize.

“Domineering,” Madison repeated. “Please don’t say bossy.”

“Bossy? Why not?”

“Because it’s what people say about assertive women, to put them down. You know what I mean? Assertive men are leaders. Assertive women are bossy.”

“Isn’t calling her domineering bad too?” John inquired.

“Maybe,” Madison said, looking down and away and twirling her hair with her free hand, and for the first time, John got the sense of a girl who could think, who pondered things and was trying to understand the world. Was she a Christian? Could she be made a Christian?

“It depends,” she said, “on what you mean by domineering.”

“Okay,” John said, sucking in his breath while he paused, because calling his mother a word was one thing, and describing her to a stranger – a pretty, chained stranger he was going to have sex with, but a stranger nonetheless – was another thing altogether. It felt like betrayal. It felt like treason. And yet, John plunged forward.

“If she said things were a certain way, that’s how it was,” John said. “You weren’t allowed to try to make your point. If she decided the Bible said a certain thing, she’d say it was because God told her so and she didn’t care if someone else had interpreted it differently. And we weren’t allowed to sleep over at a friends’ house unless they went to our church. And she had a bunch of rules about what my sisters could wear, and . . .”

John’s voice trailed off, because the worst thing his mother had ever done to him needed to remain unspoken – going through his tablet, finding the pictures, finding the stains on his sheets, and confronting him in front of the rest of the family it. Was that really necessary? Was doing that to him godly?

“So, it was that kind of thing,” John concluded. “She would make rules even when you didn’t need a rule, and she wouldn’t listen to anything otherwise.”

“Okay,” said Madison. “Where was your dad?”

“Dad was there,” John said, unable to come up with a single word to describe his father. “He just let her do . . . whatever.”

John didn’t feel guilty. If anything, he felt an unexpected easing of tension, a reduction in something he didn’t even know he was feeling. Confession was good for the soul, he’d heard many times. Was this like confession? Did Madison have anything to confess?

“So your mom knows,” John ventured, “what goes on here.”

Madison laughed. “She saw it with her own eyes.”

“Saw what?”

“Everything,” Madison said without elaborating. “But they paid so much for me she couldn’t turn it down.”

“Paid?”

“Yeah.”

“How much?”

“We don’t talk about that here,” Madison said politely, and she wrapped her left hand around the bar, her bound right hand dangling, and she pushed back again, looking down, practicing a rhythmic exercise with the leash, moving forward, easing back, allowing the soft coating around the chain to press between her lips, to rub her clitoris, and she bit her lip and looked back into John’s puzzled eyes.

“What?” she asked. “Is money discussed where you’re from?”

“I’m from Virginia,” he said, and he looked down at the girl’s breasts, tipped with a pair of hard pink nipples, and from there to her middle, at the way the coated chain was pressing up against her vulva and mound, going slack, pressing again. “I was wondering . . . about . . . that.”

Madison followed his eyes and seemed to understand. “Oh yeah,” she said. “I’m supposed to stay wet. So I have to do this, since I’m not supposed to touch with my hand.” Her mouth changed shape, indicating either pain or a certain kind of pleasure, and John remembered Sissy’s instruction. Don’t masturbate, she’d told Madison, but use the leash. The words, laden with intimate and potentially shameful meaning, had been stored in John’s mind without further interpretation, because interpretation could have led to questions Madison didn’t want to answer. But now she’d freely admitted it, John wanted to know, and his erection throbbed against its confinement and his pulse roared in his ears. But his words came out soft, almost a whisper, but unstoppable nevertheless.

“Why . . . wet?”

“For you,” she said. “They’re doing a thrusting profile on you. You know that, right?”

“Yes,” John said hoarsely. “And you . . .”

“I’ll be your vagina.”

“Okay,” John said quietly. He already knew this, of course, but to hear it said . . .

“And so, you know . . . wetness.”

The ache in John’s loins, already fierce, burned brighter. And yet, he wasn’t sure he wanted Sissy to return. He was at last talking to a girl, for the first time in his life, really talking. Talking about sex, her arousal, his adventure, his parents. Confessing might not be too strong a word. It was another thing he had never done before today, not really, and it was, he decided, almost as pleasurable as intercourse.

“She said . . . she told you . . . you can’t . . .” John stammered, willing himself to say the word, as Madison waited for him to finish, “masturbate.”

“Yeah,” Madison agreed evenly, the word simply another expression here, another thing one did, like walking, or eating.

“Why?” John inquired.

Madison raised her eyebrows, clearly surprised by the question when the answer was so obvious. But she recovered, and answered gamely, if efficiently.

“I’ll be better at sex if I don’t orgasm, and that will help you.”

John nodded, the answer making sense, and he looked at Madison’s bound right hand, and her free left hand.

“Shouldn’t she have . . put both hands up?”

“She trusts me,” Madison said, adding after a pause, “mostly.”

“Is that why she picked you?” John asked.

“Picked me?”

“For this,” John explained. “With me. Because she trusts you?”

“Oh, probably not,” Madison said. “I’m a little, um, soft.”

“Soft?” John repeated.

“I don’t have the firmest grip,” she explained. “Vaginally.”

“What do you mean?” John inquired. Hands gripped. Vaginas did . . . something else.

“Well, you know, different girls have different amounts of, like, pressure they can apply,” Madison said. “And I don’t apply as much pressure, unless I’m in pain, so they sometimes put me with boys where they don’t want the boys to orgasm too fast.”

“They don’t want me . . .” John began. “Um, why?”

“Because you’re being tested, I guess,” Madison said. “They want to see how you do it, and that can take awhile, so I’m the girl they get for situations like that. I mean, that’s one reason. There are others.”

John raised his eyebrows, so she continued.

“It’s sort of complicated,” she said, “and not something you should expect to understand on your first day here. But there are a lot of judgment calls going on. So, like, if she chained both hands, it would be more like punishment, and I haven’t done anything to be punished over. But, you know, I prefer to masturbate with my right hand, so that’s the one she cuffed. I mean, I could probably still do it with my left, but I wouldn’t be as good at it, so that makes it less likely I would do it. And then, you’re here, watching. So if I masturbated, you’d see it, obviously, and when Sissy got back, if she asked you what I did, you might tell her. So a bunch of things went into her decision that you probably wouldn’t think about.”

“What if you did it, though?” John asked.

“It wouldn’t be worth it,” Madison said, and now she was rocking again, left hand around the bar, bound right hand gripping as well, knuckles white, pelvis moving forward and backward, a little more urgently than before, the leash where it was looped around the bars growing taut, relaxing, tightening again, while the other end ground between her vaginal lips, against her hole, against her mound.

“What would they do?” John persisted, and this time, when Madison looked at him, there was something strange in her eyes, less conscious, a little glazed. He’d seen that look on a face here and there among the naked girls who dwelt within his tablet, and he’d sometimes wondered if this were the visage of possession, and sometimes imagined that no, this was merely the face of lust, a raw half-senselessness that was not, by itself, evil. He was sure his face took on a similar cast in the throes of arousal, although he’d never checked.

“I wish Sissy would come back,” Madison lamented quietly.

“Why?” John said, just as quietly, whispering to her as if they were already lovers. And he already knew her answer, but he wanted to force her to say it.

“Because . . .” Madison said with an especially hard push backward, “I want to get,” and she thrust back again, “started.”

The girl smiled, tensely, as if frustration and amused self-awareness had blended in her mind and thus on her face.

“I like it,” she said.

“Like what?”

“Doing it,” she replied. “Sex.”

“Yeah,” John said, nothing in his protected history arming him with a better response.

“Do you?’ she asked, pushing back and angling forward.

“I’m obsessed,” John admitted, once again speaking words without considering them.

“Obsessed?” Madison echoed.

“Yeah,” John said, voice barely above a whisper. “With . . .”

“With what?” Madison urged. “Say it. With what?”

With everything, John thought. With the beautiful world, sunsets, and trees in the fall, with the stars God put in the sky and the sparkle He put in girls’ eyes, with the way Miss Jeannie Branson, still single at 33, sounded when she sang solo soprano in the church choir, with the smell in the kitchen when his mother fried chicken in oil and butter, with the way a naked girl’s vaginal lips flared out around her hole, with the way a bare breast and nipple looked in profile, with the singing of birds in spring.

But yes, girls. He was obsessed with girls.

Shouldn’t he be obsessed with God?

These were different things, though. God was everything, his foundation and his life and the breath of his spirit. Girls were, at the moment, the vehicles of his devotion.

Were he to serve the Lord by making pottery, or translating the Bible, or preaching on street corners, then these things must become his obsession, the spinning wheel, the pens, the voice he must master and make strong. So here he was, serving the Lord by breeding with girls. Obsession where they were concerned was nothing less than godly.

“With girls,” John said, looking at Madison. “With you.”

Madison laughed, a slight dismissiveness in her tone.

“I love it,” she said. “I was crazy about it, before I ever did it. I used to . . . masturbate, all the time.”

“Yeah,” John said. “Yeah,” he repeated.

“Did you?” she asked.

“Whenever I could,” John said. “I didn’t have much privacy.”

“I did it in the shower,” Madison said, laughing at an old memory. “Turns out my parents could hear me.”

If confession was good for the soul, mutual confession was even better, and John stepped forward, feeling moved to close the gap between himself and Madison, his hands on the bars that separated them, eyes inches apart, mouths closer than that.

The kiss that followed felt as natural to John as anything he had ever done, novel as it was. He had never kissed a girl on the mouth, other than his mother and sisters, and that didn’t count, and it was rare anyway, dwindling almost to nothing as he matured.

This was real.

Madison’s mouth was soft, and she opened it, and John opened his, and he reached through the bars to embrace her, arms around her upper back, and she reciprocated, arms lower, her free hand at the top of his rump, and it was all they could do, bound and caged as they were, and John pushed forward until the end of his mesh touched Madison’s hip, and he found it all deeply satisfying, and almost innocent, and he kissed until he needed to breathe, and he pulled back, and the two smiled at each other with both friendship and longing, and he looked up to find Sissy striding toward them, a leash in her hand.

“You behaved?” Sissy asked, arriving at Madison’s side.

“Of course,” Madison replied, and she eased back and allowed Sissy to see for herself, and the woman reached down, working her fingers between the leash and Madison’s vulva, spreading the girl’s lips and examining her entrances and the pink flesh around it, the inspection making a quiet slicking that sounded like John’s burgeoning notion of sex.

Madison, meanwhile, gripped the bars, gritted her teeth and squinted at John, the stimulation of Sissy’s inspection clearly adding to her frustration.

Sissy, satisfied that Madison hadn’t broken a rule, said nothing else, seemed completely unconcerned about what the two had been doing, whether they’d talked or gotten along or hadn’t. Her fingers still wet with Madison’s lubricant, she raised the end of the leash, and John understood and turned toward her, and she knelt and raised his penis cage so she could secure his collar.

John grimaced, waiting for a pain that didn’t come. This wasn’t like the last leash he had worn, he noted with relief.

The pain he was already feeling wouldn’t abate, however, the throbbing urgency between his legs continuing to torment. He looked at Madison, and she looked back and smiled and looked down, almost shyly. She hadn’t been shy until now. Was it the kiss? Was that was made girls coy in this upside-down world?

Sissy completed the rest of the operation with impressive speed, uncuffing Madison’s hand and leash, unlocking John’s cage, and looping the two restraints together before she led the couple back to the elevator, John walking a little stiffly, forced by the restraints to keep close to his nude partner, preferring to anyway, and their shoulders touched and she looked up at him and didn’t seem to mind.

“Where are we doing it?” Madison asked casually as they entered the elevator.

“Semen,” Sissy replied, hitting the button for the third floor.

“Is my mold already on?”

“Yeah, I put it down while you were getting acquainted.”

As they dropped the single floor, John’s heart raced, as hearts do when one is naked in the presences of a beautiful, naked girl, when sex with her is imminent, and when the precise nature of that sex is still unknown.

So this was the semen floor, John noted as the elevator door opened. Not the male floor. Not the boy floor. The semen floor.

He heard a male voice from the door to his left, then laughter and a second male voice, and he turned to look and all his mind and all his lust turned to doubt.

These were the voices of men who had been chosen, who hadn’t crept in through a gap in the fence. Experienced men. Fathers, some of them, at least biologically. What were they laughing about? The boy who’d swum the river? Madison had laughed about it, and that was fine, because she was a girl. Being laughed at by men was another thing altogether. Nor did he want to be laughed at by a man who claimed to be a woman.

So this was their prison, behind that door, each of them in their own cage, where they could talk to each other, laugh together, socialize, commune. This is where John would be put if he were allowed to stay, and he would surely be one of the youngest, and one of the least legitimate, an interloper Harper had taken a chance on, perhaps to her detriment.

He would be the least of these.

The least of these.

The last.

But then, would not the last be first? Was not being last a position of honor, and grace?

John would do his best. God could ask nothing more of him. And whatever place he found here, among these other males, would be justly his, and he would work for it.

Sissy, leashes in hand, led the couple away from the door where the semen supply was kept, down a short hall and to a door that said “Assessments,” and she led them in and flipped on the lights, and another wave of doubt washed over John’s heart, because this was not what he’d expected to find here.




Chapter XIV: A Thrusting Profile

There was no bed, no mat, no couch for lovemaking. Instead, lying beneath the glare of LEDs, set into the ceiling and intended to illuminate everything with science-worthy intensity, was a terrifying platform, a sort of table where –as made obvious by its design and arrayed restraints – the human form was meant to be held, stretched out wide and kept immobile. Just as terrifying to John, fixtures had been set into the table, at roughly the place where the couple’s genitals would be positioned.

Why?

Sissy separated the leashes and fastened John’s to a ring set into the wall, walked Madison to the table.

“Climb on up?” Madison inquired, her casual tone completely out of place to John’s ears. She should be as frightened as he, perhaps more frightened, because the cruelest aspect of this furniture seemed to be meant for her.

“Yeah, if you don’t need to pee,” Sissy said. “Or do anything else.”

“Nope,” Madison confirmed, and as Sissy slackened her hold on the leash, Madison raised a knee and ascended, easily, comfortably, as if she did this all the time, moving her knees gingerly over the equipment set into the middle, sitting down, and then lying flat.

The table had been molded to the general shape of Madison’s body, indentations for her buttocks, her calves, her upper back, her head, and with a cuff and adjustable chain at each corner.

Indeed, the table’s molded surface seemed unusually suited to Madison’s body, and John remembered that Madison had asked about this, had asked Sissy if she’d put down her mold. So every girl here must have one of these, John thought, a customized tabletop pressed to her individual shape, fastened to the sturdy legs he could see beneath the platform, designed to make her time in this room a little less difficult.

And yet, John could find no evidence of misery here. Once Madison had settled her rear into place and lay back, she stretched out her hands, staring at the ceiling as Sissy cuffed her wrists at the mold’s upper corners.

Thus bound, she raised her pelvis up without needing to be told, and Sissy unlocked and removed her anal leash, setting it in the sink, returning to bind Madison’s ankles to the form’s lower corners, forcing her legs so wide it almost looked painful, her vulva completely exposed now, entirely accessible.

And now the purpose for some of the equipment at the middle of the table became clear. Sissy, standing next to the table, reached down and pushed forward the rod positioned between Madison’s legs.

“Up a little,” Sissy said, and Madison raised her pelvis slightly, the rod’s pointed tip lining up with the girl’s anus.

“Down just a little,” Sissy said, and Madison obeyed and Sissy drove the peg forward, impaling Madison while the girl puffed out her cheeks and panted and her ribs rose and fell.

And John, even amidst the horrors Madison was being subjected to, continued to see the girl, her breasts and her hard nipples, her flat belly and her widely-spread legs and her public hair and the pink lips of her vulva, and her pretty face and her long hair, and all the doubt was gone and his penis throbbed within the mesh and the cage felt like a terrible mouth, biting into his shaft, tormenting him with denial. The presence of other chains and gear set into the form, and equipment there whose purpose he wasn’t sure of yet, did not dissuade him at all.

“Does it hurt?” Sissy asked, speaking only to Madison.

“It’s just a little sensitive right now,” Madison said. “But I’m fine.”

“Chains good?” Sissy asked.

Madison pulled at her bonds, feet swaying a little, elbows bending.

“You usually stretch me a little tighter,” Madison noted. “Just sayin’.”

Sissy moved to Madison’s left ankle and manipulated the place where the chain had been anchored, repeated the process at the other three corners of the form, and Madison responded with a gasp and a low groan, and John understood the chains were being shortened until the girl’s body had been pulled to its physical limits, but he still wasn’t sure why. He didn’t care why, either, so hungry was he now. As long as Madison wasn’t begging to be let up, as long as her discomfort seemed to be limited to a few grunts, he assumed this was all as it should be, and his member throbbed in its confines and he looked down at it with frustration.

Sissy circled the table again, checking each chain and the fit of each cuff, adjusting the anal rod, pushing it in deeper and provoking another groan from the girl, and then spreading Madison’s vaginal lips, touching the mouth of her organ and, John guessed, inspecting the readiness of her sheath for penetration.

Sissy turned to John and nodded, provoking an electric response. The time had come.

From where John had been leashed, not far from Madison’s left foot, he could see her chin, the undersides of her breasts, the soles of her feet and her 10 perfect toes, and the full glory of the girl’s pink slit, none of it hidden by her brown hair, and it was on this last feature of Madison’s anatomy that John focused as he was brought to the table, his caged penis bobbing with every step, pointing a little upwards when he stopped and looked at Sissy, awaiting further instructions.

“Climb up on your hands and knees, and get in position over her,” Sissy said.

John raised one knee up to the edge of the form, next to Madison’s bound right foot, and he clambered carefully over her, spreading out his hands to walk on all fours, stopping when his cage was swinging gently above her vulva.

He felt his genital leash go taut, slacken again, and he looked back to see Sissy clamping it to the equipment that rose from the platform between his knees.

A second set of chains and cuffs waited here, laying near John’s hands and feet, and he understood their purpose now he was in position, and Sissy confirmed that a moment later, cuffing each limb as he looked at the bound girl beneath him, and she looked up and smiled, an unspoken joke passing between them, no distress in her eyes, and John reminded himself this was not a picture on a website, not a video, and the vagina waiting a few inches below his secured penis was real, and he was about to enter it.

Sissy unhooked the leash from his collar and, at last, removed the cage, sliding it off as he grimaced and his penis throbbed.

For a brief, pulsating moment, John wondered if he should lower himself, put his tip against Madison’s pink doors and begin pushing in, but Sissy intervened before he could act on the thought.

“Don’t start yet,” she instructed, and John felt a tug on his scrotum and he rocked back and sensed that new things were being attached to his collar, three separate clips, two behind and one in front.

“Now, hold still for penetration,” Sissy said.

“Ma’am?” John asked, but the only answer he received was the cool tip of something metal, touching his anus before it was pushed slowly inside.

John closed his eyes and winced, Sissy’s act completely unexpected, the sensation not painful but not pleasant.

“Ma’am, may I ask—”

“You’ve got to be fixed to the equipment so we can analyze what you’re doing,” Sissy interrupted. “It’s a new model, by the way, a lot more advanced, but still a prototype.”

“Okay,” John said.

“Go,” Sissy said.

“Ma’am?” John grunted.

“Intercourse.”

John looked at Sissy, staring back at him dispassionately, looked down at Madison, stretched out beneath him and staring up expectantly, and he made his first, tentative position change.

He was still erect, but not achingly so. There had been too many distractions, too much delay. Further, he had the sensation of having been put on a short leash to the mysterious equipment between his legs, so that moving his penis into position at Madison’s opening would be impossible, or at least painful.

But no, while he seemed to have been secured by the testicles and anus, there was almost no restriction to his movement, as he learned when he cautiously lowered himself. He could sense a slight tension only, and guessed the machine was playing out a set of cords or wires and spooling them back in so it would know where he was at all times. It would know not only when he thrust, but how quickly, and when he pulled back, and where his genitals were in relation to Madison’s vulva. This was why she’d been bound so securely, he guessed, and why she’d had that rod forced up her anus. She needed to kept completely still, so she couldn’t do anything to interfere with the analysis.

Sissy reached down and parted Madison’s lips.

Now or never.

With another tentative descent, John touched his tip to the glistening place between Sissy’s fingers, feeling with his sensitive tip both Madison’s warmth and her cooling honey.

He’d had no trouble slipping up into Yvette, but from this perspective, Madison looked impossibly small, the entrance to her vagina just a short, narrow slit.

With a final, fleeting shadow of doubt about all of this – not just the way Madison had been secured and how easily she could be penetrated, but also about the plan itself, the mission, and if it had indeed been ordained by God – John pushed forward, watching as the mouth of Madison’s female opening swallowed his tip.

Yes.

Strange as all this was, the only thing that mattered now was the feeling Madison’s hole imparted to his rod, and as he pushed into the girl with judicious speed, all of his consciousness was subsumed under the sensation of her smooth, soft, lubricated girlhood, gently wrapping itself around his penis. Yes, Yvette had been tighter, but this was good, his penis reveling, freed at last to sense the soft pressures and to taste, all along its length, the sweet juices of Madison’s organ.

Madison’s eyes went wide, and her mouth went wide as well, she staring up at John with shocked joy, a sort of sudden drunken ecstasy, and John sensed that if she weren’t bound and impaled, she would be moving, rocking her hips, reaching for him and pulling him close.

The girl’s glory held him with determination if not absolute firmness, all of him inside her, his tip brushing against the wall at the depths of her vagina while the hair around his base mixed with hers, black and brown together.

He drew back, watching the procedure from his vantage point, penis exiting the girl, his arms straight and holding himself above her.

He was completely coated, her lubricant both a convenience, making straight the way of his passage, and beautiful, in the way it reflected the lights above and made his shaft look thicker, and utterly clean – polished, even.

Once all but his tip was outside the girl, he pushed in again, faster this time, and Madison responded with a startled cry, but her jaw was set the way it had been earlier, when she’d been leashed to his cage bars and pushed herself back on her leash, and John knew this was the face of willing pleasure.

Out again, in again, the true joy of sliding up Madison’s sheath reduced to its true, carnal essence. Nothing could be better than this. Nothing could feel better than this.

In again, out again, faster still, and then again, and again, and every third or fourth time, just as his tip hit the depths of Madison’s organ, she would cry out, “Ah!” as if she’d been startled by a snake.

“He’s been in her about a minute,” Sissy said, and John glanced to his right and found not just Sissy there, but Harper as well, the women watching together, witnessing the ravishment of their bound sister by a bound man they had just met.

As profoundly pleasurable as it was, the persistent friction of Madison’s walls had become predictable, enabling him to sense other things – Harper’s presence, for one, but also the workings of the device he was bound to, the slight tension in his anus and around his balls, the way Madison’s breasts shook rhythmically in time to his ardor, the hardness of her nipples, the way she grimaced and opened her mouth as he forced his way within her.

“Drive upwards,” Sissy said. “Like you’re aiming for her belly button.”

John paused, mid-thrust, drenched penis mostly outside Madison’s body, before he lowered his pelvis and pushed himself back inside the grunting girl, doing his best to follow these new instructions. The trick was to drop his genitals so that once he entered the girl, his member would angle up. By the third or fourth insertion, he felt he was getting the hang of it, his legs splayed flat behind him, his feet stretching the chains, his belly tightening, his scrotum brushing the mold between Madison’s legs.

John felt fingers against his balls and, without breaking stride, turned to see that Harper was standing close to him with her arm extended. Obviously, it was she snaking her hand through the cords that attached him to the machine, it was her pressing his genitals, cupping him as he thrusted into Madison, urging him forward with light pressure.

A memory flashed through his mind, from a moment on the property of Mr. MacDermott. The old farmer was selling off his land in lieu of retiring, and John had been helping with the consolidation of his estate. During a break in which the gentleman sipped something suspicious from a flask, he invited John into the barn to admire the operations of a 100-year-old tractor. After the machine rumbled to life, Mr. McDermott reached into the machinery, just as Harper was doing now – he with his engine, she toying with the inner workings of a mechanism intended to evaluate the thrusts of a boy up a girl’s vagina.

In Mr. MacDermott’s case, he yanked on some hidden part that made the machine roar.

“An old fag built it,” Mr. MacDermott said, turning off the machine and smiling at John proudly.

The man was in his dotage, of this John was certain. An elder at the church for decades, the successful producer of corn, tobacco, milk, soy, he had fallen into disrepair in his later years, saying odd things with an ever-present smile.

“Pardon me, Sir?” John replied gamely. The man had agreed to bring John on for a month, contributing significantly to his mission fund.

John had no choice but to humor him.

“An old fag,” Mr. MacDermott said again, rapping the tractor’s ancient nose. “He got rich, and then they kicked him out of the company, and he got richer, and he built himself a house in Florida like something you don’t find but you go to Italy first, and with a secret door between the bedrooms.”

Mr. MacDermott never married. Some men didn’t.

“His and his bedrooms,” Mr. MacDermott added, without rancor, without judgement. No, with glee.

Mr. MacDermott, John realized as he worked through the memory, was gay.

Harper continued massaging his testicles, pressing down slightly on them to get him to keep driving up Madison’s hole at an angle, and he looked from Madison’s face to the place between her belly and her mound, and he noticed for the first time that at the end of the thrust, it rose, in the middle. He was pushing into the girl so hard and deep he was forcing the end of her vagina outward.

Was that normal?

It didn’t matter.

Done.

Nothing could stop what happened next, the orgasm wrenching him first behind his balls, moving from there to the base of his penis and then all the way down his urethra, where the soft cream of reproduction spat from his tip and deep into Madison’s body.

As John issued animal grunts, Madison became strangely articulate.

“Oh my god!” she shouted. “Oh, wow, wow, ohhh!”

Was she cumming? Was Madison having an orgasm?

John, too distracted by his own sensations, wasn’t sure, but he sensed the girl straining desperately against her bonds, the muscles in her shoulders and upper arms going tight, her face drawn, eyes wide, and . . . yes, she was tightening. She was squeezing John’s penis all along the length of her sheath, and John groaned out and redoubled his thrusts, pushing even as he sensed that his pulsing semen had slowed to a trickle, a final set of pearls.

“Oh god!” Madison said, laughing and panting, dazed by what she had just endured.

Pleased, too. Delighted, even.

Did that matter here?

John dropped down, wanting to feel her mouth again, even as his softening penis was still roaring with the sensations of being embraced.

She raised her head, the only part of her body she could move, and their mouths touched, and their tongues touched, and for a moment John forgot everything except that he was kissing a girl like the best girls in his tablet, someone he never would have expected to meet in the flesh.

“Okay,” Harper said, touching John’s rear to get his attention, and he looked at her, looked down at his middle and slowly eased his softening and thickly-coated penis out of Madison’s body, rose up on his hands and knees over the girl, looking down as she smiled up at him.

John felt himself being manipulated, the rod in his anus coming out, the hooks around his collar being released, the leash being fastened back on, and Sissy unlocked each of his cuffs, gave his genital leash a light tug, and he slipped off the table, raising his knee over the equipment he’d been fastened to, mindful of Madison’s body as well, still splayed out beneath him.

John thought Sissy would take him immediately back to his cage on the fourth floor, but she brought him back to the ring instead and padlocked him to it, returning to the table to free the girl’s ankles while Harper studied the equipment he’d been attached to.

“It seemed like a good session,” Harper said. “A lot of good insertions, and a strong finish. So this is where we find out if first impressions can be wrong.”

“Are you going to look at the results now?” Sissy asked, unlatching the bolt and sliding it out of Madison’s anus.

“Probably not,” Harper replied, pulling a small object from the side of the machinery. “I’ll pop the data into my PC tonight, but I want to sleep on it before I see the thrusting results.”

Harper rounded the table, and she and Sissy each grabbed one of Madison’s thighs and raised her up, pulling her legs apart to examine her vulva.

Harper, bent over, with Madison’s calf resting against the side of her head, reached down to spread the girl’s lips, stirring the mouth of her sex with her index finger, withdrawing her finger to inspect it, pressing her thumb against the tip, licking it, putting it back up the girl’s hole, this time more deeply, twisting her hand as if searching for something.

All the while, Madison waited patiently, staring at the ceiling, her wrists still chained to the table above her head.

“Okay,” Harper said, and she and Sissy released Madison’s legs, and they fell back to the table. “Good production, a good performance, I think. But let’s see what the machine says. If it gives a completely different report than what I think I saw, I’m going with the technology.”

“Are you any closer to taking it to the show?” Sissy inquired.

“No, farther away,” Harper said with a laugh. “It’s pure prototype, meaning it will probably break on the first day. And we have made zero progress on the patents, meaning if it does work, someone will steal the idea. And I want to broadcast the data in real-time, on a big screen, and we’re still working out how to visualize it in a way that will make any sense.”

Sissy retrieved Madison’s leash, and the girl, after lying flat for a moment, drew her knees up to her breasts, straightened them, spread them and raised her pelvis up again, panting slightly as Sissy pushed the leash plug into her anus.

“You could just put the thumb drive into a PC, couldn’t you, and give them playback?” Sissy asked, locking Madison’s leash and prompting another grunt from the girl.

“No, it needs to be real-time, or someone’s going to suspect we’re fabricating things.”

“You’re taking me, right?” Sissy asked.

“You really want to go to Atlanta in October?”

“Of course,” Sissy said. “I’d like to recruit there. We’re going to need three more gestators by then, and a couple of penises too.”

“One penis,” Harper countered, “if John makes the cut.”

Sissy opened Madison’s wrist cuffs, and the girl sat up, scratching her knee furiously, rubbing her wrists and ankles, pressing a knuckle against her nose.

John, chained to the wall, felt as though he’d been forgotten at the moment, and he didn’t mind. This was a vantage point, a place from which to observe this new world he’d stumbled onto.

Madison possessed remarkable discipline, accepting restraint and use without question or complaint. And Harper approached her job like an expert, like Mrs. Uscher, whom he’d watched inspect her horses while he cleaned out stalls. She, like Harper, was able to gather data with a few sniffs, with a touch or taste, with a careful look.

Conversation turned to an article being written about the American breeding industry for both the print and online editions of Gazette US, a serious news and business publication that every firm of respectable size subscribed to, the kind of magazine that was ubiquitous in dentists’ and doctors’ waiting rooms.

Harper said she had done three interviews for it so far, two in person, and one including a half-day photoshoot. They were talking about putting her on the cover, but Harper remained dismissive of the whole project.

“I’ve done pictures before that never got published,” she said when Madison squealed with excitement. “Most of what I said didn’t get printed either. People show up thinking it’s going to be one thing, and then they find out I won’t answer certain questions, and what I can reveal they can’t print because it’s not family friendly.”

“Why are they even writing it then?” Madison asked.

“The focus for this one is designer babies,” Harper said. “Mixed race as the new American standard. They’re throwing out big words like transcendent, and emerging.”

“You’ve started a revolution,” Sissy said.

“It’s just another business,” Harper said. “I think they’re kind of going overboard.”




Chapter XV: The Girls in the Cageroom

Conversation returned to the event, a conference of some kind, where people like Harper would parade their knowledge, their expertise, even their equipment, for anyone who got in. The idea of a public event gathering surprised John. Since he’d first encountered the idea of a breeding business, he’d assumed they kept to themselves, hid behind their walls and their fences, lied about what they did.

“How many breeders are you taking?” Madison asked, sliding across the table, the leash scraping beneath her thigh before she slipped off, dropping her feet to the floor and turning to Sissy, who held the leash loosely, wrapped around her wrist.

“You wanna go too?” Harper asked.

“I would,” Madison said. “Could my parents get in?”

“Doubtful,” Harper said. “We’re probably not letting anyone in who isn’t in the industry.”

“You’d want your parents to see you like that?” Sissy asked.

“Like what?” Madison asked innocently.

“Well, it’s not going to be like visitation downstairs, where you usually just stand there,” Harper said. “Anyone who shows up to say hello is going to see you doing the same kind of work you do here, so I hope they’re not squeamish. And you’re not going to get a break. While the show’s happening, you’re on duty.”

“I know, I can deal with that,” Madison said. “And my parents probably could too. My mom, at least.”

“You might end up on the punishment display,” Harper warned.

“You’re going to have that?” Madison said. “Seriously?”

“There’s a lot of interest in how it’s done, everywhere,” Harper said, “so we’re all going to reveal our secrets, and bring live models.”

“You can’t have, like, the same girl getting punished nonstop for three days,” Madison protested, leaning against the table and crossing her arms.

“Two and a half days,” Harper said. “The last day only goes to 1.”

“Still,” Madison said. “You have to give people breaks. Or you should switch them out or something.”

“You’re volunteering, then?” Harper inquired.

“No,” Madison said. “Not for punishment the whole time.”

“You’d do a few shifts, though?”

“Well,” Madison said, “I’d think about it. What would you be showing off?”

“Everything,” Harper said. “Spanking, whipping, clamps, the board, the spike.”

“Oh, god,” Madison said, her spine bending as she compressed herself. “How long is a shift?”

“I haven’t worked out all the details yes,” Harper said. “But maybe an hour, one shift per day per model.”

“And it’s eight hours the first two days?” Madison said. “So you’re bringing eight girls?”

“Gestators,” Harper corrected. “And probably more than that.”

“Are you bringing any boys?” Madison said, and she looked up and crinkled her eyes at John, and he looked back blankly, because he was trying to understand everything that was being said, and it was a lot to keep up with.

“Yes, for sure,” Harper said. “I’ll need them for the displays, and any gestator there is still going to get their regular exercise.”

“Who else is going to be there?” Madison asked.

“We’re hoping for about a thousand,” Harper replied. “AGFLS, that lab in Atlanta, is co-sponsoring with us, and they’re huge, so that’s probably more than 100 of their staff and inventory and partners. And we’ll be bringing close to 25 or 30, maybe more. There’s a company called Cassock that we talk to sometimes, that does a lot of hardware and a punishment program we’ve consulted on. There are 50 something other vendors who want their people going, and then people there on their own – lawyers, consultants, behavioral experts, and even some researchers, journalists, government reps. It’s our first conference, but it’s really taken off.”

“Who did you say the co-sponsor was?” Madison asked.

“AGFLS,” Harper replied. “That’s what they go by, but it stands for, uh, Atlanta, uh, something, uh, Female Lab. Female Lab and, uh, Services.”

“What do they do?” Madison asked. “More than breeding?”

“I’m not sure if they do any breeding,” Harper said. “But they do everything else. Female orgasm studies, lubricant, positive and negative reinforcement, chamber monitoring.”

“I’m sure you know a few tricks you could teach them,” Madison said.

“There are going to be all kinds of synergies,” Harper said, following up the sentence with an immediate scowl. “I hate buzzwords, but it fits here. We’ll get ideas from them, they’ll get ideas from us. It’s already happening, in fact, informally.”

“What ideas are they stealing from you?” Madison asked, bending her face into a disapproving scowl that was – to John, anyway – obviously ironic.

“It works both ways,” Harper said a little defensively, clearly not understanding Madison’s intent. “I’ve gotten some ideas from them too.”

“Like what?” Madison said quickly, her tone challenging now.

John, the forgotten observer, the fly on the wall, so to speak, was finding the conversation before him incongruous, even disturbing.

Here were three women, speaking as if there was no rank among then, but there clearly was, at least if one went by physical trappings, for the youngest of the three was also the only one naked, and she was certainly the only one restrained, participating in the conversation with a thick plug forced into her rectum, with a chain running from that chamber to the hand of Sissy. And while the chain was currently hanging slack behind the girl, its first six inches were equipped with a soft plastic coating, designed to be pulled up between her vaginal lips in order to inflict arousal, whether she wanted it or not, so she could be delivered to her assignment aroused, frustrated, wet, and engorged. And that assignment could be, as it was tonight, taking a male into her body, hosting him, pleasing him, while she was kept immobile.

And yet Madison, the young breeding female, stood as an equal among the other two, one the founder and owner of this place, the other an employee who came and went as she pleased, while John stood chained by his testicles to the wall, ignored and unimportant.

This was a woman’s place. He understood that. Men were secondary. Vital, but not as important as the keepers of the eggs.

The world in which he’d grown up and become a man, a world in which men held sway as a birthright, didn’t exist here, and that was another adjustment. How many weddings had he attended where the bride vowed both to honor and to obey her husband? How many times had he heard it said in church, at home, that the woman must be subject to the man, whether he be her father or her husband?

And yet, John had always wondered what patriarchy meant, in practical terms. At his home, in his family, his mother was in charge. And there were many other families where the wife seemed to wear the pants, her assertiveness in marked contrast to the meekness of her husband. And in those homes where the man could be said to rule, what did it signify? John couldn’t offer a single example of the principle at work, a single time a man had insisted on his preferences over the desires of his wife, without appearing to be a jackass. He thought of Mister Scull, who was a drunk and who used the Bible to justify his drinking over his wife’s objections, but who had earned nothing but condemnation from everyone except the long-suffering woman.

Could women run things? Could they truly exercise authority over institutions, over men, in a godly way?

John was inclined to say yes, at least provisionally. Harper had been doing this successfully for, what, seven years? More importantly, God had sent John to this place, to minister, and to learn, a divine endorsement of its purpose and operation.

Yes, perhaps woman could lead.

Indeed, perhaps this was another of the challenges John had come here to face, another of the difficult lessons God seemed to be setting before him by the hour, ordeals not of a physical nature, but of the overturning ideas and beliefs he had grown up with and never questioned.

The women were continuing to talk, John continuing to listen.

“The lab in Atlanta knows the vagina backwards and forwards,” Harper was saying. “They measure it and everything it does. They’ve got all kinds of ways to make it stronger, tighter, more responsive. They—”

“Tighter?” Madison interrupted.

“Yeah,” Harper said. “Exercises, procedures—”

“Think they could work on me?” Madison interrupted again.

“We don’t want you tighter,” Harper said. “We need a few relaxed girls.”

“Relaxed,” Madison echoed dolefully.

“John, how did you like Madison?” Sissy said, and all three pairs of eyes turned toward him, and John stared back uncomfortably. He had enjoyed being ignored. And to be pulled back into the conversation with a question like this made it worse.

“Really—” John began, his voice catching. “Really nice.”

Harper directed her attention back to Madison.

“The Atlanta place is bringing their tightest vaginas,” she said. “Supposedly one or two of them have an Olympic-level grip, and the penises they’re put with aren’t going to last long enough to demonstrate anything. So if you want to go to the conference, stay relaxed. I’ll need you there, and your job will probably be to hold penises for as long as you can, and you’ll be busy.”

Madison nodded and twirled her hair, not entirely satisfied with the answer, John suspected.

“Okay, that’s it,” Harper said. “John, Madison, well done.”

“Thank you!” Madison exclaimed, and she hugged Harper around the neck and turned to look at Sissy, and John guessed she was ready to be brought back to her cage, and he wondered about the place where she was kept, about the other girls there, if they were always all naked, if they could all see each other, if boys were ever allowed there, and if so, how the girls reacted to the boys.

John’s penis stirred, and it didn’t surprise him. He’d had four orgasms so far today, under varieties of stimulation that made a joke of the tablet. And yet, he’d used that tablet more than once to induce five climaxes in a single night’s work. He could climax again today, easily, just by remembering what he’d already seen here.

Sissy walked Madison over to him and unlocked his leash from the wall, hooked the restraints together and left the room, Harper hanging back to study the device that had tracked John’s thrusts.

“Who are you dropping off first?” Madison inquired as they headed toward the elevator.

“You,” replied Sissy, an answer that seemed to agree with Madison.

“You’re going to get to see my house,” she said, smiling up at John. “And all my neighbors.”

“Your house?” John said, looking at the door where the boys were kept – the penises, that is – and he heard a few muffled words from therein and tried to resist feeling intimidated again.

Sissy led them both onto the elevator, and John settled his back against the wall, and Madison pressed up next to him, her shoulder at his bicep.

“It’s what I call where I live,” Madison said. “A girl’s cage is her castle.”

“So that’s where we’re going?” John asked.

“Gestator Cageroom 1,” Madison said. “Home sweet home since June.”

“You like it?” John asked.

Sissy hit the down button, the elevator doors closed and they began to drop.

“It’s as good as can be expected,” Madison said. “But you have to tell me what you think.”

“How many other girls are with you?”

“Twenty gestators in my room, twenty in the other, when we’re at capacity.”

The elevator door stopped, the door opened, and out came the trio, Sissy in the lead, Madison and John close to each other behind her.

A peal of laughter rang out from the door ahead of them, “Gestator Cageroom 1” stenciled across it. John’s penis was growing, inevitably, in this case a nervous reaction to the prospect of being seen naked by 20 girls, 19 of them strangers.

Sissy opened the door, pushed through, and John and Madison had no choice but to follow, and John sucked everything in through his eyes.

It was all bars, a room full of bars, walls of bars and doors of bars, marking off 10 cages to his right, 10 more to his left, 20 cages in all, with a name affixed to the bars of each, a bed and shower and what John knew must be a toilet behind curtains, most of the cages occupied by naked girls, dark-skinned, light-skinned, long-haired, short-haired, big-breasted and small-cupped, with dark nipples and pale pink tips, pussies bare or adorned with thin strips of hair, or wide triangles of fur, black or brown or blonde or red, and blue or brown or black eyes that turned to him, to his eyes and his penis, straight and pointing up and swinging, and still a little damp from Madison’s fluid and his own semen.

Conversations ceased, laughter ebbed, the room went silent until Madison spoke.

“This is the boy that swam across the river,” she announced, and the tension was utterly broken, and there was laughter, hoots, several pairs of hands clapping, and John searched the room with a half-smile, trying to read his reception. Contempt? Derision? No, he didn’t sense it. Admiration? Respect? Not that either, necessarily. Just humor. Just normal, human amusement, from normal girls who happened to be kept nude and caged, and whose job required them to regularly accept penetration from whatever boy – whatever penis – had been assigned to them.

It was a strange place, to be sure, but there was no evil here, no Satan lurking, John felt. Might there be the next Susan of the Testimonial lingering in these cages, her outward mirth a mask for misery, writing even now in her mind another exposition on the horrors of places like this? Maybe, but what place wasn’t horrible to some of its denizens?

John, gazing face to face, and body to body, found some of the girls more attractive than others, Madison still the most beautiful. But any one of them was tablet-worthy, with the possible exception of the three girls whose rounded bellies made clear they were bearing fruit. Were there porn sites devoted to pregnant females? John wasn’t sure, but it wasn’t something he’d ever searched.

“Look up,” Madison said as they made their way through the room. “See the glass there?”

“Yes?” John said.

“That’s where we have our moon,” she said. “It changes every night, just like the real moon does, to help us keep on our cycle.”

The wonders here, John thought, simply do not cease.

Sissy brought Madison to an empty cage in the middle of the room, but before she stepped in, she turned to John and hugged him, kissing his neck, and John tried not to jab her hip with his penis, and he looked over her shoulder and saw that all the residents here had decorated the backs of their cages with posters, drawings, magazine covers, photographs. Prominent in the back of Madison’s cage was the girl herself, from the waist up, topless, with an older man and woman on either side of her, clothed and smiling.

Her parents? These were Madison’s parents? They were all standing in front of a plain wall. Was the picture taken here?

Madison pulled away, entered her cage, waited for Sissy to lock the door, then turned and bent, sighing quietly as the leash was unlocked and pulled from her body.

Before the girl straightened, John’s eyes went to her openings, surprised to see the milk of their work together still clinging to Madison’s vulva and inner thighs. She’d never wiped, never asked to wipe. Why? John got his answer a moment later, when Madison turned toward the neighbors to her left and widened her legs to let her peers judge for themselves the profligacy of this newest breeding candidate.

“That’s all him?” said the girl caged next to Madison.

“Yeah,” Madison replied. “Well, some of it’s me, but he was the only one I was with. And he’d already done it two times.”

“Dayum,” said another neighbor two cages away, face between the bars before she looked at John with admiration.

“Three times,” John said.

It was a minor correction, delivered with all the dignity available to a naked, erect boy with his testicles leashed, but his words prompted another outpouring of laughter, leaving him completely puzzled. The tug of the leash between his legs told him he would not be investigating the odd reaction right now, and he turned and followed Sissy to the cageroom door.

“Bye, John!” someone shouted.

“Bye, John, I had fun!” Madison assured, and one might guess that performing with John, and wearing the proof between her thighs, was a point of pride for the girl, something she wanted her fellow breeders to know she’d done, and done well.

“Bye, John!”

“Bye, John, good luck!”

“I hope they keep you!”

John waved, offered an embarrassed smile, and followed Sissy out of the cageroom, bouncing with her back to the elevator.




Chapter XVI: A Prayer of Gratitude

She hit the button for the fourth floor before she turned to regard his penis.

“You could orgasm again?” she asked.

“I believe so,” John replied.

“It’s too late today for us to get you another girl, if that’s what you’re expecting,” Sissy said.

“No,” John said, annoyance creeping into his mind and coming out his mouth with curt force. “I didn’t expect anything. It just happens sometimes.”

“If you can cum a fifth time, Harper’s going to want to know that,” Sissy said.

The elevator arrived on the fourth floor and the doors parted, but John didn’t step off until Sissy looked back at him and pulled his leash taut.

“We’re not going back downstairs?” John asked.

“No, she’ll come to you,” Sissy said.

“I’ll be here all night?” John asked, a little disappointed, gazing at the tables and fixtures and strange equipment, none of which was a girl he could continue chatting with.

“Yeah, here until morning,” Sissy confirmed. “But if she can, Harper will come up for your fifth climax.”

John entered his cage and Sissy locked the door, and he turned to have his leash removed, his penis jutting straight out, Sissy’s fingers sliding against it as she manipulated his restraint.

As soon as he was free, Sissy went to the cabinet, dropped off the leash and returned with another penis cage, holding it between the bars.

John understood, stepped up and thrust his rod back into confinement, the cool stainless steel delivering – for the moment, at least – a not unpleasant sensation.

Sissy knelt and locked it on, her fingers delivering another round of stimulation to his organ.

“Will I have to sleep in this?” he asked.

“I don’t know,” Sissy said. “That’s up to Harper.”

Sissy stepped backwards so she could continue to watch him, and John wondered what she was seeing. He knew physically what she was looking at, of course: a caged boy with a caged penis. But was she also seeing a man? Someone worthy of this place? Or someone whose trespass – literally – couldn’t be forgiven?

John remained at the bars, watching as Sissy turned and strode to the elevator, and he continued to watch after she’d left, staring and straining his ears, taking everything in, trying to truly be mindful of his surroundings, not just to look but to see, to not just to hear but to listen, and he soaked in the essence of this building, immediately rewarded for his mindfulness with the sounds of female voices – light and faint and fair.

The sounds of female voices from . . . where?

Was it not males on the third floor, and all the girls – the gestators, in facility parlance – a floor lower, on the second?

John turned toward the sound, which seemed to be emanating from the middle of the floor, straining to hear words, phrases, sentences, information. But the voices spoke unintelligibly, consonantlessly.

Was there an air duct somewhere, a conduit that brought to him, through a miracle of acoustics, sounds from the second floor that bypassed the third? Or were the males all being silent at the moment, their voices about to break through to him now that he was listening?

And what, exactly, was the point? What did he wish to hear?

Girls, plain and simple. He had been inside two of them today. No, three, for he had also penetrated Harper’s mouth. And yet he felt as ignorant of the sex as he ever had, if not more so. Every female he had met was infinitely more complex than the creatures of his tablet. They spoke, they responded, they had wants well beyond the simple desires to show off their bodies, to be touched and fucked.

What were they talking about now? Sex? Dreams? John, the river swimmer whose exploits seemed to have been a popular topic earlier?

“Yes!”

John heard that one word, distinctly, before the voices returned to soft fabric, female but without further definition.

“Yes!”

John continued peering, trying to identify the source of the sound, focusing his attention on a console or scientific board of some kind in the middle of the room, chambers and drawers and shelves and pale lights, pinkish and purple, pulsating. Or no, something was pulsing, but it wasn’t the lights. There was a second sound, transcending the voices of the women.

A heartbeat.

A heartbeat.

John stared, so fixated on the mystery of the sounds and the muted lights that he failed to notice Harper until she crossed his field of vision, stepping in front of the strange science on her way from the elevator to his cage.

He turned his eyes to her, trying to square this new vision with all else that had happened today, because Harper was dressed in nothing but a t-shirt and white panties.

It was her company. She could do as she pleased.

But . . . why?

“Sissy said you got erect again,” Harper said, pulling off her t-shirt and hanging it over one of the crossbars of his cage. Her bra was also white, straining against the weight of what John could tell were two full breasts.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, looking down at the cage fastened over his rapidly expanding penis.

“Think you can have another orgasm?”

“Yes,” John said flatly.

Harper angled her arms behind herself and jutted her chin forward, unclasping her bra, and she draped the garment over the crossbar with her t-shirt, and John studied her breasts, which became his primary concern at the moment, questions of why Harper was here and what was going to happen next set aside. They were full, round, with hard pink nipples.

And then she slipped down her panties, and those joined the rest of the collection, and John’s eyes dropped to the black hair between her legs, over her mound and covering her slit.

She turned, showing John her rounded buttocks and her narrow waist, and went to the cabinet, grabbed something from within it, returned to him and knelt, and John understood and stepped forward and sighed as his penis was freed from its cage.

Harper set the key and cage on the floor, turned, bent, and reached between her legs to spread her lips.

“In,” she said, staring at the floor, and she reached back and slapped her bottom, the sound echoing through John’s mind.

He obeyed. What else could he do? Holding his penis by the base, he touched its tip to the woman’s pink opening, pushed within, found Harper’s hold wet and yielding, and he inserted himself all the way inside, grunting as the joys of a female chamber closed for the third time today around his shaft.

“You’ll be releasing in my mouth,” Harper said. “Keep going until you get close.”

Were her words a little breathless? Did John’s thrust up her womanhood give her pause? Was this at all pleasurable for the founder and owner of Sutton Mirabilis? Or was it simply a necessity, something Harper did when no other vagina was available? She had the equipment, of course, and it wasn’t a bad hole, John thought, tighter than Madison’s sheath, almost as tight as Yvette’s.

He looked down at the way Harper’s flesh clung to his penis, extending upon each withdrawal, disappearing back up the hole with each thrust, and he told himself that learning the differences among vaginas, how they looked, how they felt, which he liked more and which less, would be part of his calling, in the same way that a minister called to preach should have a good sense of acoustics, one called to farming should know the soils and the rains.

He should also, as part of that calling, become exceedingly familiar with his own equipment, the penis that he would use to inject his seed into whatever vagina he’d been given over to.

By the time John had left home, he had developed what he considered a detailed knowledge of his manhood, how it felt under every manner of stimulation, from light, teasing play around his tip and scrotum to staccato, closed-fist stroking, and all the methods in between, with the goal always to optimize pleasure in the time available, building up at whatever pace made sense, nearing climax and bringing it on, or pulling back to torment himself, to deny and deprive and at last to accomplish an orgasm all the sweeter.

So perhaps, when it came to masturbation, John Wright was an expert.

But no, he did not really know his tool at all, not in the context of the soft female embrace. Yes, he’d cum today. Over and over. How could he not have? But now that he was being called to climax a fifth time, he found himself at sea, the subtleties of interplay between his rigid penis and Harper’s velvet lining a challenge for which he was untrained and unprepared.

She’d told him not to release inside her vagina. What if he couldn’t stop?

She owned this place and by that virtue owned his fate, and now he was under orders to use her body for his own pleasure, grind within her as he saw fit. What if he offended? What if there were some etiquette of impaling a woman he hadn’t learned yet?

And thus did it come to pass that John Wright dithered.

He remained hard, of course.

Of course.

But drawing nigh to orgasm seemed to be out of reach.

In went the scepter of the novice, deep within the chalice of the queen of Mirabilis.

Out slipped the shaft, making empty her sheath.

Back in it went.

Out again.

Physically, John was wandering the garden, content to do this for as long as Harper’s organ held out.

But psychically, the boy was in a quandary, and therein lay the rub. Orgasms must spring from confidence in both body and mind, and John lacked the latter.

And yet Harper remained patient, holding steady, hands on her knees, ribs expanding and contracting with steady breath, back arching slightly in time with the insertions, anus tightening with each withdrawal, clear lubricant continuing to coat his shaft and soak his hair.

Was it pleasure, or growing discomfort, as the friction between their bodies wore at her? John couldn’t read Harper’s mind, couldn’t even see her face, so he didn’t know. Unless something changed, however, John would not be cumming, not tonight, not this evening, in this body.

What would she do when she’d had enough? Step away, fingers delicately cradling her overused sex while she turned on him, declaring him both annoying and a failure? Would she show him the door, first his cage door, and then the door to reception, and then the front gates, casting him out Adam-like and nude, without an Eve to assuage his misery?

John paused, considered withdrawing and apologizing, considered offering to depart this place now, when Harper’s upper body shifted slightly, one hand leaving her knee and rising to her vulva, and he knew what she was doing, for he saw her elbow oscillating, and he could feel with his member that she was manipulating herself down there, masturbating, and then her nails brushed the underside of his penis, and the coupling liquor flowed, and the sheath tightened and relaxed, tightened and relaxed, gently at first, then more quickly, more urgently, until all of Harper’s female essence was spasming, and her back arched and bowed and she grunted, once, twice, three times, and that which could not be obtained, that pearl of great price, became inevitable, John’s eyes widening in terror as his own pulsing relief began in the dark places between his legs, and he prepared to drop his gift into Harper’s quivering temple when she slid off his rod, spun with gymnastic celerity, knelt, and took all of John’s manhood into her mouth, and now her eyes were wide too, in concentration, for this would be an aspect of her job that would require great focus, to switch holes on a man just as he began to churn, to get her mouth in position to receive the warm froth.

On this day, Harper did not execute perfectly, it must be said. Something about John’s angle of insertion, or the tilt of Harper’s mouth, or a thrust during his climax, or the speed and volume of his ejaculate, got the semen where it didn’t need to be. Harper, lips still around the midpoint of John’s staff, huffed once but hung on until his member stopped pulsing, at which point she slid her mouth off, rose, and looked at him in panic, turned away and began coughing, bending as she hacked, staggering to the sink, running the faucet and trying to breathe, cupping water in her hands to splash her face, coughing anew, drinking, shaking, struggling to regain her composure, coughing again but more weakly, hunching her shoulders, planting her hands on either side of the sink and looking into the mirror as her lungs filled raspily with air, emptied with another hack, filled again.

John could do nothing but look on in embarrassment and shame. He had done this. He had nearly choked Harper to death by releasing into her mouth when she wasn’t expecting it, or by pushing in when he should have held still.

Harper seemed to be improving however; not quite about to die, anyway. She continued wheezing into the mirror, but she wasn’t coughing anymore.

She cupped more water into her mouth, coughed just hard enough to clear her throat, bent down to rinse her face, and John watched her from his place of confinement, and waited with dread, for he assumed she would be returning for her clothing, and she would render a verdict then too.

It was getting late, probably past 5 now. Would she give him dinner before she sent him out by the front gate? Would he get his clothes? Had they been washed?

At last, with a final gulp of water, the grabbing of paper towels, the drying of hands and face, Harper strode back to John’s cage, not looking at him, not looking at anything but her clothing. She grabbed her panties first, pulled them on as John watched.

Should he be watching? Was this not voyeurism now, their session over, her nudity no longer serving any purpose?

John looked away, toward the strange lights and the muffled sounds, but he needed resolution. Terrible as it might be, not knowing was worse.

“Ma’am, I’m sorry I—”

Harper, slipping her arms through her bra, turned a pair of cold, hard eyes on John, silencing him.

She clasped her bra, pulled her t-shirt over her head, and focused on him.

“I wasn’t expecting that much,” she said, and she tilted her head back and fluffed her hair before she directed her eyes at him again. “The night crew will be up to bring you dinner, and overnight instructions.”

She turned, and John watched her walk away, watched the way her hair bounced with every step, the way her rear did the same, saw with his mind’s eye her bare breasts and her dark pubic hair and the way her vagina had held him from behind. And John’s penis, uncaged now – was that an oversight on Harper’s part? – hardened to semi-erection, and John knew that if he chose to, he could grab it again and with sufficient stimulation, fueled with the memories of all that had happened this day, orgasm for a sixth time.

He didn’t dare, of course. He hadn’t been given permission, and his calloused hand might rub his already well-used penis raw. It had happened before, a thin but distracting scab on the side of his shaft where he’d pressed the most during a long session and multiple releases. A sore or a scab would, at best, interfere with whatever he was going to be called to do tomorrow. At worst, it would earn him a one-way trip to the street.

But he wasn’t being kicked out tonight, as far as he could tell. Harper wasn’t angry about what had happened, at least not at him. She wasn’t a friendly person. John had picked up on that during their first conversation. Not friendly, just professional, and direct. She didn’t need to be friendly, of course, especially if she was going to use her own body as part of her role as proprietress here. Nothing that had happened between them during the day had given John any illusions. Harper Sutton was John’s first mouth, his first hand, his first non-private orgasm, his first oral climax, and his third vagina. But she was not, in any way, his friend, or his lover.

Alone, held in a cage devoid of distractions except for a penis he couldn’t use, and distant female voices he couldn’t understand, John stood at the bars, closed his eyes, and prayed, offering gratitude for this day the Lord hath made, and for all that had happened and all that might yet happen, and he prayed for his family, for all of them, and for each of them individually, his mother and his father, Ruth and Eve and Rachel, and then he reached the last name, the least of these – Luke – and the tears flowed, for Luke would be sleeping on his own now, the big brother not just departing, but stealing away, leaving nothing but a mysterious note, and John imagined the boy crying on this first night bereft, and he wrapped his hands around the bars and pressed his forehead against them and wondered, again, if this were right, if this were truly God’s calling, and he wiped his eyes and went to his toilet, and then to his sink, and washed his face and scooped water into his mouth as Harper had done, and thought about her, and the way she had choked on his semen.

John had had no older brother, of course. When he was 12, like Luke today, he was alone, only his father as a guide. And he did not want to be his father, or be led by his father. He hadn’t wanted to be his father since he understood what his father was.

So now Luke was where John had been all his life, without a male to look up to. And the boy would adapt. God helps us grow through trial and loss, John knew, and he offered up another prayer, for Luke alone.




Chapter XVII: The Wombinator

He was still praying, standing at the bars, when the girl arrived, big breasts visible behind a white t-shirt, and black hair cut into bangs, and big blue eyes behind big round glasses, and John, sated as he should have been, found himself wondering if she too was going to undress, remove her shirt and her jeans and her panties, and turn around and bend so the candidate could prove himself a sixth time today.

“Hey, John,” she said with surprising familiarity as she approached his cage.

“Hi,” he said.

She seemed to be bearing food, a tray in her hand.

“I’m Alyssa,” she said. “I’m on the night shift this week. I brought you dinner.”

“Thanks,” John said, accepting the meal through the slot in his door. He wasn’t going to eat yet, however. It’s not that he wasn’t hungry for another dish from the kitchen. It’s just that he was hungrier for female companionship. If he were the only man in a world full of women, that would be okay.

Alyssa didn’t seem to want to part any more than he did. When he turned back to her from his bed, she was still at the bars, staring at him.

“Some people are saying you swam here,” she said.

“Well, I crossed the river,” John said. “Some of it was swimming, some of it was crawling through the muck.”

She raised her hands to her mouth and laughed into them, bending with mirth.

“Why?” she asked, looking at him again.

“I didn’t want to wait for a ride,” he said plainly. He wasn’t sure he wanted to continue being a source of this much amusement. He wasn’t here to be a clown, he was here to be a witness.

“No, I mean, why did you come here? What do you want?”

John, like Jesus long ago, wasn’t ready to tell the truth about himself quite yet. But he didn’t exactly lie.

“I just wanted to be part of something important,” he said.

“But you like it, right?” Alyssa said.

“Like what?”

“Having sex with girls.”

“Today’s the first time I’ve done it,” John deflected.

“But you like it . . . right?”

“I do.”

“I told my mom every guy has some noble reason for being here, but in the end, it’s just about that. And she didn’t disagree.”

“I guess you’re both right.”

“So today was really your first time?”

“Yes,” said John, wanting to be believed.

She pulled out her phone, tapped it awake.

“I’m supposed to take your request for entertainment.”

“Entertainment?”

“Books, magazines, gaming handhelds, puzzles, crafts, whatever you can think of, and maybe you’ll get it.”

“Okay,” said John, gathering his thoughts before an unexpected privilege. “Right. Okay. How about a Bible?”

Alyssa typed on her phone. If the request surprised her, she didn’t show it.

“And then . . . any Dick Faithful books you can fine.”

“Dick Faithful?” she said, looking up with a smirk.

“They’re detective books,” John said. “I loved reading them when I was a kid, and I’ve been thinking about them more lately.”

“Okay, detective stories,” said Alyssa, tapping on her phone. “I thought they were something else adult, you know . . . dick.”

“Oh, yeah,” John said. “Well, Dick as in, detective. Like Dick Tracey. But Dick Faithful.”

“It’s on the list,” she said. “We won’t be buying you a ton of stuff while you’re still a candidate. But we can probably find a Bible.”

“Thank you.”

“How does your collar feel?” Alyssa asked.

John looked down.

“A little uncomfortable,” he said.

“Yeah,” she agreed, as if she knew what it was like. “Any irritation, soreness, abrasion?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Mind if I have a look?”

Alyssa didn’t wait for an answer, just crouched to study his genitals, which John presented between the bars. And once again, as with every other interaction he’d had that day with females where his sex was concerned, he began to harden. Just having it looked at closely by a pair of female eyes was enough to get him aroused.

This is not a bad thing here, John reminded himself, struggling to overcome a lifetime of culture and morality and Biblical interpretation in a matter of hours.

“Lift it up for me,” Alyssa said, and John reached down, curling two fingers around the middle of his hopeless erection while the girl reached up, not just looking now but touching, turning his collar, raising it and pulling it down, raising his scrotum and peering beneath it, like an engine mechanic.

Before he could stop himself, John issued an audible sigh, and he put a third finger around his shaft and squeezed gently, and if he were alone and given permission, he would have masturbated now, and he looked down at Alyssa from above and wondered what her vagina felt like.

For her part, Alyssa didn’t seem to care about any of it, about his obvious arousal or his touching or the thoughts about her that, one must imagine, she must have known he was feeling.

“Let us know if you feel anything wrong down there,” she said, standing. “Any other concerns at this point?”

“No,” John said. He didn’t add “Ma’am” this time. He wouldn’t refer to peers with that honorific, he’d decided. Girls he was mated with were peers. Girls like Alyssa were peers as well, even if they were entitled to cage and chain him.

“You’re going to masturbate again,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Yeah, probably,” John replied.

She turned, washed her hands at the sink, fetched out a beaker, the kind of thing one sees in a lab, and passed it through the bars to him.

“Release everything in here,” she said. “We’ll need to know how many times you ejaculated, so don’t lose count.”

John set the beaker on his sink and looked at Alyssa’s face. Was she joking? She didn’t seem to be. Was she offering him a night of privileges with his penis? Yes, apparently.

“You’re tagged as a producer right now,” she said.

“A producer?”

“A lot of semen,” she said. “That’s what’s on your chart.”

John cocked an eyebrow at the girl. He wanted to hear her laugh again, but she didn’t.

“You’ve never been told that?”

“No,” he said, a one-word answer to sum up two decades of life in which the body wasn’t discussed, sexual things were non-existent, semen was an abomination.

“Do you masturbate a lot?” she asked.

John clenched his jaw.

This is what he should have been doing the last four months, when he wasn’t working and deciding on his departure date and methodology. He should have been preparing for Oppositeland. Yes, Oppositeland, where all the presumptions of his upbringing were turned on their heads. Here, people asked about and watched you do what in his previous world were unthinkable deeds, and he wasn’t getting used to it. Every time it happened, it shocked him anew, and now he knew he was looking at Alyssa with the same deer-in-the-headlights expression.

How does one answer a question like that, asked by a girl one met a few minutes ago?

Yes? No? Something else? He settled on something else.

“What’s a lot?” he asked.

“Multiple times a day,” she said. “Not that there’s a formula for it. But a few times a week wouldn’t be a lot. Three times a day would be a lot. You’ve had five orgasms today, and you look like you’re on your way to a sixth, so if you can do that pretty often, that’s a lot.”

“A lot then,” John confessed.

“It goes together,” Alyssa noted.

“What?”

“The more semen your body makes, the more it presses on things down there, which makes you want to do something about it.”

“Really?” John said.

“It’s what they say.”

“Why would I . . . why would someone make a lot?”

“I just happens,” Alyssa said. “You’re born that way, to make a lot of semen.”

Now, this was a revelation, the profound idea that a behavior – what some might call sin – could be biologically ordained.

John Wright had not chosen a body that made a lot of ejaculate. It had been given to him. Assigned to him. Chosen for him by God, as part of a calling he did not hear until the time was right.

If his sexual practices had been dictated by his body, and his body had been given to him by God, then guilt must cease. Guilt was the absence of faith. Guilt was, in this instance, a sin.

And not just guilt about masturbating. Guilt over how he thought about his parents, guilt for the way he had left his family behind, his sisters and brother. He must also absolve himself there.

No guilt.

“Thanks for telling me that,” John said, true gratitude in his eyes.

Alyssa laughed. When the girl would and would not laugh was impossible to predict, John decided. Girls were the more mysterious sex, for they kept the mysteries of new life, and that made them mysterious in other ways, and this was as it must be.

“Need anything else, have any other questions?” Alyssa asked.

“Uh, yeah, one thing,” John said. “I’m hearing sounds – girls – laughing from somewhere up here. And I’m trying to figure out if it’s the ductwork, or . . . where it’s coming from.”

“Ductwork?” Alyssa echoed.

“Air conditioning,” explained John. “The big, um, pipe or tubes that air passes through.”

“Oh, yeah,” Alyssa said, eyes wandering the floor. “Where is it coming from?”

“Sometimes it seems like it’s coming from there,” John said, pointing to the console with the little glowing lights.

“Oh, yeah, the wombinator!” Alyssa said, and she laughed and clapped.

“The wombinator?” John said.

“Its official name is something unpronounceable, but that’s what we all call it.”

“What does it do?”

“Gestates.”

“Gestates?” John queried.

“You know what gestating is, I hope?”

“Well, yeah,” John said. “I mean, as something women do.”

“It can do it now,” Alyssa said. “It’s super high-techy, and still sort of being tried out, but if Harper can make it work, it’s going to revolutionize . . . everything.”

“I still don’t get it,” John said.

“Okay,” Alyssa said, “you conceive, same was as always. That’s probably never going to change. But then, when the fetus is a few months done, you take it out of the uterus and put it in the wombinator, and it gives the fetus all the stuff fetuses love, and then at nine months . . . you just pop it out.”

“So it’s like the mother’s body?” John said, Alyssa’s meaning sinking in, the marvels – or were they horrors? – of this place once again rendering him slack-jawed.

“Better,” Alyssa said. “The baby only gets what she needs. Perfect nutrition, without any stress. Way safer than being in a body. No vagina you have to go down, which sucks for everyone involved. No—”

“But the voices,” John interrupted.

“Yeah,” Alyssa said. “The kid is still getting the full experience of being inside the uterus. A little light, the voice of the person they were in, whatever the person is hearing, when they move.”

“When they move?” John repeated.

“Yeah, a motion sensor, and it gets beamed up here, and reproduced. Hydraulics or something.”

John stared through the bars into the pretty blue eyes of this girl, with her dark hair and her big round glasses. This morning, he’d been crawling through smelly muck. Not 10 hours later, he was learning about technologies he’d literally never dreamed of, a system 20 paces away to short circuit the core rituals of new life, to overturn that ancient, sacred curse from Genesis, words John had long ago been told to memorize as a foundational text, rife with meanings essential to his culture:

“Unto the woman, God said, I will greatly multiply thy sorrow and thy conception; in sorrow thou shalt bring forth children; and thy desire shall be to thy husband, and he shall rule over thee.”

Reject this now, spake a small voice in the back of John’s mind. Turn away from these abominations. Ask to be released, ask for your clothing back, and stagger out of here and make your way back home, somehow, and play no more part in these crimes against the holy and the decent.

No, spake another voice, and it was a calm voice, serene, and exceedingly profound, for it offered up the germ of a startling idea: we are in a new age, the next age after Jesus.

And God approves.

God is still God. Jesus is still Lord. But the Spirit is . . . moving.

“Do you want to see it?” Alyssa asked.

“I would,” John said, nodding.

“Okay,” Alyssa said, biting her lip with diffidence. “So, I’m not authorized to let you out, and I could get in trouble, and you could too . . . but you’ll cooperate, right?”

“Of course,” John said.

“Okay,” Alyssa said, continuing to talk as she headed back to the cabinet. “They didn’t say I can’t let you out, but they didn’t say I could, either, so it’s kind of a gray area. But Harper’s big on everyone getting their questions answered, and understanding what’s going on. So I’m going to chain and leash you, and I’m sure it will be fine.”

Alyssa bent, peering into the cabinet, reaching in and grabbing things with a great clattering of metal against metal, returning to John, both her hands full of chain, and she set down the chain in her left hand and showed John what was in her right.

“Wrists and ankles,” she said, “all hooked together,” and John offered his hands and she reached through the bars to secure them, knelt to chain his ankles and, still on her knees, picked up the other chain.

“Okay, ring behind,” she said, looking up at him.

He answered her with a puzzled stare.

“Right, you’re new,” she said. “So, I’m going to tether you to your cage, so you can look at the wombinator. The chain will be out behind you, so I need to put the tether on from behind.”

“Okay,” John said, looking for further instructions.

“So when someone says ring behind,” Alyssa continued patiently, “that means you turn and bend over, and you’ll get hooked on that way.”

Alyssa looked at John expectantly, and he followed her instructions, slowly, looking back at her as he bent, another difficult moment for him that seemed to be all in a day’s work for the employees here, and as his penis hardened to full strength yet again, Alyssa manipulated his collar, pulling it away from his body, clipping the end of the chain to it and padlocking the other end to the bars of his cage.

Only then did she unlock his cage door, and John shuffled out, any hopes of escaping he might have harbored completely dashed.

Alyssa walked ahead, bending and pointing to the miracles in the little purple cases.

“We’ve got five going to start off with,” she said, and as John neared, his tether dragging on the floor behind him, the voices became clear, a girl laughing about something having to do with her brother, another telling a joke, one girl with a strong political opinion speaking a little sharply to another. There was also the steady drumbeat of the hearts, underlying all the other sounds, a steady DUB-dub, DUB-dub, the first music any of us hear. All the while, John noticed as he bent, the glowing fluid seemed to pulse and bump, some hidden mechanism simulating the motion of the those from whose loins the life had been taken.

“How does it track things?” John asked, crouching, the links of his chain swinging against his left ankle.

“They pin a motion sensor to the pussy lip,” Alyssa replied. “And it’s got a microphone too, and it senses the pulse, which is why you can hear their voices and the heartbeat.”

“Pin?” John said.

“Yeah, like a piercing.”

“Piercing?”

“You know, through it. Like, an ear piercing, but down there.”

“Why there?” John asked.

“It’s as close as they can get to the womb without putting something up the hole, which wouldn’t work,” Alyssa replied. “So it’s the closest to the real thing.”

“Does it hurt?” John inquired, wincing as if, at that very moment, he’d just grown a pair of labia and someone was pushing a needle through one of them.

“Yeah,” Alyssa said. “Usually. They’ll go ‘ow, ow, ow’ sometimes, and the more dramatic girls scream.”

“You’ve watched it getting done?”

“Well, yeah,” Alyssa said. “Or not just watched. Helped. It’s like any other procedure, so you have to bring them to the clinic, and there are these forms they use you chain them to. Oh, you know what I mean by a form? It’s sort of interesting. It’s in the shape of the gestator’s body, their back and everything, so it’s more comfortable for them, and they—”

“I saw one,” John interrupted. “They put, um, Madison on one for me.”

“Yeah,” Alyssa agreed.

“How are they made?” John asked. “Does the girl have to lie on something?”

“It’s not custom,” Alyssa said. “We have 10 or so, and every gestator is measured when they get here, so we know which one to put them on.”

“Gestator,” John said. “I keep saying girl.”

“Yeah,” Alyssa said, heading back toward John’s cage, “that’s normal when you’re new. Once you meet a girl with a penis, and a boy with a uterus, you’ll get it.”

“Okay,” John said, following Alyssa, ready to get out of his chains. But a question had been bothering him off and on, and he asked it now. “Will I get put with a boy?”

“You mean, a male gestator?”

“Yes,” John said, stepping into his cage.

“It’s up to Harper,” Alyssa said, shutting and locking the door. “But you know she really likes to mix things up, racially, and we don’t have any gestators of color who also identify as male. So probably not, at least for breeding.”

“Okay,” John said, standing at the bars to be unchained, turning and bending so Alyssa could remove his tether.

“But possibly for exercise at some point,” Alyssa added.

“What do you mean?” John asked.

“On non-breeding days, we bring vaginas up twice a day for the penises to practice on,” she explained. “It’s different vaginas every day. And you need to do it. They’ll watch. So you could get one of our male vaginas that way.”

“Are they tied?” John asked.

“No, it’s kind of freeform,” Alyssa said, continuing to talk as she stepped back to the cabinet to put things away. “It’s one vagina for five penises, and no one’s restrained, so they can decide on order, and position, how long it takes, whatever.”

“One, um, vagina has to take . . . five?”

“Yeah, it’s exercise for everyone.”

“Does it hurt her? I mean, uh, them?”

“It can be a little intense for new vaginas, if they haven’t been conditioned,” Alyssa said, returning to the bars. “But the penises know to hurry, unless the vagina requests otherwise.”

“How long do the vaginas stay?”

“An hour,” Alyssa said. “But I’ve seen everyone finish in 15 minutes, so the rest of the time, they just hang out together, tell stories, date.”

“Date?”

“Kiss, make out, whatever you call it,” Alyssa said, ignoring John’s puzzled expression. “Got everything you need?”

John looked at his bed, where his dinner was getting cold, and the beaker on the sink where he’d be putting his semen.

“When you’re done with dinner, set it on the floor by your door,” Alyssa said. “And when you masturbate, put everything in the beaker, and count your orgasms.”

“Okay, thanks,” John said, as Alyssa began backing away. “Night.”

“Night!” she said, waving as she stepped onto the elevator.

The door closed, Alyssa was gone, and John immediately went to his bed and turned to his penis, just a quick, practical pleasure session, something to ease the tensions prompted by Alyssa’s visit. He assumed girls like that were off limits, the people working for Harper not expected to go above and beyond the way the proprietress was willing to do. But still . . .

John rose to his knees to climax, one hand gently milking himself, the other holding the beaker, catching three relatively small but fiercely-expelled jolts of cream, and the two slower strings that followed, and once he’d sacrificed all he had, he set the beaker on his sink.

Most of this was going to evaporate, of course, and the reason for catching it all here was lost on him. But he had bigger things to think about. He went to his bed, opened dinner, devoured a thick slab of well-seasoned meatloaf, worked on mashed potatoes, chewed slowly on the carrot, and replayed through his mind all that had happened here. How does one organize chaos? How does one sort and order the relentless shocks of a place like Mirabilis? How did God make the universe from the void?

Compare and contrast, John told himself, your life up until 48 hours ago with your life since this morning on the riverbank. He smiled, rested his chin on his knuckles, went through the list he’d been collecting since this morning.

John had always been a careful, rational thinker. He’d been told as much, and not always as a compliment. Logic was the devil’s tool, when it could be used to arrive at mistruths.

But John put his skills to work now, following wherever they led, quickly identifying two classes of contrasts. The first class was obvious, a home of profound sexual repression vs. a facility where sex was paramount. But the second class was more important, and was occurring entirely in John’s mind: the previous condition, in which all that had been told him by those in authority was accepted without question, vs. this new place he’d stumbled into, where all he’d been taught was being overturned, begging a foundational question: Who spoke for God? John’s domineering mother? His defeated father? The hip Pastor Matthew? The perpetually outraged Doctor Seward? Dick Faithful? John smiled again as he conjured that last name. Dick Faithful was a fictitious character, but the series had been recommended to him years ago by a Sunday school teacher, and the evangelical community praised it as blessed fiction. And Dick Faithful used logic, where the others on his short list of spiritual guides and advisors relied on faith alone, and maintained either suspicion of logic, or even a deep antagonism toward it.

So now, in this new place, it had become John’s first mission not to preach, but to do something he’d never imagined, to pick prayerfully from among the beliefs of those he’d looked up to, winnowing that which he found true from the rest. And then, to arrive carefully at new beliefs, at his own beliefs, at the beliefs presented to him by . . . anyone. The prophetess Alyssa, for example, who shared with John a profound new tenet: I masturbate not because I am sinful, but because of my prodigious loins, the excesses of which must be relieved in the same way that a full wineskin must be tapped if it is not to burst.

John believed he had come here to minister, but God had quickly disabused him. You are here first to be ministered unto. Be still and listen.

Did God speak the same words to Susan of the Testimonial? If she had listened, if she had chosen to abide, might she have found a deeper wisdom?

But now that he had firsthand knowledge of the kinds of things Susan probably endured, John felt a new sympathy for the girl. If her facility were anything like this one, she’d been kept nude, chained, leashed by her anus, locked up routinely for “exercise” with five penises, bound flat on her back for thrusting assessments. And who knows what else? Yes, under such conditions, the voice of God would need to be very loud.




Chapter XVIII: A Day with Jill

Done with dinner, John returned to the bars, listening to the wombinator’s unintelligible female voices, watching the elevator, pondering. If someone else showed up with some task or supply or information, he would be ready to engage. But for now, he had nothing to do but think, so he continued to work through the events of the day, all he had done and thought, the things he had learned, the physical challenges he had endured, and the spiritual challenges he was still grappling with. Either God wanted him here to learn, or God wanted him here to make this place righteous by the standards John had grown up with.

Which probably meant burning it all to the ground.

No, John was here to learn.

An unknown amount of time passed before the lights flickered off, back on, off again, leaving John in a half-darkness.

Bed time.

This is day the Lord hath made was done, and it was time for divine rest, the sleep of those doing God’s will.

John went to his toilet, to his sink to wash up, to his bed, and he lay flat on his back, considered masturbating once more and decided not to, and slept, waking only when dawn broke at the windows and the LEDs began to brighten and the waking female voices from the cages downstairs began to ring out from the wombinator.

John sat, rubbed his face, and slowly pieced together where he was and what had happened here.

He reached down between his legs, touching the collar locked around his testicles. His penis, semi-erect as it often was in the morning, hardened to full size as he swung his legs to the floor, and he stood over his toilet and struggled to release.

He finished, but still he did not masturbate.

Instead, he went to the place at the bars of his cage closest to the girls’ voices, and he listened to what seemed to be happiness, the joy of a new day, the pleasure of serving by bringing life into the world.

“Waffles!” someone shouted, and John thrilled with the word, with the life it represented a floor below him. The girls were being fed, and they were excited about it, and their words of pleasure were reaching the little microphones pinned between their legs, and traveling from there to the wombinator and to John’s ears, where he was allowed to share vicariously with more life – more spirit and joy and sex and confident femaleness – than he had known since he’d been born.

A willowy blonde named Jill brought him breakfast – waffles, of course – and paused to check in.

“Did you sleep okay?” she asked.

“I did.”

As he had the night before, John set his breakfast on his bed and went back to the bars.

“Did you masturbate?” she asked.

“Once,” he said, retrieving the beaker from the sink and passing it through the bars, its contents all but evaporated.

Jill cast a scholarly eye over it before she put it on the counter next to the wall, returned to the cage. She was older – maybe 35, with her hair in a ponytail, dressed in black jeans and a purple nurse’s top.

“Do you still want to do this?” she asked.

What if he said no? Would they let him out? Send him to the street? Let him find his own way home? The thought made him gag. He would literally vomit if he were forced to leave, he thought.

“I want to do this,” John said, “as much as I’ve ever wanted to do anything.”

“Why?” she said immediately, her eyes challenging him. Had she been a nurse? She had that air about her – assertiveness, authority.

“This feels like home,” John said. The words surprised him. This . . . home? His mouth kept saying things he hadn’t expected. The more he spoke, the more he learned.

Jill smiled, turned to look around the floor in an exaggerated sweep of her eyes.

“You were raised in a lab, then.”

“I was raised in a . . . in a . . .” John paused, swallowed, struggled to sum up his formative environment. “It wasn’t interesting.”

“Uh, care to elaborate?” Jill said.

“It was a normal home,” John said. “A normal family.”

“And that’s not what you wanted,” she said.

“It . . . wasn’t,” John stammered, feeling guilty anew. “It wasn’t not what I wanted. It was fine. It was—”

“How old are you?”

“20.”

“And you were living there until you got here?”

“Yes, Ma’am. Until yesterday. Or, no, until two days ago. The morning of the day before yesterday. John shook his head and looked at Jill, a little dazed. “I’m losing track of time.”

“It’s totally natural to get restless at 20, especially if you’re still living at home,” she said.

John wasn’t restless. He was here to serve God. But he let the matter go.

“So you’ve had six orgasms since yesterday morning,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Think you can give us six more?”

“Yes,” John said, his excitement instant. Whom would he be put with today? What vaginas would he be asked – or ordered – to plumb?

“I’ve got to do my morning rounds,” she said, “and then I’ll come get you, and you’ll be spending most of the day with me.”

“Alright,” John agreed. “Are you a recruiter? Like Sissy?”

“No,” she said. “I’m the medical director, which here means everything from writing prescriptions to examining semen to discipline to trying to get gestators on the same cycle.”

John nodded, but not fully understanding. So Jill was a doctor. Girls could be doctors, he knew, but he’d never met one.

“I’ll be showing you around a little, too,” she said. “You need to see how breeding’s done, how we discipline, how family visits are handled.”

“Family visits?”

“You’re not expecting any visitors?”

“To be honest, they don’t know I’m here,” John said.

“Are you going to let them know at some point?” Jill asked.

“I don’t know,” John said. “Not if I’m not kept.”

“You just ran away from home?” Jill said, looking puzzled.

“I left a note,” John said. All his arousal was gone. He didn’t want to talk about this. Jill seemed to notice, and she changed the subject.

“When was your last orgasm?”

“Last night, before I went to sleep.”

“I need you to abstain until you’re in the lab,” Jill said. “It’ll be a little later this morning. Can I trust you not to touch, or do I need to cage you?”

“Abstaining,” John said, speaking with ironic gravity, “was a way of life. Until yesterday.”

“Okay,” Jill said with a laugh, “but we can usually tell when you’ve done something, and we do punish candidates when necessary, the same as any contracted breeder.”

“How is punishment done?” John asked. It was something he’d grown morbidly curious about since he’d read that testimonial. Susan had mentioned punishment. Madison had too, and she’d discussed being used in a punishment display with Harper, at a conference. The girl had spoken casually of it, giving John the impression it was unpleasant but not torturous, something to be avoided but not something that caused trauma or despair.

“Beating, hanging, clamping, stretching for the vaginas,” Jill said with the same casual air employed by Madison. “Caging for the penises.”

“Caging?”

“You’ve been caged, right?” Jill said.

John looked around himself with a half-smile.

“You know what I mean,” Jill said. “Penis cage.”

“How long?”

“48 hours.”

“What if I need to breed?”

“You’ll just have to wait, usually.”

“For two days,” John said.

“Two days at a time,” Jill said. “But you might get four days, or six, or 10.”

John raised an eyebrow, puzzled.

“The cage goes on for 48 hours, then we take it off and you masturbate or breed once and we put it back on, and so forth until you’ve finished your sentence.”

“What can boys get in trouble for?” John asked, partly out of curiosity and partly because this was something he wanted to avoid.

“Penises,” Jill said.

“Pardon me, Ma’am?”

“Penises,” Jill said. “What do penises get in trouble for?”

“Right, penises.”

“You need to get used to this,” Jill said, her expression hardening. “Your file says you might have issues here. We know you’ve had a sheltered upbringing, but if you call someone a boy or say ‘him’ or ‘he’ when she identifies as female, you’re going to hurt her feelings, which is unacceptable. And it can also impact her productivity.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, nodding sincerely. He hadn’t even had breakfast yet, and God’s crash course in different approaches to living, different ways of thinking, had already begun. “I am trying to . . . adapt.”

“Okay,” Jill said. “We haven’t bothered to write down the rules, because they’re so obvious we don’t think we need to. So why don’t you tell me what the rules here should be?”

John felt himself transported back to his time with Pastor Matthew, whose lessons weren’t just about the rules, but the why behind them. More than once, John and his fellow missionaries had been given the task of making up a new commandment and explaining why God would want it followed.

“Okay,” John began, “Be polite, to everyone. Do what staff people say. Respect the other, um, breeding people . . . and that means to know if a person’s male, or female. And if—”

“People can be non-binary,” Jill said.

“Non-binary?” John said, utterly lost.

“Neither male nor female.”

“Okay,” John said, swallowing and trying not to look perplexed, filing the question away for later revelation. “And then, uh, some other rules that would make sense . . . uh, maybe making sure to eat what . . . you know, what you’re served. Or especially the gi— . . . the va— . . . the, the gestators, because they’re eating for two. And . . . and . . .”

John’s voice trailed off, and he looked at Jill apologetically, convinced he’d failed.

She smiled.

“It’s as simple as that,” she said. “You covered it all. Respect, obedience, politeness.”

John nodded. “Okay,” he said, “but can I ask something?

“Sure.”

“What did you mean by stretching the um . . . vaginas?”

“It’s a catch-all term,” Jill replied. “It just means they have to get in an uncomfortable position. It can be stretching, or anything else. No one gets injured, though, or even hurt much. A little stiff the next morning is the worst you’ll see.”

“Okay,” John said.

“We’ve got three gestators who need to get that done today, and I’d like you to at least watch, and help out if you’re up for it.”

John swallowed, not agreeing because he wasn’t sure what he was agreeing to.

“Okay?” Jill said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“We’ve covered a lot of ground,” she said. “Especially for first thing in the morning on your first day. You seem quick. And that’s a good thing here.”

Jill looked down at John’s penis, and he followed her eyes and noticed that he was fully-erect. Not achingly hard, but long and straight and ready for attention.

“Take a shower, and don’t touch,” she said before she turned away. “I’m trusting you.”

Once again, John watched a female body leave him, walk away, head to the elevator, and once again, as he had yesterday, John watched arms swing, hips sway, feet in practical sneakers or flats strike the floor one by one, long hair tied or loose, bouncing against necks and backs and shoulders.

Two days ago, a wall stood between himself and the female, a barrier built of shame and morality and a certain way of looking at things. That wall was losing its stones, one by one, thudding to the ground almost palpably.

And not just because John had known their bodies. Or not primarily for that reason, at least. Mostly it was that John was talking to them. About anything.

Anything.

Until now, he had known two classes of female – reverent and chaste, and naked and horny. Here was a third kind of girl – able to enjoy sex, to joke, to speak of things seriously while clothed or nude. For the briefest of moments, John’s mind wandered to a terrible thought: were not the girls who played at being devout and pure for fear of God’s wrath little different from the girls who played at being lustful and promiscuous for money?

John had breakfast, sitting cross-legged on his bed, his penis pointing up insistently, but he found he was able to enjoy its presence without longing for orgasm. If today was anything like yesterday, he’d get all the relief he could stand. As for the form that relief would take, which bodies he’d be told to enter today, what gestators or vaginas – not females or girls – he’d be paired with, he tried not to think about.

Jill returned just as he was done toweling off after his shower, and he went to the bars and watched her step to the cabinet, retrieve his leash, approach his cage.

“Were you good?” she asked, not waiting for an answer, kneeling to peer at the tip of his penis, parting the flesh on either side of his hole, inspecting him, touching him there and, finally, to his surprise, licking him, just at his opening.

She didn’t seem to be trying to stimulate him, but it happened anyway, his already firm penis rising and swelling.

Done with her examination, she clipped his leash to the collar around his testicles, unlocked his cage door and walked him to the elevator.

“You just left a note?” Jill said.

“In my bed,” John said. “Under the sheets. So they probably found it, later that day.”

“What did it say?” Jill asked, guiding him onto the elevator.

John winced slightly and looked down, his back against the cool plastic woodgrain of the elevator wall, arms folded before him.

“I’m not just here to know everyone’s body,” she said. “I need to know your mind too, as well as I can. That’s the most important part of your body. Did you know that?”

“It makes sense,” John said. “But I’m not sure I ever heard it put that way.”

“And I don’t feel like I know you yet, at all,” Jill continued, hitting the button for the second floor. “Nobody does. Your name, the way you swam up from the river, your . . . complete innocence. Harper is halfway convinced you’re for real, and halfway convinced you’re some kind of plant.”

“She was going to check my story out on Sunday,” John said hopefully. He was who he was, and the suggestion that he might be someone else, that his name and his story were made up, was gnawing at him. Today was Friday. In two days, someone Harper knew would find his family’s home, visit his church, confirm everything he’d said about himself.

At the same time, he was nervous, despite Harper’s confidence that she could send someone into his closed little community, who would get what he needed and get out without creating ripples.

“Yeah, that’s in your notes,” Jill said, stepping off the elevator and tugging John’s leash. “C’mon, let’s go get some vaginas so I can show you how things are done here.”




Chapter XIX: Four on Leashes

John could smell the occupants of the gestator cageroom before Jill pulled the door open, the rich essence of what he still considered femaleness despite all he’d been told about the genders here, so when they passed into this temple of reproduction, the bodies in their cages, on their beds or at their sinks, some chatting, two girls kissing between the bars, he found himself reeling.

He had been told, many times, that immoderation, particularly of the sexual variety but in other areas too, would render one unable to fully enjoy life. Gluttons would lose their taste for food. Workaholics who didn’t observe the Sabbath would not be able to enjoy the fruits of their labor. And the promiscuous would quickly become too jaded to enjoy relations.

Yesterday, however – as thick as it had been with sex – had only increased John’s longing, for now he could look at the confined bodies around him, the eyes dark and light, the skin of every shade, the mounds shaved or bare, the breasts heavy or pert, and wonder at how his penis would feel inside each chamber, what they would say, how they would laugh.

“Hi, John!” Madison said, sitting on her bed and looking up from a novel.

“Hey, Madison,” John said back, and some eyes turned toward him, and some didn’t, and John suspected leashed boys passed through this place all the time, and now he was just another one of them, not the new boy who swam the river, and he was glad to not be noteworthy.

Several of the gestators greeted Jill and several smiled at John, although no one else said his name as he followed Jill toward Madison’s cage. Was he going to be paired with her again? He wanted that, wanted to feel her easy sheath, listen to her grunts. But no, they stopped at the cage next to Madison’s, where what John guessed was a girl, with remarkably dark skin and a close-cropped afro, was standing by the bars, talking to a gestator across the aisle. Her nipples were black, as were the labia extending from her shaved vulva. The name on the plate affixed to her cage: Chantrelle.

“We’re going to get your half hour done now,” Jill said to the girl.

“Okay,” Chantrelle said with an air of resignation. “So you’re doing it?”

“John might be helping me,” Jill said. “And I’m going to need you in the breeding room too. I’m showing John how things work.”

Chantrelle seemed not to have noticed John until Jill said his name, at which point she turned two dark eyes upon him and flashed a quick, not entirely sincere smile, white teeth shining.

“Hello, Mr. John,” she said flatly, “how are you today?”

“Hi, Chantrelle,” John replied. “I’m good, thanks, how are you?”

“Honestly?” she said. “I’ve been better.”

Jill padlocked the end of John’s leash to the bars of Chantrelle’s cage, and she stepped away, leaving him to continue making time with a Black girl he’d just met, she caged, he leashed. This was going to be awkward.

“You’ve been better?” John said after a pause, grabbing onto her last words like a life raft. “Does that mean things aren’t going that great?”

“You didn’t hear Dr. Richthofen?”

“Who’s Dr. Richthofen?” John asked.

“Uh, the woman who just brought you down here?” Chantrelle said, inflecting her words as a question, not a statement, making clear this was something John should have known.

“Oh, Jill?”

“The same,” Chantrelle said with a subtle roll of her eyes.

“And she said something?” John said. “Something that made your day less . . . pleasant?”

“She did.”

“Okay,” John said. “I guess I missed it.”

Chantrelle rolled her eyes again, this time far more dramatically.

Black as she was, the girl was not at all deferential. There were Black people in Eastminster, of course, and John encountered them often enough. Classmates, grocery store cashiers, fast food workers, tradesmen who sometimes worked in tandem with John on projects around the church or at members’ homes. He knew none of them well, but had found that the older they were, the more polite they were. Perhaps they’d learned, through some cultural process he wasn’t witness to, that getting ahead meant treating white people with respect. But this girl, whose age he estimated at mid-20s, and who was therefore an adult, didn’t seem to have gotten the memo. There was the hint of the city about her, and maybe that was it: urban smarts, formative years spent on the edges of busy streets.

John turned his eyes toward Madison, hoping she might offer some insight, but she had her nose in a book.

Chantrelle, however, kept her attention focused squarely on John. She stood in the middle of her cage with her hands on her hips and her eyebrows raised, as if waiting for . . . something. Did she want him to apologize? Suddenly understand what was bothering her? Speak words of wisdom that had so far eluded him?

With no idea what to do, John’s eyes dropped, from Chantrelle’s face to her breasts. They were full, and pleasant, he noticed, one extended nipple pointing directly at him, one in profile. From there his eyes wandered to the slit rising up between her legs, pure black while the shaved flesh around it was only very black, and he knew he’d been chained here because he and Chantrelle were going to be put together under Jill’s supervision, and he imagined what it would be like to explore her dark hole, and he wondered if she would remain defiant as he plumbed her femaleness, if she would continue to roll her eyes in annoyance as he drove within her, pulled out, slid back in over and over until he deposited his cream.

While he pondered, his penis quickly moved from semi- to fully-erect.

Chantrelle’s eyes dropped as well, taking in the aroused member fastened to her cage bars, and the hint of a smile crossed her face before she turned to regard Jill, who had come back with two leashed gestators.

Without being asked, Chantrelle stepped to the bars, turned and bent, grunting quietly as Jill slipped a leash rod up her vagina.

Chantrelle immediately straightened and, through a choreography of keys and chains and doors and leashes, all three were bound together just outside Chantrelle’s cage.

John, still secured to the bars and forgotten for the moment, regarded the end result with a mix of admiration and shock: The first girl, blonde and petite, wore two leashes, one running from her vagina to Jill’s hand, the second joining her anus to the second girl’s vagina. The second girl, redheaded and buxom and endowed with a thin strip of dark red pubic hair, also held two leashes, her anal restraint running to Chantrelle’s vagina.

And then came John. Jill, with the first girl’s leash wrapped around her wrist, reached up, unlocked John’s leash from the bars, fixed a plug to the end of it, looked at Chantrelle, and once again, the dark-skinned girl bent, and Jill forced the plug into her anus, and twice more she grunted, once during insertion, and once when it was locked inside her with a quiet click.

“John, you already know Chantrelle,” Jill said, “and this is Daisy,” she said, indicating the petite blonde girl by raising the leash, “and this is Haley.”

John, his penis aimed up now, his arousal at its peak, did his best to offer Daisy and Haley a friendly smile while his eyes wandered their bodies and his mind imagined how they would feel.

“We’re killing several birds with one stone this morning,” Jill said, turning to look at John, “And all three identify as female, in case you’re wondering. They’ve been signed up for punishment, so you’ll be helping with that, and then I want to see how you do in the breeding room. After that, we’re trying to get Daisy moved to this room’s menstrual cycle, so you’ll be helping with that too.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said quietly. With no way to anticipate what Jill’s words actually meant in terms of the next hour or two of his life, he looked at each of the girls in turn, trying to read their faces. None looked back at him, none smiled. This isn’t about me, he told himself hopefully. They just don’t want to be punished.

Jill tugged the leash and Daisy turned to follow her, Haley and Chantrelle next, and then John at the back, the four breeders trooping along in silence, following Jill out of the cageroom and down the hall, no one speaking as they approached a black door with “Discipline” stenciled in large white letters at eye level.

Jill pushed open the door, flipped on the light, held it for the four behind her, let the door swing shut.

John studied the room’s contents quickly, both puzzled and frightened by what he saw.

“John,” Jill said, “you’ll see that we operate a facility that is relatively strict, but as fair as we can make it, and this is the way it has to be. We’ve got up to 40 gestators, 20 penises, all kept in tight confines, with very exacting expectations. So there’s going to be stress, short tempers, disagreements, and it’s our job to deal with things as they come up, quickly and efficiently.

“This is where gestators are disciplined, regardless of gender identification,” Jill continued, arm sweeping the room. “We’ve found, through trial and error, that physical discomfort is the best solution for all breeders, but it has to be approached differently, depending on biology. Remember what we do with penises?”

“Uh,” John said, and he sensed he was blushing, which made him blush more. “Yes, uh, 48 hours in, um, a cage.”

“The cage comes off, and you masturbate or breed, and then it goes back on for another 48 hours until you’ve served your sentence.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“For vaginas, it’s this room,” Jill continued. “It’s quicker, but more immediately uncomfortable.”

Jill tugged the leash, and her little band followed her around several fixtures to arrive at the middle of the room.

“We hang,” she said, pointing to a pair of cuffs dangling on chains from a beam overhead. “We spank. We use electricity, hot and cold, stress positions.”

John nodded and his eyes wandered the room again, analyzing. He noticed three large squares made of metal beams, a chain and cuff at each corner, and knew what they were for. He saw posts with rings, and the phrase “whipping post” popped into his mind unbidden. There were small cages, only big enough for someone to stand in, along one wall, and he couldn’t help but wonder – were these for punishment, or for storage while the victim awaited suffering?

Along another wall, a full array of tools hung on pegs – whips, rods and canes, leather straps, belts, and smaller implements that frightened John the most, foot-long rods with a single button that reminded him of the cattle prods he sometimes used when a job involved getting cows to go where they needed to be. He would tap a flank or a rump and the beast would flinch and change course. He’d never imagined a prod being used on a human body. Or in this case, on a girl.

So he was going to watch as this room was put to use. He was going to watch, in essence, three girls getting tortured. Not just watch. Jill said something about getting his help in here. He grimaced and looked at the woman, and waited, and his penis remained firm, pointed slightly up.




Chapter XX: To Discipline

“Chantrelle gave us attitude,” Jill said, looking at the dark-skinned girl. “Chantrelle?"

“Yes, Ma’am,” Chantrelle confessed. “I was grumpy because I didn’t like breakfast.”

“You called a food service worker a bitch,” Jill noted.

“Biyotch,” Chantrelle clarified. “And I wasn’t really saying it to her, just to the situation in general.”

“Close enough,” Jill said. “Daisy?”

“A little slow getting on the leash,” the girl confessed.

“How slow?” Jill challenged.

“Um . . . three minutes?”

“I heard five,” Jill said, looking at John and scowling.

“Okay, yeah,” Daisy conceded. “I was doing this thing.”

“Haley?”

“Okay,” Haley said. “I was sort of, uh, aggressive with Krista.”

“Aggressive?” Jill said.

“You know what I did,” Haley protested.

“Yeah, but I need to hear you say it.”

Haley blushed, literally blushed, and turned her eyes toward John. But she didn’t look into his eyes. More toward his neck, really, before she turned away.

“Okay,” she said. “I was sort of . . . I wanted Krista to, like, give me attention, you know, down there . . . oral . . . ‘cuz I was sort of . . . well, it was bedtime, so it had to be fast, but she . . . oh, and she sort of owed me one, for doing the same thing for her, but I know it doesn’t work exactly that way . . . like trades and stuff . . . but she, anyway, she was sort of slow, like she didn’t want to then even though I did it for her and she does it for me too all the time, and so I was, like, ‘Hey c’mon, Krista,’ and I guess someone heard me or something, which I shouldn’t have done, even though I didn’t mean it to sound that harsh, and I’m sorry.”

“Close enough,” Jill said, and John could almost feel the relief washing over Haley as she grimaced and let out a breath, and he sensed that confessing was the hardest part of punishment for her, especially a confession about something intimate in front of a boy she’d just met.

John allowed his mind to imagine the scenes between Haley and whoever Krista was, one or the other asking to be licked between the bars, and he looked down at his penis, still firm, still pointing a little upward, aimed at the moment toward Chantrelle’s ribs.

Jill’s next words snapped him entirely out of his reverie.

“Alright, John, what do we do, then?”

“Ma’am?” John said, looking sharply at Jill.

“Did you hear everyone’s confession?”

“I did,” John said.

“So tell me how we should punish each of them,” Jill said. “You decide, and you help me carry it out.”

John looked in horror back at Jill, and then at each of the girls, but now he was looking at necks and shoulders, and not into eyes, not at breasts or mounds or bottoms.

This was that proverbial bridge too far. It was his understanding he would be putting his penis into each girl’s body a little later this morning. It wouldn’t be lovemaking, and it wouldn’t make them lovers. But it would at least make them friends. There would be something there, some connection, and it mattered to him. He liked these girls, even Chantrelle. To help punish them was bad enough. To ordain their punishment – this was unthinkable.

Oh, Lord, take this cup from me, John begged in his mind, and when he opened his mouth, nothing but nonsense emerged.

“I wasn’t,” he began. “I heard . . . or I didn’t hear. Because, no, I . . . can’t . . . be . . . and one of . . .”

John cleared his throat, cleared his mind, settled on an answer, spoke again.

“I don’t want to do this, Ma’am,” he said. “I’m sorry. But I can’t.”

“You’re not going to help me punish them?” she asked, looking offended.

“I . . . I can do that, if you need . . . help,” John said. “But how you . . . what they . . . no . . . I can’t.”

Jill’s face broke into a smile – the last expression John expected to see.

“We’ll ask the bitch, then.”

“The bi . . .?” John echoed, unable to say the word out loud. As many times as he’d read that word during masturbation, or even typed it into his tablet in search of something new and interesting, he couldn’t say it.

“The bitch,” Jill said. “That’s our nickname for the algorithms that assign discipline.”

Jill led the troop to a post with a ring at the top, slipped Daisy’s leash off her wrist and padlocked it the ring, stepped to a PC and tapped it alive.

“We take the human out of the equation,” Jill said. “No one but the bitch decides what anyone is going to get.”

“But you asked . . .” John began.

“Trick question,” she said, looking at him from the computer. “It was a test. You passed.”

John felt a hand on his shoulder, turned to see none other than Chantrelle peering at him with something akin to admiration.

“I knew you were gonna be mean,” she said. “I just knew it.”

“Why did you think that?” John said, voice almost lilting with relief.

“Because Baptists don’t like people like me,” she said.

“Baptists?” John said, mystified. What did being a Baptist have to do with anything? And how did Chantrelle know what he was?

“You’ve just got that look,” she said, as though reading his mind. “One swipe of a white person and I know – Baptist, Methodist, Church of Jesus, Episcopal.”

“How can you tell?” John asked. He certainly couldn’t distinguish faiths that way.

“I grew up in a small town in Pennsylvania,” she said. “Figuring out white people was part of surviving.”

“Surviving?” John said, puzzled again.

“Surviving,” she said firmly. “And you don’t know what I’m talking about, because you don’t have to watch them kill your people every night.”

“Every night?” John said.

“Once a month then, in cold blood,” Chantrelle said, chin sticking out as defiantly as it had earlier. “Every two months. Once a year. Once in a lifetime. It doesn’t matter. See it once, you never forget it.”

“I’m sorry,” John said. What else could he say? He’d heard the stories, seen the news when it popped up on his tablet. Someone would resist arrest, or talk back, or run, and they’d end up dead. Stuff happened.

“Chantrelle talks to everyone about this,” Daisy said.

“You’re not being singled out,” Haley assured.

John looked at them, back at Chantrelle, smiled grimly.

“Daisy, you’ll get hanged for three swats,” Jill announced. “Haley, breast stocks. Chantrelle, full body stocks.”

John had only the vaguest sense of what these sentences would consist of, but they all sounded ominous. None of the girls scowled or despaired or seemed afraid, however. Indeed, John thought, they all seemed at least a little relieved. Perhaps it was the fear of the unknown that made them tense, and now that fear had been removed.

Jill stepped over, opened the padlock that fastened Daisy to the post, and walked everyone to a structure whose purpose John now understood.

These were stocks, in the classic sense, a post and boards for holding someone in place, uncomfortably, for as long as necessary, a pair of chains and cuffs at the base. Rustic but effective, John believed, they had been used from the earliest days of the New World, and in Europe before that. This one wasn’t made of the rough-hewn wood John had seen in historic pictures, however. This wood was cleanly cut, and stained. But it was still wood.

“Alright, John,” Jill said, “unlatch the top board and raise it so Chantrelle can get in.”

Mindful of the leash fastening him to Chantrelle’s anus, John kept his feet where they were, just leaning over to look first at the hinge side of the stocks, then at the other end, where a brass catch had been screwed into the wood. He opened it and raised the top board, and Chantrelle stepped up expressionlessly, and bent, placing her neck in the notch cut for it, raising her hands to the two smaller holes, and John lowered the board with supreme caution, not wanting to pinch the girl’s flesh, to hurt her and make her annoyed with him again, or with his kind in general.

With the board down and her upper body secured, John looked at Jill for further instructions.

“Now latch it shut and chain her feet,” she said.

John closed the latch and looked at the bound girl, making fists with her hands, staring at the floor, and he dropped with an eye toward how much slack he had in his tether, knelt and closed a cuff around each of Chantrelle’s ankles. Like the boards above, the cuffs were secured with simple catches, no keys required.

John, whose penis was back at full attention now that the tension in the room seemed to have eased, turned to Jill. Everyone was still attached together, a situation that, he believed, would have to be remedied before anyone else could be put at a punishment station.

Jill answered the question with a walk to the cabinet in the corner, drawing out a long chain, kneeling before John and fastening it to his collar, securing the other end to the same post they’d been bound to at the start. Next, she unhooked the leash that bound him to Chantrelle, letting the chain fall between the girl’s legs, its end coiling at her feet.

To free Chantrelle from Haley, Jill stepped behind Chantrelle, reached between the female’s legs to unlock the object secured within her vagina, and Chantrelle grunted as it came out, her back arching.

John studied what had been inside the girl, a long, black, thick rod, but with small holes all along its length.

How did it work? John wondered. How was it held within a female?

Jill seemed to read his mind, holding it up to him, the device coated with Chantrelle’s lubricant.

“Watch,” she said, pushing a button in the base, short pegs emerging from the rod all along its length, and John’s eyes went wide.

“It doesn’t hurt,” she said. “In fact, some girls like it.”

She handed the vaginal rod to Haley, who held it gingerly by the chain and followed Jill and Daisy to a pair of cuffs dangling from a bar set between two posts.

Daisy had been sentenced to hang, John recalled, and this was where it would be done. He stood by the post where he’d been leashed, watching as the girl – without any need for instructions – took her place beneath the dangling cuffs, reached up and allowed Jill to secure each wrist.

“John,” Jill said, motioning him over. With his new tether, he noted, he had the run of the room, but as he walked, he cast frequent backward glances, making sure the chain wouldn’t catch on anything.

Daisy watched him approach, eyeing him a little ashamedly, biting her lip. He understood her distress, her hands secured high overhead, her feet shuffling on the floor beneath her, unable to take more than a step in any direction.

“I need you to raise her,” Jill said, pointing to a handle set into the post at Daisy’s left.

“Ma’am?” John said, unclear what he was supposed to do.

“Turn the crank until just her toes are touching the floor,” Jill said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, trying to sound agreeable, but he stepped over to the crank with a deep misgiving. It was one thing to subject a girl to the mild discomfort of the stocks, entirely another to suspend a girl by her wrists, where the pain from her shoulders to her hands would be constant for as long as she hung.

But Daisy was petit, thin and small-framed, and perhaps the system that assigned discipline took that into account.

The physics of the situation did little to assuage John’s guilt, however, and he looked at Daisy, waiting for some word of encouragement, or at least a gesture of some kind, some indication that he should proceed, that she accepted her punishment and his role in it.

She gave him no such assurances, however, simply looking at him with light blue eyes, as expressionless as Chantrelle had been while getting stocked, waiting for him to carry out Jill’s instructions.

With a final grimace, John reached down and turned the crank clockwise, just a degree or two at first, and the mechanics within the post clicked once, twice, and the bar overhead turned with a grind and a squeak, and Daisy’s chains got imperceptibly shorter.

He turned the crank another few degrees, gears catching the crank to prevent backwards motion, and the bar turned, Daisy’s arms straightened, and she looked up, eyes darting from wrist to wrist as her torment grew. John forged ahead, Daisy’s body growing taut, her heels lifting, her form swaying as her feet slipped briefly and lost all contact with the floor, her toes finding purchase again, and, no longer swinging, she looked down with resignation.

“One or two more clicks,” said Jill, and John obliged, lifting the girl until only the balls of her feet rested upon the floor, her toes wriggling.

“Okay,” Jill said, stepping to the suspended girl, who was still wearing the vaginal leash that ran to Jill’s hand, her anus still chained to Haley’s vagina.

Jill bent to remove the leash rod from Daisy’s front chamber and hung it on a peg set into the nearby wall, returned to unlock Haley’s vaginal tether, and the end of the restraint that wasn’t still buried in Daisy’s rectum was allowed to fall to the floor, the wet rod that had been inside Haley resting between Daisy’s feet, at which point Haley handed Jill the leash that had been inside Chantrelle’s vagina and was still locked inside Haley’s anus, and Jill led the girl to a pair of raised hoops, their height, position and size adjustable, their purpose still something John was working out.

Both curious and expecting to be called upon to help as before, John followed.

“Breast stocks,” Jill said, and John sucked in his breath and grimaced, because the punishing of female bodies was not what he’d signed up for, and this seemed especially harsh.

“It’s fine,” Jill said, making him feel once again that his mind was being read. “It’s no worse than anything else in this room.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, trying to sound agreeable.

“Can you guess how it works?” Jill asked.

“Well,” John said slowly, “I guess they’re supposed to hold Haley’s . . . breasts?”

“Yes,” Jill confirmed simply. “Not every girl can be put on these, but the bitch knows Haley’s measurements, knows she’s got good-sized breasts, and that’s what it chose for her today.”

John nodded but his eyes stayed focused on the two steel hoops, noticed that the outer surface of each were smooth stainless steel, while the insides were rough, and he reached up to feel them.

“Notice the texture?” Jill asked.

“Yes,” John said, dropping his hand, the coarse inner surface unpleasant against his fingertips.

“We call that corrugation,” Jill said. “It adds a little pain, and it keeps the breasts from slipping out.”

“Okay,” John agreed, jaw clenched as he received the distasteful explanation.

“Put her on it,” Jill said. “Let’s see if you can figure it out. Haley, don’t say anything.”

Haley stepped up to the hoops and eyed John expectantly.

“Okay,” John said, his penis for some reason rising again to its full firmness and elevation. “I guess, well . . . one in here.”

Haley used both her hands to cup her right breast, raising it to the hoop but stopping there, because the band was both too small and too low to hold her.

“Wait,” John said, and he peered at the contraption and – awkward as all this was interpersonally – he quickly made sense of the mechanics, the washers and screws and bolts and posts, and he raised the hoop to the height of Haley’s breast, and turned the bolt that controlled the hoop’s size, expanding it.

“Okay,” he said, looking at Haley, “I think that’s enough.”

Haley placed her breast in the hoop, staring only at it now and waiting, and John set about turning the screws, slowly tightening the band around the base of the girl’s breast, stopping as soon as he felt it was tight enough.

“A little further,” Jill instructed, and John winced but obeyed, watching as the steel band bit into the girl’s flesh. Unable to look at her, he listened to her breathing, which had been steady at first but was now coming a little more sharply, a quiet sigh at the start of each exhalation, and he could feel her breath on his ear, smell her toothpaste and the essence of her girlness, and his penis roared silently between his legs.

“Okay,” Jill said. “That’s enough. Do her other one.”

John stepped around to the second hoop, adjusted it, allowed Haley to set her left breast within it, and John tightened. A fast learner in this, as he had been in all things since his birth, he got her secured quickly, stopping only when the band was as tight as the first had been.

Haley’s breath picked up another notch, but when John dared to look into her eyes, she looked back impassively. He lowered his gaze to her breasts, which had turned pink where the bands gripped them.

“Almost done,” Jill said, and she turned to the cabinet, returned with a handful of things that John stared at but could make no sense of. “After you get the breasts set, you want a little swelling. That helps keep them in the stocks, and adds some discomfort.”

She handed John two metal clips, small and shaped like the mouth of a dog, or an alligator, with jagged teeth on three sides.

“Put one on each nipple,” she said.

Again John grimaced, again his jaw went tight, but he obeyed, raising the first clip to Haley’s right nipple, opening it and letting it bite down on the girl’s flesh.

“Ah,” Haley said, breath catching in her throat.

John opened and applied the second clamp, the pink nipple going flat between the teeth, Haley uttering another soft croak.

Jill tapped the side of Haley’s left breast.

“Feel it,” she said. “You should notice a little hardening.”

John touched the sides of both breasts and nodded, still too unfamiliar with that part of a girl’s body to be sure if she were harder, softer, or the same.

“Last thing,” Jill said, holding out a foot-long rod with a clamp on one end and, at the other end, a small perpendicular rod with a small knob at its base. “Nipple stimulation makes the breasts swell. So does clitoral attention. So we use both on any vagina put in the breast stocks.”

Jill handed John the rod and he stared at it, combining the odd device with Jill’s words to get a sense as to what should happen next.

“Go ahead,” Jill said. “Let’s see if you can figure it out.”




Chapter XXI: From Discipline to Breeding

John, with his erection getting increasingly insistent, peered at the equipment in his hand.

It all made sense. Diabolical sense, but sense nonetheless. This attached to this, this was braced here, this was the part that went inside Haley, and this was the part that touched Haley’s clitoris, which aroused her and made her breasts swell and kept her set in the stocks, and added to her pain.

John went to work, applying the same parts of his brain used for labor at the church and casting out all other thoughts. He attached the rod to the post set before Haley, bolted it on, then angled it up. Haley, apparently familiar with this form of punishment, parted her feet and opened her thighs, and John spread her wet lips and inserted the little post into her vagina, pushing it up until the knob made contact with her clitoris, at which point he tightened the thumbscrew.

As the mechanics of her torment were finalized, Haley responded, pelvis rocking slightly, hips thrusting almost imperceptibly, clit grinding gently against the knob, and John was close enough to see it happening, and he stared at the frustrated girl’s sexual opening and the chain undulating from her rear hole, and wondered with all his mind about her front entrance.

“You got it,” Jill said, and she sounded impressed, and John stood, his bouncing erection embarrassing him, because punishing girls should not cause arousal for any decent male.

Jill didn’t seem inclined to judge, however.

“Chantrelle, how’s it going?” Jill inquired.

“I’m learning my lesson, Ma’am,” Chantrelle said from the stocks, her voice muffled, her feet shifting, chains clinking against the floor, her anal leash swinging between her thighs.

John looked at Haley, and she looked back with an indescribable expression, one part pain, one part arousal, one part apathy, her lower jaw jutting forward, her lips parted for a steady pant, her eyes dull. John looked away and felt sorry for her and tried not to notice the way her flat belly rippled as she pressed her clitoris against the knob.

“Daisy, ready for your pops?” Jill asked, looking at the suspended girl.

Daisy, head down as if she were sleeping, looked up.

“Yeah, now’s good.”

Jill went to the wall where the implements hung, grabbed a long rod, and John met her at Daisy’s little corner of suffering.

“All yours,” she said, handing John the rod.

“Ma’am?” John said, looking at the punishment tool as if he’d been handed a live snake.

“Five pops on her bottom,” Jill said. “Go ahead.”

“Is this another test?” John said, offering an awkward smile.

“No,” Jill replied, “this is you demonstrating if you’re able to contribute to Mirabilis operations. Is there a problem?”

“I don’t want to do this,” John protested.

“No one does,” Jill said. “But someone has to. Why shouldn’t it be you?”

John had no answer, Jill’s logic unassailable. Meanwhile, his sex seemed to be suffering no such compunctions, his swollen tip aimed high.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Jill said. “If I have to do this, she gets five pops. If you do it, she gets three.”

John closed his eyes and swallowed.

“Daisy, what would you like?” Jill asked.

“John, please,” she answered immediately.

Her logic once again beyond argument, Jill stepped back and gestured toward the hanging girl.

Just get it done with, John told himself, and he drew the rod back and swung against Daisy’s rear, and the girl flinched.

“Daisy, how did that feel?” Jill asked.

“It hurt like hell,” Daisy said.

“I’m sorry,” John blurted.

“John,” Jill said. “She’s joking. You barely tapped her. Now do it right, or I’ll take over and give her five.”

John closed his eyes again.

Spare the rod and spoil the child. Or spoil, in this case, the breeding girl. The gestator.

Daisy had erred. She’d taken too long to get on her leash. Why? The reason hadn’t come up. But it didn’t matter. All agreed that this was necessary. Even Daisy, it seemed. If gestators were allowed to take their time, in this regard or any other, the organization as a whole would suffer, things wouldn’t happen that needed to, and ultimately, someone might not be conceived.

John imagined a scale, a life on one side, a little pain on the other. Which way would it tip? What was more important?

No question.

John had received the switch a hundred times as a boy, and he’d seen it done hundreds more times, to his brother and his sisters. He knew the sound it made, the way it felt, the speed achieved before the tool reached the body.

The only way around this, he told himself, was through, and he opened his eyes and drew back the rod and struck, and all of Daisy’s body tensed up, her legs bent, her ribs contracted with a sharp breath out, and she issued a single hoot of pain, “Oooh!” as her leash scraped the floor, before she regained her footing and stood still, waiting for the second blow.

“Good,” Jill said. “Again.”

John swung the tool against Daisy’s rear, and she grunted and her feet moved senselessly, as if trying to run away, and her chain swung between her feet, and the red welt there grew.

John didn’t wait to be told to do it again, gave Daisy her last pop, and she cried through gritted teeth, looking up between her bound hands before she went limp. The drama lasted close to a minute before she found her footing and resumed waiting for the end of the hanging punishment and the next thing that would be asked of her.

“You’re done,” Jill said, and she held out her hand and John gave her the rod and she stepped to the wall to hang it up, going from there to retrieve John’s shorter leash, transferring him to it and leading him to the exit, where he paused to look at the three suffering females.

“They’ll be fine,” Jill said. “They’re not going anywhere.”

They entered the hall, turned right and stopped at a door that read “Visitation.”

“I know you said you weren’t expecting any visitors,” Jill said. “But sometimes family surprises you.”

John was silent as he was led into a simple room with posts – eight or ten – standing in two rows, each as high as his hip, each fixed with a ring at the top. At the far end of the room was a window that looked into a second room with chairs and the dark hollow of an elevator entrance.

“That’s the waiting room, then?” John said, pointing.

“Yes,” Jill said, “friends and family wait there until you’ve been brought in and secured, and then they need to keep within the blue square while they visit.”

John looked at the floor, at the spaces within the blue-painted lines, each marking off a six-foot-by-six-foot square, and he tried to imagine his family here, his parents and Luke and his sisters.

“I’d be naked?”

“You’re always nude,” Jill answered simply.

John looked at his penis, just semi-erect at the moment, and found that he couldn’t do it, couldn’t conjure any vision whatsoever of the Wright family here. And yet still, he was trying.

“And I’d be . . . chained?”

“It’s up to you,” she said. “We can leash you to the post by your genitals, put a restraint up your anus, or just tether you by a wrist and an ankle.”

John nodded and looked around the room.

“More than one person can have a visitor at the same time?”

“Up to 10,” Jill said. “That’s why there are 10 posts here. It’s rare that we have that many at once, though.”

“And it’s just . . . family?” John asked, his imagination scaling new heights of horror with every one of Jill’s revelations: his mother bringing Pastor Matthew to visitation, the two confronting John while he stood before them nude, chained by his testicles and – a given if there were any girls in here – erect.

“Anyone you put on the list can get in,” Jill replied. “Family, friends, significant others, spouses.”

“Okay,” John said. “So it’s up to me, who gets in?”

“Yeah,” Jill said. “You’re worried your family will find you?”

John blushed and didn’t answer, the scene too humiliating to acknowledge.

“Wait,” he said. “Spouses?”

“Some of our breeders are married,” Jill said. “They’re here to surrogate for someone, or they want their own child and believe in our process.”

This was another layer of surprise for John, that husbands and wives would enlist, allow themselves to separated while one of them – presumably the female – was made a virtual prisoner, undergoing sex repeatedly with others, allowed to reunite only here, in this stark room, among strangers, one of them bound naked to a post.

“So . . . spouses,” John began haltingly, trying to use the right words, trying to incorporate his evolving understanding as he conjured the scene in his mind, “. . . like husbands . . . or wives . . . can only see their . . . husband or their wife . . . here?”

“Yes,” Jill said. “But we maintain what we consider to be liberal policies. Visitors can stay for an hour, any time between 2 and 5 on Saturdays, Sundays and Tuesdays, and conjugal visits are encouraged.”

“Conjugal visits?” John echoed. The term meant nothing to him.

“Sexual interaction,” Jill explained.

“In here?” John asked, his eyes sweeping the room again.

“Yes,” Jill said. “Within certain limitations. Any visitor who undresses has to accept a tether, and we don’t allow intercourse for ovulating vaginas in most cases, and we do ask partners to keep the noise down.”

John felt his mind almost literally expanding as his imagination supplied new visions of this place. His was a good imagination, it must be said, and his penis responded, firming up yet again.

“Let’s see how our girls are doing,” Jill said with a glance toward John’s manhood, and she led him out of the visitation room and back into punishment, where each of the females here lingered in exactly the same poses as they’d been left, Chantrelle bent over with head and hands in the stocks, Daisy hanging by her wrists, Haley standing with her breasts secured, her nipples clamped and her face drawn and her pelvis rocking slightly, and John had the impression that the thing he’d set inside her and positioned at her clitoris wasn’t substantial enough that she could orgasm on it, but served only to frustrate her, arouse her, make her breasts swell and add to her torment. Could she not stop moving? John wondered. Was there something about the device that compelled her to seek a climax that wouldn’t arrive?

“Okay, time’s up,” Jill announced, glancing at the clock. “A little early, thanks to John.”

“Yay,” Chantrelle said unenthusiastically, but she smiled when Jill and John approached her, raising her head.

John, guessing that Jill wanted him to free the girl, stepped to the end of the boards where the latch could be opened.

“Let me get her set up first,” Jill said, bending to pick up the end of the leash dangling from Chantrelle’s anus, and she hooked it onto John’s collar, and he opened the latch and lifted the board, and Chantrelle straightened, breathed in, rubbed her face and aimed a white-toothed smile directly at him. Before he knelt to free her feet, he smiled back, well aware that the next phase of his already baggage-laden relationship with this dark-skinned girl would involve her vagina.

John quickly returned to full arousal and followed Jill and Chantrelle to Daisy, who raised her head to watch them approach, toes still just barely touching the floor, anal leash still within her, the vaginal rod at its other end still resting on the floor between her feet.

Jill picked it up, pulled a wipe from her pocket to sanitize it, looked at Chantrelle, and the girl widened her thighs, reached down to spread her vaginal lips, and sighed as the restraint was pushed into her front chamber and locked.

“Let her down,” Jill said, and John inspected the mechanism and released it, lowering the girl until she could stand flat on the floor and her hands were at the level of her breasts, and Jill freed her wrists and led them all to Haley, looking as uncomfortable as ever.

“John, I’ll let you do the honors,” Jill said, and John understood, loosed the bar and removed the vaginal rod from Haley’s hole, pulled away the clitoral knob, and Haley breathed in, either with arousal or frustration.

The poor girl was drenched, John noted, the rod and clitoral attachment and her lips and thighs coated with a clear, slippery fluid, and John’s member swung achingly as he stood to remove the clamps from Haley’s nipples.

Meanwhile, Jill sanitized the vaginal rod hanging by the chain from Haley’s anus, and Daisy stepped up without being asked and spread her lips, and in went the restraint, provoking a single gasp from the girl as Jill locked it securely within her front hole.

And now it was Haley’s turn to have her vagina secured, with the leash she’d been walked in on. Jill retrieved it from the peg and slid it within the girl’s body and locked it, and she didn’t protest at all, and the restraint made a quiet slicking sound as it penetrated her.

“To breeding,” Jill said, dragging her little gang behind her, Haley and Daisy and Chantrelle and, finally, John, who found that the longer he was forced to wait for what came next, the more urgent his lust became.

Godly lust, it should be said; everything in accordance with His will.

They passed through the hall to the door that said “Breeding,” and John entered last and struggled to take everything in. The room was large, arrayed with equipment whose purpose he could almost imagine, his eyes taking things in piecemeal, his mind desperate to understand.

“Everything’s quiet right now,” Jill said, “but Monday or Tuesday, the gestators in Cageroom 2 start ovulating, and by next Wednesday or Thursday, you’ll see close to two dozen breeders at work during most of the day.”

Jill looked at John. “If this works out, we want you to know what you’re doing on day one, so we’re bringing you in here mainly to see how you do. But this is also training.”

John nodded, but the more important commentary came from his penis, which remained completely rigid.

“So Haley’s going to be our teaser this morning,” Jill said, “and we’ll put Chantrelle on an all-fours table, and I’ll rack Daisy, and then you’ll help me hang Chantrelle, and we’ll be done.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” said John without any idea what he’d just agreed to.

“While I get the girls set up, you’ll wait in a pen,” she said, and she walked John to the wall where three small cages stood, locking him into one and unclipping the leash that fastened him to Chantrelle’s anus.

John watched intently through the bars as Jill brought her females to their appointed stations: Haley was placed against the far wall, arms outstretched on either side and chained in that position, ankles chained about a yard apart, her legs forced open. Chantrelle was walked to a low, padded table, climbing up and looking forward as her wrists and ankles were chained in position. Like Haley, her restraints held her thighs spread. Finally, Daisy was placed on her back on a mat on the floor and chained, her body forming an X, legs and arms stretched out as Madison had been the day before.

This time, each girl’s anal leash was unlocked and removed, each coming out after the female had been bound in position, each set into the sink.

Jill pulled what John recognized as a male collar leash from a peg on the wall and stepped over to him, fastening on his restraint before she unlocked his cage and led him to Haley.

John looked at the girl’s mound and slit and, well aware how wet it had been after punishment, he longed to enter it, but Jill stepped before him, demanding his attention.

“Okay, John, focus on me for a minute,” she said.

John stared, managed a half smile.

“You are not here to fuck,” she said. “Pardon my language, but you need to get this. You are not here to fuck.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, because he couldn’t think of anything else to say.

“You are here to put as much healthy sperm as possible inside an optimally prepared vagina,” Jill continued. “And that’s not fucking. It’s work.”

“Okay,” John said, nodding and looking into Haley’s eyes, taking in her red hair and her breasts, still slightly pink, waiting for him just over Jill’s shoulder. “That makes sense.”

“You still get to orgasm, but it has to be done right. Still with me?”

Jill waved her hand in front of John’s face, and he focused on her again.

“The longer your penis is stimulated before you ejaculate, the more volume you’ll produce,” Jill said. “And the better it will feel too, usually, but that’s beside the point.”

John nodded.

“And the more aroused we get our female, the wetter she’ll be, which means better lodging for your shaft, and a harder orgasm, which means more uterine contractions, more semen intake, and a significantly higher probability of conception.”

John struggled not just to hear sex being described scientifically, but to listen, to incorporate this knowledge into his understanding, to add it to his wisdom.

“Today, Haley’s going to be your teaser,” Jill said. “That means we’re going to use her vagina to help you get ready. You’ll build up your semen and sperm inside her.”

John looked at his penis, his tip turning the dark shade of red that indicated a desperate need for orgasm.

“But you’re not going to release in her,” Jill said, her tone adamant. “Penises who can’t control themselves get two days in the cage, and we’ll void their contract if they can’t get it right pretty quickly.”

Jill tugged John’s leash, drawing him toward the bound girl, and she knelt and padlocked the end of the leash to a small ring set between the Haley’s legs.

“Normally, we ask for 15 minutes of teasing, but you’re new, so you do five,” Jill said. “Can you do that? Five minutes, John? Can you?”

“I can,” John said, certain he was committing the sin of lying.

“Alright, get in,” Jill instructed, and John stepped forward, eyes locked onto Haley’s, his smoldering urgently, hers decidedly hungry but more serene, exhibiting the patience that comes with experience.




Chapter XXII: Relief
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John looked down, reached to spread Haley’s vaginal lips, took his penis in his other hand and brought tip to the girl’s opening.

The angle was a little awkward, standing sex not the best way to complete the act, but John did his best, slowly working his shaft past Haley’s female slit and into her body. The fact she was still soaked from what had been done to her in punishment helped, he noticed, his member sliding easily into her, and he sucked in his breath with the sheer joy of being within a girl again, and he raised his eyes back to hers, studying her reaction, because the way girls looked in reality when they were being penetrated was nothing like their porn faces, and John found reality far more interesting, and arousing.

Haley did not disappoint. As John worked his way within her, his penis curving upward to navigate the angle of her chamber, her eyes went wide with what looked like mild shock, and she opened her mouth and closed it, blinked once, and tilted her pelvis forward.

Was she angling the mouth of her vagina toward the base of John’s penis to increase the pleasure, to reduce the pain, of for neither reason, instead simply to make the procedure simpler? John couldn’t tell, but he decided it didn’t matter. He needed to focus on himself, on holding off, on preventing the one thing he wanted at this moment to do more than any other.

Would he be punished for releasing within Haley? Would they end the trial and show him the door? Probably not. But John was determined not to fail here, in any way.

Go slow, he told himself. Pace yourself, like you’re swimming the lake at Jesus camp.

He pushed all the way in, his base pressing against Haley’s clitoris, and he smiled into her eyes again, and she smiled grimly back, and he heard the rattle of the chains around her wrists. Was it reflex, Haley forgetting her arms had been stretched wide and trying to hug John, or reach for his penis and force it deep, or masturbate, or grab his hips and set the pace of his thrusts to suit her own needs?

This is why she’s chained, John thought – because if her hands were free, she would be doing things, which would make withholding semen that much more difficult

John eased out slowly, withdrawing his penis as carefully as he’d inserted, and now he and Haley both looked down, at the hair, and the shaft glistening with Haley’s heavy, punishment-inspired lubricant.

Hers was a soft vagina, delicate, with a light grip, almost as relaxed as Madison’s had been, and that helped.

John, focused on steady thrusting, slid back up the chamber, looking at the wall now, and Haley grunted into his ear, and it occurred to him at that moment that there was need there as well, that she had suffered far more than the other two girls during punishment, at least sexually, and the stimulation she’d received there still had not been answered, John merely another form of torture.

In, slowly, he urged himself, chasing all other thoughts from his mind.

Out, slowly.

How long had it been since he’d entered Haley? One minute? Three? Ten?

Where was Jill?

He detected her presence somewhere behind him, heard things being picked up and set down, but all his senses other than those associated with his penis had been dulled, and he decided not to look for her.

On his second withdrawal, John looked down to study Haley’s breasts, which he’d played a part in locking and clamping and tormenting, and he noticed the faint red marks of the stocks’ rough insides, a pattern of tiny pink freckles around the base of each breast, as if a pickup truck’s knobby tires had driven around them. Her nipples, on the other hand, pinched between two jagged clamps for almost half an hour, seemed to have recovered, each pink and erect and round.

John pushed back in, concentrating on the feel of Haley’s vagina, the way her walls at first resisted him before they yielded and closed around him. John stopped, froze, fully embedded in the girl and leaving it there. Don’t think about how it feels, he admonished himself. And don’t pull out until you can think of something other than the gentle grip of her engorged hole.

“Hey,” Haley said, so quietly only John could hear her.

“Yeah?” John said, just as quietly, looking into the girl’s eyes.

“You okay?”

“Yeah,” he said. “I’m just trying not to . . . you know.”

“I’m trying not to do anything,” she said, and indeed she was, neither rocking her pelvis nor tightening her vagina nor sighing too loudly.

“Thanks,” John responded, easing his penis out of the female’s body at a glacial pace. “I am . . . at your mercy.”

Haley laughed, even that small action causing sensations against his shaft. What had she found amusing? Was his language too formal? Was it the way he’d said it?

“Do your, um, breasts still hurt?” he asked.

“My nipples do,” she said, and she looked down at them, and something in her eyes, or her mouth, or the shrug in her shoulders, told John she wanted attention down there, and he obliged, lowering his head, bending his back, wrapping his lips around Haley’s left nipple, sucking while she sighed quietly.

While he drove into and out of the girl like the world’s slowest piston, he did his best to bring relief to the girl’s tortured breasts, tending to the left nipple, then the right, licking around them – the sides, underneath, above – finally pulling away to look at the girl with raised eyebrows, hoping he had helped.

“You can kiss me now,” Haley said, her smile strangely shy, considering what was being done to her nether regions.

But John accepted her offer without knowing if it would help or hurt the cause of resisting orgasm, pressing his lips to hers while his lower half worked in reverse, penis moving backwards, slowly.

For a time, he lost himself in Haley’s mouth, open kissing and the touching of tongues and his arms around her middle back, in a hug she could not reciprocate, while his maleness continued its slow, steady exploration of her sex.

“Okay, okay, fuck,” she said, pulling her mouth away. “I can’t . . . sorry . . .  I can’t help it.”

John had no idea what Haley was apologizing for until he felt the gentle tightening of her vagina around his tip and the middle of his shaft, and he felt all her body go stiff, and her breath come as if she had just finished running.

She’s cumming, he realized. I’ve made Haley orgasm even while I abstained. She’s quivering, down there, around me.

He waited helplessly, holding his penis still, certain that if he moved or her female tunnel squeezed him any tighter, he would explode within her. But soon enough, she stopped shaking, stopped gasping, and went limp, only her chains keeping her from tumbling to the floor.

“You made it,” she whispered, and John felt stirrings along the chain between his legs, turned to see that Jill had released his leash from the ring between his feet.

“No orgasm?” she said.

“No, Ma’am,” John replied, and he pulled out his soaked member and Jill bent to examine Haley’s bereft opening, spreading the lips, inserting a finger, nothing there but copious amounts of female lubricant around her lips, on her mound, on her inner thighs.

“On to Chantrelle,” Jill said.

The very act of walking felt excruciatingly like near-sex to John, his penis swaying, cooling in the moving air, bouncing with every step, but his eyes took in the Black girl and he had hope.

Still chained on her hands and knees, her back end directed toward John, her vulva was all he could see clearly, lips on either side of a dark slot.

“I got her ready for you,” Jill said, and only then did John noticed the black rod, lying on the mat next to Chantrelle’s knee, at least as wet as Haley had made his penis.

So this was what was happening behind his back while Haley teased him, John thought. Jill had been tormenting this girl, stimulating and arousing her, getting her ready.

He needed no instructions when they reached the low table. John clambered onto the mat and Chantrelle – who earlier seemed dismissive, haughty, offended by his whiteness, or whiteness in general -- granted him the ultimate compliment, subtle as it was: Without looking at him, she dropped her back into a graceful curve, raising her female opening to him, preparing for impalement.

No, asking for impalement.

Demanding impalement.

John delivered without ceremony, kneeling behind her and spreading the girl’s lips with thumb and forefinger, positioning his tip at her wet hole, and pushing forward, filling her with the fierce desperation of shrieking biology, all of his cock invading her waiting temple.

Jill was still holding his leash, standing beside the table, and he turned to her to ask if she wanted him to wait, but the words never left his mouth, his eyes going wide with fright before he issued a low, guttural cry, and shook – literally shook – through the convulsing, spasming discharge of jet after jet of cum.

For her part, Chantrelle wailed in terror, and for good reason: A sizeable man with a similarly-proportioned, pulsing and grinding penis, was using all of his body – hips, thighs, abdomen, and the hands he’d wrapped around her waist – to get as much semen deep into her chamber as possible. And she, fastened as she was to the mat, short chains attached to her wrists and ankles, was helpless to stop him, could do nothing to end the pillaging of her femaleness.

Well, almost nothing. She could toss herself forward, of course. She could break free from John’s grip, slide off his penis, collapse on the mat, and contort such that her thighs would at least come a little closer to each other. She did not do any of that, however. Even while she screamed in fright, she kept her place, knees at right angles to widespread thighs, abdomen at slightly less than a right angle to thighs, loins held in position for whatever John needed to do. In fact, a careful observer might have noticed that Chantrelle, at the moment John was thrusting most deeply through her female doorway, was pushing back, male hips striking female buttocks with a hard thud, over and over again. Perhaps she was trying to be helpful. Or perhaps it was all about her pleasure, for any observer, careful or no, could not have helped notice that her cries of terror yielded to groans of pleasure, her hips rocking and her ribs expanding and contracting and her mouth wide, because Chantrelle had been forced by John’s furious attention to orgasm.

The couple continued to pound against each other, and even as his long strings of semen ebbed to a trickle within Chantrelle’s body, John was not done. He bent forward, grabbing the girl’s breasts, massaging them even while he used them to keep her in position around his thrusting penis, and still, Chantrelle seemed both terrified and pleased. Even ecstatic, maintaining her focus on the wall while she gasped and bucked. Only when the couple slowed, nearly spent, did Jill speak.

“John,” she said. “John.”

John slowed his insertions and looked at the woman with dazed eyes.

“You’re done with Chantrelle,” she said, tugging on his leash for emphasis. “It’s Daisy’s turn.”

John looked down, noticing for the first time since he’d inserted that there was a female attached to this pleasure hole.

Jill tugged again, and John slid his penis out, a thick dollop of cream spilling out as he exited, dropping to the mat between Chantrelle’s knees.

Still but semi-conscious, John allowed Jill to take him where he was next needed, this time to a slight blonde girl chained on her back to the floor, her arms spread out over her head, her legs spread wide, her vaginal opening waiting for him beneath a thin covering of light brown pubic hair.

As they approached, the girl looked up at John and smiled, a little tensely.

“Daisy hasn’t been prepped yet,” Jill said. “So that’s your job.”

John, standing next to Daisy’s bound left foot, looked at Jill dully, trying to understand.

“This will be easy,” Jill said. “Daisy responds very well to oral attention, so do that first.”

John looked at Daisy, back at Jill, back at the girl, down at the little crease between her legs, and he understood and fell to his knees and, his penis still aching with desire, he lowered his mouth to Daisy’s opening, stuck his tongue out, and paused. This was something new for him, another frontier. He’d seen it done often enough, of course, the women sucking men, women licking other women, men devouring women. But he’d never done it, and he regarded Daisy’s vulva the way one with no experience riding a bike might look at a 10-speed.

But with Jill standing there, holding his leash and waiting patiently, he needed to get going.

The first touch of tongue to lips was tentative, the tip cautiously tasting, wetting, exploring, before he pushed further, getting within Daisy’s pink flesh.

There was a taste here, both earthy and sweet, and a texture like nothing else he’d ever put his mouth to.

Bound as she was, Daisy was able to move just a little, but move she did, raising her hips when his tongue crossed her clitoris. Moving on from there, briefly, he licked her hair, savoring the coarse, trimmed carpet, watching it grow damp.

The goal was to wet not her hair but her opening, John knew, so he returned to that, starting with her clitoris and moving down, forcing her lips apart all the way to the mouth of her sheath, which she raised to him, and he pressed his tongue against it and within, pulling out the nectar, tasting it, savoring.

“Is she ready?” Jill asked.

John answered by rising up on his hands and knees, allowing gravity to angle his penis down, the tip at Daisy’s gates, which were open and wet enough that no spreading would be necessary. He looked at Jill and she nodded, and with just that for permission, he thrust, stretching out the lips while the girl they belonged to shook in her bonds, groaned, and pushed her front hole upward, expressing her approval that way.

This was the tightest vagina John had entered so far in his very brief but very promiscuous new life. Pushing himself slowly into the girl’s body, his tip reached the end well before he’d gotten all of his shaft inside.

“She’s shallow,” Jill warned. “You’re not going to get everything in her.”

“Okay,” John agreed, slightly annoyed by the instructions. Did Jill think he was going to ram all of his penis into the girl without any regard for her well-being? Couldn’t that kill her?

John settled into what, in his limited experience, he considered a standard course of sex with Daisy, steady pushing and withdrawal with just the first four inches of his length, instead of the frantic, deep pounding he’d given Chantrelle. And soon enough, he suffered through a standard orgasm, the pace of his thrusts picking up as the semen spilled from his tip, his exertions pushing Daisy to the same thing, and she groaned and writhed and spasmed around his penis, and she was still pulsing with climax, and he was still delivering his last drops of semen, when he lowered himself onto her and pressed his mouth against hers, the two joined at two places, like long-lost lovers, although they had just met.

At last, John felt sated, however temporarily, and he pulled his softening penis out of Daisy’s vagina, a respectable smear of semen oozing out and down to her anus.

Up he rose, on hands and knees over her, smiling down, still dazedly.

“Almost done here,” Jill said, and with another tug on his leash, she brought him back to the present, and he looked up at her, standing over him with his leash in her hand. “We need to cap Daisy and invert Chantrelle.”

These were more new words, and John nodded and rose a little stiffly and waited for instructions from Jill.

“Whenever possible, we use nature,” Jill said. “But we’ll give nature a hand when we can.”

She led him to the cabinet, pulled out what John immediately identified as a set of leather straps worn around the loins, but with a lock and key and several obscene attachments.

“When we need to get the vagina back to its cage, for whatever reason,” Jill explained, “we aren’t just going to leave the hole untended.”

Jill knelt beside Daisy, pointed to her leaking chalice, motioned John to kneel beside her.

“Daisy is one of our expellers,” she said, pointing to John’s sperm as it oozed out between her lips. “She’s got a short, tight vagina, so something like half of what’s put in there is squeezed out.”

Jill reached down and spread the girl’s opening wide, the cream running out in a tight rivulet, and she held up the garment, pointing to a long rod protruding upward from the crotch.

“This goes up her sex,” she said, “and it keeps what’s been put in her from leaking out.”

Jill pointed to the second, shorter rod.

“If the breeder responds to anal stimulation, this goes up that hole, and arouses them.”

Jill held up the garment so John could see a third attachment, the cruel little rod positioned where the clitoris would be. “And if she moves at all, this thumps her clit, and it’s going to force another orgasm, or probably several.”

John peered, felt his penis stirring yet again.

“Do you know why that is?” Jill asked.

“Uh,” John stammered. “As a . . . reward?”

“No,” Jill said. “Every orgasm pulls semen into the uterus, and pushes what’s already in there deeper, and closer to the egg. So this is locked on for a couple of hours, two or three, and the breeder is returned to their cage and . . . it’s very effective.”

John continued staring, offering nothing in the way of commentary.

“You can sometimes hear them screaming in the hall,” Jill added.

She turned to Daisy and released her hands, but left her feet bound, and Daisy sat up with a grunt, rubbing her wrists and her face, widening her legs to inspect her female opening and the leaking semen.

Jill opened the belt and wrapped it around Daisy’s waist, and Daisy set her hands flat against the mat and pushed up, raising her hips so Jill could penetrate and secure her middle.

Jill worked with impressive speed, sliding the two attachments up the girl’s vagina and anus, and locking the middle strap to the back of the belt.

While it was being done, Daisy grimaced and stared straight ahead, not looking happy but not resisting, lowering herself as soon as she’d been plugged, and Jill released Daisy’s ankles from her bonds, and the girl crossed her legs and stared at her toes.

“We don’t need to leash them or put them in chains while it’s on,” Jill said. “They can barely crawl.”

John looked down at the girl, sitting stock still, just fingers moving as they rested on her legs.

“Up, Daisy,” Jill commanded. “Hands and knees.”

Daisy breathed in and, with what appeared to be tremendous effort, clambered slowly into position, her hips rocking and her breath coming in desperate pants by the time she was on all fours.

“Stand,” Jill ordered, and again, Daisy fulfilled the command with cautious, deliberate slowness, accompanied by groans that sounded to John like tragic laments.

“Any time she moves either leg, in any direction, her clitoris gets hammered,” Jill explained without the remotest sympathy. “Fifteen taps per second.”

Daisy stood, slightly hunched, as if ill.

“March,” Jill commanded.

The girl took no more than four steps in place before she grunted, fell back to her hands and knees and cried through what was obviously an overwhelming orgasm, her hips gyrating obscenely, as if she were being ravished by a ghost.

“Foot in the cuff,” Jill said, and Daisy obeyed, dropping to her side and grunting as she moved her left ankle back to the cuff that had bound her, and Jill closed it and unlocked the belt and slipped it off and out of the girl, who curled up on the floor, groaning with what John hoped was relief.




Chapter XXIII: Pawnee Markers

Jill went to the sink, retrieved a leash, and stepped to Chantrelle. The girl was still bound on all fours by her wrists and ankles to the mat, but she’d dropped back on her haunches, legs doubled up under herself, looking as comfortable as one could, given her condition.

John followed, approaching the girl from behind, and he couldn’t help but noticed that his semen was still gathered around her hole, smeared on her thighs, collecting on the mat between her knees.

As Jill and John neared her, Chantrelle rose and angled up her rear, grunting quietly as the leash was inserted and locked. With the same quiet efficiency she’d already demonstrated, Jill released Chantrelle from her chains and walked her past the still-resting Daisy to reach the far end of the room, where a row of upright tables awaited, propped up with a bar running horizontally through its middle, each with chains and cuffs in the four corners.

Chantrelle turned around, raised her arms and spread her legs, and Jill fastened the girl to the table, shortened her chains to stretch her out and spread her legs. She unlocked and removed her leash, draped it over the bar, and then – in a move that startled John – bent, grabbed the bottom edge of the table, and raised it, flipping Chantrelle away from them, and upside down.

Jill stepped around the row of tables, John following, to regard the upside down girl.

John had expected to find distress, but Chantrelle was dealing with this latest indignity with the same stoicism as all the others, her face a mask of aplomb. Only social injustice, it seemed, provoked her, which suggested to John a value system that deserved his consideration. The girl with the very dark skin and the very white teeth would place herself without complaint in medieval stocks, allow herself to be ravished while chained to the floor, and be willingly hung by her feet, but the intangibilities of racism infuriated her. Or was racism truly intangible? One might make the case, as had been made to John more than once, that America’s Black people should be perpetually grateful for having been rescued from the burden of living primitive African lives. The occasional slur, a job here and there that went to a less qualified white person, subpar neighborhoods and schools, seemed like a small price to pay for life in the promised land. But could America do better? And if it could, shouldn’t it?

“The best position for an inseminated vagina is inverted,” Jill said. “But we’re still going to help things along. Give her a few licks, let’s see how you do.”

“Lick her . . . there,” John ventured, casting a wary eye at Chantrelle’s opened vulva, still thick with his semen and positioned at the level of his mouth.

“Yes,” Jill said, “Chantrelle responds very well to oral attention, just like Daisy does, and she’s been positioned to make it easy for you.”

John looked down at Chantrelle’s face, hoping the girl would look up at him, smile, tell him to go ahead. She was staring blankly forward, however, oblivious to him. No, perhaps not. If her eyes were aimed at anything, it was on his penis, which was hovering in a semi-erect state just inches from her mouth.

“Go ahead,” Jill urged, pulling John’s leash taut behind him.

John turned, leaned forward, engaged for just the second time in his life with the place between a girl’s legs, first encountering the disconcerting taste of his own ejaculate before he reached with his tongue in between Chantrelle’s lips to savor her rich, smoky coupling fluids, the flavors of raw honey where the heart of Africa met the battered soul of America.

John pushed forward, pressing all of his mouth against all of Chantrelle’s vulva, reaming her with his tongue, stroking her clitoris before he returned to her hole, and the girl shook and groaned, and John sensed something happening below before he fully understood that she had taken his penis into her mouth, tongue against his head, lips around his shaft.

Meanwhile, Chantrelle’s female syrup flowed, served up from her slit to John’s laboring mouth, and when she grunted around his penis and her pelvis bobbed, he know he was doing it right, settling into a pattern of clitoral strokes, presses against the opening, deep tongue insertions, listening as Chantrelle’s gasps grew more frantic, the spasms in her loins extending to her thighs and the way her mouth worked his shaft, and he knew when the girl was cumming because now she was devouring him, his tip embedded within her throat, and his orgasm, which came moments after her climax began, pushed this latest batch of cream well past her tongue, forcing her to swallow – once, twice, three times – and every reflexive action caressed John’s tip and sent fresh sperm upwards to her belly, while the semen in her female chamber followed gravity downward, also pushed along by the swallowing contractions of her climaxing uterus.

Jill allowed the pair to finish gasping for air before she gave John’s leash another tug, and he backed away, his penis falling from Chantrelle’s mouth, and he looked down at the girl, and this time he was rewarded with a brief upturning of eyes, and a half-smile, and he smiled in back.

“Let me have a look,” Jill said, kneeling in front of Chantrelle. “Open your mouth.”

Chantrelle obeyed and Jill peered in.

“You swallowed it?” she asked, sounding disappointed.

“I didn’t have a choice,” Chantrelle said. “He put it down my throat.”

“How much did he release?”

Chantrelle shrugged, a funny gesture to John, considering she was naked and chained upside down.

Jill turned to look at John’s penis, completely soft now, spent and weary, Chantrelle’s saliva still wet along its length. Not sure what she was looking for, John held still, trying not to flinch when she wrapped her hand around the soft member and squeezed, a single pearl of ejaculate gathering at the tip.

“Flip her back,” Jill said, standing, her inspection done.

John grabbed the edge of the table and carefully swung it and its captive female around until she was upright, and Jill pulled the leash off the cross bar and, with John in tow, washed it at the sink and returned, slipping it up the girl’s anus, locking it inside her while she gasped, then freeing her ankles and wrists.

In another minute or two, Jill had Daisy freed from the floor, Haley freed from her place against the wall, and everyone was leashed together and paraded back to the gestators’ cageroom.

John, in a deep state of weariness, barely looked at those behind the bars here, his head down, his penis down as well, smiling briefly only when each of the girls – unleashed and returned to their cages – said goodbye to him. Even Chantrelle seemed entirely satisfied with the work he had done this day.

Jill waited until they were back in the hall and on their way to the elevator to tell him what was happening next.

“We’re going to let you rest up in your cage,” she said. “Harper wants to meet with you there, and then, if she thinks you’re up for it, you’ll be helping Daisy with hormone exchange.”

John had been warned earlier that something having to do with hormones would be part of his calling today, but he didn’t ask for more information, and as soon as he was back in his cage, he collapsed on his bed, not even bothering to watch Jill make her way back to the elevator.

The voices rang out quietly from the wombinator, but John didn’t try to listen. He just lay on his back and stared at the LEDs in the ceiling.

Was this truly God’s calling? Was John in the right place? How much of this was his own will – his own pride – and how much was truly his service to the Kingdom of Heaven?

If John were told at this moment that he would never have sex again, he wouldn’t have cared. He played out through his memory all he had done so far today – and it wasn’t even lunch time. He’d had sex with three girls. He’d orgasmed three times, twice in vaginas, once in a mouth. But it was his first release that troubled him most, delayed inordinately while he watched naked girls get punished, while he helped punish naked girls, followed by a teasing session he barely survived with Haley. By the time he was put with Chantrelle, all he could think about was his penis and the dam within, his semen cresting behind it, flooding, ready to burst.

He had ravished the Chantrelle. He had forced himself up her open vagina, grabbed her hips so she couldn’t move, flooded her chamber with his seed, forgotten she was there as he focused on his own relief. And then he’d left her to go pour another dose up Daisy’s female slot, wetting the bound girl first with his tongue, and then impaling her with his penis until he’d forced her to a thick, grunting orgasm. And then, finished with her, he’d done Jill’s further bidding, watching as Chantrelle was bound to a table and spun upside down, after which he violated her with his tongue while he rammed his maleness into her mouth, down her throat, cumming there, the defenseless girl given no choice but to swallow over and over, helplessly, so she wouldn’t choke on his release. Yes, Jill was supervising. Yes, Chantrelle climaxed, and seemed pleased afterwards. And yes, the ultimate purpose of all of it was the creation of life. But what Old Testament tyrant, what conqueror and enslaver of the Israelis, had on his most depraved day done worse than this?

John’s penis, which had been lying inert across his left hip, rolled toward his belly, hardening, stirred by John’s distressing memories to a state of semi-arousal.

His evil organ wanted more.

And yet, God had made his penis, along with the rest of him. And God had given him the ability to make cum copiously. And God—

“John Wright.”

John started, sat up, turned to see Harper at the bars, holding a tray of food.

“Yes, Ma’am?” he said, purging all doubt from his conscience. If Harper could read minds, and she’d been reading his, it seemed, he wasn’t long for this place.

He stood, his penis half erect and swinging before him.

“How are you doing?” she asked.

John took the food from her, put it on his bed. He sensed a sandwich, maybe fruit and chips. He was hungry.

“I’m doing well,” he said.

“Still want to stay?” she asked.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John replied with all the certainty at his disposal. Put that way – a simple yes or no question – the answer was always going to be a yes that transcended doubt.

“Say the word and I’ll give you your clothes and you can leave now.”

“No,” John said definitively.

“Your thrusting needs some work,” Harper said. “We want you deeper—”

“I’m sorry, Ma’am,” John blurted.

Harper looked through the bars at John, the intent of her expression clear: don’t interrupt me.

John held his peace.

“We want you to stay deep when you ejaculate,” she said. “We want you to experiment a little more, focus on the female’s reactions, withhold a little so she can build up to a hard orgasm. Tease her.”

John nodded.

“You’re one of the first I’ve put on the new thrusting machine, and it’s going to be more critical than I am when I’m just watching.”

Harper paused.

“Your DNA is good. English, Dutch, Danish, Pawnee.”

“Pawnee?” John echoed.

“A Central Plains tribe,” Harper explained.

“I’d always heard Cherokee,” John said.

“People get them confused,” Harper said. “But you’ve got enough Pawnee markers that we’ll be calling it that.”

Something about Harper’s phrasing confused John. He looked at her, puzzled.

“In the dossier,” Harper explained, prompting more befuddlement.

“We describe every child’s genetic makeup for prospective parents,” she continued.

Harper’s words jolted John to a new place in his mind, from diffidence about what he’d just done to three girls downstairs to another world, a place where couples who wanted children would be reading a list of racial attributes – including his attributes – as they decided whom to adopt.

A child, and parents. That was the end result. Training, practice, ejaculation, orgasm, punishment – these were just means to that sacred end.

“Pawnee is good,” Harper continued, looking up at the ceiling as she pondered. “Pawnee and . . . Bantu.”

Bantu sounded African, John thought. Maybe he’d heard the term before. Was Chantrelle Bantu?

“Anyway,” Harper said, “you’re hitting on all cylinders.”

John just stared, not certain her meaning.

“That means you’re doing great,” she said. “Really well. Your production is outstanding. A lot of semen, and a lot of force behind it, and both of those are important. And you might be a little provincial, but I like your temperament. Jill says you did great with the girls this morning.”

John had orgasmed three times, driven all three girls to orgasm without questioning his instructions, without questioning anything. Was that what Harper meant by temperament?

“There’s a reason Jill brought you down to punishment,” Harper said. “She didn’t really need your help. But we needed to see you in that context, and you were right at the sweet spot.”

John shook his head, none of this making sense.

“You didn’t like what Jill had you do to the girls,” Harper said. “She could read that from a mile away. If you’d enjoyed it, I would have brought up your clothes and not lunch. We don’t need psychos here. But you weren’t squeamish about it. You dealt with it. You followed orders. You didn’t faint, which has happened, more than once. And when it was over, you were ready to perform.”

“Okay,” John said.

“You’re a quick study,” Harper continued. “We want everyone here to learn as much as possible about conception and everything that goes into it. That means a lot of knowledge about people with body parts different from yours. And Jill tells me you showed a lot of savvy there. Not everyone can make Chantrelle orgasm on the first try.”

John smiled. Faced with the Black girl’s antagonism, he’d answered with soft words, and he’d won her over. At the moment, that was the thing he was proudest of.

Thank you, Jesus.

“There’s one more test you have to pass,” Harper said. “Do you know what that is?”

“Jill said something about a hormone exchange,” John said.

“No,” Harper said. “I mean yes, she wants to see how you do with that, this afternoon if you’re up for it. But that’s not what I’m talking about.”

John looked at Harper, waiting for a clue.

“I’ve got someone lined up to pay a visit to your home address, and your church over the weekend,” she said.

“Who?” John asked.

“Someone who knows what she’s doing,” Harper replied.

“She?”

“Yeah, she. Her name’s not important, but I can tell you her brother’s a detective with the Savannah police.”

So a woman would be checking into John’s background, not a man. For some reason, John found that detail slightly reassuring.

“If anything you’ve told me doesn’t line up with what she finds, you’re done,” Harper said. “So just tell me now, and I’ll let you out today, and you can enjoy the weekend. Otherwise, we’ll be caging you tonight through Sunday.”

“It’s all true,” John said, not remotely dissuaded by the caging threat.

“I hope it is,” Harper said back. “Eat your lunch. Jill will be here mid-afternoon to see if you want to help with a hormone exchange.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“And don’t masturbate before then,” Harper said, looking at John’s penis, which had remained at partial attention throughout their conversation. “You’ll need an erection.”




Chapter XXIV: In

A toasted turkey and cheese sandwich, eaten on his bed, calmed John’s mind and helped him move past his pre-lunch angst.

If there was a Susan of the Testimonial here – a good Christian girl horrified by what she was being subjected to – God had not yet shown her to John. And the things being done here – in the punishment room, the breeding room, the cages – wasn’t being ordered by some idol-worshipping Old Testament potentate. It was all at the direction of a woman named Harper Sutton. She was gruff, yes, a little impersonal for sure, surprisingly willing to offer her own body to the cause, but there was a logic behind everything she did, John believed, and her success spoke for itself.

Pray, John told himself. Pray for guidance, for wisdom, for understanding, for enlightenment. Pray for the will not to take another girl like he had taken Chantrelle. And improve in his craft. Jesus was a carpenter, and surely even He had to learn his job, make mistakes and grow. And now John must do the same.

Harper had told him to draw his partners out, sense their arousal and slow down. They didn’t need to be forced to orgasm as soon as he’d entered their slots. Push in slowly, pull back slowly, as he had with Haley. The longer it lasted, the more semen would come out. He’d witnessed that firsthand, with Chantrelle. And the slower he went, the longer he would play out his partner’s arrival, and the harder they would orgasm, the fiercer would be the spasms in their vaginas and uteruses, they deeper they would draw his semen.

Push in slowly, he told himself, press the tip against the depths of the vagina, and stop, and feel, and listen for the little moans of pleasure, the little grunts of frustration. Then pull out, just as slowly. Is the sheath tightening? Is the partner pulling against whatever chains they’re been put in? Making fists? Tilting their pelvis forward and back? Crying into his ear with an urgent need he wasn’t ready yet to fulfill? Was the vagina pumping out a rush of new lubricant, coating him from his tip to his base, oozing down around his collar?

Learn the ways of each partner, not just vaginas in general. Some would want mouths first, some would delight most in the penis, some would gush honey, some would self-lubricate more stingily, some would tighten, some would remain relaxed, some would groan with the need to cum, and some would endure his licking and his prolonged insertions stoically.

As John rehearsed these essential new lessons, he paced, circling the tiny confines of his cage, determined to do his best, trying desperately to ignore his roaring erection, and keeping one eye perpetually on the elevator, for that would bring Jill, and Jill would bring him down for . . . something.

At last she came, at close to 2 by the clock on the wall, a quick greeting, instructions to turn and bend so she could leash him from behind, and down they went, to a door marked “Hormone Exchange” on the second floor, a room John hadn’t visited before, smaller, with a 10 distinct stations, cuffs and belts and chains at each.

It wasn’t the equipment John noticed first, however, because there were two gestators in here, restrained in a way that John – even after everything he had seen in the last two days – could only call obscene.

Daisy was on her back, a belt around her waist fixing her to the floor, her wrists chained to the floor beside her hips, and her legs raised and spread, belts around her knees clipped to posts.

And Daisy wasn’t alone. There was another girl on top of her, someone John hadn’t met yet, Mexican perhaps, with light brown skin, with black hair as short as a boy’s, with shoulders as round and sinewy as a boy’s, with thighs as solid as a boy’s, but with a large breast in profile against Daisy’s waist, and a vagina, which at the moment was inches above Daisy’s mouth.

This new vagina was also restrained, wrists and ankles fastened with short chains to the floor, a belt around their waist as well, holding them in place over Daisy, the two forced to regard each other’s sex organs. Or no, forced to do more than regard, for immediately after both turned their heads to look at John, Daisy raised her head and brought her mouth to the other’s hole, and John could see Daisy’s tongue emerge, and her partner respond, pelvis jerking. In the meantime, the other partner’s head was bobbing over Daisy’s opening, and John couldn’t see but guessed what was happening there, tongue against vagina. Daisy moaned quietly, and John knew he must be right.

“This is hormone exchange,” Jill said. “Any idea what’s going on?”

“None at all,” John said, looking down at his penis, which had gone quiet before he reached the room, but was roaring now.

“We try to keep our vaginas on one of two schedules,” Jill explained, “so we’ve got 20 gestators ovulating every two weeks. Harper, in her infinite wisdom, has decreed that schedule to be maximally optimal. Logistics, she calls it. And if a gestator isn’t quite on board, we’ve found that giving them the hormones of an on-schedule gestatator works best. A dominant gestator, that is. And that’s what Victor is. Anyone we put him with switches to his schedule within a month or two.”

John eyed the couple bound together. So the one on top was a boy. With a vagina. And with a boy’s name. Victor.

“Do you know why you’re here?” Jill asked.

“To know . . . that this is done?” John replied uncertainly.

“Harper practices what she calls hormone immersion therapy,” Jill said, not bothering to tell John his guess was way off. “We stimulate both partners to produce fluids, and then we get them thoroughly shared. And that’s where the penis comes in.”

“Okay,” John said, still not completely sure what he was going to do, other than that it involved putting himself inside Daisy and Victor at some point. Hopefully soon. He wanted Daisy again. He wasn’t sure about Victor. Maybe if he just concentrated on his vagina. And his breasts.

“Go ahead,” Jill said.

“Ma’am?” John said.

“Get started,” she said, giving his leash a small shake. “Start with Victor. It’ll be easier.”

“While they’re . . . together?” John said, regarding the pile of flesh before him with deep unease, bound legs and restrained arms and organs and mouths and faces and eyes.

“That’s how it works,” Jill said.

John stepped forward, and Daisy and Victor looked at him again, Daisy by tilting her head up, Victor by twisting his head around. Was this a girl’s face? Was it a boy’s face? John wasn’t sure. The forehead was high, the jaw pronounced, the chin dominant, the nose delicate, the eyes sensitive. Beautiful, in its own way, a face like no other. Different, which was something Harper seemed to crave.

Victor dropped his head back between Daisy’s legs, and John took a tentative step forward and studied the boy’s vulva, and John in his limited experienced determined it was just like any other vulva, a pair of full wet lips on either side of a pink slit, all covered by thick black pubic hair.

This was the vulva Victor had been born with, John was certain. And one day, a girl whose name was probably something other than Victor had looked down at her vulva, and looked in the mirror at her face, and sensed new feelings, and realized that things were not as obvious as she’d thought, that the world was a more complicated place than she’d ever imagined, and now it was time for a reckoning. And from that reckoning had come a boy. A boy named Victor.

And had not John himself found the world to be more difficult than he’d expected? He’d been told all his life that following God was easy – pray, obey the rules, do steady work, know grace. And then the hormones hit, and certain things could not be avoided, and John had done his best, and now he was here, and at the moment his calling was apparently to get involved in the hormones of two other people.

John knelt, his penis bobbing just above Daisy’s face, and he felt Jill pull his leash taut behind him, so the chain wouldn’t dangle in the girl’s eyes. He hoped his balls wouldn’t bother her.

“Hey, John,” she said, dropping her head to the mat to look up at him. “I told Victor you’re nice.”

“Hey, Daisy, thanks,” John said with an uncertain smile, and he looked past his penis to stare into Daisy’s upside down eyes, and from there to Victor’s waiting vagina, and he tried not to get lost in the fact he was about to have sex with another boy. A boy with girl parts, of course. A boy who was a boy because he said he was a boy, or because there were certain features of his face and body that said boy instead of girl, or certain features of his mind that said it.

Victor arched his back, raised the opening of his vagina, widened his legs as far as his chains allowed, and John reached down, spread the lips, exposing the pink opening and the little current of lubricant flowing through it, and he put his tip against the hole and pushed, and into the boy he went, into the body of Victor, and Victor’s pelvis shook slightly, and his ribs contracted with a sigh, and expanded with the sharp intake of breath.

Distracted as he was by the pleasure of Victor’s vagina, John couldn’t keep his mind from wandering to the implications of what he was doing. And his next thought came from an unexpected place. This is courage, he thought. To be born one thing and realize you were another. When had it happened? What challenges had Victor faced? Was he here as a refugee, escaping to a place that understood him while he waited for the world to catch up?

And what about me? John wondered. Is that my story too? Waiting for my people to learn what God has begun showing me?

John performed three or for distracted thrusts into Victor’s body before Jill tugged his leash.

“Insert into Daisy’s mouth,” she said.

John pulled his penis out of Victor’s vagina and bent at the hips, his member angling down, his tip just above Daisy’s mouth, which she opened, allowing him to slide himself in, tip against her undulating tongue.

“Let her clean you,” Jill said, and John obliged, holding his penis in place while the girl passed her tongue over all the parts of his head and shaft she could reach.

“Back up Victor,” Jill said, and John obliged, and Victor gasped and tightened and lifted his middle.

“Now, up Daisy’s hole,” Jill said with another tug on the leash, and John pulled his penis away from Victors’ entrance, rounded the couple and studied the scene below. Daisy’s vagina was on the bottom, her legs spread, Victor’s head above, so getting into Daisy’s chamber would take a little more doing, but John figured out how to navigate the challenge, resting his hands on Victor’s shoulders, spreading his legs and lowering his penis to Daisy’s female doorway, wet from Victor’s attention.

Victor did his part, moving his head to the side, his ear against Daisy’s thigh.

John thrusted forward, got his tip past her opening, and he grunted as the girl once again received him, his entry eased by the clear lubricant Victor had wrapped around his shaft.

Mindful of her shallow chamber, he inserted slowly, stopping when his tip reached the end of her tunnel.

Daisy groaned and twitched her pelvis, and John sensed pleasure, and he pulled out and pushed back in, the first five inches of his rod now coated with the mingled juices of both the girl and the boy.

John continued to enjoy the girl’s chasm while he awaited further instructions, pushing in and out, hip pressing against Victor’s head.

“Into his mouth,” Jill said, and John obeyed, exiting Daisy and raising his penis into position at Victor’s lips, and the boy opened wide, accepted John, licking and sucking and, to John’s surprise, pushing him several degrees closer to orgasm.

“Back up Victor’s vagina,” Jill said, surely sensing John’s advancing need. “You’ll release there.”

John clambered to his feet, rounded the bodies again, pushed into Victor, received a grunt and a shake, and went to work above the face of Daisy, who was grimacing and breathing out, and John realized that Victor was licking the girl with his mouth while his vagina was being plumbed, and this was the last awareness John received before he arrived, his penis swelling and buckling and spitting another of the day’s offerings to a breeding hole that happened to belong to a male.

“Back to the mouth,” Jill instructed, and John pulled his still-pulsing penis out of Victor, lowered it to Daisy’s lips, and the girl used her tongue to bring him deep into her mouth. She was sucking him with passion this time, even as he softened, wrapping her lips around the base of his shaft while she stroked his head with her tongue, cleaning both his semen and Victor’s lubricant with surprising enthusiasm. It wasn’t until her eyes went wide and she began working John’s penis with her teeth that he identified the source of her frenzy: at the other end of the hormone exchange, Victor’s head bobbed, and John knew that what he was doing to Daisy’s middle had been stirring the rest of her, and now she was cumming, panting and sighing as she writhed.

John pulled his penis all the way out, and Daisy immediately raised her mouth to Victor’s vagina.

Once again, Victor twitched, raising and lowering his hole, lifting up and dropping, grunting and shaking through his own orgasm, delivered with impressive speed by Daisy’s tongue.

Waiting for him when he was returned to his cage, John found a King James Bible, seven of the 10 entrants in the Dick Faithful Christian mystery series, and “I Want to be Understood,” a book by a trans woman about the LGBTQ experience in America: the history, the progress, the psychology, and the hope.

The presence of the Bible comforted John, and he picked up the Dick Faithful copies with deep nostalgia, but it was the LGTBQ book that he opened and read first, sitting on his bed with a pillow against the wall, poring over words that would have been meaningless or offensive to him a week before, which he now found to be profound, almost spiritually so, for this was a world he belonged to, as of yesterday. This was a world he had, literally, entered.

Jill caged his penis at dinner time, and told him it would stay on for 48 hours, until Sunday night, and he would be expected not to try to work the cage off or figure out how to masturbate with it on or let himself get too aroused. His job was simply to make two days’ worth of semen, and Sunday night, he’d be given a girl to tease himself in, probably Madison, since they’d done well together before, but he’d be ejaculating in something else, a device that would evaluate both ejaculate quantity and the velocity of its emergence.

John stood at the bars and watched the cage go on with grimness and hope. He’d gone 48 hours without masturbating before, sometimes out of guilt, sometimes because he was at camp and it was harder to get done. But to be in a place like this and not have access to his manhood – that was going to be a special torment.

As soon as he’d been secured, the voices from the wombinator lilted forth, and John tried, and failed, to not remember that the voices were passing through microphones pinned to vaginal lips.

He spent the next two days in virtual isolation. Workers, some male, some female, some he knew, some strangers, checked up on him occasionally, brought him meals, at least said hi as they inspected the wombinator. But mostly he was left to himself, meditating and praying, like John the Baptist in the wilderness, or Jesus in the desert. Unlike either figure could have done, however, he read all of the LGTBQ book, cover to cover, navigating wokeness, new ways of looking at those who were born different, gaining an appreciation for arriving at a place foreordained and strange. There were testimonials here every bit as compelling as the testimonial of Susan, tales of suffering and ostracization, of pains both social and physical, of grasping for a faith that was yanked away by furious parents, intolerant churchgoers, religious bullies.

John’s dreams were mostly of frustrated sex, of something biting his balls and penis every time he got an erection, of naked girls who sat beside him but made rules about not being touched, of girls who beckoned him but turned into boys as he approached. And then there was a dream about his mother, who languished in a cage (dressed, fortunately), and only as the dream ended did John realize why she was there: because he had left. By some magic that occurs only in the deep and spectral night, John’s abrupt, secret departure from the bosom of his family had consigned his mother to incarceration. Does losing a child confine one, in certain ways? When the child goes free, does the parent go captive? Is it love, or something else, that makes it happen? Does losing a son to rule over, a maturing male with sheets one must check, constitute a loss of liberty?

John’s bitterness continued to surprise him.

On Sunday night after dinner, John was brought to the gestators’ cageroom, leashed to Madison and walked with her to the breeding room, where the girl was secured to an examination chair, ankles chained to stirrups, wrists chained at her sides, and John was secured by his leash between her legs and told to spend 15 minutes on it, to work her very slowly, move his penis in and out of her soft opening while she grimaced and John held his breath.

As he performed the exercise, a peculiar machine was set behind him, a sort of pillar with a hole for his member. This is where he was to release, when he was ready, he was told.

As the climax begins to build, he was instructed, pull out of Madison, turn, press into the device, thrust and drive and let the machine pleasure you, and hold yourself in place throughout the orgasm.

Madison was close to orgasm but unable to arrive before John’s own climax neared, and he frowned apologetically at the wincing girl and whirled around and found his target, experiencing for the first time pleasure with a machine.

And it was a fierce pleasure, for the machine duplicated much of the mysteries of the female organ, soft and tight and thoroughly lubricated, and it even offered a gentle, rhythmic squeeze around his shaft, and when he climaxed, gasping and pressing into the slot, it constricted further, from his base to his tip, squeezing out his semen, forcing all he’d made into itself.

Only when he’d pearled out his last drop was he returned to the girl in the exam chair and, still hard, instructed to provide her release as well, and it came to pass that he did so, grinding within Madison’s soft chamber while she grunted and tightened to the limits of her capacity and finally groaned out ecstatically and bade him stay a little while longer, and he proved capable of a second arrival, spilling a second charge into Madison’s hole, giving her enough that it filled her and leaked out around his shaft and, after he withdrew, eased out of her female slit.

Done and unleashed from her table, he offered her a small wave and a smile and returned to his cage to bide his time, remembering only then that on this day, this Sunday, someone was at Harper’s bidding wandering the streets of Eastminster, Virginia, and perhaps even darkening the halls of the First Baptist Church there, in pursuit of the truth about John Wright.

That they would find confirmation of his story he had no doubt. But he had doubts about other things, and the next morning, those doubts were confirmed.

It was after breakfast when Harper came to his cage.

“Hi, John,” she said, her demeanor immediately triggering John’s anxiety. She looked disturbed, even sad. Was this goodbye? Had he failed in some way?

“You did really well last night,” Harper said. “Not a surprise, but your volume and velocity are both way up there, sperm count is in the top 10 percentile, and the fact you got Madison to orgasm afterwards . . . above and beyond.”

“Thank you, Ma’am,” John said, holding his breath and waiting for Harper to continue with a “But.”

It didn’t come.

“And your story checked out,” Harper said somberly. “Everything’s verified.”

“Yes,” John said nervously, his expectation of bad news growing with every new word of praise from Harper.

“But there was a, sort of an event you need to know about,” Harper continued.

John watched Harper intently.

“Our representative was confronted.”

“Confronted?” John repeated.

“At your church.”

“Your representative?” John said, again echoing a statement that meant nothing to him.

“Remember how I said I’d be sending someone to research your background?”

“Yes?”

“Well, she went yesterday, and long story short, everything checked out. So, you’re in.” Harper smiled. “You’ve made it. You’ve passed. With flying colors. I’d like to keep you for the next two years, and then we’ll see. So this is your last chance to back out.”

John offered a guarded smile in return as he navigated the competing emotions of elation over the fulfillment of Gods’ plan versus anxieties concerning some unknown unpleasantness at his church.

“Thank you, Ma’am,” John said. “But what happened—”

“Can you call me Harper, please?” she said. “All the breeders call me Harper.”

“Yes,” John said. “Sure. Harper . . . so what happened at my church?”

“She drove by your home, saw a girl walking through the front door, we’re assuming that was one of your sisters.”

“Probably,” John said, and he was struck by an instant, unexpected pain. Not quite guilt, not quite homesickness or bereavement. But an undefinable sense of having lost something.

“But things didn’t go quite as planned at your church,” Harper said.

“Tell me what happened.”

“She took a pew in the back, participated in the service. There was a lot of overlap with her churches growing up. But something about her triggered the woman that we’re assuming is your mother.”

“She’s Baptist?”

“She grew up Baptist,” Harper said.

“What kind of Baptist?” John asked, his fear growing.

“She’s Black,” Harper said. “She grew up in Black Baptist churches.”

“She’s Black,” John repeated flatly.

“Yes,” Harper said, defensiveness edging into her voice. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“Well . . .” John began slowly, but when he saw the suspicion in Harper’s eyes, he finished his thoughts quickly. “I don’t have a problem with that. No, not personally. Not at all. But I’m just saying . . . she would have stood out.”

“You’ve never seen a Black person in your church?” Harper said. “Not even once?”

“A few times, sure,” John said. “We did a pulpit exchange with the AME church in town when I was 14. They were nice, and he was a good preacher. And a family showed up a few times. But I’ve never seen a single Black woman there. Not once.”

Harper was scowling at John’s chest, clearly troubled by something.

“So what happened?” John asked.

“She noticed, during the service, a woman sitting with a man, three girls and a young boy. Toward the front. But she would look back now and then.”

“The woman had long, black hair?” John said. “Gray streaks? Skinny, almost boney?”

“That’s the one,” Harper said. “She could have left then. I just wanted to know that someone there matched what you’d told me. But she didn’t leave then. She didn’t want to draw attention to herself. But she should probably have left.”
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“As soon as the service was over,” Harper continued, “a few of the people seated near her spoke to her, very pleasantly. And your mother approached too, but she just waited until our, um, observer went outside.”

John listened.

“She knows where you are,” Harper said flatly. “Somehow she figured it out.”

“She knows I’m here?”

“Probably not that, specifically. But she knows you’re at a breeding agency.”

“What did she say about it?”

“She got in Marcia’s—Okay, her name is Marcia, but that’s just between you and me. She got in Marcia’s face and asked her where you were. ‘Where is John?’ That’s how she put it. ‘What have you done with John?’

“Marcia tried to ignore her, tried to get to her car, but your mother blocked her path, called her a pervert, accused her of working for perverts, said you would never willingly get involved in the breeding perversions – that was her word, breeding perversion – but a girl intervened. She grabbed your mother by the shoulders and was just saying ‘Stop, Momma, stop,’ and Marcia got into her car and left.’”

“Which girl?” John asked.

“One of the girls who’d been sitting with her. That’s all I know.”

“Did they try to follow her?”

“No, she’s sure of that. They were standing in the parking lot, watching her drive away.”

“But they got her license plate number.”

“Yes,” Harper said. “They probably did.”

“So they’re going to track her down to her detective agency.”

“No,” Harper said, “they’ll track her down to her insurance company. That’s what she does now. She’s former military, but she just sells insurance now.”

“What will she do when my mom shows up?”

“We talked about that,” Harper said. “She’ll just tell her to get off the property. There’s nothing that ties her directly to me, so it’s all just her speculation at this point.”

“She’s good at figuring things out,” John said.

“But how did she know?” Harper asked. “Are you sure you didn’t say anything?”

“No,” John said adamantly. “Nothing at all. But maybe she pieced some things together.”

“What do you mean?”

John smiled, looked at the ceiling over Harper’s head, and remembered something from what felt like a century ago.

“You want to know how I found out about Mirabilis?”

“Yeah,” Harper said.

“My minister told me,” John said. “Our youth pastor. Pastor Matthew.”

“Why was he telling you about Mirabilis?”

“Not Mirabilis exactly, just that there were businesses where breeding was done, and he wanted me to—” John interrupted himself with a laugh. “He wanted me to look up breeding businesses, so I could tell him all the ways they violated scripture.”

“And he assigned you that why?”

“Long story,” John said, “that probably wouldn’t make sense unless you grew up like I did. But the abridged version is I got caught looking at porn and my mom said I had to talk to Pastor Matthew and he said we need to control our urges and we can’t all work for a breeding company and I looked it up and found the name Mirabilis on a list of companies and it seemed like a sign from God and here I am.”

John looked at Harper, expecting her to laugh, or to make a face, or react more subtly negative. She did none of the above, however.

“People come to us all kinds of ways,” she said.

After a pause in which each thought their own things, Harper spoke again: “You can never really get away from family. They’ll find you. Physically, mentally, whatever. So you’re going to have to be ready for that.”

“What happens if they come here?” John asked.

“Do you want to have all visitors blocked?” Harper asked.

“No,” John said. “That’ll just make Mom madder. She’ll probably end up climbing in through the back fence.”

“You think she would?”

“That kind of thing runs in the family.”

“So anyone who knows your name and shows up at visiting hours will get in,” Jill said. “Has someone gone over visiting?”

“Yes, Jill did,” John said. “Saturdays, Sundays, and, uh, Tuesdays.”

“For up to an hour anytime between 2 and 5,” Harper said.

“Yeah,” John agreed.

He was in. He’d been accepted. His mission was underway. He should have been celebrating. But now there was something new to worry about, the gray cloud of a family visit, his mother demanding to see him, raising hell at the gate, or in the reception area, or in the visitation room, where he and the other naked breeders would stand helpless under her withering tirade.

“What if I want her to leave before she wants to go?” John said.

“The visitation room is fully staffed. Just wave to one of us and we’ll take care of it.”

John nodded, realizing it was far easier to run from his mother than face her in person.

“So what happens now?” he asked.

“You’ll get a new collar, and we’re getting your cage ready now,” Harper said. “You’ll go in after lunch. But do you want exercise this morning?”

“Exercise?”

“A vagina.”

“Yes,” John said.

“You’ll do afternoon exercise with a vagina in the penis cageroom,” Harper said. “But I can bring someone up here for the morning session. Or you can use mine.”

“I’ll use yours,” John blurted.

It was almost palpable, this switching of John’s mind from family anxieties to the explosion of lust and, more broadly, the four-day transition from sheltered Christian boy to . . . this.

His penis quickly hardened as he watched Harper remove her lab coat, her shirt, her bra, her shoes and jeans and panties.

She didn’t look back at him as she stripped, and John understood. This was business. This was a chore. It was not love, or lovemaking. On days that weren’t going to be dedicated to impregnating other breeders, John would do this twice a day. It was called exercise, and it would be done to keep his reproductive organs fit, to maximize his generation of sperm, and maintain his ability to release that sperm copiously and at high velocity.

Harper draped her clothing over the crossbar of John’s cage, turned away from him and bent, resting her hands on her knees, arching her back to raise her vulva.

Harper didn’t masturbate to wet herself. She was already damp, a thread of clear lubricant glistening between her pink lips, and John reached down and spread open her sex with his thumb and forefinger, put his tip against her entrance and pushed, entering her slowly.

This is my boss, John told himself as he closed his eyes and savored Harper’s warm, thickly-lubricated embrace. This is a successful businesswoman. And this is a person, another human being, another daughter of God. Do this with respect. Do it with . . . godly love.

John pushed all the way in, not finding that barrier at the end of some girls’ tunnels. Harper’s hole could take in all of him, easily, and it was one of the reasons he’d said yes so quickly. But were there other reasons? Was there something about Harper Sutton that John liked in particular? Her age, her authority, her stolid attractiveness? Or did he just not want to wait for Harper to bring someone else to him, one of the vaginas from the second floor?

As he pondered, John continued sliding in and out of Harper’s sheath, slowly and deliberately, still guided by the fear that any miscue could earn him eviction.

“Take all the time you need,” she said a little huskily, and John noted the rapid expansion and contraction of her ribs, the pulsing of her vagina around his shaft, the tensing of the muscles in her rear and thighs, the shifting of her feet.

Was she enjoying this?

Yes, John believed, sensing the subtle responses of her body to his thrusts, gazing at the coating of vaginal honey she’d wrapped around his penis.

Did she have feelings for him?

No, John told himself. There was no place for that here.

Would they do this again, for exercise?

John hoped so.

He forgot to look at the clock when he’d started, but he estimated his time inside Harper at close to 10 minutes when he decided to release, and he picked up the pace of both his insertions and his breaths, and Harper responded in kind, her pelvis rocking, her ribs rising and falling, her mouth issuing a soft grunt each time all of his manhood entered her body, and as the first shot of cream roared through his tip and into the depths of her chamber, all her responses elevated in turn, the grunts and the tightening of her walls and the intricate pelvic dance – all of it, John was certain, intended to increase his stimulation, maximize his output, improve his reproductive prowess.

But then something unexpected happened. As his urethra squeezed out the last few doses of ejaculate, Harper groaned and shook, her vagina constricted around John with far more power than at any moment prior, and a hot, clear fluid rushed from her opening, spilling out around the base of John’s rod, joining with his semen, mingling in his hair and down around his scrotum and the collar that bound it.

Harper had orgasmed.

Had she intended to? Was it a mistake? Was she planning to turn and put her mouth around him, like yesterday, and she forgot? Or had she decided not to because she didn’t want to choke again?

Know the gestator, John reminded himself. Learn what they like, what makes them cum, what delays their release. Whether they’re a breeder or Harper herself, study them.

John didn’t know Harper was going to climax, or he might have denied her that pleasure – for a time. Holding his penis still while Harper writhed and bobbed around it, he imagined withholding, slipping his head back to her gates and resting it there while she grunted in frustration. Would she bark at him to get it done, or tolerate being used as a plaything? How much more ejaculate would she release if her cumming was strung out?

After she’d finished grinding, she slipped forward and off the rod, John’s thick cream and her thin juice cascading out of her hole, down her vulva to her clitoris, and from there to the floor in three heavy drops.

She dressed the same way she’d disrobed, saying nothing nor looking at John at all, just grabbing her panties off the cross bar and pulling them up her wet thighs, making no effort to wipe, soaking the garment. On went her bra, her jeans, her socks and sneakers.

“You can masturbate as much as you want until lunchtime,” she said. “But after that, you need to be ready for exercise. It’ll be around 3 today.”

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said, and he watched her walk away, arms swinging, hips swaying, breasts – he was sure – bouncing with every step.

He waited an hour to masturbate, but he could have done it sooner.

Lunch was a chicken casserole, heavy on the chicken. Protein that didn’t get put into muscle turned to fat, he knew. Manual labor would not be part of this mission, which he considered one of the few downsides of God’s work here. He would need to exercise. Pushups at least, in his cage. Maybe they had something more he could work out on. A stationary bike, at least.

A heavyset girl named Beth showed up a little before 3.

“I’m here to put your permanent collar on,” she said.

John stepped to the bars and raised his penis out of the way, and she set her things on the floor and knelt, reached up to his temporary collar, turned it, tugged on it.

“How has the fit been?” she asked.

“It’s fine,” John said. “I’m getting used to it.”

“Your permanent collar is about the same size,” she said. “And it’s really hard to get off, so if you think you’ll need something bigger, or smaller, you need to mention it now.”

“No, this one’s good,” John assured, and she reached for her things, used a little key to unlock his first collar, set it down, picked up a new collar made of the same stainless steel.

“Okay, hold still,” she said, holding his scrotum with one hand, closing the new band around it with the other, and John sensed more than heard the little click of the device as it locked around him, where it would stay for the next two years, or maybe longer, a passive witness to sex and orgasm and breeding and conception and joy and work.

“Here’s a bag to put your stuff in,” she said, picking it up, standing and passing it through the bars. “You’re going down a floor now, to live with the other penises.”

“So I’ve been told,” John said. The bag was of durable canvas, the Mirabilis logo screen printed upon it. John turned to survey his meager possessions: books, toothbrush and toothpaste, soap, brush, razor.

“Are you going to miss it up here?” she asked.

“I’d rather be with people, I guess,” John said, not sure it was true. He liked girls. He wasn’t sure he wanted to share a room with 19 other people with penises.

“They’re looking forward to meeting you,” Beth said.

“Who?” John asked, tossing his things into the bag two at a time.

“The boys,” Beth said. “Well, the penises. But I think of most of them as boys.”

“Okay,” John said.

“They think it’s cool that you swam here from the river.”

John offered a half-smile. This was not a terrible thing to be known for, he thought.

“And some of them think you’re a little crazy.”

John laughed, nervous again.

Beth held up a leash and he stepped up to the bars and raised his penis, not fully erect, to be secured.

What was he afraid of? What’s the worst thing that could happen in the penis cageroom?

John had never been bullied, had never bullied anyone else, both of which were aspects of his life he had grown increasingly grateful for as he reached adulthood. But he knew of bullying, had seen some of it, in movies, in real life, and he knew how terrible people could be to each other. It could take many forms, some very subtle, and his imagination was good enough that he could conjure all kinds of things that wouldn’t get anyone punished but that he would find unpleasant. Just being called a cruel name would sting.

“They’re saying you cum a lot,” Beth said, unlocking the cage door and leading him out.

“I don’t know,” John said. “I don’t know how much other people cum.”

“You’ve never watched?” she asked, bringing him to the elevator.

“Haven’t gotten around to it,” he replied.

“You’ll get some chances here,” she said. “Starting this afternoon.”

“Exercise,” John said, and the word alone filled his head with images, and his penis stayed erect.

The elevator dinged, the door opened, they stepped on, and Beth looked down at his growing rod, smiled and look into his eyes.

“Your group is getting Tamara today.”

“Tamara?” John echoed. There were 40 vaginas here. Or maybe 38 or 39, he wasn’t sure. He’d seen half of them, been intimate with a handful so far. He hadn’t heard the name Tamara.

“She’s big,” Beth said, hitting the button for the third floor. “I think our biggest.”

“Big?” John said wondering if he was about to exercise with another male with a vagina.

“For a girl,” Beth said. “Close to six feet tall. And she loves doing exercise.” Beth looked off, sighed with what seemed a wistful air. “So all the boys love her. Of course.”

John looked down at his feet, hoping he wouldn’t spend hours waiting for relief.

“Do you like hair?” Beth said, holding her hand over her mound.

“It’s okay,” John said. “Either way.”

“Because Tamara has a lot. She doesn’t shave, and it’s super black.”

“Okay.”

Beth probably didn’t know she was helping John, but as they left the elevator, his mind – and his burgeoning penis – were focused on a big blonde girl named Tamara with a thick pile of pubic hair and a penchant for taking five penises in short order. John was, for the time being, not thinking about the community of unknown penises he was about to join, not feeling anxious about how he might be received, what they might think of him.

Even as they reached the door and the emanance of maleness – whether or not it called itself male – wafted around the edges, the odors of strong soaps and sweat and seed and breath and the food of men and the living essences, John’s mind was tuned to Tamara, whoever she might be.

Beth pulled wide the door and John stepped into a world not unlike the cageroom where the vaginas were kept, but also its opposite. There were the bars, the beds and sinks and showers, the curtained toilets, the posters and books and supplies, and the rainbow of skin, from pale cream to black richness, but all the bodies here were hard, with broad shoulders and thick legs and muscle in the arms and backs, with short hair and hard eyes and big jaws and, invariably, penises, some soft, some already at attention.

The room had been full of conversation, shouts and laughter, a jeer or jibe one would never hear in the vagina room, but the din quieted as soon as John entered, faces and eyes turning to him.

“This is John, everyone,” Beth announced, probably unnecessarily.

“The river rat!” shouted a Black man in the cage to John’s left. “Say, Man, let’s go for a swim!”

The room exploded with a cacophony of competing sounds. There was uproarious laughter and more than one speaker who seemed to take offense at the Black man’s outburst.

“Roscoe, Man, shut up!”

“Have you no decency, sir?”

“Sorry about my bro here,” said one breeder directly to John’s right. “His momma never taught him when to shut up.”

John offered a half smile, glancing around the room, taking it all in, noticing that several males had been caged by their penises. For punishment, he wondered, or for some other reason?

But as he approached his own cage, empty of everything but the basic furniture and fixtures, his eye was drawn to the person who would be living beside him.

All of her – and she must be a her, John thought – all of her was girl, from her long blonde hair to her pretty blue eyes, from her full lips to a pair of moderately-sized breasts tipped with erect pink nipples, from her belly to her thighs to her chiseled calves.

All of her was girl, except for her collared testicles and her penis, shaved entirely and, at the moment, blazingly erect, almost as big as John’s at his most aroused, and pointing at him as she stood by the bars, peering into his space, welcoming him with bright eyes and a broad smile.




Chapter XXVI: Rhonda and Tamara

What’s this?

What hath God wrought?

Eye of newt and tongue of bat?

Breasts of girl and cock of boy?

How could such a creature have been made? Was this Satan’s work? The product of over-inquisitive scientists? A natural error? Or the way God laughs?

Yes, Victor had a vagina – a very pleasant hole, as he learned yesterday – despite his otherwise boyish features. But this wasn’t girlish features. This was a girl; a girl all the way, except for one way.

John entered his cage, eyes not wavering as he took in this form in the next cage. The door locked. He set his bag on the floor. Only when he had to turn to get his leash removed did he avert his eyes. And only when he averted his eyes did he look down at himself, to see that his penis had arisen yet again, aiming up, desperate for another round of relief. Why did that have to happen now? What message was he sending to these new peers, new neighbors of his?

He knew he was blushing as he stooped to regard the bag at his feet, opening it and peering in as if it were full of mysteries, loaded with things it would take him days to sort through, understand, and unpack.

Thankfully, he seemed no longer to be the center of attention. The conversations continued, some about him possibly, but for the time being, everyone in the penis room seemed content to let him get settled.

Everyone, that is, except the girl in the cage next to his, whose feet did not move from their place just beyond the bars that separated them.

Despite his misgivings, John looked up, into her eyes.

She smiled at him, with her mouth and her eyes as well.

“I don’t bite,” she said.

“Hi,” he said, standing, tossing his unpacked bag on the bed. “Uh, you don’t?”

She laughed, from the belly, which made her penis shake.

“I’m Rhonda,” she said, reaching through the bars, and John took her hand, finding it as delicate and small as any other girl’s.

“John,” he said.

“So I’ve heard. Do you ever go by Johnny?”

“No.”

“Jon-Jon?”

“No.”

“Johnny come lately?” she ventured.

“How are you spelling come?”

“Ooh,” she laughed. “Don’t you have a wicked sense of humor!”

John gave her a half smile while his mind wandered to her story. How did someone with a penis get a girl’s body? What had her life been like? Acceptance? Pain? A loving family, or a hateful one? Was this the only place she fit in?

“Would that be your name, if I spelled it C-U-M?” she asked.

“No,” John said flatly. “I don’t cum lately.”

She stifled a laugh and pretended to be serious. “Yes, we all know about you and your . . .” she looked down at his penis, “equipment.”

“Equipment?”

“Your tool of the trade.”

“I haven’t heard it called that,” John said.

“We’re getting Tamara today,” Rhonda said, looking over John’s shoulder.

“I heard about that,” John said, and he turned, saw Beth leading four vaginas into the room, one of them a tall blonde with a thick black triangle of hair over her sex.

One by one, the four were put into cages, and after all four had been deposited, Beth pushed buttons mounted at the far wall of the room that slid wide the doors between the cages, five cages opened to each other, five for each gestator.

Tamara was put into a cage two away from John, where she hugged the person there, olive-skinned, maybe Indian and Chinese, and probably a true male. She laughed with him, grabbed his erect penis, and then she looked toward those in the adjoining cages, her eyes lingering longest on John’s, before she went to work on the olive-skinned boy, kneeling to suck his penis, grabbing his thighs and sliding her mouth back and forth, a spectacle John could not tear his eyes away from until he felt a hand on his shoulder, turned, and found Rhonda standing beside him.

“I love what you’ve done with the place,” she said, looking at his bed and his unopened bag of possessions. “You’ll have to give me a tour sometime.”

Behind Rhonda stood a male who was clearly Native American, high cheekbones and stern eyes and copper-colored skin, except that his long hair was the color of rust, not black. Was it dyed, or was that its natural color? Was he a little Irish too?

“John, this is Greg,” Rhonda said. “We were both just passing through on the way to the main event. I wonder if Ben’s home.”

“Very nice to meet you, Greg,” John said, offering his hand.

“The pleasure’s all mine,” Greg replied.

As they stood, waiting for the door of bars that separated them from the next cage, it clicked and shuddered and slid aside, and the three passed through and into the home of a tall, very dark Black man, who looked to John like one of those African runners who always win marathons.

“And this is Ben’s place,” Rhonda announced. “And it looks like Ben’s home. Ben, may I introduce you to John?”

Ben, who had been watching Tamara perform, turned abruptly, his downward-pointing penis swinging side to side. “My friend!” he shouted, and he smiled broadly and spread his arms wide, and John allowed the man to fold him into a tight embrace, and he reciprocated a little less enthusiastically and tried not to notice the erect penis thudding against his thigh.

The last door opened, and all the throng passed through, three males and one female, to watch Tamara and a male John had yet to meet wrestle on the bed.

The girl was on her back, legs spread wide, soles of feet parallel to the ceiling, and she was doing all the work, lifting and dropping her pelvis, scooping up her partner’s penis before she allowed all but his head to leave her body, and she was looking up almost angrily at him, her hands around his upper arms, nails digging into his skin.

“C’mon,” she grunted quietly. “C’mon, do it. Cum. Put it in me. C’mon. C’mon.”

The male, until now a passive participant in the endeavor, suddenly seemed to find his inner spirit, and he began pounding against the girl’s middle, pushing his member into her hole over and over with a wet, slicking sound and the slap of flesh against flesh. After some two minutes of the abuse, the girl stopped moving, and her expression changed from fury to shock, her eyes wide and her mouth open, her throat issuing a quiet whine that was suddenly drowned out by the boy’s guttural groans, and the couple came together, he shaking and grinding above her, she tilting her head back and raising her pelvis and screaming as her clitoris was crushed beneath the bone of his loins.

They shook, grunted, gasped, fell silent, he collapsed on her, and she laughed and raised her legs, and John guessed that was all that was going to happen today among these five cages, the two of them falling asleep on his bed, the other four here watching the lovers dream, with their frustrated erections and private thoughts.

But no, with one more grunt of effort, the male rose up to his knees, pulled his penis out of Tamara’s slot, turned a little stiffly, dropped one foot to the floor and stood, completely unashamed of his semi-erect, thickly-coated penis.

“Ben,” said Tamara, rolling over to her belly, rising up to hands and knees and turning her head to regard the tall Black man with dark red hair. “Your turn.”

Ben put a knee on the bed, clambered over, put his other knee in place, and Tamara arched her back and presented her opening to him. She was soaked, lubricant running down her thighs, dollops of cream clumped against her lips, but Ben didn’t seem to mind at all, grabbing his penis, raising it until the tip was in place, then forcing it into Tamara’s body.

“Oh, oh, damn!” she wailed.

John, standing near the bars, reached for them and grabbed them with one hand and tried to think of something else while his penis thought only of this new female.

Looking elsewhere did no good, of course, because in each of the cageroom’s four quadrants, the same things were happening, gestators being plumbed by penises. Frightened eyes, or closed and concentrating eyes, or calm eyes that didn’t seem to care, staring out from a diverse set of faces.

“You must be John,” said Tamara, turning her head to study the newcomer, and he looked back at her, startled to be addressed by someone in a conversational way while she was being mounted. Indeed, not just mounted, but impaled by Ben, who with every thrust buried himself to the hilt, all of his shaft hidden within Tamara’s chalice.

“I am,” John said thickly, nodding.

“You’ll be last, because—oh!” Tamara said, her voice choked off by a particularly hard insertion. “God, Ben, really? Okay, where was I? . . . okay, you’ll be last . . . because the new guy is always last . . . ow! . . . and we’ll do it in your cage.”

John nodded and prayed that relief would come quickly, that the three males still conducting or waiting for exercise would not take too long.

Tamara’s first mate, the olive-skinned male, stood recovering with his back against the bars and his arms folded, staring at the floor, black hair hanging in front of his face, more black hair around his wet penis.

“Pete, ready to meet our newest neighbor?” asked Rhonda.

He looked up and offered a weak smile.

“John, this is Pete,” Rhonda said. “Pete, this is John. Pete always gets a little choked up after exercise, so don’t take his unfriendliness personally.”

“Pete,” John said, offering his hand.

“Hello,” Pete replied, his grip firm but his eyes downcast.

Ben started groaning, shaking his hips against Tamara, and she responded with a steady “ooh, ooh, ooh.” She didn’t seem to be climaxing, but she was holding still and, apparently, enjoying the attention.

Ben continued to thrust, slowly, but he quieted and John could tell he was done, and John struggled to control his jealousy as he waited for Ben to pull his penis out of the girl, and as it was withdrawn and more cream dropped from her hole and onto Pete’s bedsheets, his frustration grew.

Rhonda went next, stepping to the side of the bed. “On your back, bitch,” she commanded.

Tamara obeyed, grimacing with either discomfort or desire, and Rhonda wasted no time getting into position between Tamara’s thighs, nor any time pushing her penis up Tamara’s gushing slot.

Rhonda worked efficiently, steadily, grinding within deeply enough and fast enough to provoke a grunt in time with each thrust, and John was stuck marveling at the sight before him, he standing slack-jawed in the middle of Pete’s cage, watching a girl with a penis have sex with a girl with a vagina. Was this right? Was it natural, or godly? Did it matter? John’s own penis didn’t think so, aching as it stayed rigid and aloft.

He gazed around the cageroom, the same spectacle being played out in three more places, girls on beds splayed open by their partners as other partners either waited for their turn at the holes, or recovered, leaning against the bars and looking down at wet, softening penises.

Rhonda finished as quickly as she’d begun, gasping a half dozen times as she doubled her insertion rate, her bottom and her breasts shaking under the demands of orgasm, and she spun away from the girl before she was truly done, a last shot of semen blooming at her tip as she regained her footing beside the bed and resumed her place beside John.

Next came Greg, the rust-haired Native American.

“Position?” Tamara asked, and with her words she seemed prepared to acquiesce, but with her attitude she seemed to want to stay as she was, on her back, legs spread wide, vaginal lips spread wide as well, and Greg seemed to understand, saying nothing, merely climbing onto the bed on his knees, lowering his penis to her doorway but stopping there, allowing Tamara to reach down and take him my his rod and urge him slowly forward, feeding his manhood into her opened slit, reaching further down to cup his collared testicles, to continue pulling him into her by coaxing him forward that way, until all of him was buried within her and she lay back and winced.

Where had the Native American side of Greg’s features come from? John wondered. Iroquois? Sioux? Navaho? John had no idea, nor any way of knowing. The fact he had some Pawnee blood had come as a complete surprise. His mother had always said Cherokee, which she said explained his dark hair and his high cheekbones and slightly off-white skin – features none of his sisters shared, incidentally – but she’d never said from which side of the family John received those genes. His mother’s? Or his father’s? John didn’t see comparable traits in either of his parents.

Greg and Tamara performed another quick, efficient dance, Greg sliding into and out of the girl’s hole, propped above her on extended arms, while she smiled up at him, her reaction suggesting the stimulation of a fourth penis was intense but not unbearable. Perhaps it was even pleasant. Greg moaned, executed a few final and particularly deep thrusts, and then he was done as well, his penis exiting, followed by a gush of fresh semen across the girl’s anus and joining the cum already drying on Pete’s bedding.

Tamara remained on her back until Greg left the bed, at which point she closed her legs, sat up slowly, smiled up at John, looked down at his aching rod, and rose.

She reached out her hand and John took it, and she led him through the door and into Ben’s cage, and from there to the new home of Mr. John Wright.

Pete stayed where he was, against the bars, and Ben followed them as far as his cage. Rhonda and Greg stepped through John’s cage on the way to their own, and John was aware of cage doors being shut and locked, of his neighbors being returned to their places, but his focus was on Tamara, on her smile and the way her blonde hair bounced as she walked and on the place between her legs, which had just held four other penises, taken the cream of each, and which was probably now at least a little sensitive, but which John planned to use nevertheless, because he was required to.

Tamara dropped onto his bed and rolled to her back.

“C’mon,” she urged, opening her thighs to reveal her wet opening. “I’ve been looking forward to this.”

John, doing his best to forget that he was surrounded by dozens of people – some of them having sex, some recovering, all of them visible through the bars should he raise his eyes – did as he was told, clambering onto his bed and bringing his stiff penis to Tamara’s vagina.

So she wasn’t going to wipe, then. She wasn’t going to douche. John was going to have to mix his semen with the ejaculate of four others. Did it bother him? He didn’t have time to think about it. Tamara seemed to want penetration as much as he wanted to be inside her, and he plunged forward, relishing the embrace of yet another new sheath, another body he’d never known before, new walls, a different depth, a novel wetness. Still propped up on his arms, he forced himself all the way into her, pulled back, pushed in again, and she reached up and grabbed his shoulders, pulling him down to her, bringing his mouth to hers, and they kissed, his chest against her breasts, his penis plunging through her female treasure, their tongues wrestling, and John was making love to her, to a stranger, a girl he’d just met, a girl he’d watched take four other penises before his, and his hips worked furiously, his swollen shaft ground within her chamber, his head smote the depths of her girlness, and that was all he knew, and all she seemed to know, that two bodies had been brought together, naked, and two sets of reproductive organs had also been joined, and joined they must stay until the rod had made its statement, issued its testament. For the male, climax was not optional. Deliver the cum to the hole, no matter how long it takes, no matter how raw her insides. Indeed, where orgasm was a vital aspect of the penis’s exercise, suffering was crucial to the vagina. She must be strained, stretched, pushed to her limits, because such was her responsibility in the breeding room, where Harper might order any number of poles into her chalice once her egg was ready for seed. Harper liked certain combinations, wanted to bring this and that race together in a new being, but John suspected she wasn’t above letting fate play its part. Perhaps she wanted a blend of Irish and South Asian and German blood to course through her new creation’s veins, but after that first penis was spent, should she not double her chances with a second injection of sperm, even if it belonged to a Nigerian or an Australian aboriginal? And maybe Harper should assign a third partner, and a fourth, all in one day, all of them ordered to spend as long as they could within the chamber, stretching and straining within her for 10 minutes, 20 minutes, longer than that, to maximize the quantity of their deposits, and the speed with which it emerged, and the strength of the long-delayed but inevitable vaginal climax.

In this first session of exercise at his new home, John did all that could have been expected of him, thrusting until he could wait no more, at which point he groaned and gasped through a long, difficult orgasm, his penis expanding and contracting with each jolt of semen, his hips shaking, the thuds of flesh against flesh ringing through the room. Nor could it be said he did not assist Tamara in her own pursuit of perfection, for as he finished, the girl was by all appearances receiving maximal conditioning, every movement of the shaft either in or out of her provoking another groan of patient agony, a little more wear to her soft walls, meaning a little more healing tonight, tomorrow, the next day and, in the end, a sex organ with a better grip, and greater tolerance for the rigors of the breeding room.

And John, in tandem with Tamara, must also be given credit for the extra attention he gave to the girl’s hole. Even as he drove toward his own complete pleasure, he moved his rod within the girl and ground his pelvis outside the girl, in such a way that she had no choice but to suffer an orgasm at least as severe as his, a final pleasure that seemed to cut through all the pains of vaginal overuse, because as soon as she started grunting through the first moments of pre-orgasm, she raised her thighs as far as they would go, dug her nails into John’s shoulders, screamed, and shook her pelvis up and down, side to side, doing all she could to intensify the sensations of being plumbed by a thick, furious rod.

And should anyone have been standing at the foot of John’s bed, watching carefully at the place where their organs joined, they would have seen all the proof they could ask for that both boy and girl had completed their assignment, for with every climaxing thrust of John’s penis, another string of white cream oozed from the girl’s vulva, and as she rounded out her own urgent response, other fluids rolled out from between shaft and lips as well, the clear juice of female joy, a reward so fierce that it could transcend even the ache of five insertions in quick succession, and the coupling fluids continued to pour out as the pair slowed, the penis rested and the female hips ceased writhing, and now there was another kiss, mouth to mouth, John on top of Tamara, his hips between her thighs, the two laying like the two most amiable lovers despite their introduction some hour or so ago, a familiar couple savoring the conclusion of a regular afternoon break.

John arose, his penis slipping out of the girl, another round of sexual honey dripping out as well, and she looked up at him, smiling, completely alive, full of the passions of life, her recent pain of no consequence.

She was naked, her legs spread wide, her black hair thick around her slit, the very image of a girl who belonged online for boys to masturbate over.

But there was something in her eyes, too, a kindness perhaps, a softness, and John was not ready to say goodbye to that aspect of the female in his bed.

He dropped back down, surprising himself, surprising her, pressing all of his body against her, but only to kiss again, raw and open-mouthed, but by necessity platonic. He would not ask her to take a penis for a sixth time, if he could deliver it (which he believed he could).

They embraced and kissed and she laughed in his ear and whispered to him, “You need to let me go, lover. But I’m sure I’ll be back again.”

Lover. This is what John wanted to hear. Lover.

He pulled away from her, sat heavily on the edge of his bed, watched Tamara slip behind the curtain around his toilet, and he wondered how long she would be wiping her vulva today and tonight.

Beth was waiting as Tamara finished on the toilet. She’d already put the other three on leashes, and they stood by John’s cage, looking a little flushed, a little weary and a little stimulated as well, and John looked at each female’s opening, noticed the fluids on lips and inner thighs, and when he raised his eyes, he saw that all three were studying him, and he smiled.

“What did you do to her?” someone asked of him, not expecting an answer, so he provided none.

“Tam, you’re slowing us down again,” another of the girls complained.

“I had to take care of the new boy,” Tamara replied, flushing and emerging from behind the curtain, rinsing her hands at the sink and stepping to the bars. She turned, looking into John’s eyes, first smiling, then wincing slightly as Beth pushed the leash plug up her anus.

“We understand you know how to swim,” said one of the girls, prompting her companion to slap her shoulder and hiss, scandalized.

“God, shut up, that’s so rude!”

“I do know how to swim,” John agreed, prompting laughter. He rose and stepped over to Tamara, and she turned and they kissed one more time, and then Beth unlocked John’s cage door and she slipped out.

“Bye,” Tamara said with an ironic wave. “Make sure to write!”




Chapter XXVII: Visitors

If mating can be called a craft, if sexual intercourse is a valid profession, it must be said that John Wright strove to excel in his field. Yes, he reveled in the pleasure of the job, but invariably, he did so within the confines of his role, and performance remained paramount. During exercise, he worked to maximize the benefits of every session for both himself and his partner, and in the breeding room, his preparation showed through, his physical prowess and his work ethic united such that, at the end of every coupling, the semen gushed from his tip while groans escaped from the throats of his mates, bound bodies shaking and writhing under his patient, determined ministrations. He learned to tease when teasing was necessary, and to pound without mercy when the time had arrived. He learned the nature of each vagina, as well as the personality of her or his possessor, all the better to ensure optimal timing. First, there must be ejaculation, and then the arrival of the partner too, as great a spasming of the loins as possible, the sheath and the uterus squeezing and shaking and swallowing the potion.

Was John happy? Did he delight in this form of service to God?

It must be said that he was pleased, overall, that this mission represented both his spiritual and his biological destiny, that he’d gone from hiding the core of his nature to displaying it multiple times per day. From the moment he was placed in the presence of his next vagina, through the first insertion of penis, all through the thrusting, and finally to the orgasm, these were times of untrammeled pleasure.

And when he was not inside a partner, he found many other opportunities for satisfaction. He read voraciously from an eclectic menu – his Bible, of course, other religious works, the Dick Faithful series, and a wide variety of “forbidden” works. More books about LGBTQ culture, as well as science and history, books about other ways of living, other perspectives maintained by the children of God.

He also learned the joy of free conversation, of speaking openly with his neighbors and his fellow breeders about anything and everything. Rhonda he found to be quick-witted, curious, irreverent – and surprisingly devout. She had been born to a Christian family, and the combination of her penis and her otherwise female attributes troubled them not at all. This was God’s doing, and God would not be questioned, and Rhonda had grown up confident and faithful. Hers was not the god of John’s upbringing, however. She worshipped a deity who treasured the different, the broken conventions, the people others called freaks and abominations. As they shared their perspectives through the bars, John stealing glances at Rhonda’s breasts and face, Rhonda toying idly with her penis, they both grew in understanding, and there was a love there as well, brotherly at least. Or like the love between brothers and sisters. Or a love that didn’t need to be labeled and defined. It simply was. Like the love of God.

And yet, there were clouds over John’s head. Even when one slips out of one’s family home without saying goodbye, buys a bus ticket south, and ensconces oneself in an impermeable, prison-like breeding facility, one does not escape one’s family, not nearly.

John’s family was, indeed, always there with him, always sitting in some corner of his mind, watching, waiting, missing him. His brother, Luke, had lost his hero. His sisters, Ruth and Eve and Rachel, had lost their eldest brother. His parents had lost a son. And John was well aware of how they felt about what he was doing, because his mother’s words to Harper’s detective had been conveyed to him: “breeding perversion.”

That’s what she’d called his mission. Offensive to man and God alike. And, certain as John was that she was wrong, that she was missing the greater message of God’s love, it was impossible to dismiss her words out of hand. They haunted him. They stung. And he couldn’t quite shake the idea that they might be true.

And always, along with the hurt of her words was the fear of what she might do. Would she storm Mirabilis, figure out how to get in, break down doors and confront John, naked in his cage, or while he was depositing semen up one of the vaginas? He couldn’t imagine how his mother could accomplish any of that, but she had done other things had hadn’t anticipated.

Days passed, weeks, a month.

The Gazette US article appeared in mid-August, and it did indeed bear Harper on the cover, with her name in fine print, above a headline in bold, “Remaking America, One Designer Baby at a Time.” The staff bought several copies and passed one onto the male cageroom, where the dog-eared copy eventually made its way into John’s hands.

Harper Sutton was not the only owner of a breeding business, but she was described as the first to pursue the concept professionally, and one of the field’s most determined, most creative – and most profitable – entrepreneurs.

The end-result of her work – the offspring themselves – played a prominent role in the article. Only one was featured by name, a precocious four-year-old boy with an Asian complexion, blue eyes, straight black hair and a broad nose, whose strange beauty had earned him recurring roles in commercials and more than passing interest from television casting agents. Among the rest of the youth, there was a budding virtuoso pianist, three girls who had taught themselves to read at age 3, and several catalog models who remained nameless.

Other mixed-race people were mentioned, celebrities and geniuses, politicians and artists and models, whose births predated Harper by decades and whose existence was at one time a scandal, if not illegal. There was a section on what was called “non-institutional race mixing,” single women who wished to be mothers and who sought out exotic partners, or fertile same-race couples who brought in another race when it was time for conception.

But Harper was the star of the piece, and John could not help but linger over the pictures of the woman, one of her in a business suit walking through an airport, one in work clothes, standing in the sun in front of the Mirabilis building, one in an ill-fitting little black dress, looking somewhat awkward as she drank wine with coworkers at one of Savannah’s better hotels – something John suspected Harper never did, except when asked to by a national magazine, and then only for the publicity.

I know her, John thought to himself. She has been me naked, and I have seen her naked, and three times, in my first days under her authority, I put my penis in her body. And once, my semen choked her, and once, she allowed all of it up her vagina.

When John was told to masturbate, at times a requirement multiple times per day, it was often Harper he thought of, and the things he had done with her.

Harper was quoted extensively in the article, speaking in her plain way about how she ran her business, how she felt about it, what pleased her, what she still hoped to accomplish. To John’s surprise, she even mentioned him in a passage about how focused she was on diversity.

“We just signed up a male, mostly white but with a little Pawnee,” Harper had told the interviewer. “I love bringing New World blood to the mix. I’ve got Mayan, too. Incan, Choctaw, Inuit.”

John was content to remain unnamed, of course, with none but the denizens of Mirabilis familiar with his story or his identity. Meanwhile, his adventures across the challenging moral landscape of breeding for fun and profit continued.

A gestator named Kennedy who identified as male was brought to his group for a morning session, and the boy with a vagina bore the challenges of intense penetration stoically, and John held up as well, stretching and thrusting and ejaculating and accepting that this was indeed a boy, and that John was, by the definitions of this place, having sex with a male, and he was at peace with that.

He was also put, several times, with a vagina fitted with a monitor, a tiny microphone and motion sensor pinned to the labia.

The first time it happened was two weeks after his arrival, during an afternoon training, and it provoked nothing less than a crisis.

John knelt behind the girl – Willow, her name was, white and Asian, with golden skin and natural dark brown hair. She was on hands and knees, John her second partner, and he reached down to spread her lips when, along with Ben’s semen, he noticed the little gold ring, almost like jewelry, that had been put through the thickest part of her inner lip.

“Yow,” he said, touching it, pausing, the tip of his penis poised inches from her entrance. “A ring.”

“It’s linked to the wombinator,” she said proudly. “I’ve got a baby up there.”

“Does it hurt?”

“No, it’s fine,” she said. “You can go in.”

“But . . .” John said, his voice trailing off, suddenly very aware that everything he said was being broadcast to the wombinator upstairs, and to a single, developing being floating there. And it wasn’t just what he said, but what he did as well. If he pushed hard enough to move Willow forward, the fetus upstairs would feel it. If he pounded her, teased her, shook her, grabbed her hips and forced her backwards to maximize the depth of his insertion, the unnamed designer baby upstairs would know, and somewhere, somehow, it would remember. Would it be haunted?

“Boy or girl?” John asked.

“Girl,” Willow said, widening her thighs and arching her back, raising her vulva in what was clearly John’s cue to enter.

“How . . . far along is she?” he asked, touching his tip reluctantly to her entrance.

“Six months,” Willow replied, rocking back, taking all of John’s shaft into her body at once. “Oh, oh, damn.”

John grunted, adjusting to the startling sensation of Willow’s firm hold. He pulled out slowly, pushed back in with the same caution. It was his first time in Willow’s chamber, and despite his reservations, he found himself conducting his standard assessment, feeling the unique characteristics of her sheath, getting his first sense of what stimulated her, and what he might do to push her to orgasm.

A girl. Six months along. It was almost as if she were waiting within Willow’s womb itself, aware in some part of her tiny mind that something was being done to her mother.

John pulled out and pushed back in gingerly. For now, his erection was holding by virtue of Willow’s grip itself. His body was engaged, but his mind was not.

“Well . . . congratulations,” he said.

“Yeah, thanks,” Willow said. “She’s mine and Roscoe’s, and Harper’s already found parents. Her skin tone is amazing. Harper calls it terra cotta.”

The more John learned about this little being, the more uncomfortable he got. He pushed in and stayed there, wishing he could force his semen out and be done here, before he did any more damage to the new life.

Willow, growing impatient, took over. She slid forward and dropped back quickly, gasping and rocking her pelvis as she adjusted to John’s girth. Another to and fro, another grunt, but this one sounded more like pleasure, and John noticed on her third slide forward that her lubricant was running thick, all of his penis glistening.

Mother knows best, does she not? If Willow wanted quick, hard insertions – and if her honey flowed when it was done – then who was John to hold back?

After another half dozen of Willow’s attacks and retreats, John joined in, timing a hard, deep thrust for maximal penetration.

Willow’s vagina felt good when it was entered this way. It was one of the tighter organs here, with a firm grip deep inside, near her uterus, caressing his head and rewarding him when he pushed in to the girl’s limits.

Willow seemed to sense that John was serving as a full partner now, and she adjusted her movements to conform to his, allowing him to do most of the work, sucking in her breath each time he pushed into her.

She also seemed to relax a little. Perhaps John wasn’t the first penis who’d used her chamber cautiously once the ring was detected.

“If this is the only baby . . . I have,” she said huskily. “I’ll walk out of here with enough money . . . to go to college.”

“Yeah?” John said absently, trying to maintain his focus on things other than the fiscal.

“Yeah, and Roscoe . . . damn . . . is going to get something like 50.”

“Fifty,” John said between sighs.

“Fifty thou,” Willow said.

“For . . . what?”

“Getting me pregnant.”

“He gets . . . paid for that?”

“You all do,” Willow said, lifting up on her knees and arching her back again.

John paused, waiting for her to get comfortable.

“All of you do,” she replied. “You know that, right?”

“You okay?” he asked, once she’d settled.

“I’m fine,” she said. “Go as fast as you want. I can probably cum this way.”

John pushed in, pulled out, ground in again, thrusting forward as Willow worked her pelvis this way and that. But she still wanted to talk.

“You knew that . . . uh . . . right?” she said

“What?”

“That you get paid? Uh, uh, uh.”

“Uh,” John replied. “Yeah . . . yeah.”

“It’s like, thirty thousand,” she said. “Plus a cut . . . of the final . . . amount . . . oh god, oh god, oh god, fuck, fuck, uuuuuhh, yeah, yeah!”

John, already close to orgasm, had no trouble reaching the end as Willow shook and spasmed around him, her toned vagina clenching all of his member as he delivered his semen with quick, short jabs and his own guttural cries of release.

He stayed in her until she was done moving, eased his wet penis out of her only after she inched forward, but his mind was elsewhere now.

Thirty thousand dollars.

Was Willow speaking the truth?

John filed the information away, doubtful it applied to him, or if it did, doubtful he’d actually conceive a child. He sought to be good at everything he did here, but the meeting of his sperm and a gestator’s egg was out of his hands. And could they really be sure it was his? At what point was DNA testing done? Thirty thousand dollars was almost as much as his father made in a year. And if he conceived twice, he would make as much as his mother and father combined. If he stayed for a year and conceived three times, or four . . . no, impossible. What would he do with that much money? What would God want him to do with it? A divinity degree was no longer out of reach.

Was this a mission? Or was it simply a path to a more demanding mission? To John’s true destiny?

On a Saturday in mid-September, John two months into his stay at Mirabilis, part of his immediate destiny came at last, a little after lunch.

John had been sitting on his bed, flipping through book three of the Dick Faithful series, when Beth arrived, leash in hand.

“You’ve got some visitors,” she said.

These were familiar words in the penis cageroom, and John looked up from his book, noticed that Beth was looking at him and standing at his door, and his mind traversed a half-dozen scenarios that all missed the mark: this was a mistake, Beth was joking, Beth was trying to scare him, Beth meant that one of the gestators from downstairs wished to visit him . . . But the most likely possibility at last dawned on him.

“I have . . .” John stammered, his mouth suddenly very dry. “You mean . . .”

“Yeah,” Beth said. “You weren’t expecting anyone?”

“No,” John replied. “Who is it?”

“I don’t know,” Beth said. “A couple of people is all I was told. They showed up early, so they’re waiting downstairs until it’s 2, but I need to bring you down and get you chained to a post.”

John slipped off his bed and looked down at his penis, and suddenly felt profoundly naked.

This is a test, he told himself. He’d been due for one. God had set very few trials before him since he’d arrived. Now it was time to face his past, to atone for the transgression of fleeing, to ask for forgiveness, perhaps to explain why he was here and even to describe what he’d learned. God works in mysterious ways, and sometimes hardens hearts, and sometimes softens them. Was this not a mission as noble as any other, to convince his mother and father that this was indeed God’s work?

And if he should fail – if the Spirit was not in his words, or the softness was not in his mother’s and father’s hearts – and if instead of understanding they had come to accuse and condemn, to call all this perversion, he would make clear that they must depart, and signal to the staff who were, he was told, ever present, and have his parents removed, and mourn that outcome but understand its inevitability.

He raised his penis, at the moment not just soft but small as well, and he held still while Beth locked on the leash, and he followed her out of the cageroom, noticing only as they reached the elevator that his penis still bore the traces of a morning session, a glaze of lubricant across his head, another smeared up the middle of his shaft.

Down they went to the second floor, and down the hall to the visitation room, a place John had seen only once before.

This was necessary. This had been ordained by God. And it was another chance for John to grow in faith. But none of that made it any difference as Beth led him to post in the third visitation square and padlocked his leash to the ring. John’s heart was thumping, his legs weak, his breath coming in deep gulps. He looked down at the thick blue line that defined his visitation space – six feet on a side, his post in the middle – as if he were looking at an execution scaffold, or an gladiatorial arena where he would fight to the death.

“You’re okay with being secured by your genitals?” Beth asked.

“Huh?” John said, startled from his reverie. “What . . . I have other options?”

“I can put a leash up your rear, or chain you by one wrist and one ankle.”

John looked down, struggling to envision these other possibilities, found himself unable to focus on anything but the people downstairs who were about to see him like this.

“No,” he mumbled. “This is okay.”

“This is your first time in visitation?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Okay,” she said. “Your visitors can be with you for up to an hour. They need to stay within the blue lines. You are welcome to talk quietly, and physical contact, such as handshakes, hugging and kissing are fine, but you can only have sexual contact if that’s been cleared beforehand, and there’s no paperwork for you on that. So your visitors need to remain clothed, and we’ll need to cage your penis.”

John turned to the post, placed his hand next to the ring where his leash was bound, used it to steady himself.

“If we see anything we don’t like, or you seem uncomfortable, we’ll be asking your visitors to leave,” Beth continued. “No yelling, no arguing, no fighting, or they go.”

Two worlds colliding: the pristine, self-righteous, asexual world of his parents, and his own planet, a raw, orgiastic place. But a holy place.

Two worlds colliding. There would not be the fire and conflagration of the great, violent unions of stars and planets John had read about, but this would be fire and brimstone of the moral variety, of the cultural, of the familial. To John, it would be just as calamitous: parents seeing their child as he or she truly is, the child helpless to hide from their eyes.

And then, a cage? Why? They were afraid he would try to have sex with . . . his parents? And would his parents understand that’s why he’d been sheathed? Would they look down and see his steel wrapping and conclude that, without it, he would be striving to get inside their bodies?

John felt his stomach lurch and fought the urge to vomit. It was as if all of the last two months had never happened. The naked John who stood here at the end of a leash in a breeding agency was the same John who had been caught staring at pictures of naked girls after a day clearing the dirt away from the foundation of the preacher’s house.

John looked up, considered asking Beth to bring him back to his cage, but she was gone. He looked down, blinked, grimaced, looked back up.

He wasn’t the first one here.

Ben had been chained to the first post, and he was engaged in a spirited conversation with Natalie, leashed by her rear to the second post.

“Let’s ask John,” Ben said. “John, your opinion please.”

“On what?” John said, startled, looking up at his neighbors – the very tall Nigerian and the pale white woman with raven hair.

“My god, John, you look like you’ve just seen a ghost!” Natalie exclaimed, turning to stare at him.




Chapter XXVIII: Comfort from Natalie and Madison

“First time here,” John mumbled.

“Who are you expecting?” Natalie asked, her voice colored with natural empathy.

Natalie was a special case at Mirabilis. She was a wife, and a mother, and very wealthy, and she wasn’t here to make money. She was here to get pregnant, the Mirabilis way. Her husband was sterile, and the couple had decided, for their second child, that a Mirabilis baby would be preferable to adoption, or an anonymous sperm donor, or copulation with a male they selected. Not only was Natalie not being paid to be here – she was paying, market rate. And she was enduring all the tribulations of any other breeder – the cages and chains, the leashes and punishment, the five-penis training sessions. Her only consolation was a weekly visit from her husband, who spent an hour with her on Saturday afternoons, out in the open in this room, conjugally.

John had trained with Natalie once, had learned her story through the penis cageroom grapevine, and had struggled a little when she walked into his cage.

Was this not adultery? Was his session with Natalie not a violation of the sacred bond of marriage? Or was this another thing God would look past, something necessary, if not blessed?

In the end, although John’s mind wavered, his penis held firm, and he completed the assignment.

He found Natalie’s vagina comfortable, with a solid grip, and he gave her a full dose of semen. As a compromise with the residue of a morality he had not been able to shake completely, however, he did not tease her, did not push her to orgasm, and indeed did not seem to pleasure her much at all. He’d been her fourth penis, she taking him flat on her back, and she grunted and closed her eyes when he first went in, and she raised her head to watch him work on her in the middle part of the project, and her eyes went wide and her chin jutted forward during his finish, when his thrusts went fast and deep, and then it was done and she lowered her head and looked up at John with a half-smile, as if in silent thanks for his gentleness, and she got off the bed and passed through the door to train with Rhonda.

Natalie climaxed with Rhonda, arriving with a series of short, urgent cries. And as she neared completion, she raised her mouth to Rhonda’s right nipple, sucking it, licking the breast around it, and John sensed a partnership between the two no male would be able to enter.

“Is it someone you owe money to?” Natalie asked, stepping toward him, stopping only when her leash went taut, her toes almost touching the blue line of her visitation square.

“Worse,” John replied, keeping his hand on his post, but turning to Natalie with a weak smile. He appreciated her concern. It came from a good place in her heart, he believed. But there was neither the time nor the inclination on his part to explain the vast, complex dynamics at work here, the history of religious certainty in his home, the response to his porn habit, and what had happened in the church parking lot.

“It didn’t go well last time?” Natalie asked, crossing her arms under her heavy breasts.

John looked at her, trying not to lust, but it was impossible. His last training session had been hours ago, and his body was ready for another round of relief, and Natalie would have made as good a partner as any, physically speaking. His eyes wandered from her pale nipples to the thick black hair she kept trimmed around her vagina, and he felt the first stirrings of arousal, his penis waking.

“No . . .” John said, wishing away the erection and trying to converse normally. Presumably, Natalie was here to see her husband. Presumably, they were going to have sex. Here. Less than six feet away from him. Close enough that, even if he didn’t look, he would hear them. Would she cry out? Would he groan? Would her husband know why John was aroused? Would he take offense?

“No,” John said, trying his answer again. “They haven’t been here before.”

“I’m sure they’ve missed you,” Natalie said. “You’ve been here since August, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” John said tightly, his penis growing on its own now. Natalie’s eyes flickered down, taking him in, raised, and she offered a small, understanding smile.

“They didn’t know I was here,” John said tightly, and he shifted a little at his post, as if trying to get more comfortable, easing behind it, the end result being that his erection was mostly hidden.

“You didn’t tell them?” Natalie asked, surprised.

“No,” John said. “They wouldn’t have approved.”

“How did they find you?”

“Good question,” John said.

“Hey,” Natalie said, putting her hands on her hips. “I’ve got your back, okay? Don’t let them bring you down. You’re here and you belong here.”

John smiled weakly. He was still terrified, but her words helped, and as the clock neared the 2 p.m. mark, he steeled himself for what lay before him, and his eyes wandered past Natalie to the waiting room beyond the window, where visitors would sit until they were allowed in. There was no one there yet.

John heard the door open, heard the ring of a chain behind him, turned to see Madison being led to the fourth post, standing still as Beth locked her anal leash to it.

“Hey, Madison,” he said, turning to look at her, making no effort to conceal his erection from her. Madison wasn’t married, and she wasn’t about to receive a visit from her husband.

“Hey, John,” she said. “What are you doing here?”

“Got visitors,” he said.

“Who?” Madison asked with obvious surprise.

“My parents,” he said. “Or at least my mom.”

“You’re talking to them now?” Madison asked.

“No.”

“How did they find you?”

“Good question.”

John was vaguely aware of Beth, heard her retrieve something from the supply closet, step up to him.

“Let me get you covered,” she said.

John turned to her, looked down with a sense of relief as she slipped the cage over his erect penis.

“Why are you caging him?” Madison said.

“That’s what the order said,” Beth replied.

“But it’s just his parents showing up,” Madison said, and she looked at John. “Boys don’t have to wear cages when it’s just their mom and dad.”

“It’s okay,” he said, shrugging and wishing Madison would shut up. His parents could probably still tell he was erect if they looked down, but a cage was preferable to a member that was both enflamed and completely exposed.

“Are you sure it’s your parents?” Madison said. “Maybe it’s a friend from high school or something. A girl. They’ll lock you up if it’s a girl your age.”

John frowned. No one from his past should be showing up here. “I don’t know,” he said. “Who’s coming to see you?”

“Mom and Dad,” she said. “They try to get here every coupla weeks.”

“Is it . . .” John began haltingly. “Isn’t it . . . sort of strange?”

Madison looked down at herself, as if noticing for the first time that she was naked.

“Well, I guess,” she said. “I’m sort of used to it, though. I got here last spring, so enough time has passed. And Mom and Dad are okay with it too, as far as I know. They have to be, anyway, since it’s the only way they can see me. And Mom did the tour with me, the day I signed up, so she’s always known how it works.”

“So she saw . . . everything?” John said. Talking to Madison was helping his nerves, he noticed, so he was going to keep asking questions until someone’s visitors showed up.

“Oh, she did more than see,” Madison said, laughing. “She wanted to do the tour, so the rule was she had to undress . . . and wear a leash . . . hooked to me.” Madison looked behind herself, as if the tether running from her anus to the post was instead a chain running to her mother’s body.

“They leashed her . . .?” John prompted.

“Yeah, her rear,” Madison said. “You should have seen her face.”

Madison looked past John’s shoulder.

“That’s her, by the way,” she said. “With my dad.”

John started, turned, saw four people: a man and woman seated together, both attractive and with hints of Madison in their faces, whispering to each other; a second woman, very black and slender and clearly Ben’s mother; and a man who, John was certain, was Natalie’s husband, because he was already nude.

That was it. Whoever was here to visit John, parent or otherwise, had not yet taken a seat.

Natalie’s husband was smiling, his mouth moving, and John realized the man was speaking to his wife through the glass, forming words only she could understand. She was facing him, standing utterly still, transfixed, her body straight, one hand on her post, and John could feel the power between them, a love that transcended what she must do here, take penises for training, take penises to conceive.

The clock over the window ticked: 1:59 p.m.

The door from the hall opened and two more workers entered, Alyssa and Becky, and Beth stepped into the waiting room and said something John couldn’t hear, and Madison’s parents stood and made their way with what looked to John like a complex mix of emotions, the joy of seeing a daughter coupled with the pain of seeing her here, like this.

“I’ve got a surprise for them this morning,” Madison confided to John quietly, and he looked back at her with a raised eyebrow, but she smiled and closed her mouth. “Them first.”

The couple entered. “Hi, Ben,” Madison’s mother said.

“Hello, Mrs. Inglewood,” he said.

“You’re never going to call me Mary?”

“It doesn’t seem right,” he said, turning to the man. “Hello, Dan.”

“Hi, Ben.”

As her parents drew near, Madison lifted up on her toes, her chain rattled against the post, and John looked at her, her hands clasped under her chin and her breasts bouncing against her arms, and he remembered being with her in the first days here, and how she felt, and his penis hardened and his cage rose, aiming up.

By the time her parents were passing Natalie’s station, Madison could no longer contain herself. “I’m pregnant!” she shouted, and she bounced again. “Roscoe got me pregnant!”

Madison’s mom was the first to close the distance, spreading her arms wide, swooping in for a hug, and they embraced and squealed against each other’s shoulders. The dad, clearly more reserved, nodded to John as he stepped up, but the hug for his naked daughter was at least as passionate as her mother’s, both of them sighing as they held each other close, and John watched the family drama play out beside him and saw three pairs of wet eyes, and felt the joy and the sorrow both, because as Madison was growing up, this was probably not the way any of them ever had imagined this moment playing out. And yet they were all doing their best.

“How far along are you?” the mom asked.

“Just a couple of months,” she said. “So they’re going to take it out in a couple of weeks.”

“Take it out?” echoed the mother, looking concerned.

“Yeah, I wrote you about it,” Madison said. “I won’t carry it for nine months. Just like, three.”

“How will they—”

“Hey, you need to meet John,” Madison interrupted, putting her hand on her mother’s shoulder and turning to face him.

John looked toward the couple and tried not to think about the erection their daughter had provoked. If they looked down, they would see that his cage was pointed slightly up. If they looked more closely, they would see that his penis had completely filled its little prison, the shaft straining against the mesh, the tip lodged at the end. Would they take offense? No, they couldn’t. This was how things worked here. Clearly, they understood this. Could John’s parents ever understand? With a pang of sorrow, he told himself that, no, they could not. Madison was enjoying a family reunion. John was about to suffer judgment.

The father turned, stepped until his toes reached the blue line that marked the edge of his daughter’s visitation space, and offered his hand, and John took it and shook with a firm grip.

“John Wright,” he said with a slight bow. “Nice to meet you, Sir.”

“I told you about John in my last letter,” Madison said. “He was the boy who swam across the river to get here, through all this mud. And then we were together, on his I think second day here, and he was put on this machine to . . . you know, test him.”

Madison, John noticed, seemed to have decided to filter herself a little, leaving out the detail of what kind of machine John had been bound to: a device that measured the way he pushed his penis up their daughter’s vagina. Not everything needed to be said.

“Hi, John, I’m Mary,” said the woman, also offering her hand while her eyes traveled down to John’s genitals, pausing there. Was it mere curiosity? Motherly concern? Something else? This penis, now straining against its confinement, had been inserted into Mary’s daughter. What mother wouldn’t look?

“Nice to meet you, Mary,” John said, trying to imagine this attractive, middle-aged woman touring Mirabilis naked and leashed.

“So, they’re going to take her out of me,” Madison said, pulling her parents’ attention back to herself. Everyone had up to an hour here, and Madison seemed to know her time was limited. “And then it goes in this machine. That’s all I’m supposed to say. But it will be fine. It will be just like it’s still in me.”

“They’re taking it out of you?” Mary said, her concern obvious. “Surgically?”

“No,” Madison said. “Not surgery, per se. She’ll just come out through my, um, my vagina. I’ll be fine, I promise. Harper told me . . .”

John turned away, glad to let Madison and her parents have as much privacy as was possible.

Ben’s mother had been let in, and she and her son were conversing, and John confirmed that his penis was still uncovered, while John’s had been caged. Why?

And immediately in front of John, Natalie and her husband were hugging, both nude, bellies pressed together, the man’s ankle chained to the base of the post, his hips moving slightly, Natalie’s thighs slightly spread, and John knew he must be rubbing the top of his penis against her vulva as a prelude to penetration, as a way to stimulate and arouse and wet her, and he remembered the feel of her wet vaginal grip and grimaced, because he was reaching his highest state of arousal, and there was nothing he could to about it, and the ordeal that awaited him was completely non-sexual.

He when he looked into the waiting room, the nature of his ordeal came into far clearer focus, because there sat not his parents, not his mother and father, but two girls he didn’t at first recognize. Both were staring at him, with expressions he also could not recognize. One was older. A woman, really. A young woman. And one was younger. High school age. Early high school age. Something about them was familiar. Disconcertingly so.

They were staring into John’s eyes. John was staring back.

Ruth.

Ruth Wright.

And Rachel.

Rachel Wright.

Sisters. Two of the sisters of John Wright.

It had been two months, just two months, since he’d last laid eyes on them, but the clear glass between the visitation room and the waiting room represented a far greater barrier, of place and experience, of traditional morality and some new form of it, of human sexuality, of physical freedoms lived in social prisons, and physical prisons in which freedom reigned.

There was the gulf of time, as well. What had his sisters been through these last two months? How had the disappearance of their reverent brother changed them? How had time itself changed them?

Until he got on the bus in Eastminster, John had never departed from his family for more than a week, for Christian summer camp, and even then, he detected changes in his family upon his return – Luke’s piecemeal maturing, a new expression of Eve’s, a skirt on Rachel John had never seen before, Ruth’s growing bust.

By that measure, here were two strangers, girls John no longer knew.

What were they doing here? How could they even sit there, looking upon five naked people, one their brother, two a husband and wife who, even now, were working up to penetration with kisses and the touching of erection to hip, thigh vulva?

They were not fainting in shock. They were not barreling from the room in offense. No, they were staring plain at their brother, taking him in, trying to understand, it seemed. There was courage here, John decided, theirs as well as his. He’d found a lot of courage in this place.

Ruth’s mouth moved, then Rachel’s, in a conversation John could not hear, and they continued to stare, and they only took their eyes off him to look briefly at Beth, who had pushed the door open and beckoned them to enter.

They stood, Ruth leading, Rachel behind her, their steps deliberate, their eyes on the floor, where they remained as the girls slipped in, past Beth, past Ben and his mother, around Natalie and her amorous husband, and finally up to John, where they stepped soberly into his blue visitor’s square and, as one, looked up at him.

Yes, there were differences here, some subtle, some not. Ruth’s hair still dropped straight to her shoulders from a part down the middle of her scalp, but Rachel was sporting bangs now, her forehead half covered. And she was in a new skirt, something abstract, shapes and colors laid down without any respect for nature, or order, or godliness. John didn’t find it attractive, but he suspected that Rachel was going for something other than aesthetics or sanctity, as she always had.

Ruth was the first to speak. “Are we allowed to hug you?” she asked, eyes flickering to his caged penis.




Chapter XXIX: The Pawnee

John, unsure of his voice, answered by spreading his arms, and Ruth stepped up to him, a little to his right side to avoid being tapped by the cage, and they hugged gently, and she stepped back and Rachel approached him the same way, and the girls’ innocence and their long, modest skirts and the sweet smell of their hair worked together like another kind of trinity, sustaining and redeeming and inspiring John.

“How did you find me?” he asked, looking from one pair of female eyes to the other.

“Well . . .” Rachel said, speaking first. “We found that note you left.”

“Yeah,” John said. “I wanted you to.”

“And then Mom . . .” Ruth said, “she went through your tablet, and found that page you looked at, even though you tried to get rid of it, and then that lady came by our church, and she sort of put it all together, other than where you were, until a few days ago.”

“Is she here?” John asked, looking anxiously into the waiting room.

“No,” said Ruth, “but she said we could go.”

“It’s been like . . . an adventure,” Rachel said, and she offered a slight smile, just the merest indication of amusement, but it was what John needed. Somehow, the girls had gotten hold of Dad’s car, and they’d traveled out of state unchaperoned, a rarity for the Wright children. They probably had lunch out somewhere. And now they were here, and they didn’t seem to be reeling with horror.

Ruth’s expression remained unreadable, however, so John looked from her face to the rest of her, saw that she was continuing to fill out, to become a woman. She was 17, due to turn 18 in the spring, but John could already see the adult in her serious eyes and her curves and the way she carried herself.

He used to lust after this body, he remembered. Much of his unbridled sexuality in those days had been necessary, a step toward his current destination, but as he stood before his eldest sister, he remembered his lust for her – weak and casual as it was – with a weak and casual shame. She had been the most eligible female in his physical presence, at a time when the mad hunger for virtual females had been overwhelming, and bled inevitably over to desire for those with a physical presence. It was not something he was proud of now. Nor did he need her now, nor did he want her, other than for what she was, a sister.

Rachel was still a child, but there was an undefinable addition to her persona as well. Just 14, John thought. No, 15. She’d had a birthday since John had left. August 20. He remembered the date. He’d been five when she was born and brought home. A precious gift from God, John was told, and he believed it, literally, and would touch her soft curls and imagine that God was still close enough to his creation that he could feel John’s fingers.

“Hey, happy birthday, Rachella,” he said, smiling and using his pet name for her. “You’re 15.”

“I drove here,” she said, nodding. “I’ve got my learners’ permit.”

“Some of the way,” corrected Ruth. “Not on the interstate.”

“Mom and Dad let you get your permit already?” John said, surprised. He hadn’t been allowed to get his driver’s license until he’d turned 19, driving sparingly ever since.

“I told them . . .” Rachel blurted before she stopped herself, and when she continued, she spoke slowly, as if considering every word. “I sort of said that, since you were gone . . . I might need to . . . be ready to drive.”

“A lot has changed since you left,” Ruth said, and her implications were clear. It wasn’t just that two months had passed; it was that the family had spent the last two months without John. Dropping a rock into a small puddle creates all kinds of ripples, John thought. Pulling a rock out does the same.

John heard a female grunt to his right, cut his eyes discreetly toward Natalie and her husband, saw that the man’s penis was being eased slowly, deliberately, into Natalie’s front chamber.

They were going to make the most of their allotted time, John thought ruefully, and his sisters were going to witness it, all of it. Would they admit they had stood next to sex while they’d been with John? Would they go home to a beating for that transgression?

John tried to focus on his sisters, but he found himself struggling in vain not to imagine how Natalie’s vagina felt, how the nectar provoked by her husband’s teasing had made things flow, how her wetness would feel around his head, his shaft, the base of his rod.

Please don’t look down, John prayed to his sisters, and he sensed that his penis cage was rising, that his flesh was once again filling its steel chamber, that his member was throbbing and shaking, that the black hair that enveloped the base of the cage looked thick and wild and obscene, that soon enough he would experience one of those rare, but not impossible, spontaneous orgasms, his ejaculate shooting out through the hole meant only for urine, barely missing his sisters, who would depart in silence, inform his mother that things were worse then they’d thought, and never return.

“How’s Luke?” John asked, wrestling with the words, trying to impose a little normalcy here.

“He’s good,” Ruth said, her voice lilting at the end, as if she were as surprised as anyone that her younger brother was okay.

“He’s been redoing the bedroom,” Rachel said with a laugh. “Sort of like a fort.”

John smiled. Perhaps he should have been hurt that his brother was, instead of mourning his older siblings’s absence, taking advantage of having a room to himself. But no, this is exactly what John wanted to hear. Luke was moving on, as he would have had to do no matter what mission took John away.

“And Eve?” John asked.

“She wanted to come,” Rachel said. “But Mom and Dad said only two of us could go, and I begged and pleaded to let it be me with Ruth until they gave in.”

The decision to allow just two daughters on the trip made sense to John, because the Wright parents had imposed similar rules in the past. Should something terrible befall the girls, it must happen only to two of them. And the definition of terrible, John knew, was only remotely related to a disaster or accident. The parents were far more concerned about the invisible, spiritual evils that stalked the American landscape than any careening car or falling tree branch.

John used to fear that evil as much as any of the Wrights. And then his penis had led him into the thick of the world, and he’d found it . . . blessed.

How he had changed in two short months! Surely his sisters could see it in his face, in his naked body.

“How did you find me?” John asked.

“Mom figured it out,” Ruth said, casting her eyes briefly leftward, to the couple who dallied there, both of them issuing soft gasps as Natalie’s husband explored his wife’s female garden with his penis.

“How?” John persisted.

“She read about you in a magazine,” Rachel offered. “The one with the lady from here on the cover. Did you see it?”

“Gazette US?” John said, confused. There wasn’t, of course, a word about him in the article.

“Yeah, that was the one. Did you read it?”

“Yes,” John said. “We all did.”

“You all did?” Rachel said. “How many people?”

“I guess everyone here,” John said.

“No, how many people are here?” Rachel asked. “Boys, like you? And girls?”

“Oh,” John said. “I guess around 20 pen— . . . I mean, boys. And then about 40, um, girls.”

Rachel’s eyes went wide, and she looked up toward the ceiling.

“And they . . . force it?” she asked.

John grimaced, looked at Beth, back at Rachel.

Who knows what they’d been told, what awful things their mother had claimed about John’s life, what nightmares the girls might suffer as they imagined her brother’s new world?

Undo the damage, he told himself. There is an opportunity for good here. My lessons have been revealed painstakingly by God, daily, for months. But much could be shared in an hour. Indeed, had not Paul’s awakening on the road to Damascus come in a flash?

“We’re all here because we want to be here,” he said. “We’re getting mo—”

John froze, swallowed the rest of the word.

Yes, they were getting money, or so he’d been told. But there was no reason to tell his sisters that, no reason to give them something else to bring back to their mother, for her to use. He’d already lost all his mission money once. The Mirabilis money would be all his.

“We get taken care of,” he continued. “We’re bringing new life into the world. Making lots of parents very happy.”

As he spoke, something was tugging at the tail of John’s mind, something about the magazine article, and what Rachel had said.

He ignored it and proceeded. “I believe we’re doing God’s work here. Making babies that people really want. Making—”

“Mom says it’s a perversion,” Rachel blurted.

“I know,” John said. “I heard about what she said to the woman at church. It didn’t surprise me. She can’t think of anything else. Her brain is stuck.”

This was, of course, treason. To speak ill of one’s parents, out loud, was an affront to all that was good and sacred. These thoughts had been roiling around in John’s mind for months, and now they had spilled out his mouth, and Ruth and Rachel both recoiled, clearly shocked.

“There are other ways of knowing the Lord,” John said simply.

“Mom said you’d say something like that,” Rachel noted.

Rachel didn’t seem to be judging John, didn’t seem to have any opinion at all. She was simply reporting what she’d heard and observed. Indeed, if anything was to be found in her face, it was . . . mischief.

“Why did you come here?” he asked.

“Mom needs you to come back home,” Ruth said.

Natalie groaned, said a quiet “Oh, yeah,” and John and his sisters glanced at the couple, standing, the husband in position to push his penis up his wife’s vagina, both of them tense as he moved in and out.

“I’m kind of stuck here,” John said, tempted to point to his leash before he decided not to. “Two years.”

“She thinks you can get out, if you ask,” Ruth said.

“She wants me home, then?” John queried.

“Yes.”

“For what?” John asked, his voice rising a degree or two. “To dig ditches and patch fence lines? To get sunburned and blistered, and then all the mission money I earn gets given to someone else?”

“She doesn’t want you doing this,” Rachel said.

“Doing what?” John said, more than ready to challenge his sisters and, by extension, his mother.

“She called it fornication,” Rachel said, the slight smile reappearing. “She said it’s wrong.”

John folded his arms and looked down at the floor and pondered, praying for guidance.

And something clicked. Was this a revelation God had sent?

Something clicked: the integration of what he’d learned about himself, and what his sisters had told him, and what Harper had said in the magazine article.

“Fornication,” John said, staring at his sisters in turn. “Ask your mother about fornication. Ask her about the Pawnee.”

“Huh?” Rachel said, while Ruth looked on in silence.

“He’s my dad,” John said. “Not dad. A Native American’s my dad. A Pawnee.”

“John, what—” Ruth began.

“Just ask her that,” John interrupted. “Tell her John wants to know his father’s name. The Pawnee she fornicated with. ‘Cuz it wasn’t Dad.”

Ruth blanched. Rachel didn’t. Indeed, Rachel’s response was, if anything, guarded delight. She was doing her best to look shocked, but at 15, she hadn’t learned the art of feigning things yet. And there was something in her spirit that . . . liked this.

For a long moment, the blue square dedicated to John and his visitors remained hushed, while the sounds of adjoining squares poured in: Madison talking to her parents about something, possibly money. Ben and his mother conversing quietly, until she laughed. Natalie and her husband doing their best to enjoy each other discreetly, just a whisper or a slight groan from one of their mouths as he continued stirring within her. And the clink of chain.

Ruth blinked, swallowed. “Mom wants you home,” she said. “Now.” This seemed to be her message to deliver. Rachel simply stared.

“No,” John said simply.

He had imagined this moment, over and over again, the things he would say, the spiritual justifications he would offer, the Biblical precepts he would use, the contract he had signed, enforced with bars and chains and leashes. But he understood now that it would all be wasted breath.

“No” was all that needed saying. “No,” and the question about his Pawnee father.

So you had sex, mom? Sex out of wedlock? And then you had a child, and named him John? Okay, fine. It happens. But don’t pretend it doesn’t. Don’t pretend you’d never do it. Because you did, and you brought a boy into the world, and . . . you deceived him. You pretended to blamelessness, and demanded everyone else meet your holy, unreachable standard, and they suffered. I suffered.

I suffered.

And now you have the gall to declare my mission perverse?

John looked at the ceiling as if he could see through it, gazing to the heavens, where he saw only the utter deadness of his mother’s righteous façade.

Intolerance, narrow-mindedness, hatred of the other, had seeped into his gospel, poisoning it, polluting it, since his first day of life. Now, with his mission here, he was scooping out the venom, one poison swallow at a time, leaving behind honey, manna.

Gold, pure as glass.

A new message had drawn nigh, a fresh gospel, two thousand years in the making, arriving at this moment, in this generation, in the mind of John Wright and a billion more John Wrights, living their lives and feeling and loving and doing God’s work, with sunburn, with dirt on their hands, with an ache in their backs and, within their loins, a burning ecstasy.

“We’re writing a new testament,” John said, the words flowing as freely as any memorized sermon, while his sisters stared at him with the dazed eyes of those running down too many threads of meaning at the same time. “A third testament,” he continued, and he looked down at his penis, then looked over at Natalie and her husband, who were nearing orgasm. “We’re going to stop being afraid. We’re going to stop hiding, and closing our eyes. We’re going to let ourselves rejoice. And you’re going to have to choose. Live Mom’s way, or wake up, and feel the world with your own bodies.”

John smiled, finished with his sermon.

Rachel nodded. Did she understand? Could she understand? Had she ever touched, or thought about touching? Had she longed for more than touching? The question was entirely academic to John, a curiosity and no more. Rachel bore all the trappings of a girl whom males would want, but John did not count himself among them. She was his sister, after all.

And what of Ruth?

She stood, face expressionless, body still as a statue. Still as a pillar of salt, for she had looked, she had turned back, she had taken in the desecration not of a city but of a brother.

“We should go,” Ruth said.

Rachel was the first to hug her brother, wrapping her arms around his waist, not letting go even as his cage tapped her ribs. There was all the feeling in her embrace John could ask for, and when she pulled away, her eyes were wet, but she was smiling.

Ruth’s hug was colder, more mindful of the cage, her middle contorting to keep from touching it, but before she pulled away, she kissed her brother on the neck, and she sniffed, and her eyes were as wet as Rachel’s, and the girls backed away slowly, sadly. Beth, who’d apparently been hovering nearby throughout the meeting, slipped to the door and ushered the sisters through, and John watched them pass through the waiting room, where a second round of visitors had gathered, a mother and grandmother perhaps, a sister, maybe another husband, because he was naked.




Epilogue

“I heard about what happened Saturday,” Harper was saying, flatly, seated behind her desk in her office on the first floor, John Wright facing her and trying to hear her words through the pain.

He’d been put on a high-security leash, its little spikes digging into his scrotum every time he moved. He’d just been escorted from the third floor on that leash, the short trip an exercise in endurance. Now that he was seated, he would have held still even if his wrists and ankles weren’t bound.

He breathed in, looked down at his hands, looked at his penis. He’d ejaculated twice so far today, both times inside Chantrelle’s body. Harper liked the genetic mix the couple offered, dark African plus European plus Pawnee, but John suspected there was more to the choice. He liked Chantrelle. He admired her spunk. She was not so different from Jesus, really, if Jesus were a Black girl confined to a breeding facility. Like Jesus, Chantrelle’s expectations of human decency, and her furious responses to social injustice, seemed to be inherent, a visceral state.

And Chantrelle liked John, he suspected, given how she interacted with him since her brusqueness in their first meeting. Perhaps she sensed in him a driving need to be better, a need to reject an upbringing imbued with privilege and intolerance.

Maybe their relationship was as much a reason for their pairing as their DNA, John thought. There were other white penises here, just as capable as John of making something exotic in Chantrelle’s womb. But with John, there was also exceptional compatibility – joking, kissing and, most importantly, coupling with earnest professionalism. Each time he was assigned to her chamber, his one thick orgasm was accompanied by at least too of hers, the mates groaning against each other, laughing, crying out, and invariably as John withdrew his penis, a stream of semen would follow, shooting from her vulva copiously. Invariably afterwards, the staff would do their best to wrestle her into her straps before she lost too much, pushing a rod up her vagina to keep John’s semen in place, sliding a second up her anus to stimulate her, and setting a little knob against her clitoris to force her to keep climaxing, every movement of her legs making the tool vibrate madly, with no more than a minute or two of clitoral torment required to provoke another orgasm and another pulling of his semen deeper. And John would watch, with a mixture of sympathy and admiration, as she was bundled out of the breeding room and dragged down the hall and back to her cage, screams of overstimulation punctuated with howls of forced relief.

John, struggling to endure his own overstimulation, held very still as he regarded Harper across the desk. He wasn’t sure why she’d summoned him here, but he was no longer plagued by the constant fear he was going to be shown the door.

No, this seemed to have something to do with his meeting with Ruth and Rachel. Perhaps he’d be punished for what he’d said to them, and he’d accept it. He wouldn’t change anything about what happened, though. It needed to be done. He’d shared what he believed to be wisdom with them. He’d found some new wisdom of his own while he spoke. And perhaps some of what he’d said would make it back to his mother.

“Yes, Ma’am,” John said. “I know I was a little stern with them. I felt I was saying the right things, but I understand if there will be consequences.”

“Consequences?” Harper echoed, looking puzzled.

“Punishment.”

“Punishment for what?” Harper asked, eyebrows raised.

“For what I said to them.”

“No, I’m bringing this up because I just want to tell you inspired me.”

“Alright.”

“We usually don’t listen in on visits,” Harper said, “but I asked Beth to stay close, because of what we know about your family. If it seemed like they were upsetting you, I would have had them removed.”

John nodded.

“But you held your own,” Harper said. “Beth wasn’t sure if she should laugh or cry when it was over. So she did both.”

John shifted uncomfortably in his seat, wished he hadn’t, wincing.

“We’ll get you back upstairs in a few minutes,” Harper said sympathetically, “but I needed to go over a few things with you.”

“Okay,” John said, nodding and fighting the urge to say “Yes, Ma’am” again.

“You’re an inspiration,” Harper said, leaning forward, planting her elbows and her palms on her desk. “I don’t believe in a god who gets involved in our lives, but I still believe things happen for a reason. And you’ve had a very powerful impact on me.”

“I don’t understand, Ma’am,” John blurted. He wasn’t here to preach. He was here to learn. He understood that now. But he would hope, had he actually changed anyone’s mind about anything, they would be more amenable to believing in a present and intercessionary God.

“I’ve been fighting with my mother since I was seven,” Harper said. “And she’s always won. Most of the time, I didn’t even know we were fighting, and I didn’t even know she was winning. I just knew that after every encounter, I felt like shit.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“You want to know what she said after that article came out, with me on the cover?”

“Yes, Ma-- . . . Yes, I do.”

Harper emulated a high-pitched, scratchy voice: “Do you really want people to know that’s what you do for a living?”

Harper leaned back, raised her hands to her face, breathed in raspily . . . and laughed.

“I got on the cover of Gazette US!” she shouted. “They called me a revolutionary! And that’s all she had to say about it before she started going on about my brother. He’s a doctor and he can do no wrong. Never could.”

Harper set her hands back on her desk, looked at them, looked up at John. Her eyes were wet and her face was flushed. It was a look John had seen before, at church. Altar calls. The arrival of the non-believing and the weak-believing to a new state of grace. There were always tears, laughter, hugs, joy, and faces flushed and wet-eyed, like Harper’s now. Salvation came in many forms, John had learned, and he wondered how often his face had transformed in the last two months.

“I called her last night,” Harper continued. “Beth checked in yesterday morning, told me what you’d said, and I thought about it all day. And I called her and I thrashed her. I thrashed her, right over the phone. I told her that I’m proud of what I’ve done. I told her I succeeded not because of her, but in spite of her. I told her that until she stopped hating me, I’d have nothing more to do with her. I called her a failure. A disgrace to motherhood. It’s the only medicine a bully understands, is you bully them back. She was crying like I’d never heard her cry. I—” Harper paused, looked down, cleared her throat. “Okay, you don’t need to hear all this. But you need to know you helped me, and I think I know you well enough to believe that’s important to you.”

“It is,” John said, and a part of his mind reached out in sympathy to this mother, who’d been driven to tears indirectly by something John had done. Was Harper in the right? John didn’t have enough information to know either way. But John had done what was right, and that’s what mattered. Satan could always warp the ripples of a righteous act to work evil at the edges of the pond, and only those weak in faith would let that dissuade them from doing good.

Harper leaned back in her chair, laced her fingers around her kneecap.

“Next topic,” she said. “Atlanta. Want to go?”

“Pardon me?” John said.

“Synergy,” Harper said. “We’re putting on a conference in Atlanta next month. Breeding companies, manufacturers, research facilities, labs. There’s a big lab in Atlanta we’re co-sponsoring it with. It starts October 20. I thought you knew.”

John nodded quickly. “Yes,” he said, “it was mentioned in that article. And they’re talking about it here. I just didn’t know . . . I could . . . you mean . . . me?”

“Yes, I want you there,” Harper said. “I’ve thought a lot about this. I know you’re new, but you’ve really proven yourself over the last two months. You’re outgoing and confident, you’re a fast learner, and you’ve got the right biology.”

“Biology?” John repeated.

“You can stay erect all day,” she noted, “and that’s something we’re going to need. You can orgasm five plus times in 24 hours. That’s also really useful. You’ll be on the thrusting machine, we’ll be doing a penetration demonstration, all of us are hoping to sign up new vaginas there who need to be assessed. People are curious about our hormone exchange.”

John nodded and his penis stirred, as if it had also been listening to Harper’s words and wanted to let her know he agreed.

“And while you’re resting, you’ll be representing the company,” she said. “Answering general questions. Describing what life is like here, within the parameters you’re given.”

“Okay,” John said.

“You don’t have to say yes now,” Harper said. “You’ve got a week to decide, and this is something most of the penises are interested in doing.”

“I’m interested,” John said.

“Good,” Harper said. “But you need to understand it’s going to be hard work, and uncomfortable work at times. You’ll be shipped to Atlanta on Monday. Very securely. I don’t want to lose anyone. You’ll be put in a kennel, short leash for your testicles, chains on your hands and feet, a restraint rod up your anus, and a collar around your neck.”

John nodded, swallowed.

“You might sleep that way too,” she continued. “And when you’re out of your kennel, you’re working. You’ll enjoy some of it, of course, but you’ll do whatever we need. You might spend three hours on a show leash, with your penis caged, talking to strangers.”

“A show leash?” John echoed.

“Sorry, a long leash,” Harper clarified. “Ten or 20 feet long, anchored to the floor in our space, so you’ve got some freedom of movement, but so you don’t wander off.”

“Okay.”

“Or we might leave your penis free, which can be worse. We’re going to allow some touching, some interaction, and see how it goes. We’ve been bragging about our penises and vaginas, size and staying power, wetness and grip and endurance, and people are going to expect proof, and you’ll be on the front lines there.”

John’s imagination conjured vague visions of Harper’s conference, and his penis got the message and continued to rise, lifting up between his legs.

“It’s a two-and-a-half-day conference,” Harper said. “We’ll ship everyone up Monday evening, bring you home that Thursday afternoon. And if every penis and every vagina from Mirabilis isn’t completely exhausted at the end, I haven’t done my job.”

“I would be proud to go,” John said. “I’ll do my best.”

“Of course you will,” Harper said. “But I’m not asking for a commitment now. Think about it. You’ve got a week.”

“Okay,” John agreed, his mind and his penis’s mind already in agreement on the matter.

“Next topic,” Harper said, leaning forward again. “Do you remember one of the things we talked about on your first few days? About how I’d gotten into this business?

“Yes,” John said quickly. He didn’t remember the details as well as he recalled the essential premise: God had stepped in, found Harper worthy of His support, even if she wasn’t yet a Christian, and He’d arranged things in his own mysterious ways so that she could work some good in His creation. Someone had died, John recalled. A murder. With arrows to the chest.

“I know you sense divine providence,” Harper said, adding quickly, “and I’m not questioning your faith. But you forced me to think about some things that happened, human things, that kind of lined up perfectly.”

She paused, looked at John.

“It might have been God, it might have been fate,” she said. “Or it might have been . . . human. Someone with a plan.”

“What kind of plan?” John said. Human plans were invariably imperfect. God’s plans weren’t. And Harper’s plan for her business, and her success here, bore all the hallmarks of perfection.

“I don’t know,” she said, shaking her head. “But I’m starting to dig. I’ve started going through old records, the paperwork I can still get my hands on, and I’m finding strange things.”

Just be grateful for God’s guiding hand and let your faith grow, John thought.

“Truth is, I’m a little afraid of them,” Harper said. “If it is all part of some scheme – and I know how ridiculous that sounds, if not paranoid – but it if is, these people are capable of killing. And just because they saved my life seven years ago doesn’t mean they wouldn’t scratch me out if they didn’t want me finding something now.”

Harper breathed in, shook her head.

“So I’m telling just a few people,” she continued, “and you’re one of them, because you inspired it, and I know for a fact you’re discreet.”

“Thank you.”

“So here’s where I’m looking,” she said, offering a self-deprecating laugh. “If I disappear, you can tell the cops that, uh, these were my questions: Who killed Bollte Lippincott, and why? If it was neighbors, where did they go, and why were they spying on me? Who is Global Solutions MBK? They loaned me 30 million dollars, but I’ve got nothing on them except a PO Box in the Cayman Islands.”

Harper held out her hand, raising fingers as she proceeded through the list. “Who contacted my first male breeder? He told me when he showed up he got something in the mail about it and looked me up, but no one’s doing direct mail in this industry, never did.”

“And that article,” John said, well aware that God used the media all the time to achieve His will.

“Huh?” Harper said, looking startled.

“In the magazine,” John said. “It seems like that was another good thing.”

“Yeah, my phone’s been ringing off the hook since the day it came out,” Harper lamented. “Sissy can hardly keep up with the internet inquiries. I’m turning down interviews left and right.”

She looked up sharply at John. “But what are you saying? That they planted the story too?”

“No, I don’t know,” John said, raising his bound hands. “I was just wondering if that could be part of the plan.”

“They called me out of the blue,” Harper said, looking up at the ceiling. “I ask them how they’d heard about me, and the reporter was a little mysterious. She was saying ‘Word gets around’ or something, like it was a secret. And I have no idea how they found my kids. I wasn’t keeping track of them, but the reporters got names and addresses from somewhere.”

God works in mysterious ways, John thought, but he kept the words to himself while his mind wandered to the ways that the Lord would bring such a thing about. Surely, parents would brag about their Mirabilis babies, more so recently as the designer baby trend entered the mainstream. The children themselves might boast a little – if they needed to boast at all. Their appearances did all the talking necessary. And God would make sure the right people heard, noticed the social media posts, remembered the children’s names, or the parents’ names, and the right journalist would get the word at the right time.

“So, should I?” Harper was asking.

“Pardon me, Ma’am?” John said. Apparently, Harper had been talking, and John had missed it as he’d ruminated on the machinations of the divine.

“Cayman Islands,” Harper said. “There’s a mailbox there, for the non-existent company that gave me the startup loan. Someone has to pick up the mail. And I’d be there.”

“Where are the Cayman Islands?” John asked.

“Caribbean,” Harper said. “It’s beautiful there.”

She paused, looked at John a little sadly.

“I haven’t taken a vacation in 10 years,” she said, “because I knew my mother would find out about it and give me shit. But now . . . I don’t care.”

“How long would you be gone?”

“Long weekend,” she said. “Maybe a week. I’ll have fun, but maybe I’ll find them out too.”

John felt a pang of unexpected jealousy, imagining Harper off on her own in some distant, exotic land, enjoying herself. Would she find a lover there? Or take a lover?

“But why would they be doing it?” she asked. “What’s your theory?”

John had no theory, of course, beyond the inscrutable will of God.

“Wanna know what I think?” she asked.

John shrugged.

“Money laundering,” she said. “Russian mafia. Or China. Or the Saudis. Someone with cash to throw around that they needed to park somewhere safe. So they watched me. Decided I was safe. Kept me safe when they needed to.”

John shrugged again, utterly ignorant of such things.

“I just want to know,” she said, a little defensively. “And if they’re bad guys, I need to know, so I can figure out a way to get out of it before they kill someone else. And if they’re still watching me . . . well, I want to know that too.”

Harper snorted, looked at John, focused.

“So, you wanna go to Synergy?”

“I thought I had a week to decide,” John said.

“You do. But you wanna go?”

“Yes.”

END
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