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By Kenna

I believe that every child, every person, every spirit is precious.  On the day she is born, a child has infinite potential.  He could hold the cure for cancer.  She could unify the four forces of quantum theory.  He could bring world peace or solve world hunger.  There are great things yet to be done and great people yet to be born.  

Yet from that very first breath, a child begins to lose that potential.  Born into the wrong socio-economic conditions, she is sentenced to a life of poverty and malnutrition.  Instead of the next Jonas Salk, we have a nameless child who dies pitifully and too young.  A child’s potential is diminished in other, less dramatic ways.  There is an aura of innocence around each child and if that fades too quickly or is stripped away in a heartbeat, she stumbles down the wrong path.  

One of my favorite pastimes is watching children as they explore the world around them.  I remember standing in line at Disney World, the Mecca of childhood joy.  We’re all rushing from line to line, trying to shove as much fun into a day as we can, and fuming over 15 minute waits.  A young boy in front of me was having the time of this life, more concerned with the ants, the clouds, and the ropes funneling him toward the next brief moment of glee than he was with that upcoming moment of glee.  It was peaceful and endearing to watch him learn about biology, physics, and humanity just by playing with no apparent purpose.  His innocence – the ability to be himself in the midst of this throng, to be totally oblivious to all, and to be so focused on what we take for granted – was special.  
We are all pedophiles in the sense that we love children.  That is the literal meaning of the word, though society has twisted it to another darker meaning.  If we didn’t love children, there wouldn’t be so many of them.  What we cannot afford to be is pedosexuals – the people that rob our children of their innocence.  I have no way of knowing if that boy at Disney World had ever been sexually abused.  That’s part of the problem.  Children are so resilient that they can embody innocence while harboring a black secret.  They can seemingly consent to acts of which they have no concept.  They can participate with apparent willingness while abhorring their role.  The effect is not obvious – it is insidious.  It erodes that child’s potential in ways we can never measure.  

This website is all about fantasy.  How do I know it’s fantasy?  Nobody in my stories ever gets pregnant or catches an STD… and they don’t use condoms.  Everyone (nearly everyone) who gets tied up ends up enjoying it.  Orgasms for everyone.  Every female is drop dead gorgeous, multi-orgasmic, and bi-sexual.  Every male is drop dead gorgeous, with enough stamina to be apparently multi-orgasmic, and bi-sexual.  Nine-year-old girls can swallow a cock the size of their forearm on the first try.  Yeah, you know it’s fantasy, too.  
No one associated with the site condones child abuse.  We offer this as a fantasy world where you write about and read about things that cannot be done.  By entering this site, you have affirmed that you’re an adult and you have to understand the difference between fantasy and reality.  You are welcome here.  Read the stories.  Pull on your cock.  Finger your pussy.  But keep your hands off the kids.  
You are not welcome here:

· If you have trouble telling the difference between fantasy and reality

· If you can’t tell the difference between a consenting adult and a consenting child

· If you’re looking for ideas to put into practice

· If you’re a pedosexual looking for encouragement or acceptance

The simple old golden rule applies – Do unto others as you would have them to unto you.  And I doubt that when you were 10 you wanted a fat, old man to stick his cock in your mouth.  

