
Humans habituate fast. What is constantly visible stops feeling ‘special.’ At nudist camps, after a short while, the novelty wears off. Nakedness is being transformed from arousing to ‘just skin.’ I don't think I would be a welcome guest at a nudist camp. I've never been there, of course, but I understood that the intention isn't to walk around there in a constant state of arousal. Perhaps it was because of my age that I couldn't look at my concubines without getting hard instantly. I think they would rather hear that it was their beauty that aroused me so much, but I think it is more their availability. I think many a man eventually marries a woman because from now on he can have sex with her every day without having to take her out to dinner, bring her flowers, or seduce her in any other way. With the ring on her finger, she is his, available 24 hours a day without extra costs for sex.
I have never owned a car before, of course, but in my fantasy, owning a woman is the same as buying a car. On the one hand, a dream of many years has come true. You have finally received something you have been looking forward to for so long. And now it is yours. It is something you want to play with immediately; it is the ultimate adult toy. You had to work hard for it. You had to get your driver's license; you had to show the world that you could take good care of her. And now you have it. And it feels amazing. But I also think it is quite intimidating; the thing costs a fortune, and you have to keep it in good condition in today's traffic. Fill up the tank on time and check the oil. Clean it. There is quite a bit of maintenance involved if you want to keep it looking nice.
I owned five women. I could do whatever I wanted with them. Having sex with them all day, not just with the one I married. I looked at my hand. I was still wearing my wedding ring. The ring was like a key, In front of your own locked house: priceless. After the lock has been changed, it’s a piece of junk metal. Where the ring granted exclusive rights on Earth, here it was worthless. Here on the Somnambulist, the Confederation declared our marriage null and void. But my feelings towards Sharon were neither null nor void. 
Sharon’s eyes are soft, pure, and peaceful; liquid, living beauty. Her hair is flowing, rippling, glossy, and alive. Her teeth are so white, it makes her smile feel like a special gift to me. Her lips speak and kiss, but most of all they invite closeness. Her cheeks can blush the softest colour red imaginable. Her neck shows elegance and dignity. It holds her head as if she were a Majesty. Her small breasts are soft and youthful, gentle and breathe with each breath delicacy. Her body is not an object in a museum, but something to be enjoyed, adored, smelled, tasted and felt. Sharon is not just a woman. She is the one I choose above all others. I surprised myself with the sincerity I felt thinking that. I owned her more than any woman I possessed. 
Isis was in her element. There was something in her eyes that I had not seen before. “Sharon and Joyce. We are going to act from now on as if you were both on the movie set. Like any good porn movie, it’s not about the words or the backstory; it’s about sex and nothing but sex. So when you come into Drew’s bedroom, Joyce might protest a little about coming into her son’s room to have sex, but Sharon, there is a reason you are her Domme, so her protests mean nothing to you. After you are sitting comfortably on her face, Sharon, with her tongue buried in your pussy, you shout and ask Drew to come in. He sees a woman he doesn’t recognise, and Sharon offers Joyce’s body for a good fuck, that Drew is happy to accept. Sharon, your body is available for his stimulation. He can hold onto any of your body parts, including your hair and tits. 

“Joyce, it’s your task to make Sharon cum several times. The visual stimulation of a girl coming, the real big O, is irresistible to a man. Concentrate not on being fucked, but on fucking your mistress. Feel free to pull out all the stops to make Sharon feel amazing. Sharon, it’s your job to keep Drew’s eyes on you the whole time. Use your imagination. 
“Aislinn and Kia, your job is to lie next to them and do whatever excites you both. The only requirement is that you make are vocal. Use a lot of dirty talk, both of you, to tell each other how excited you are to fuck each other. If you are sucking Kia’s pussy, Aislinn, or if you are rimming Aislinn, Kia, I want to hear sounds. Noises. Grunts. Don’t go for the fake noises they make in terrible movies; we are making a good porn movie with real-life sounds. 
“Questions? No? Drew, you have one simple task. You see, a beautiful body that is so ready to be fucked, you come in and dive right in. No foreplay, no words necessary. Just do what you can do really well and use the slut that is making your Sharon come. Do whatever excites you. And put all that lovely tasty cum of yours in that pussy that begs for a good, hard fuck. Ready, people? Action!”
I don’t think I will ever be a good porn actor. These guys can fuck an hour or so and they don’t come. At the end of the movie, they have to prove to the audience that the woman made him cum; they often have to jerk off to produce the money shot. It makes one wonder if they enjoyed the fuck in the first place if you come from jerking off, instead of the feeling of that lush warm body around your dick. Like I said, it didn’t take long for me to dump all my juices in Joyce’s cunt. Did it feel good to do that? Fuck, yeah! It is the case with everything: if you don't know what you are missing; it is easier to deal with than if you know exactly how a good fuck feels. The more you get, the more you want. At first you think: ‘I want a hug,’ and after you’ve got one, you’re not only addicted to hugging, you want fucking. And after you’ve been fucking, you’ll find out you need fucking regularly. Regularly, meaning four times a day, if that were humanly possible. 
In porn, women have to fake their orgasms. According to Isis, only a real rough fuck recorded in one take will give her the real live orgasm that we want to see. Seeing Sharon coming right before my eyes, so close, made me realise we, the people, are just animal species. There is something animalistic in the facial expression when we climax, where our deepest hidden feelings are given free rein. There is nothing cultivated about it. Shame gets the short end of the stick. The body wants to release all that built-up tension at once, and this is most visible in the face. Whether facial expressions are still controlled is not a concern for the body. The face distorts, craves, and changes every second as another wave of pleasure rushes through the body. If you get to be an intimate witness to that, it is a beautiful sight on any woman; it is almost a religious experience when it comes to Sharon.

When Sharon finally climbed off Joyce, the moment I was actually most afraid of had arrived. How would I react to her face when I had to face her again? Part of me wanted to flee, to run to the shower to protect my own feelings. But I also had a protective duty towards my mother. She, who had been my lifelong protector, required my protection. I had to be strong. I was responsible for her. When we crossed the aisle, I had to make sure we made it to the other side in one piece; her place in the line gave her some security because of the presence of the others. But it was my hand guiding her.

My mother’s face was wet from Sharon’s secretions, her lips slightly swollen from hard labour. Her cheeks red as a fire engine, perhaps from the weight that rested so long on her face, making it impossible to breathe freely. More likely, it was out of embarrassment. “Did it ever occur to you, Drew, that this might be uncomfortable not only for you, but for your mother as well?” Isis had asked me earlier. Even if she understood why we just had to do what we just did, it must be impossible for a woman to grasp that the fluids she felt leaking out of her body, were genetically the same as the one that produced the boy that spurted in her just now. 
Despite everyone around us, my mother and I were on our own again. I saw the utter confusion on her face, which made her so vulnerable. The only thing every man wants to do when he sees a woman so defenceless, so unprotected, is shield her from whatever is causing it. Even if I were the instigator. Without thinking, I bent forward and took her face in my hands. The perfume Sharon had left on her was incredibly potent. 

“I love you,” was all I could say, and kissed her. It started as a kiss a son gives his mother, with comfort and love and compassion. I have no idea if it was Sharon's smell that forced my tongue to open Joyce's mouth for me. The kiss changed tone. My tongue claimed her mouth, an unexpected desire to make her surrender to me. This was not a boy reassuring his mother; I was a man claiming, taking what was his. I should have known that she would surrender; after all, she had done so with Sharon before. And yet it came as a surprise. For a moment I needed to brace myself for the words I wanted — had — to speak to her.
“From now on, you are just a member of my crew. Nothing more, nothing less. I will take you whenever I feel like it. I will ravish you if I feel horny. I own you now and you will obey me like you obey Sharon.” That little speech made me horny enough to get a hard on and without thinking, I was fucking her gently as I was kissing her. The veil had become superfluous. Why, I do not know. I do not want to think about it either. I only want to enjoy this feeling, this moment. The mother's facial features vanished when the pleasure penetrated her brain. I wasn’t a porn actor. Those guys can only come once, and with considerable difficulty. But I had the stamina now to wait until her face became unrecognisable as she convulsed. And like any talented actor, when I came, I breathed a stream of dirty words to her lips.
The tension, which I had not known was present until now, had vanished. Like a high-pressure area to the south of us, the air felt warmer. When we were all clean and I was wearing clothes again and my concubines were without; it was time for a small motivational speech. Like the football coach addressing his team — as I imagined he would, because of course I had never had this experience before since I was simply more interested in Darts — I addressed my crew.
“All around me, sponsors are making life as difficult as they can for their concubines. And the only reason they do that is because they enjoy it. Power does that to a man. What you have shown me today is yet another example of how you all work together to make my life easier, and I want you all to know that I see that, and it makes me grateful and humble. Thank you for that. I’m bound to make more mistakes in the future. You don’t have to be Einstein to figure that out, but as long as I have your support, we will live a happy life.”
The rest of the evening flew by as first Aislinn and then Kia had to share their stories the way only women can among themselves. Kia was still within reach, and that made me happy. I took her to bed and proved yet again that all porn actors are wimps.

——————————
Apparently, Sergeant Barrett's assurance that she would protect their concubines had been necessary to release them to us. After some words back and forth, some warnings or threats to their concubines, and a few menacing glances towards Hajji and me, the tough guys and lady were on their way to their sweaty den.

“Feel free to chat with the others and mingle a bit. See if everyone still feels safe.” I said to them. 
“That’s a good idea. Hamila and Bushra, you join them as well.” Hajji said to Scheherazade and her sister. 
“Why don’t you ask the sergeant if she is willing to give you some basic lessons in self-defence,” I said to Kia. 
She nodded and went to the other side of the room where Poor Girl I, II, III, and IV were talking to Aislinn and the sergeant. 

Hajji and I looked at our concubines, busy gathering information. 

“We own strong women,” Hajji said suddenly. We didn’t have to talk all the time. Neither of us felt threaten’d by silence. You know what they say about strong women,
“Hard times make strong men, Strong men make good times
Good times make weak men, And weak men make hard times.

What do strong women make? Strong women make strong men.”
“That’s nice.” I said drily. “You were working at Hallmark as a lawyer?”
He had to laugh. The first time I saw him laughing. A very serious man, Hajji. We kept our distance from the other concubines to avoid unnecessary problems. Fire and Flame, the twins, came our way. 

“Hey, Drew, why don’t you introduce us to your friend?” Flame challenged. It was more attitude than something physical that kept them apart. 
“Hajji, this is Flame and the girl behind her is Fire. Flame and Fire, meet my friend Hajji. His real name is Mr Hassan, but I’m sure he won’t mind if you call him by the name I gave him.”
I turned to Hajji. Fire and Flame are children of Josie. Jade and Josie are both owned by Twin Man. 

“My mother and aunt aren’t owned by anyone. He’s my dad, and he’s crashing with my aunt and us right now.”
“Do you know what a concubine is, Flame?” Hajji asked. The twins played their childish game of walking around each other so people wouldn’t know who they were.
“Stop playing games, girls. Flame, sit here on my left; Fire, you sit on my right. You are not 11 years old anymore, so behave like the grownups you nearly are.” I said sternly. That seemed to make an impression, because the ladies-in-training went neatly to the designated spot.
“Let me rephrase the question I just asked Flame,” Hajji said, this time looking at the right girl. “Do you have any idea what the responsibilities of a concubine are?”
“To raise a family?” Flame replied as if she were on thin ice.
“That is an important part of her duties, yes.”
“I’m not exactly looking forward to more sisters or brothers,” said Fire.
My time to intervene. “It really doesn’t matter what you think of it, Fire. Twin Man must impregnate both your mother and aunt within a year. Besides, I don't think it will bother you either. By the time the children are born, you will both be fourteen. Your CAP score will determine whether you become a sponsor who starts your own household with your own concubines, or if you become a concubine and join a household needing one. In both cases, you will leave your parents' home.”
“You’re twelve now?” Hajji asked. 
“And four months,” Fire added. I liked that. Being precise about dates matters. 
Hajji took over. “You have to prepare yourself. On Earth you could act like a child, and no matter how you feel about it, in Space you are with 14 you are an adult. And if you get a high CAP-score, you will be responsible for how many concubines they allot to you. If you are a concubine, you will have to learn to obey whatever the sponsor tells you to. You have twenty months to prepare yourself for what is coming, and if you think that is far away, I can assure you, you will be fourteen before you know it.”
With no form of mutual communication, without looking at each other, without making a sound, they both stood up simultaneously in a silent statement that this conversation was over and walked back to their parents.

“Twin Man has a knack for not choosing sides,” I noticed. “He doesn’t go to the gym either, yet nobody commented on that.”
“That's right, it's a crowd-pleaser.” Hajji said. 
Kia came back to us. She kept the results of her interview with Sergeant Barrett to herself and stood at my left. Legs slightly spread, probably to hold the pose longer, hands held relaxed on the back. I briefly patted her bare thigh to express my satisfaction with her attitude.

“It’s better if we get our concubines back before the Gang of Four returns.” Hajji said in a lighthearted tone. The tone in which Hajji says things does not always correspond to what he means by them.
“Kia, gather mine and Hajji’s concubines here as soon as possible. No discussion, I want them here immediately.”
“Yes, Sir.”
“I’m grateful for giving Kia a purpose in life, Hajji. I probably would have noticed she felt lost, but that would probably have lasted quite a long time.” Kia walked towards the others with confident steps, and it took her limited powers of persuasion to pass on my message.
“Sir,” Aislinn started, her message clearly for Hajji and me, “I think within days we will have a new problem with Miss Vietnam.”

