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> Login: Oversight 47y2

> Password:

> Accepted.

Two Alerts Are Pending in
Biome B2.
> alerts

Biome B2 alerts:

Yellow nutrition low.

Purple nutrition low.

> census -a B2
Tribe

M
F
Declared alliances and notes

Red  

8 
2
Neutral to O, exclusive domination of Y for 33% meals
Orange
 
7
3
Neutral to R, exclusive domination of P for 33% meals
Yellow

0
10
Covert Ally with P. Submission to R

Green

2
8
Neutral, Shares M with B

Blue

0
10
Neutral, individual dominations of 4M, 1F

R (3M), O (1M), N (1M, 1F)

Purple

0
10
Submission to O, Individual domination of 2M, 4F

G (1F), B (2F), P (1F), N (2M)

None

4
8
None

Format: Tribe_Males_Females_Notes

Red_8_2_Neutral to O, exclusive domination of Y for .33food

Orange
_7_3_Neutral to R, exclusive domination of P for .33food

Yellow
_0_10_Covert Ally with P. Submission to R

Green_2_8_Neutral, Shares M with B

Blue_0_10_Neutral, Individual dominations of 4M, 1F

R (3M), O (1M), N (1M, 1F)

Purple_0_10_Submission to O, Individual domination of 2M, 4F

G (1F), B (2F), P (1F), N (2M)

None_4_8_None

> census -i B2/P
Name
S/A
Notes

1
F16
Surrendered 33% Food to O for 2xfood and Dom protection for all of P, Dominates N (1M)

2
F13
Dominates P9

3
F13
Dominates N (1M)

4
F12
Dominates B (1F)

5
F10
Dominates G (1F)

6
F9
Dominates B (1F)

7
F8


8
F8


9
F7
Submits to P2

10
F6


Format: Name_Age_Notes (Sex Omitted, all Female)

Purple tribe population:

1_16_Surrendered 33% of tribe food to Orange for double meals and Dom protection for all of P, Dominates N (1M)

2_13_Dominates P9

3_13_Dominates N (1M)

4_12_Dominates B (1F)

5_10_Dominates G (1F)

6_9_Dominates B (1F)

7_8


8_8


9_7_Submits to P2

10_6


Detailed Notes of Tribe: 93 days of submission to Orange tribe with tribute of 33% of all meals and purple individuals are only permitted to dominate one other, not within Red or Orange tribe, without permission of R1 or O1, respectively (Currently: not granted).
In exchange, Orange may not sexually dominate any members of Purple without permission from P1 (Currently: not granted). P1 is granted 10% of all Orange meals, raising her meals to double the usual allowance.
> What a bitch

Syntax Error.

> rm B2/P1.
Removing P1 from Biome B2 (ID:10812F)
Confirm: Yes

WARNING: REMOVAL IS PERMINANT AND CANNOT BE UNDONE.
REMOVALS ARE SUBJECT TO REVIEW.

Confirm with password: 

Review for removal queued. Please give reason, Extend form with X.
>Corrupt leader. Check the census notes. 

> log -t1 B2/P2 

Starting first person text log of P2 (ID: ID:14233F)
I open my eyes, and look up at the curved dark purple ceiling, and sigh. I hate waking up before the light. Rolling over to sleep again, I bump into something, no, someone, she had just breathed out in surprise at my contact. Quickly sitting up, I reach out to grab the invader, hissing not to wake the others. “Name and tribe now or I’ll—“

“Ouch! It’s me, your Ninnu!” the little girl cried, burying her head in my chest before I could cover her mouth to silence her. She was shaking like a leaf in the wind, but she wasn’t crying or wanting anything but closeness.

“There there, don’t worry; I’ll keep you safe...” I purr to her, comforting her from whatever dreams had woke her up by rubbing at her smooth back, as she rubbed her cheeks against my breasts, still so small. Wone’s were beautifully proportioned; each as big as her fists wrapped together, pity she had ruined all of us.

“Twoo, someone’s gone… The Dark Sero took her; I saw her walk out with him… Will I still be Ninnu?” She asks in a whisper, sitting up on my legs, hands resting on my tummy to show she needed no more calming affections, and would follow any request I wished for.

I try to calm her, touching possessively around her neck at the dark purple band, with Ninnu’s symbol, a white circle with an arc curving away from it, barely visible in the half-light. “Don’t worry, it didn’t really happen, you’re still my Ninnu, just a dream—“

“It wasn’t! I saw her, Twoo, I saw her! I was only pretending to sleep so he wouldn’t take me!” she quickly says, emphasizing painfully with pushes on my soft belly.

I wince, pushing her off my blanket, unwrapping myself to the warm night, then sit up. “I’ll show you, no one’s gone…” standing up and taking Nu by the hand and slowly took her around, pointing at each bed in the room “There’s Wone, Fife, Three, and Foor,” I whisper, taking her down the stairs to the lower bunks. “And there’s everyone else, the only empty bed I see, is yours.” I grin down at her, and lightly swat her behind to urge her back to bed.

A quick dodge, and Ninnu slapped back at me, catching me by surprise, and I yelped, covering my mouth to keep the other small girls asleep. “You want to play that way do you? But you’re so loud; you’d wake everyone up…”

She shook her head, reaching to touch me here and there, willing to give what she wanted in order to get it, a cute pointer finger poking and rubbing my chest playfully. “Outside! Then no one would wake up…” she urged, on her toes now, trying to convince me.

“And if I don’t cave to your selfish demands?” I ask, pretty sure I knew the answer.

Ninnu rubbed at her face, nibbling a finger in thought. “Then I’ll wake up everybody and say you want everybody outside right away?” she suggests, starting to walk to the closest occupied bed.

I lunge for her, dragging her back by an arm, resisting desires to hit the cheeky girl, she was getting more devious by the day, harder to control. “Okay, but you owe me.” I whisper, nipping the ear affectionately, but hard enough to show she really shouldn’t misbehave like this.

She rubs at the ear, then nods, jumping down the stairs ahead of me to the ground floor, the main room for eating, talking, planning, or waiting for the rain to stop. When I was down she had already removed from the tool cabinet something, and exited, leaving both of the doors open. Figures. I close the cluttered cabinet, and then follow after her.

Outside, the stars are still visible, pretty lights in the dark sky, part of the forested horizon slightly lighter, hinting of the day to come. Calling out, unable to see her, I walk slowly outside, shutting the front door behind me. “Where are you, silly Nu, do you want to play, or should I just lock you out?”

A tackle from behind at my knees knocks me onto the grass, the cool pre-morning dew showering around me. I roll over to see Ninnu straddling one of my legs, grinding my knee between her legs. “I gotcha!” she exclaims, holding up the tool from the cabinet, a wooden cylinder, polished and ending in a tapered point. “And since I got you, I think you get this!” she exclaims, poking the toy against my slit, pushing without finesse. She hadn’t even bothered to lick it, so all it did was hurt!

I wail in pain, trying to push it away, but little Ninnu was persistent, swatting at my hands until I stop attempting to take control, and beg for mercy. “You win! Just don’t use that dry thing or I swear I’ll tie you up for the Reds!”

That stopped her, and she pulled it away, looking at me with a whimper. “I thought you liked taking boys, Twoo…”

I took the boy substitute from unresisting hands, and poked the tip at her mouth. “Yes, and these too, especially if you’re now wanting to play with them, but if you do that when it’s dry, it hurts!”

She tries to apologize, but I push the toy into her mouth as she opens it. With a mumbled apology she nods, starting to lick it all around, bouncing on my knee, and after she took it, I tease my hands over her flat chest to show I still wanted her, rubbing her cute nipples into sensitivity, causing her to bounce faster, stopping as she finished licking every spot, trying to hold onto the now slick item. “There, now can I put it in you?” she asks, holding her breath.

“Yes, but move slowly, as slow as you can.” I pet the cute head, eager to obey. “And when you’re done there, these want something too!” I grin, cupping one of my breasts, lifting it up slightly before leaning back, and using my hands to keep my back off the wet grass.

She sucked the tip once more, and then slowly brought it down, two fingers of the free hand pushing apart my lips. With a giggle, she poked the slick tip against my covered bump, before sliding the toy down, and in.

Gasping, I curled up my free leg, my pinned one trying to bend up, but still stuck under her, only managing to add more pressure to her, feeding back to me with a surprise thrust, slightly larger than the few boys I had taken, making me dig fingers into the soft earth. “Good Ninnu… now come up here and give me some other attention…” I whisper, slowly breathing to relax the pain of pleasure away.

She climbs up, sitting in my lap, slowly sliding the toy out with a free hand, then pushing it back in with a shudder, the flat end pressed against her own small clit. “Yummy Twoo has a pretty chest,” she murmurs, pushing against me and sucking at a nipple almost too hard to enjoy.

I pull her close with one arm, kissing at her head as she put the work into pleasuring both of us, slowly pulling the toy out, and then shoving our hips together, squealing into my chest. When I pulled her away to move to my other breast so she would come up for air, she arched against me, pausing for a few minutes from the chore of thrusting against me, then buried herself against my other nipple to kiss, lick, and suckle, shaking body struggling to pull the now completely slippery from our pleasure, and with each success, barely pausing to return it.

She looks up at me, pupils huge from the arousal and darkness, giving a small whimper as she feels my body begin to reward me, tense spasms making it difficult, then impossible to keep my back off the grass, and I fall flat, wrapping my arms around her, holding her head and bottom, squeezing, moaning into her hair, humping forward futilely for another penetration, the small girl matching my tone as she grinds wet against the toy, her body going tense, and then limp atop me, resting her cheek on my chest with a happy sigh. I hold her close, the world quiet except for our heartbeats and recovering breaths.

After she was wrapped back up in her blanket, and starting to doze, I quietly climb back up the stars, looking around at the arc of beds. It was slightly brighter than before I had gone outside, or was that just an illusion from the pleasure? Wone was right in the middle bed below the window, covered by the blanket, sucking her thumb as she slept.

Double take, Wone would never do that, she was the biggest of us! I creep closer, squinting in the light for details. It wasn’t Wone at all; it was one of the littler girls, so she should be sleeping below! Why was Sheven alone in Wone’s bed? I shake her awake, hissing at her to explain.

Sheven mumbled something about Wone taking her to bed to teach, and then rolled over against the wall to hide from the creeping dawn. Sigh, I hate the little Purples sometimes, they can be so useless. Looking down at the bare bed, I see something that wouldn’t have been there if Wone had just gone out early, or anywhere else but beyond. I picked up the bright purple band and felt the dark symbol of a simple vertical line. It was smooth and part of the collar, whoever wore it was in charge of the purple tribe. My tribe. Me. I could take it, wear it, and I could control, if I wanted it. Was it worth the price?

^C
> census -hd B2/P2
ID:14233F
Enrolled in Biome A5 at birth.
Reason recorded: none.
Removed from Biome A5 at age 5 years 11 months.

Reason record: Tests showed advancement in learning too slow to continue.
Sexual awakening agent administered successfully.

Testing showed light to moderate homosexual preferences.
Enrolled in Biome B2 at age 6 years.

Accepted by Purple tribe, Steady promotion as vacancies allowed.
Domination log; unsuccessful domination attempts later successful omitted.

At age 6 years, attempted domination by 8652Male, 12. Successful. Domination released after 9 days.
At age 6 years, 4 months, attempted domination by 11253Male, 9. Failed.

At age 6 years, 5 months, attempted domination by 12861Female, 10. Successful. Domination expired after 30 days, domination continued willingly.

6 contesters attempted to oust 12861F (5 males, 1 female). All failed.

At age 10 years, 9 months. 12861F removed from Biome.

At age 11 years, 1 month, 5 days, Purple tribe conquered by Orange tribe.
At age 11 years, 1 month, 8 days, P1 negotiated current pact (see Purple/Orange Tribe logs)
At age 11 years, 1 month, 13 days, attempted to dominate P9. Successful. Domination expired after 30 days, domination continued willingly.

> log -h B2 -1 14233F

Printing log of 14233F’s recollection of entering biome B2 onwards.

- 
In the beginning was light. The first world of memory is white. Not completely white, just mostly white. Sero takes care of you there, teaches you how to eat, drink, and breathe. Learn how to stand, and how to remember. Learn to talk, and learn the colors of the next world, and you are born again.

When I was born to the colors, the wind had awoken me, blowing harshly over my skin, my sensitive parts burning and freezing both at once. I stood, looking around. Sero was gone, for this world is for growing, so Sero cannot stay long within.

Three others stood before me, Two like me, one like Sero, Two girls, one boy, each holding out their hands, beckoning me to their arms. They were apart and I could only choose one. Of course, I chose the one like my Sero, and embraced him hard enough to make it hard to breathe. A tightness on my neck, a small click, and he had me. When I looked up, the others were gone, and so was the wind.

He led me down away from the place I had appeared, a bridge across the river. A large widening in the middle of the bridge had a domed roof, supported by several stout poles.

After looking around, he pulled me down to the calm river, and told me to wash.

I tugged at the thing around my neck, looking into the water revealed it to be a dark purple band, with a line and a ring on it next to each other in white, and it wouldn’t come off to prevent it getting wet, so I looked up at my new friend. “Sero, it won’t come off!”

He laughed and jumped into the water, splashing at me. “You silly Tennu, it doesn’t need to! Now get in here before I drag you in!” He grinned, making me afraid he really would drag me in.

After testing the water, it was warm enough to be quite comfortable, so I jumped in trying to splash him, and then stood back up, waist deep in the water. “What’s a tennu?” 

He grabbed me by the shoulders, and pushed me down to shoulder depth, legs curled up under me. “Tennu is your name, silly, the name the newest to the tribe has, and I’m not Sero, she brought you here, I’m Wone of the purples, and you’re mine for now.” He explained, pointing at the much brighter band around his neck, just a single black line straight down the middle. “Now let’s get you washed, Okay?”


I really had been quite dusty, but after he had rubbed at every part of my body, even the places Sero had made me wash myself, I emerged from the water with a stretch of enjoyment, and it was like waking up twice without going to sleep.

I sat on the bank watching him rub the dirt off himself, the slow current taking away all the dirt from him with a few rubs, and then he dunked his head under. I held my breath, watching him rapidly scratch at his scalp. When he emerged, the hair on his head was golden, no longer the dirty brown before!

He burst out laughing when he saw me gaping, and he climbed out of the water, shaking the water off, and the bright sun dissolving the remaining droplets. He pulled me up to stand again and rubbed my smooth head. “Don’t worry, getting dirty is useful, and easy, easier than getting clean again.”
I scampered after him as he walked away from the river and over the grass, turning towards the tall trees when he got past the grass to a path. I knelt down to feel and examine the long strip. Not quite as wide as my outstretched arms, it was soft, and when I pushed my hand in as hard as I could, it left an indentation for several breaths before it was gone.

A mental jerk made me look up, he was so far away! I stood up, and tried to catch up. The soft but firm surface aided my running, feet slapping down quicker and quicker.  He heard me approach, and he stepped off the path just in time so I didn’t crash into him! Laughing, he walked behind me, poking my back after I stopped to stare at the Purple Tribe’s home.

It was Big. This world was Bigger, but this part of it was big enough to inspire. It was bigger than the whole of the White World. As tall as six of me, at least, and about the same around, I couldn’t wait to see inside, but also was daunted to the point of freezing, weak-kneed. It shone like Wone’s neck did, the same color, so it was obvious it was his, and my neck said he was sharing it with me! The poke to my back made me jump, and after a quick look up at my leader, he nodded, and pushed me towards the door, which silently slid open just after I touched it.
I stepped inside after he lightly pushed at my back, and I slowly looked around in near astonishment. The room wasn’t dark, but not quite as bright as outside, and as the outside had suggested, the entire room was circular, but not as tall as it looked on the outside, Wone could touch the top if he reached for it. In the middle was a large circle table, nearly perfectly white, with a slight purple to the color. Sitting around it were nine others, and I sat down, right in front of the doorway. So many others, I felt like running away, but afraid to.
Turning away from them, I look up at Wone again, shivering at how strange everything was. Before I had last slept, things had been simple, just me and Sero. Every day Sero taught me, and when I learned, I got to eat delicious food, and when I didn’t, I got less to eat, and it didn’t taste as good. Now I saw so many more, Wone, me, nine here, and those two others at the bridge! Why were there so many others? I curled up my legs, hugging them tight, turning inward to push away the changes.

There was words overlapping and confusing, couldn’t understand any. Strange noises, then someone tapped me on the shoulder. “Tennu, are you hungry?” Asked a new voice, not like Wone’s, more like mine. In response, my stomach gurgled. I looked up, blushing at my body answering before I did. “I guess so…” I mumbled, continuing to hug legs up to my chest while I looked up at who asked.
She was taller than me, longer legs curled up to look straight at me. Her skin was darker than mine, with a slight yellowish shade, and her head was covered in a pillow of golden strands, just like Wone and Sero. After I managed to look down, I noticed the dark purple bowl she was holding out offering to me, and it was full of food. The smell was familiar, close to what I had ate in the White world, and tempting enough to take it. I held it between my knees, and using the spoon, ate mouthful after mouthful until I scraped the bottom, looking up slightly afraid. “I- I’m sorry… Do I have to share?” I asked, looking now at the empty bowl.
The room exploded into laughter. The girl who had given me the food was also laughing, but pulling me to my feet, pointing at the large table. Everyone had a bowl, and most were still at least half full. I sagged in her grip, covering my face at how stupid I felt.
When the laughter had died down, Wone had stood up and walked back over to me, holding a bright green bowl out to me. “Everyone always seems to still be hungry after their first meal here, do you want more?”

I looked up, feeling confused for two reasons. Firstly, the concept of ‘more’ didn’t apply to meals. You got, you ate, and you waited for the next time you got. Secondly, the bowl was clearly empty. I reached out and took it, turning it over in my hands, feeling the smooth bright green surface. “Whose is it?” I asked, noticing that all of the other bowls at the nearby table were uniformly dark purple, this one didn’t match.

Wone pointed at one of the girls at the table, dark hair tied back away from her face, and she was quite interesting, a beautiful green band around her neck marked her as an outsider, but she was pretty enough. “Grethre says she ate enough at breakmeal, so she doesn’t mind letting you get full off her. Don’t blame me if she asks for a favor though.” He grinned widely, causing me to shift back a bit, cheeks warm.
Distracting myself from blurry thoughts, I stood up and walked over to her, holding out the bowl. “Um, thanks, but it’s empty, I don’t think the bowl is food. Did you forget you ate it?”

After the laughing stopped again, She tapped it with a fingernail, and looked at me funny, head tilted. “Now don’t be silly, it’s clearly ready for food, Go fill it up and enjoy.” After more confused explanations I didn’t understand, she eventually demonstrated, showing that the middle of the table filled a bowl, placing the bright bowl face down on the table made it vanish!

I gasped, looking around, and then under the table, but it was gone! When I peeked up over the table again, I saw a delicious sight. Sitting right where the green bowl had vanished was another one, now dark green, and filled with food, giving off the hot fog of freshness! “Yum!” I exclaimed, digging into the black goop for the bits, some crunchy, some chewy, all deliciously different.
As everyone else had finished by the time I started eating the second bowl, I slowly noticed that everyone was watching me eat, making me feel pretty uncomfortable. “

