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The year was 2020 on the planet named
Terranea. The date was on the fourth day of the calendar month of
December. There was a treasured by the High Council their servant
named by title Mindbender lying in bed dying away in a hospital
kept alive by life support machines. The High Council were nine
members of the planet’s ruling group that had servants in
servitude. Mindbender gave them a big impression from his undivided
loyalty as dedicated to them.

The High Council raged angrily “He’s dying
save him!”

Somehow the Meritanians as sentient black
rosebushes plants that could think and communicate in telepathic
human’s thinking talk calmed their raging fit down.

Erra was named was saying “Tank a Meritanian
that survived along with Mindbender is dying too. He’s reached the
end of his lifespan as Mindbender and is dying. Once one dies the
other dies.”

The High Council again raged “Save them
both!”

The lone female High Council member out of
eight males had a thought hitting her. She was contained like the
others in their medical preservation tube preserving her body alive
with mind organ intact. Erra was a Meritanian as a black rosebush
plant sitting in a planted black pot.

The female member said as the tube’s light
flashed red blinking light for her words “Mindbender possibly
reborn as born again in another lifetime?”

The High Council members, hearing her spoken
question got two to blared comments of shock from their
preservation tubes.

One said, “What the underworld’s depths is
such a question?!”

There was a second that said, “Frivolous idea
for that happening!”

Erra mentally spoke to the High Council using
telepathy for Meritanians were telepathic mind walkers “Not
frivolous but an actual event that will happen in the future.”

The High Council remained silent out of
shock.

Erra explained “Mindbender the godly one has
a favoritism attitude towards Mindbender viewing him as a son to
ask the Almighty One to have him reborn again. The Almighty One
knows of Mindbender the god’s attitude and has been thinking about
the subject. We Meritanians are asking the Almighty One for Tank to
be reborn once he passes away. Tank has proved to be worthy of a
Meritanian that makes us ask for him to live again reborn after his
original plant body is deceased.”

The High Council grumbled GRR in response
sensing that the rebirth of Mindbender would take forever till that
happened again. They weren’t known for patience with impatience
getting control of them.

Erra said “I warn you that the Almighty One
is known for doing things unexpectedly. Such as granting people’s
wishes for a miracle of a rebirth of a person to happen that’ll
won’t happen when that wisher person is alive. Instead, the rebirth
of the person may happen further in the future after lifetimes of
the wisher and family have passed away with descendants living.
This happened before with multiple families asking such a wish and
the member was reborn when their descendants were living after like
a century passed is when the rebirth happened. This is a habit the
Almighty One has done for granting rebirths’ wishes without
changing the pattern.”

The High Council again grumbled GRR in
response to Erra’s talk.

The female member said “Erra, tell the
medical doctor to give Mindbender the lethal dosage once he’s freed
from life support. He’s suffered enough, living too long two
thousand years with on and off medical preservation. Give him a
rest and let Almighty One grant our request to have him reborn when
the rebirth happens whenever it happens. We’ll await the rebirth
now once Mindbender is deceased.”

Erra bowed her plant fronds and transported
herself out to Mindbender’s hospital room. She ordered the doctor
to have Mindbender’s life support machines removed with him given
the lethal dosage to end his life.

Mindbender’s thought as she scanned him
slipping away “I oath I will be back.”

Mindbender was officially declared deceased
within minutes later by the medics examining his body indicating he
was gone. Erra felt pain hitting her including wailing from
Meritanians sounding in her mind. She was sensing Tank their sage
old male Meritanian had passed away his life ending the same time
Mindbender’s life ended. Erra felt sadness hitting her from the
deaths of Mindbender and Tank but assurances from the Almighty One
hitting her by senses that both will be reborn.

Erra mentally spoke “This is going to take a
while before both come to existence reborn again.”

She knew from her one thousand years of
living the Almighty One’s habit of waiting for the generation that
wished a person to be reborn would have to die first with
descendants living before the rebirth would happen. Erra sensed she
and her long-lived Meritanians would have to die before Tank was
reborn again.

Erra groaned thinking to herself “I guess I
better live and move on and pass down my history to future
Meritanians before the Almighty One calls me home.”

Erra got to work establishing history to be
passed down Meritanian way with medical creation of her child plant
with assurances that her daughter will live. Once her work was
done, she transported herself to the High Council’s preservation
tubes’ cavern room to die. The High Council from their tubes had
ended their lives ending an over two thousand years of living for
them. She sat on their stone table watching as water entered the
cavern flooding the tubes room becoming a tomb for the deceased
High Council and herself remaining to sit slipping away. Soon Erra
slipped away as the waters flooded the cavern filling it with the
watery liquid becoming a tomb.

Erra’s last thought when called home by the
Almighty One “My work is done I can rest.”

*

The future in the year 2120 in a dated month
unknown there was a sex prostitute named Zara. She knew she was
pregnant from physically examining herself naked in the floor
length standing mirror in the hotel room she stayed at as a sex
prostitute indicated a huge belly of visible showing. She had
already realized she was pregnant from missing her womanly courses
when she was two months in gestation. Her pregnancy caused her to
physically examine herself multiple times with hands touching her
abdomen for the baby. Zara did feel a baby form inside her from
hands onto the area that indicated the baby was bigger sized from
feel.

This caused her to think “I’m pregnant with a
girl I named Zaria.”

Her belly looked huge, making her look nine
months, that gave her the assumption she was having a girl. Her
family focused on the women in the past in her history of her
grandmother and mother both deceased having girls had always had
big babies with the pregnancy belly of big size. The baby form felt
easily in a bigger size of huge making her big in nine months from
examination. Zara got dressed in her trench coat she habitually
wore to hide her belly from the public. She had tried multiple
times to contact the baby’s biological father Zarian as he called
himself when they both had the sexual intercourse ritual months
ago. He remained unreachable, unable to be contacted like off
planet and elsewhere. She left the hotel room pocketing her
communicator in her handy purse to walk outside. She spotted the
church of Saint Valeria’s steeple in the distance and figured
she’ll go there to confess to the Goddess’s disciple in
confessional. She obeyed her feelings and walked to the church of
Saint Valeria to get into confessional to confess to the Goddess’s
disciple.

The disciple spoke seeing her seated inside
“What sins do you wish to confess?”

Zara said to the disciple “I pregnant with
Zaria a baby girl that I’m unsure if she’s a blessing or not.”

The disciple said “No you’re not. Your
pregnancy with Zaria a girl is ordained by the Goddess
herself.”

Zara was shocked getting that talk to gap
open mouth saying “Impossible!”

The disciple said to her “Not impossible for
your pregnancy with Zaria is going to be special according to the
Goddess.”

She was shocked to get that from the disciple
who kept talking “The Goddess assures you your pregnancy with Zaria
is going to be normalized as a healthy one. I assure you that’s on
the Goddess’s orders for Zaria to grow for you to feel her moving
inside you as a reminder of her existence for your duties to do for
the Goddess as ordered. You are going to feel Zaria soon after I as
Goddess’s servant gives you the blessing to assure your pregnancy
is blessed by the Goddess herself.”

She rubbed her belly in response as the
disciple continued “Your pregnancy ends when the Goddess determines
Zaria is to be birthed out. The pregnancy will go through
gestation’s time for you before Zaria is birthed out which is
anywhere from six to nine months.”

Zara felt relief only to deflate her mood
when the disciple said “There’s a trial ahead for you that Zaria
being inside you is going to require you to birth her to come to
existence. She’s important to be reborn from a previous life to
live again.”

The disciple refused to answer her question
“What’s going on with that?”

The disciple said cryptic “Don’t worry about
the future everything will work out if you take care of yourself
with the pregnancy for the right way means. The Goddess assures you
that everything will work out as said. But you need to obey her
commands telling you what to do for Zaria for the future and that
upcoming situation you are going to be facing.”

That was all she could get from the disciple
involving a specialized event happening in the future. She assumed
that the trial involved telling her baby’s assumed father Zarian
himself she sexed with a while ago that she was pregnant with their
daughter Zaria. The disciple waved the blessing sign over her with
his hand up in a chop gesture going four directions.

Then he said, “Go your sins have been
forgiven.”

Zara was forced to leave the confessional for
another to take her place to confess their sins to the disciple.
Zara sat in a pew in the back corner of the church with hands on
her belly through her coat in a rubbing way of pregnancy. The
disciple’s words were true from her rubbing her stomach through her
coat which she could for the first time feel Zaria inside her doing
vibrations like movements of kicking and punching. She was
instantly feeling Zaria’s movements for the first time as she sat
with hands onto her abdomen the baby moving was felt easily by
hands’ touch. Zaria inside her was moving away in an active way of
a baby that was proving this pregnancy was special as said by the
disciple.

She thought to herself “What to do with this
pregnancy?”

Zara heard a voice spoke “Excuse me.”

She looked at the acolyte in uniform who
said, “Tell the father whenever you meet him as ordained by the
Goddess what the servant told you about your pregnancy. Don’t do
your silent treatment of not contacting the father of your child
even though you’re discovering yourself pregnant.”

Zara realized to herself that the acolyte saw
her rubbing her belly through her coat who accurately figured she
was pregnant. She realized the acolyte thought she was distraught
with herself being pregnant unexpectedly from sexing with a man.
The acolyte said his words to her from him thinking she was upset
with herself recently discovered pregnant for the first time when
she was reaching the end of her fifth month in gestation. Zaria
continued with her hands onto her belly and feeling the baby’s
vibrations felt inside her to give up a volley of kicking like the
baby was upset herself with the situation. Zara felt herself not
inclined to remain sitting anymore from her itching to move and
walk. She got up and walked to the entrance of the church, walking
outside down the stairs. Zara noticed a black car long in length
limo with black tinted windows sitting parked parallel to the curb.
She noticed a man with fatness from his form standing outside the
limo like bodyguard waiting for something. Zara walked by and next
thing she knew the goon she called the bodyguard grabbed her by the
arms yanking her to the open passenger side of the limo.

She shrieked “Get your hands off of me!”

The goon refused and got her stuffed inside
the vehicle following her. Zara hissed of shock when she saw in a
sideways seat back to the window was the limo’s owner a businessman
by the suit that she had formerly sexed once.

The businessman when he hired her services
from the hotel room said, “I’m referred as Ron.”

Ron, she researched from reading newspapers
bought for fifty cents from the newspaper stand in the city of
Angelina at the stand named Atalanta Times. She recalled reading
the newspapers in the hotel Common Grounds’ lounge room mentioned
Ron by showing his picture. His name was Ronald Randall according
to the newspapers was a married man to his second wife named
Paisley that was younger than him by twenty something years. His
age was forty-five while Paisley was age twenty-one when they both
got married. Their relationship started when Paisley was sixteen
years old in reportedly a sexy way that developed into a marriage
pairing once she turned twenty-one the legal age for marriage. His
marriage to Paisley appeared to be using her for sexing and as a
displayed trophy wife after divorcing his first wife India as named
after eleven years of marriage. His first wife India gave him a
daughter named Indiana and was reportedly refusing to get pregnant
again with another child as his reasons for divorcing her. His
second marriage to Paisley had indicated nothing involving children
produced between them proving he was using her as a trophy display
and sexing for feeding his private as a man.

Zara glared at Ronald as she spoke “Explain
your rudeness sir!”

Ronald said, “Nothing rude.”

Before she could react one of the goons next
to her sandwiched between them slammed a hand onto her abdomen
where Zaria was inside her. Zaria, to her relief had stopped moving
around and was still to prove her pregnancy was normalized to fool
the goon feeling for the baby.

Zara blared “Hands off you brute!”

The goon said after removing his hand “Yes
pregnant as you suspected sir.”

Zara snarled “You’re not the father!”

Ronald said “You expected me to believe that
talk? The baby is mine I know it.”

Zara said, “I had sex with others as my
profession as a sex prostitute.”

Ronald laughed at her saying “None of them
could have you in your condition. I made sure of that not happening
by giving you drugs in your drinks to prevent that. Your pregnancy
was by me putting a drug in our drinks to assure this
happening.”

Zara shouted, “You used me as a breeder!”

Zaria’s kicking was felt in a volley inside
her quieted her in response as she glared at Ronald.

Ronald laughed again and said “Paisley can’t
get pregnant. Something to do with her socialite of a mother
ordering her baby carrier removed when she was sixteen. I proved
that status to Paisley during our courtship when she said she had
no womanly courses ever happening since she was sixteen a month
after the surgery. She was led to believe the surgery was a birth
control implant but that was for removing her baby carrier by her
mother finding her useless to have children. Her mother has too
much focus on her younger brother Patrick to be her heir than on
her as oldest child. That’s why she willingly married me for I give
her what she wants while she warms my bed for my needs.”

Zara glared with rage hitting her as she
spoke “Then my pregnancy was nothing but using me to breed a child
for you.”

Ronald snickered when he said “I’ll have what
I want for Paisley my wife to feel motherly even having a sex
prostitute have my child in a specialized way. Such as that
disciple saying garbage to you to think your pregnancy was
Goddess’s way when it’s not. I know what he said by that
confessional rigged to overhear talk.”

Zara said angrily “You buffoon broke privacy
means for religious confessionals!”

Ronald continued ignoring her comment “The
pregnancy was a medical experiment done onto you to assure the
baby’s existence fast when he’s born. Too bad the birth is going to
be a painful labor and delivery as stated by my medics that’ll end
your life once he’s born.”

Zara roared at Ronald “You did this to kill
me with this pregnancy!”

Ronald nodded confirming his talk saying,
“I’ll have what I want a child for Paisley and you out of the way
to prevent you from taking my son from me.”

Zara yelled “Disciple said a girl!”

Ronald said “He was telling you what you
wanted to hear from you women always want a girl. The baby is going
to be a boy I’m sure of that status as said by the horoscope when
he was conceived.”

Zara could only glare with murder on her mind
in silence, feeling the baby kicking away in agreement with her
mood of angry rage.

Ronald laughed and added “You’ll see where
you’re going to assure your silence permanently once the baby is
born.”

She saw that was a mental asylum she resisted
being brought inside.

Zara shouted, “I’m not going to be locked up
like a sex slave for you orderlies to sex me!”

Zara’s efforts were in vain despite her
resistance she was stripped of her clothes, put into a medical
scrub dress and locked chained to a bed with a baby pregnancy strap
monitor on her belly. Zara felt annoyance take hold when one of the
orderlies managed to take advantage of her lack of underwear to sex
her literally. One of the orderlies as a man with a paunch form of
fatness freed himself and pumped himself inside her making her
squirm in protest with his hand covering her mouth that she
couldn’t scream. The orderly ignored that she was pregnant with the
baby felt moving around in protest from the kicking and punching
movements. The orderly sexed her twice by the spillage jerking
movements of himself giving off woo noises. She admitted to herself
that she felt her mood improve from the sexing like always whenever
she sexed johns, she called the men in the Common Grounds’ hotel
room. The orderly once he was done with her to her shock, he kissed
her cheek and got up rubbing a hand onto her belly in a caress
gesture then left the room adjusting his pants to cover himself.
Zara as she stayed waiting for Zaria to be born the orderly himself
never giving her his name would habitually visit her room. The
orderly would rub her legs and belly in a massage way with Zaria
felt moving around as an active tenant that was never still.
Sometimes the orderly adjusted her dress to rub her breasts that
were filling with milk to get them pumped out of the nourishment
with the pumper device he brought with him. She assumed the orderly
was probably doing his behavior out of sympathy towards her having
a baby that would later kill her once the child was born out of her
body. Zara was unsure of how long she was in the mental asylum
locked up waiting for Zaria to be born even though her belly
remained rounded as a nine-month gestation look. Zara felt her
water bag break by leakage spilling between her legs followed by an
alarm sounded by beeping noises from the baby monitor wrapped
around her belly. The doctor by coat arrived having a handheld
scanned her with a sneer on his face she didn’t like him
automatically.

The doctor said in a sneering voice “Well
baby time. This is going to kill you when the boy as detected
gender is born.”

Zara said, “Zaria was the name I’m told the
baby was a girl.”

The doctor shook his head and said “You were
lied to have the baby come to existence. You women are always
sympathetic towards girls your pregnant with to carry to birth
term. You women are never sympathizers towards boys. You women are
always the same want those boys with their privates out of you
asap.”

Zara glared and said “Bloody hell you doctor!
Argh!”

She grimaced when a rack of pain zapped
hitting her from her abdomen.

The doctor said “The labor and birth are
going to be hell for you. Just an enough to kill you during the
process when your body is pushing the baby out. You won’t survive
this birthing I’ll assure of that even if I give you the lethal
dosage to assure of your death.”

Zara scowled and yelled “A plague on Ronald
Randall and his life involving his children too!”

The doctor laughed and said, “That’s like
what the breeder said when she gave birth to Ronald’s son his heir
after his first wife was cut off from having his daughter. She
didn’t survive the birth either like you won’t as assured this
happened before with sons of his for this’ll happen again.”

Zara gapped out of shock giving off argh
comments from racks of pain zapping her body. She felt like no one
was supportive towards her side in the conflict against Ronald. The
doctor left the room laughing up roaring like. She remained
squirming in bed from each rack of pain zaps hitting her body with
Zaria inside her twisting around waiting for herself to be born
from her body.

*

Hours later, the dated day in the calendar
December fourth was an hour old one o’clock in the morning when
Zara was too weak dying to acknowledge the squealing cries of a
baby born from her body. The baby cried for the mother who couldn’t
give love from her having a weakness of being unable to move.

The midwife said, “Baby is a boy but there’s
something odd about him.”

The baby felt himself lifted by the midwife
held up for the doctor to inspect after she cleaned him of his
afterbirth’s substances.

The doctor said “Figures this is the woman’s
fault as the mother from his inheritance and not the father. This
must be from all that drugs this breeder an obvious sex prostitute
threw into her body to prevent a pregnancy from happening that
caused this freakish side to show on the baby.”

The midwife nodded in agreement as she said
“Babies inherited from the mothers mostly and barely anything from
the father. This is her fault.”

The doctor said to an orderly “Inject the
patient with the lethal poison dosage to end her life. She’s a
breeding nightmare from producing this baby a freak of nature.”

The orderly obeyed to inject into the
patient’s arm the lethal poison dosage enough to end her life. The
monitors monitoring the patient soon flat lined indicating death
happened with breathing stopped with her eyes left open dead to the
world. The baby cried for his mother he’ll never know of her in his
memory from her loss of her life in front of him.

The doctor said “Show this baby to Mister
Randall once he’s medically examined at the hospital. You to let
him handle responsibility. I take no responsibility of this
child.”

The midwife nodded and wrapped the baby in a
blanket and carried him out of the room.

The midwife thought to herself “Humph Mister
Randall isn’t going to accept this one from the looks of him with
his pointed ears, human gold eyes and odd colored private part like
a snake from the lime green coloring with two red eyed looks at the
head’s area after I got him circumcised.”

The midwife’s hunch was correct for Ronald
was furious when presented the baby his son he fathered after
medics at the hospital medically cleared the boy.

Ronald blared “A freak of nature I
fathered?!”

The midwife said “This is the breeder’s
fault. The baby usually inherits mostly from the mother and barely
anything from the father such as you.”

Ronald scowled while seated at his penthouse
office in his business building dubbed Groundwater Tower. He had
built the building in the suburban city of Angelina while building
additional buildings after he achieved his fortune as a
twenty-nine-year-old man when he married his first wife India.
India had come from money he married her for that than love
intending to gain her fortune increasing his monetary wealth and
breed his heir from her. She only had a daughter Indiana his first
child that medics cut her off without his say so.

The doctor that ordered his wife’s cut off
status claimed, “The pregnancy was killing her when she carried
Indiana from how allergic sick, she was. This was indicating she
and the next baby both will die if she has another one.”

Ronald recalled India had no troubles with
the pregnancy with his daughter in his opinion to declare the
doctor’s excuse unacceptable. India was medically given a procedure
afterwards that caused her to develop something that Ronald didn’t
care for that disgusted him. Ronald used his wife’s socialite
connections to fire the doctor from his hospital position at
Trinity Triplet Hospital, the premiere medical facility in New
Bethany. The doctor once he was fired threw a lawsuit against the
hospital claiming the termination of his job position required a
severance payment package of two hundred million dollars. The
hospital would go bankrupt if they paid the doctor’s fee closing
the medical facility. This closure would endanger countless
people’s lives on the island territory of New Bethany that were
dependent on the hospital to survive medically. Ronald saw to the
doctor’s death by having a bodyguard hire a city gang member to
shoot the man to death ending his frivolous lawsuit. The
authorities didn’t press the death’s assassination by closing the
case from their obvious dislike towards the greedy doctor
threatening the hospital with his lawsuit.

The judge to his satisfaction said once the
doctor’s death was declared “Lawsuit dismissed!”

Ronald recalled he used three women as sex
prostitutes he sexed with disgust hitting him to become breeders of
his sons starting with his heir Ron Junior. Only two of the women
died from their labor and birthing while the third remained locked
up alive declared crazy. He was still trying to find out what
happened to the freakish fourth son’s mother despite conflicting
reports said death by birthing the baby with one report said the
doctor put her down. The birth had happened twenty-four hours ago
from the midwife presenting him the baby after being checked out
medically at the hospital who medics found the boy fine in good
health. The double doors to the room slammed open making Ronald
doing a double take look of shock viewing who was standing in the
doorway with his secretary.

His secretary looked ashamed that said “I
couldn’t stop her sir.”

The visitor was his wife of two years Paisley
who was aged twenty-one on her birthday when he aged forty-five
married her. His marriage was originally for sex as his intentions
and to flaunt her publicity as a trophy wife for her sexy looks.
She had developed what the natives of the island called the Kells,
hitting her a day later after their marriage was declared as a
normal thing for one at that age. Ronald refused to think about
that subject involving the Kells such as describing that
development to his feeling disgust. The island of New Bethany’s
natives had accepted the Kells as their normalized part of their
island lifestyles. He was struggling for years to accept when he
found out about the Kells from his ex-wife. The Kells was
widespread all over the island among natives that indicated they
had this development. He luckily didn’t develop the Kells from
biologically not capable to his relief of feeling icky from the
subject. Ronald recalled his courtship with Paisley started when
she was sixteen when he was forty years old, they both were on
friendly terms of just friends. He had recently divorced India his
first wife who let him go without alimony payments or a big legal
battle. India age forty years old like his age once the ink in the
divorce papers were barely dry married again to a man younger than
her that was a month into being twenty-one years old. Her new
marriage was still going strong now with obvious more than just
sexual relations between them with love. Ronald knew as stated to
him that India’s husband had developed the Kells a day after his
twenty first birthday. His disgust caused him to think the Kells’
development his ex-wife and her new husband both had was the reason
to why they married. The Kells was known for putting odd pairs
together in a coupling way such as marriage among island natives.
Paisley on her seventeenth birthday wound up coming onto him in a
hotel room that led to giving him aliveness feelings when she
surrounded him pumping into her. He pursued her with marriage on
his mind for sex to keep him feeling manly with his private inside
her feeling aliveness every time they sexed from her giving him his
needs.

Paisley once she turned twenty-one on her
birthday had said to him “Let’s go to the courthouse and get
married.”

He had agreed to joyfully be married to her
from realizing she’ll provide his needs sexually as a man in bed as
a willing partner. She developed the Kells a day later to his shock
that caused her to reassure him she loved him regardless of her new
development. Ronald was forced to concede defeat from her, proving
his needs sexually to make him feel alive literally. This was what
convinced him she was still the same as ever even with her Kells’
development. Ronald gave her a diamond ring large pendant size on
her twenty second birthday celebrating their one-year
anniversary.

Paisley had said when presented the ring “I’m
asking as a birthday present is you granting me a position as vice
president in your office business.”

Ronald agreed to her request. For a year
since she took the position as vice president, she acted out
ruthless enforcing herself to the office workers with demands of
them to do their job perfectly. Ronald felt relieved that she was
demanding on the job for he had gotten soft while holding the
presidential title unsure of hurting office workers’ feelings.
Paisley was known for waist long blonde hair he loved running his
fingers through when left dangling down her back. She had pulled
back in a braided tail while wearing her signature color of hot
pink almost red in a feminine colored businessman jacket that
showed cleavage of her huge breasts. Her breasts were really
altered medically by her own choice to look busty sexy her
thinking. Ronald couldn’t get an enough of fondling the nipples
while squeezing her breasts with kneading his fingers onto them.
Paisley had a short mid-thigh length skirt that showed her shapely
miles of tanned womanly muscled legs. Her body seemed to be focused
onto her long legs that made people want to rub hands onto them
than onto her chest with her booby breasts. Paisley marched into
the room with her stilettos high heels of black also sky high to
make her taller than she appeared and to highlight her muscled
shapely legs in a sexy way.

Ronald spoke “Paisley wife dear what are you
doing here?”

His secretary whined as said, “Sorry I told
her you had an appointment, but.”

Paisley interrupted “Be quiet!”

Ronald stood up as Paisley walked to his desk
with her green eyes narrowed in a glare making him gulp. Her glare
was twinning to her punishing him by getting him tied to the bed
and having him sexually urged roaring at her to sex him with her
refusal by leaving him screaming with his urges. She pulled that
behavior onto him multiple times that always made him nervous from
her flaunted enforcement behavior in his face especially in his
office. The baby in the midwife’s arms gave up a wail whining and
fussing noises that made Ronald grimace hearing the sounds. He
found babies such as the one held in the midwife’s arms a nuisance
from their noises. Ronald had no intention of taking care of that
baby the midwife held by dumping the child into the farthest
adoption agency he could throw from the freakiest side of his
pointed ears, human odd colored eyes and manhood’s private coloring
as displayed.

Paisley shifted her eyes to the baby and
said, “Let me hold this cutie.”

The midwife obeyed as Paisley held the baby
in her arms’ grips who stopped his wailing noises to coo cooing
noises sounded happy being held by her.

Paisley spoke in a soft voice with dreaminess
“Perfect.”

Ronald said “Check his ears and eyes and his
manhood. You’ll see he’s different from normal.”

Paisley obeyed his order and then recovered
the baby as she continued to hold him with mother’s love
sensed.

Paisley said “That’s what makes him perfect.
His unusual sides make him unique as my son I’m aiming to mother
him to grow up. He’s perfect as I declared him by the name of
Bastian Black.”

The baby sensed his name was Bastian Black
figured he’ll accept as his new mother Paisley carried him into his
new life of being her son.

*

Three years and two months later in the
second month of the new year of 2124.

Ronald had to admit to himself “My wife is a
keeper.”

Paisley had done her mothering job onto
Bastian too well, being an excellent mother to his son with his
advice on helping her with a male’s point of view. Paisley didn’t
seem to mind that Bastian after each cycled three months went
through growth spurts that took him two years to reach his declared
adulthood size. Once as a three-year-old was declared for Bastian
aged from birth with a year and two additional months of medical
examination onto him. The doctor to his relief had declared
Bastian’s body had shown indication he was fully grown as a
sexualized mature man but was a bit childish in his mind’s
thinking. Bastian’s growth had him filled out with a muscular thick
bulk with an easy on the eyes stomach muscled abs in ridges with
his tall height of six feet. He had kept the pointed ears and
golden human eyes and mop of black hair grown longer. Bastian had
developed as grown stuck at the mid back length black straight hair
with a streak of white part. His black hair color that Ronald
didn’t have for he was originally a blonde when his hair turned all
white was appearing to be inherited from his breeding mother whose
hair was that color. Bastian made Ronald feel envious of his
hairless’ status of without any facial hair growth of a mustache or
a beard or any of the human men’s hair grooming problems elsewhere
on his body.

Ronald confessed to Paisley “My sons
underwent this growth spurt themselves to achieve adulthood size in
two years’ time frame with an additional year and two months of
medical examination to determine they were functioning adults.
Their minds were childish like a five-year-old once they were aged
three years old from birth in adult bodies. They required schooling
to think adults’ world problems that took them all a year of heavy
tutoring teaching to graduate high school from their
homeschooling’s learning.”

Paisley said in response “Good means I can
get a tutor to homeschool Bastian. I know just the person who can
tutor him.”

Ronald dropped his mouth out of shock who the
tutor was that entered the house brought to the living room by
housekeeper the maid.

The maid said, “Miss Miles as she wishes to
be introduced.”

Ronald clamped his mouth shut when he saw
Miss Miles had dark colored skin of an Aurian’s heritage from a
moon, a miniature planet that was all habitual filled with oceanic
seas named Auric. Auric as named moon was one out of three moons
jointly together named Oceania that all were habitual that was
orbiting a giant gas planet dubbed Kingman fourth from the sun’s
position in the galaxy. Kingman had five orbiting moons. Two were
rocky stones orbs, not habitual but three were habitual like
miniature planets each having oceanic waters dubbed the name
Oceania as a joint colony name for them. Terranea, his and humans’
home world planet was fifth from the sun behind Kingman’s orbits in
the galaxy of twelve planets with multiple too many to count
habitual and stone rocky moons orbiting them, all dubbed
Mediterranean Galaxy. Scientists determined that Terranea with her
habitual lone moon Miruna, a miniature planet, could have been
declared the fourth planet from the sun from crisscrossing way
Kingman and the planet crossed paths in their orbiting the sun.
Kingman’s three moons were all declared sanctuary for people
leaving colony worlds to avoid prosecution of being jailed for
criminal crimes they were accused of being guilty of. The Oceanians
from the three moons declared name of Oceania were known for dark
colored skin from their oceanic living in the seas of the moons’
worlds. The Oceanians that habitually left Oceania to go to
Terranea were granted freedom from being prosecuted if they were
legal citizens and not former criminals from being allowed to work
and live on the planet side. Ronald forced himself to be polite
even though he was feeling disapproval of who Paisley chose to
tutor his son Bastian.

Ronald spoke “I’m Ronald.”

He was interrupted by Miss Miles’ loud voice
said, “I know who you are.”

Ronald was thinking “That attitude is
inappropriate!”

He was spared voicing his thoughts out loud
when Paisley entered the room with a hand pulling with force a
dragging Bastian into the room.

*

Earlier Bastian was in the kitchen drinking
his daily diet of lemonade he habitually stuck drinking than
anything else.

His mother raiser Paisley entered the room
saying “Basty dear come with me.”

Bastian groaned at the nickname of Basty that
Paisley kept referring to him even though he referred her as Pays
occasionally over any motherly titles. He finished his leftover
swallow of lemonade and placed the cup down as Paisley grabbed his
hand and with a hand pulling with force a dragging him into the
living room. He was towering over her height of five foot tall even
with the sky-high heels shoes she wore made her taller by four
inches. This time she had flats on her feet while wearing her
signature color red in a matching-colored sweatsuit. Bastian was
clad in black sweatpants with the word armor on the side in white
on one pant leg while wearing a sweatshirt having the words go
armor on the chest with his Velcro strapped white colored sneakers
on his feet. Bastian recalled being told by Paisley his clothes
came from his father’s business Knight Armor was an all-planetary
designer clothing business for sporting athletes to promote and
wear during breaks of competing in their sporting events such as
warmup suits.

“Your clothes were a popular clothing line
dubbed Armor Word that was still going strong with popularity since
creation over a century ago in 2002.” Said Paisley.

Bastian recalled her giving him a wardrobe of
labeled clothes once his adulthood status from his body was firm
without any changes of growths on his third birthday December
fourth which had already passed. The clothes seemed to be made
sized right for him to wear for his big muscular bulked body and
towering six-foot-tall height as a full-grown adult man of thirty
years old aged appearance. He had grown up in two years’ time to
become his adult’s size with a year of waiting to determine if his
body as an adult would take which it took remaining what he
was.

“Your mind is still childlike.” said
according to Paisley that babied him as an overgrown child despite
he felt like saying “I’m grownup!”

Paisley was saying “Bastian wait till you
meet her your new tutor.”

Bastian whined in a childish way in an adult
voice “Pays I don’t want to be tutored by a new tutor. I want you
to tutor me.”

Pays was his shortened name for Paisley he
referred to his mother raiser herself.

Paisley said “You’ll like her I know it.
She’ll be wonderful for you.”

Paisley got him to a female in a drapery red
and yellow striped colored dress with dark chocolate brown skin of
a non-Terrain native of the planet elsewhere. She narrowed her
brown eyes, viewing him with a snobby sniff like an air of
disapproval making him groan softly.

Paisley handled the introductions saying
“Bastian this is your new tutor, Miss Miles. Miss Miles, this is my
son Bastian who needs your instruction on adulthood world problems.
Kindly teach him what to do with being an adult for him to explore
the big wide world of planet Terranea and the space colonies in the
Mediterranean Galaxy. You Bastian might want to take a cruise ride
around Ringworld and the rings if your curious to see the planet
and rest of the galaxy’s planets yourself.”

Bastian in response stuck his tongue out
raspberry in response to the introduction of Miss Miles to him.

Miss Miles said in response “That behavior
isn’t proper for a young man like you to act.”

Bastian grimaced hearing Miss Miles’s firm
voice of reprimanding him for his behavior of sticking his tongue
out in a childish way of making a raspberry.

Paisley said “Miss Miles, I leave Bastian in
your capable hands to teach him what he needs to know.”

Bastian whined as said “I don’t need a tutor
I’m fine tutored by Pays.”

Paisley said addressing him “My tutoring you
has reached a point where Miss Miles has to takeover to tutor you
more lessons for you to learn for that mind of yours.”

Bastian sounded whining noises in response as
he was begging silently at Paisley to not to let him be tutored by
Miss Miles.

Miss Miles took Bastian’s wrist in a grip and
addressed Paisley “Where’s his tutoring lab for me to bring him
there for teaching him?”

The maid was in the room that announced,
“I’ll show you Miss Miles.”

Miss Miles, with forces of her height two
inches below six feet with a thin hand of inhuman strength pulled
him to follow the maid out of the room. Bastian was seen looking
back with a pleading expression of unwillingness to do what Miss
Miles was going to teach him.

*

Ronald watched as his wife collapsed into an
armchair from being exhausted.

He heard her groaning “That went well. She’ll
handle him I know it like she handled my brother with his
antics.”

Ronald said “Your brother? What antics did
your brother do to require Miss Miles to be his tutor? I got the
impression that Patrick was a perfect gentleman, always polite when
I met him. He gave me the impression that he’s a doormat towards
women controlling him.”

“Ronny!” blared Paisley in protest.

Ronald groaned saying “How I hate the
nickname Ronny you said to me.”

Paisley glared at him with her familiar look
making him gulp sensing she’ll make him pay for it with a sex game
of bondage tonight.

Ronald spoke “I could be wrong about Patrick
involving that doormat attitude. Might be he’s treating women
better than any man does towards them. Miss Miles must have taught
him well that he’s the type to treat women well enough to respect
them and their space.”

He got Paisley getting up to go to him to
straddle his lap with her breasts pressed into his front as she
gripped his collar of his shirt.

Ronald continued “Love please.”

Paisley gave up humph and said, “You married
me for my looks pleasuring you in bed, didn’t you?”

Ronald again groaned, getting their familiar
argument’s subject from Paisley he sensed she was upset with him
again. Paisley’s upset status towards him involved bringing up the
familiar argument’s subject like always followed by bondage sex
later that night with him locked up roaring for sexing at her.

Paisley said, “You looked at Miss Miles with
disapproval. I saw that expression from standing in the doorway
before I dragged Bastian to her.”

Ronald groaned and spoke honestly “I thought
her looks like an Oceanian made me think disapproval. This isn’t an
excuse since I know appearances are deceiving from you taught me
that lesson I’m struggling to follow exactly.”

Paisley took his hands and brought them to
her breasts underneath her top to cover the nipples. Ronald smirked
kneading her breasts feeling them sized just right for his hands to
cover the nipples and fondle with the fingering. Paisley kissed him
on the lips he enjoyed her kisses with her hands running through
his short white colored hair.

Paisley ended the kiss to his regret as she
spoke “Your right Patrick is a doormat towards women especially my
mother controlling him to be her heir to her fortune in the
Elizabethan Hotel business empire on the mainland.”

Ronald felt vindicated when Paisley said her
statement like he was correct on his impression involving her
brother.

Paisley added as said “Too bad mother doesn’t
know that Patrick is neutered with just developed a Kells like I
have when I met him for a lunch date to celebrate his birthday two
days afterwards. His Kells was obvious from my recognizable Kells’
reaction towards him making me blurt that question to him. He
confirmed his Kells and admitted to me he got himself neutered when
I went in the hospital for my physical around age twenty. I
remembered I was seventeen when I had the first of my breasts’
adjustments that my mother took advantage to alter me as obvious
after I had my first time with you with nothing to show. Patrick
said admittance he’s not inclined to take care of kids like I am
with Bastian. Patrick detests kids and marriage and is preferable
being a bachelor playing the field to do sex conquests. I’m
surprised that mother never noticed this behavior from him, or
she’ll be calling me to whine about him. I’m the oldest child even
though there’s a ten-month age difference between Patrick and me.
Mother appeared to have a back-to-back pregnancy with us both that
wound up with her issue of having a Kells medically implanted after
Patrick’s birth. She habitually whines to me in various
communication of what disagreeable action Patrick has done.”

Ronald spoke “Your mother might be doing what
I’m doing that created all three of my sons with their Kells and
Bastian the fourth the odd one out. Having a third child, a boy to
mold in her way of doormat if Patrick turns out defiant.”

Paisley glared at him making him say “Anyone
with the kind of money I have could do what I did to create all my
sons to existence. The price isn’t that expensive from my research
on the monthly payments for what I did for my sons’ existence. Your
mother could do this with a breeder like I did. She was having a
son and raise him up to her influential way to be what she
wanted.”

Paisley gave up humph and said “Maybe if
mother is desperate. She’ll do what you’re saying. Right now,
Patrick seems to be doing anything she’s ordering him except
fathering a child. I think she might arrange his marriage and have
his wife pregnant by implantation. Sex isn’t her thing she finds
repulsive enough to disapprove of our marriage. She legally
disowned me when we married thinking we’re doing this just for sex.
She knows of my Kells’ status. I said that to her when we met for a
social luncheon two days ago. I abruptly felt mine react in a
familiar way of indicating she had one herself. She admitted to me
to my outright question she’s has that status by implantation for
medical issues of her two pregnancies with Patrick and me. Mother
appears to not acknowledge Patrick’s Kells, or she would have said
something to me in a whining way.”

Ronald removed his hands from her breasts to
go to her front feeling what she was talking about literally.

Ronald groaned saying “Sex is one of the
reasons why we’re together.”

Paisley kissed him a peck then she said “Sex
yes. Another reason is love. We love each other to be married.”

Ronald recalled back then at the beginning of
his and Paisley’s relationship leading to marriage he distrusted
the talk of love but encourage the talk of sex as a reason why they
were together. Nowadays, since their relationship was still strong
even with them married to each other shortly, he had to agree with
Paisley that their togetherness was based on love. He truly loved
Paisley who loved him back with the caring they both gave each
other. Ronald was grateful the living room was a closed room with
doors to enter to his relief for he had something in mind for
Paisley to do for him in a way of making him feel manly. He snaked
his hand to the zipper of her pants zipping it down to find to his
joy no underwear when his fingers found her sensitive spot. Paisley
moaned hmm when his finger found her sensitive spot followed by
joining his other finger to rub her. Paisley unzipped her top
baring her breasts as an invitation for his mouth to suckle a
nipple while his fingers did their magic. Ronald obeyed sucking her
nipple he couldn’t get an enough of as his fingers rubbed her. Soon
Paisley thrashed from his magic as the orgasm she was feeling
erupted within her. He enjoyed the squirming and thrashing she gave
as she orgasmed. Ronald smirked as he removed his fingers and
stopped his suckling onto her while adjusting the zippers of her
pants and top.

Paisley, he eyed once she got sanity said,
“Woo what a rush.”

His stomach growled insisting on needing
food. He checked his wristwatch finding the hour was lunchtime for
them both to eat their noon meal. Paisley without being told
detangled herself from him while pulling him up. He followed her
out of the living room heading to the entrance leading to the
kitchen to ask the cook to cook a meal he was thinking in mind.

*

Earlier Bastian dragged by Miss Miles found
this dragging stopped to his relief.

Miss Miles abruptly let go of his wrist she
addressed the maid “Excuse me while I need to go talk to
Mistress.”

The maid nodded and walked up the stairs to
Bastian’s relief of being out of her presence. The maid gave him
feelings of disliking her like she disliked him. He followed Miss
Miles to the doorway to the living room to frown, viewing his
parents together. Paisley was seated on his father’s lap with her
shirt baring her breasts’ nipples. His father was suckling one of
the nipples with his mouth while Paisley was moaning in pleasure
with eyes shut. He gasped as he saw Paisley shake giving off a loud
moan of pleasure like she was receiving sex in a pleasant way. He
nearly gasped out loud when he saw them both detangled themselves
indicated his father had a hand in Paisley’s pants that was
adjusted by zippers right at her sensitive spot.

Miss Miles whispered to him “Sex can be
pleasant.”

Bastian had to agree with Miss Miles standing
in the doorway of the living room, both were unnoticed by his
parents. He had dropped his mouth when he saw Paisley act out a
moment of passion involving sexual pleasured by his father. Bastian
had viewed women’s breasts and their sensitive spots before from
magazines featuring them naked while posing sexually. He had
admired viewing the women’s bodies in the magazine instead of
bothering to reading the articles detailed who the woman was. The
cook a woman with fatness and a friendly smile had without
Paisley’s knowledge had taught him lessons on the sex talk was
involved. He was well versed about sex that created babies from the
cook’s showing him nudity magazines with private parts seen of both
men and women. Her magazines she showed him were only used when
both were alone in the kitchen during mealtimes when it was time
for him to take his daily nourishment of lemonade drinks.

Bastian had developed thinking “Men put stick
into women’s holes and pump then that’s it an instant baby comes to
existence.”

Miss Miles had him stand in the doorway
giving him a quiet signed gesture. He was clueless to why Miss
Miles stood with hands on her reed hips of boniness with a faint
bump in her front. Bastian saw what went on between his parents to
his open mouth shock. He realized that sex was a pleasant thing for
couples to do to each other to feel goodness than a duty of
creating babies. Once his parents left the room for the kitchen he
stared at Miss Miles while clamping his mouth shut unsure of what
to say to the tutor.

Miss Miles said, “Tutoring lab now
Bastian.”

Bastian obeyed to lead the way to the second
floor where his bedroom was and other rooms for his uses. Such as
the playroom where he could let himself loose playing away with the
toys and tutoring lab room, he hated being in. Miss Miles, once he
was inside seated picked up a book palming it in
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