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Foreword

“Good morning, Mr. President,” US Population Secretary Dondra Norman said brightly to her commander-in-chief.

“Hey, Dondra, how’s it going?”

“I can’t wait to tell you,” she said. “We’ve reached the six-month mark, and we’ve exceeded my wildest expectations.”

“Population’s up?” the President asked hopefully.

“I’m not sure,” Dr. Norman said. “That’s a question for the Census Department. I’m optimistic though. Gestation does take nine months, but based on everything we’re seeing so far, I can’t imagine we won’t start seeing significant increases in fertility rates and live births within two to five years.”

“Okay,” the President said, looking a little deflated.

Dr. Norman clicked the wireless mouse, moving to the first slide on the conference room screen.

“I’m going to start with the most ambitious aspect of the effort,” she said. “The high school sexual fitness program.”

She strode to the screen, pointing to the data as she narrated.

“We launched 62 regional high school-based Breeding Clubs. All 62 are still in operation, with an average membership that has grown to 71 students per program, and 203 who aren’t formal members but have participated in some aspect of Club activities.”

“Just 71?” the President asked.

“That’s about double what we expected,” Dr. Norman said. “Keep in mind club meetings are extremely explicit. There are demonstrations on masturbation, intercourse, posit—”

“Yeah, good stuff,” the President agreed.

“We estimate that every student who is an official Breeding Club member touches just over seven other students with—”

“Touches?” the President said, laughing, and he brushed the shoulder of National Security Advisor Clark Burroughs, seated to his right, before he reached his hand out to squeeze an imaginary breast.

Burroughs, to his credit, merely grimaced.

“Touches,” Norman clarified with a half-smile, “means some form of sharing about their experiences. These kids are sexual influencers, so to speak, and what they’re talking about is going to impact their peers’ perspectives. We’re already seeing in some small surveys an improved openness to unconventional sexualities, a reduction in inhibitions, and a greater knowledge of conception.”

“But touches could also be, like, actual touches, right?” the President asked.

Norman seemed not to hear the question. “We’re putting together a comprehensive sexual behavior survey now,” she continued, “but we’ve got some anecdotal evidence of increasing sexual activity among growing populations of targeted fertility groups.”

“And all that’s gonna lead to more American babies?” the President asked.

“Absolutely.”

“So whatcha working on now?” the President queried.

“Summer Breeding Camps,” Dr. Norman said, and she looked at the screen while she flipped to a slide with “Breeding Camp” in bold at the top, summarizing its contents: “Twenty-eight regional camps for reproductive immersion. An average of almost 200 beds per camp. Need-based attendance and travel subsidies are—”

“Beds,” the President said, smiling wryly. “Is that all that’s going to happen there?”

“No, Sir,” Dr. Norman said with a quick, polite shake of her head. “Every camp will offer a range of activities, depending on what’s available at that park. Equestrian, canoeing, hiking, nature studies. But there will be an emphasis on reproductive knowledge and practice. And every camp will offer three tiers of immersion.”

“Go on,” the President said, and Norman moved to the next slide.

“The first tier is getting familiar with and comfortable with sexuality. The second tier is for campers who want to compete in the Breeding Games. And campers in the third tier will experience life in a standard commercial breeding facility.

“Breeding Games?” the President said, eyebrows raised. “You’re talking like, sports?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“What kinda sports?”

“We’re working that out now,” Norman said. “I’ve got a team on it.”

“Okay,” the President said, looking suddenly worried. “So, I don’t want to rain on your parade . . . but are you sure this is legal?”

“Everything we’re planning conforms to whatever laws apply to that camp’s jurisdiction,” Norman said, flipping to the applicable slide and reading from it. “All interactive camp counselors are teens, but they’ll be closely supervised by older staff who remain dressed and do not interact sexually. We’re emphasizing knowledge, consensuality, legality . . . and fun.”




Chapter 1: A Terrible Crime

The house phone in the kitchen rang, Tassa answered it and immediately began speaking in Diskrit.

Tassa’s daughters, Zia and Mundi, studying across from each other at the kitchen table, looked up at each other knowingly.

This must be a call from Aunt Galma, and it must be something sensitive—or imaginarily sensitive, at least. Their aunt was the only one their mom spoke Diskrit with, and when she did, the girls knew something secret was being discussed, something other ears wouldn’t understand, since they’d never learned that subdialect.

Sometimes, Tassa would tell her daughters what had been discussed after she hung up. “It was just your aunt,” she confided once. “She says her period’s late and thinks she’s pregnant.” Or, “It was just your aunt. Your uncle is thinking about going into business with his cousin back home, and she doesn’t think it’s a good idea.”

What was it this time? Both girls continued studying with half their minds, listening to their mother with the other half, and when Tassa said “Martens,” they knew it had something to do with their cousin, Martens, who was nice, funny, super smart, and beloved by both girls, even though he was going to become a doctor.

Unexpectedly, considering that the subject of the conversation was a boy who was both charming and very bright, Tassa’s voice was growing increasingly tense. Distress is a universal language, of course, even when the words are unintelligible.

“Bishat mui qattat?” Tassa asked, voice rising. What did that mean? It sounded like a question, and it sounded like she wasn’t getting an acceptable answer. “Bishat mui qattat?” she asked again. “Bishat mui qattat?”

“Okay,” Tassa said, which both girls understood, and which indicated the call was nearing its completion. “Okay. Bshabiat mejsheeki qom? Okay. “Bishat mui qattat? Okay.”

Tassa hung up the phone and turned to her daughters, both girls staring back expectantly.

“That was your Aunt Galma,” she said unnecessarily. She breathed in, studied her daughters’ curious faces, continued. “He’s coming to live with us. He’s committed a terrible crime.”

For a long, terrible moment, Zia and Mundi simply stared at their mother.

Their cousin, Martens, was the pride of all the clan who had come to America, as well as all those who still remained in Dirkandu. Were any of them to be told that Martens had perpetrated a “terrible crime,” it would be like his death. Or worse, really, because death was not the disgrace that crime was.

“What did he do?” Zia demanded, nearly screaming.

“I don’t know,” Tassa replied, shaking her head sadly. “But it must have been terrible.”

“How long is he staying?” Mindi asked.

“Your aunt didn’t tell me. For now. Maybe forever.”

“Are we going to have to hide him?” asked Mundi, the half-smile on her face suggesting this was not altogether terrible news, that there might be benefits to harboring their cousin. Maybe he would live in their attic, and they would bring him food and talk to him and wait for things to blow over. Maybe they’d sneak him out a few times a year, in some sort of elaborate costume. A very old man, perhaps, or a girl. They could go to movies. They could take him shopping. It might go on for years.

“I don’t know what we’re going to have to do,” Tassa said. “He’ll be landing tomorrow at 4:25, and we have to pick him up, and I’ll be asking him then.”

“At the airport?” asked Zia.

“Yes, Skyair, flight 441.”

“Mom,” Zia said sternly. “If he’s running from the law, he can’t be flying. They check for that like, first thing.”

“Maybe he just did it,” ventured Mundi, whose imagination tended to maintain a fleeting acquaintance with reality. “He killed someone, but no one found the body yet. Or he got all this gold or something, from a secret stash. Or he double-crossed someone, so it’s not official, but the gangs are looking for him. Or, you know, maybe it only looked like a crime. Like, he was avenging someone for something, and things got out of hand maybe because he was doing some fatal move on him only future doctors know, and—”

“That’s enough,” Tassa said, silencing the girl. “I don’t want the two of you breathing a word of this. To anyone. Not any of your friends, and not to any family either. Not in the United States, and not in Dirkandu.”

“We have to tell people he’s living with us at some point,” Mundi said.

“Of course,” Tassa said back. “But nothing about the circumstances. Nothing about any suspicions of a crime.”

“Okay,” Zia agreed. “Did Aunt Galma say anything about school?”

“Yes, I asked her,” Tassa replied. “She said she didn’t know, that he might do something online.”

“We’re going to the airport with you,” Zia announced, and when Tassa looked doubtfully at her, she added, “He’ll want us there.”

Tassa nodded.

“Wait,” said Zia. “Did Aunt Galma say there’s been a crime? Specifically, a crime?”

“She didn’t have to,” Tassa said. “I know her well enough. Sisters can tell these things. I asked her, ‘What’s going on?’ I asked her three times, she wouldn’t answer, and the third time, I knew. I knew. It must be a crime.”

“Then if it was a crime, I don’t think you should ask,” Zia said. “It’s better not to know. That’s why Aunt Galma wasn’t telling you. ‘Cause if you know, then you’re in trouble too. You become an accessory.”

Tassa put her face in her hands.

“Maybe it’s a curse, though,” Mundi said. “You’re not supposed to talk about curses either.”

Mundi considered herself something of an expert on curses, having written a five-page paper for school the previous year about them. The fact the paper earned her a C and some pointed criticism from the teacher (“I was expecting more literary and historical research and less about what your uncle told you!”) had no bearing on her qualifications.

Tassa waved her hand at both her daughters and headed for the hall. “Help me with the guest room,” she said. “The bed needs new sheets. Mundi, you do the pillowcases.”

“Maybe we should tape up the window,” Mundi said. “Just in case.”

“Hmm,” said Tassa, not disagreeing.




Chapter 2: The Mysteries of Martens

The contingent of females making their way to the main terminal of Overland Park International Airport was decidedly less animated than in past trips to pick up Martens.

Tassa was not ruminating out loud about the things they would do with him, the places they would be taking him. Zia and Mundi were not laughing and grabbing each other’s hair and provoking their mother’s feigned annoyance.

But their somber approach made sense. At any moment, the authorities might swoop in to arrest their fugitive cousin. Even now, they might be waiting at the gate for him, arresting him with guns drawn, dragging him off to the dark prison where the perpetrators of the worst crimes were kept, never to be seen again. The females might return empty-handed or, if Martens made it to their car, they might end up surrounded at any moment by the FBI or the US Army or some other armed federal group. By the end of the day, all four of them—not just Martens—might be languishing in prison cells.

“We will stand right here,” Tassa told her daughters, pointing to a place next to one of the building’s thick support columns in the baggage claim area. It was a sensible spot. If things started happening—a phalanx of cops, an underworld gang bent on vengeance, a hail of bullets—Tassa and the girls could move to the safest side of the column, and from there make their way back to the parking garage, then to the safety of their home.

Skyair flight 441 was on time—Zia confirmed it on her phone—and within a few minutes of their taking up their position near the support column, the first trickle of landed passengers began.

“I bet that’s other people on Martens’ flight,” Zia whispered.

“Could be,” Tassa whispered back.

“Just don’t look too obvious,” Mundi whispered.

“Obvious how?” Zia asked.

“Like you’re waiting for someone who’s in trouble,” Mundi said. “They can tell.”

“Who can tell?”

“People,” Mundi replied. “And dogs. If they have dogs with them. Dogs can smell fear.”

The trio fell silent until the thick hair on the top of Martens’ bobbing head came into view.

“That’s him, that’s him, behind the lady with the stroller!” Mundi whispered. “He’s just . . . walking like everything’s normal.”

“He’s grown another inch!” Tassa declared, voice cracking. “Please be sweet to him.”

The woman with the stroller went left, exposing Martens in all his understudied glory, and the three females waiting for him expelled their breath as one.

Martens kept his thick black hair professionally short, parted on the left. Beneath his hairline rested two thick black eyebrows above a pair of dark, intelligent eyes. He was wearing a black sweatshirt with “Princeton” spelled out in orange letters—something he’d been given during a National Merit visit the year before—loose-fitting jeans and a second sweatshirt, tied around his waist.

As soon as he saw Tassa and the girls, he smiled, did a sort of ironic hop and strode toward them, laughing and spreading his arms, the bookbag on his right shoulder swaying.

Was he trying not to be seen? Was he a fugitive from justice? Was a hitman or an anti-terrorist task force about to descend on him? If they were, he seemed completely unworried about it, and Tassa and her daughters quickly succumbed to his infectious familial joy, their furrowed brows and tight lips yielding to broad smiles and shouts of welcome.

During Martens’ retrieval of his trunk from the luggage carousel, and all the way to the car, and all the way home, Tassa caught up with her nephew, Zia and Mundi caught up with their cousin, they talked about his flight and the family back in New Jersey and the October weather there, and two things did not happen: no black vans or helicopters swarmed around them, and no one asked why Aunt Galma had sent her son to live with them. Throughout, Martens was his usual charming self, joking with the girls, flirting lightly with Tassa—just enough to assure her she looked younger than her age, prettier than other moms, and her cooking was remembered with fondness.

Only once they neared their subdivision did Tassa turn the conversation to slightly more practical matters.

“So, Martens,” she began, “what are we going to do about your schooling?”

“He’s coming to Country Day with us,” Mundi declared. “We know everyone there, and he’ll so fit in.”

“He can probably teach some of the classes,” Zia asserted.

“I’ll be studying online,” Martens said. “I’ve found a school.”

“You’re not in high school anymore?” Mundi asked, her disappointment obvious.

“I am,” he said. “It’s online. A national program. American Scholar. I’m on the biology track.”

“American Scholar? That’s the name of your high school?”

“It’s not really like a high school, with a name,” Martens said. “American Scholar is the name of the Institute. They pull in all kinds of teachers, do all kinds of programs. High school, college level. Even some graduate courses.”

“Do they need someone to start a cheerleading squad?” Mundi asked.

Zia sighed. “He just finished telling us it’s not like a regular high school,” she said,

“It was a joke,” Mundi said, sighing back. “Joke. J-O-C-K-E.”

“That’s not how you spell—”

The rest of Zia’s admonition was lost to the sound of Marten’s laughter. He had a better sense of humor than the older of Tassa’s two girls, apparently.

But something about the girls’ contretemps, minor as it was, seemed to cause him a sudden pain. Seated in the front seat of Tassa’s Prius, he leaned forward, grabbed his thigh, grunted and shook, and then he coughed, cleared his throat, looked down and pressed his chest.

“Everything okay?” Tassa asked, working through the neighborhood.

“Sorry, just a little indigestion, I think,” Martens said, clearing his throat again, his voice breathy. “Plane flight. Altitude.”

“We’ve fixed your room up,” Tassa said. “Me and the girls, and you can rest there this afternoon. It’ll be your home for as long as you need it.”

“You have earned my eternal gratitude,” Martens said. “And Mom sent me with a check. She said—”

“I don’t need my sister’s money to take care of my nephew.”

“She said you’d say that,” Martens noted. “But it’s just for groceries. It’s what she would spend on me, and she told me to tell you not to hurt her pride.”

Tassa clicked her tongue but didn’t argue as she made the last turn to the house, a comfortable 4-bedroom place with a finished room over the garage that the girls used for amusing themselves and entertaining their friends.

“You don’t need to rest right off, do you?” Mundi said. “Can’t you go to the pool with us?”

“Isn’t it too cold?” Martens ventured.

“They started heating it in late April,” Mundi said. “It’s finally nice enough.”

“I can go, but not to swim,” Martens said, less than enthusiastically, and after he’d brought his trunk up to his room, they’d all had a snack and the girls got into their bikinis, he was as good as his word, walking with them to the neighborhood pool, taking a seat on one of the pool’s lounge chairs and watching—still dressed as he’d been at the airport -- as his cousins cavorted.

He did not stare, did not ogle, nor did he look away as Zia and Mundi dove in, swam around a mother teaching her two toddlers to swim, and climbed back out, Zia’s black and Mundi’s pink two-pieces clinging to their curves, betraying erect nipples and full mounds, climbing up rears that were not completely covered.

But these were cousins. We might guess the girls knew boys found them attractive, and that Martens could admire their looks in an academic way, but there would be no lust here, in either direction. Zia and Mundi might even have hoped Martens was impressed with the ways they had matured over the years, both physically and intellectually, their wit and their dedication to schoolwork as admirable as the way their breasts bounced in their bikini tops and their bottoms and thighs shook with every step.

Mundi, not convinced apparently she couldn’t persuade Martens to go to her school, kept up a running promotion of Country Day while she splashed, rested her elbows on the edge of the pool, stepped out to bask in the mid-afternoon sun and the cooling mid-spring air.

“It’s smaller than Harrison or Overland High,” she said, reaching behind her head to squeeze the water out of her hair, “so everyone knows everyone, and most of the people are very chill, but you’d never get to meet them if the school was bigger.”

“I’d like to visit, at least,” Martins said agreeably, although his voice was a little weak while he struggled with the indigestion that had bothered him earlier. “I can do most of my classes anytime, so I could go . . . go . . . give me a moment, please.”

Martens raised one hand up, made a fist with the other and held it against his belly, grunted and shook.

“More stomach problems?” Mundi asked, looking at her cousin with sympathy.

“Let’s call it that,” he said tightly. “Sorry, I never know quite when it will happen.”

“Is it chronic?” asked Zia, who’d been swimming laps but was now resting at the pool’s edge, her legs and her hair trailing behind her.

“It can be, yeah,” Martens replied vaguely

“Do you want to go back to the house?” Mundi asked.

“Sure, let’s,” Martens said, swinging his legs over the side of the lounge and rising a little shakily.

Back home, while the girls changed in their rooms, Martens asked Tassa to show him the washer and dryer, insisting over her protestations that he’d take care of all his own laundry.

Dinner was brigas and faiyoux, two of Martens’ favorites, and afterwards, he helped clean up, carrying dishes to the sink, standing back to learn the system, stopping once and grabbing the edge of the table when his condition struck.

Since Aunt Galma’s call the previous afternoon, the girls had neglected their homework, but this was going to be a busy week for both of them—assignments due, tests on the way—and when Martens asked to see what they were learning, they set upon their studies in the kitchen that Sunday night with something approaching enthusiasm. Mundi was working a trigonometry problem, Martens peering over her shoulder and praising her intellect, when Aunt Galma called.

“Sister!” Tassa said on the kitchen phone, smiling at the youth around the table. “Yes, his flight was on time, he’s settled in, and he’s helping the girls with their homework right now.”

Tassa’s smile faded. “Let me take the call in my bedroom,” she said, setting the phone down, heading to her room, picking up the house phone beside her bed.

“Zia, hang up!” she called, and her eldest daughter put the phone back on its cradle, Tassa shut her bedroom door and spoke brusquely to her sister.

“You need to tell me what’s going on,” Tassa said.

“Meija boulage?” Galma asked, sounding surprised.

“English now, I’m in my room with the door closed.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Why did you send your son to live here on a day’s notice?”

“You don’t want Martens there?” Galma said, sounding surprised.

“Of course we do. The girls are ecstatic.”

“He’s thinking about an online school.”

“He told us about that,” Tassa said.

“We’d like him to go to temple too,” Galma said.

Tassa breathed in, because this was an ongoing source of contention between the sisters.

“You’re still not going?” Galma said. “You’re not taking the girls?”

“I told you about that,” Tassa said. “The dolmo is completely out of place in America, he’s not even trying to understand this culture, and the girls can’t stand him. The last time we went, they said he looked at them funny, and they were barely in their teens.”

“Find another temple.”

“The next one is 50 miles away.”

“Drive to it.”

“That’s too far to drive on Saturday morning.”

“Too far to drive to be with God?”

“I keep God in my heart. We all do.”

“Temple is God’s home,” Galma countered. “Your heart is a closet.”

Tassa took a breath before she continued. “So, Gallie, what did he do?”

“What did he do?” Galma replied. “What do you mean?”

“Why is he in trouble?”

“He’s not in trouble.”

“Why did you send him here, then?”

“Sammy and me thought it would be for the best. That’s all.”

“This is Sammy’s decision?” Tassa asked doubtfully. “Did he and Martens get in a fight?”

“It was our decision, together, both of ours. And no, Sammy and Martens have never been closer.”

“Why did you send him to live with me then?”

“Ask him,” Galma said.

“Ask Martens?”

“Yes, ask Martens,” Galma said. “If you have to know, ask him. Maybe he’ll tell you.”

“Is it medical?” Tassa asked.

“Why do you think that?” Galma asked, her voice rising.

“Something seems to be bothering him,” Tassa said. “He grabs his chest, or his stomach sometimes, and kind of groans.”

After a long silence, Galma spoke, her voice subdued. “How many times?”

“I don’t know, a few. On the drive from the airport, over dinner.”

Galma whispered a quiet oath to herself before she raised her voice, her next words clipped, almost angry.

“Ask Martens,” she said. “I won’t speak of it. I need to go.”

The line clicked off, and Tassa stared at the dead phone in her hand, set it down and sighed.




Chapter 3: Martens Confesses

Martens went to his new bedroom and shut the door as soon as Zia and Mundi headed off to bed.

Tassa, once the girls had settled down for the night, went to the boy’s door and rapped quietly. He was still awake, presumably. The light was still emerging from under his door. And she could hear him fumbling around as soon as she knocked.

He was working on something, it seemed. There were footsteps. A drawer opening. The rustling of clothes. One might guess he’d been naked, or at least underdressed, when he’d heard the knock. But how long does it take to put on sweatpants and a t-shirt?

After three minutes, he’d said a quiet “Be right there,” but two minutes after that, he was still getting prepared.

At last, the door opened, revealing Marten’s flushed face and the same assemblage of clothing he’d worn earlier—jeans, sweatshirt, another sweatshirt tied around his waist.

“My dear Aunt Tassa,” he said. “Thank you for your patience.”

“Hey, Martens, can we talk for a moment?” she said.

He stood back, she entered the room, and he shut the door. Given Tassa’s demeanor, this was clearly going to be a discreet conversation.

He turned to her, raised his eyebrows, and waited.

“First, and most importantly,” she began, “we aren’t just happy to have you here. We’re honored. You have a wonderful future ahead of you, and I think I can say for all three of us we really want to be part of it.”

“Do you know how grateful I am?” Martens asked, and his eyes grew moist, his voice shaking. He had always been a sensitive young man.

“But Martens,” she continued, “as your aunt, I’m also a little confused, and even concerned. Your mother called me yesterday, told me you’d be staying with us, and didn’t explain herself. And I talked to her today, this evening, and she’s still not talking. She said to ask you. So something is going on, and I feel I should be told.”

Tassa crossed her arms, tilted her head, gave her nephew a curious but still-supportive expression.

“Can you do that for me?” she asked. “Can you tell me what’s going on?”

“She didn’t tell you?” Martens said, looking profoundly disappointed.

“No, she said to ask you.”

“It’s . . . it’s very difficult,” he stammered.

“Is it about the stomach problems you were having?”

Martens grimaced. Clearly, Tassa was getting close.

“Diarrhea,” Tassa said flatly. “Martens, it happens. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. There are treatments for it. The girls and I will do everything we can for you. If you need special foods, we can—”

“It’s not diarrhea,” Martens interrupted, seeming briefly offended.

“Is it a physical problem, then?” Tassa asked.

Martens grimaced again.

“I am not thinking of it as a problem,” he said. “Per doctor’s recommendation. They’ve been very supportive.”

“So it’s a physical condition,” she said. “Something about your health.”

Tassa paused, breathed in, brought her fist to her mouth, and now her eyes were watering.

“Is it your heart? Something with your heart? Of course, of course. You’ve been grabbing it all day. I’m sure it hurts. But there are surgeries. Your father can afford it. Do you need to have it done here? Do you need a lot of rest? Should I tell the girls to leave you alone?”

Martens held up his hands. Obviously, whatever was troubling Martens had nothing to do with his heart.

“I thought Mom might tell you,” he said. “If she didn’t, I was planning to, because you’re going to find out anyway. It’s not something that can be hidden for very long. But I wanted to give it a few days.”

“What is it?” Tassa whispered urgently. “Just tell me now. No secrets in this house. No shame, no secrets.”

Martens nodded grimly, looked at Tassa as though she were a tub of ice water he was about to jump into.

“It’s about my . . . my male parts,” Martens said.

Tassa opened her mouth, perhaps ready to offer more guesses: Genital warts? Painful urination? Undescended testicle? In the end, she closed her mouth and waited.

“My doctor calls it a generous endowment, and there’s also hyperspermia,” Martens said, rushing the words, and Tassa responded by blinking as she played the statement back more slowly in her head.

“So . . . endowment . . .” she said cautiously. “And that means . . .”

“Big,” Martens offered.

“Big, as in . . .” Tassa prompted.

“Big, as in size,” Martens said, his eyes wide, as if expecting something terrible.

“How big?” Tassa asked, and with these two words, it was clear why her sister had sent her son to live with his aunt. Tassa, two years younger than Galma, had arrived in America in time to acclimate to this new homeland in ways her sister could not.

Galma had followed the traditional path, keeping her mind free of sexual thoughts, her body free of sexual events, allowing her parents to select her husband, remaining true to her man and her faith.

Tassa, on the other hand, had arrived to this strange new world ready to adapt. Maybe too ready to adapt. She’d fallen for a man in her first year at college, allowed him to impregnate her, was heavy with Zia when they got married, let him put Mundi in her after the wedding, and bade him an enthusiastic farewell when she realized he wasn’t what she was looking for. She’d had other partners, before and after Victor. She might have looked discreetly at online porn now and then, during the times between boyfriends. Really, the only true vestiges of Tassa’s heritage were her ability to speak broken Diskrit, and her cooking. So when the question of a large penis came up, she did not shrink, faint, hold up her hands. She got practical. “How big?”

Martens breathed in, smiled, as if relieved. There was no condemnation in his aunt’s question, nor in his demeanor.

“When it’s . . . full size . . . about 20 inches,” he said.

Tassa brought her hands to her mouth slowly and nodded, clearly startled. But to her credit, she did not look down at Marten’s middle, where the purpose of his unwieldy ensemble—jeans, bulky sweatshirt, second sweatshirt—was now obvious.

“How often are you . . . full size?” she asked.

“It’s just . . .” Martens began, grimacing with shame, “almost always.”

“Like . . . now?” Tassa said.

Her words, innocent and sincere, were received by Martens as though she had just stabbed him. His eyes went wide, he grabbed his belly, and he groaned and panted, looking at the bedroom wall.

Once he was done, he looked awkwardly back at his aunt.

“Was that . . . ?” she asked.

“I’m sorry,” he said, nodding. “There’s nothing . . . I don’t know what to do. It has . . . a mind of its own. That’s what my doctor said. It just happens, no matter what I do. It keeps happening. I’ve tried everything . . . short of surgery.”

“Surgery?”

“Well, the doctor mentioned castration. Or chemical castration. Or a penis reduction—”

“No!” Tassa nearly shouted. When her nephew looked at her with alarm, she smiled grimly.

“I’m sorry, that just came out,” she said, and she sat on the bed and looked up earnestly at the boy. “But Martens . . . okay, first of all . . . this is okay. Okay?”

Martens just looked back.

“Okay?” she said. “I need to hear it.”

“Okay,” he said uncertainly.

“You didn’t choose this,” Tassa continued. “It was given to you. Right?”

“Right.”

“And even if you did choose it, what’s wrong with that?”

Martens shrugged in a way that suggested this wasn’t something he would have chosen.

“Okay,” Tassa said, leaning back. “So it’s very . . . you have a very large, um, penis. And then, you, climax . . . climax a lot. Am I right?”

“It’s two things,” he said. “I climax a lot . . . a lot of times. And when it happens, it’s a lot.”

“A lot of semen?” Tassa said.

“Yes.”

“How much?” she asked.

“A quarter cup, or half sometimes, if I . . .”

His voice trailed off and he looked at his aunt with shocked gratitude.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

“I just . . . I can’t believe we’re having this conversation,” he said, and his voice broke and his eyes went moist and he was working his jaw as though it hurt.

“It’s important,” Tassa said. “It’s about you, and that makes it important.”

“I know, but everyone else . . . just . . .”

“You’re talking about your mom and dad?”

“Yes.”

“And who else?”

“Well, that’s it. Of family, anyway.”

“How did they take it?” Tassa asked.

“They sent me to live with you.”

“What, they found out you have a big penis and put you on a plane the next day?”

Martens, smiled, laughed, shook his head, clearly trying to get used to talking to his aunt about something this personal.

“Well, no, it started maybe two months ago,” he said. “I went through another growth spurt, and it started growing too. And it got really sensitive. So I felt it all the time. And it got . . . erect all the time. And then, if anything was touching it, I would just . . . I would start climaxing. And it . . . okay, long story short, I had to stop going to school, my dad said I needed to stop thinking about girls, my mom said it was because I’d done something wrong, upset a Djinn or something, maybe in another life, but I went to the doctor, and Mom and Dad, they let me go, but they didn’t go with me, and the doctor said it happens, and it wouldn’t last forever, and I needed to . . . well, Mom . . . they had some advice, and Mom said . . . she found the prescription. That was this week. I didn’t show it to her, but she found it. And she couldn’t . . . she just said no. She wasn’t going to have anything to do with it. It was my curse, or my fault, because my thoughts were wrong or something, and she wouldn’t let me make my curse hers.”

“What did the doctor say?” Tassa asked.

“It was a whole appointment,” Martens said vaguely.

“But it ended with directions?” Tassa asked. “Instructions?”

“A prescription is what they called it, after tests, and, and . . .” Martens, still standing in the middle of the room, gasped, clutched his chest, panted and shook through an orgasm, this one seemingly brought on by something he was remembering.

“Another one?” Tassa asked, nodding supportively.

“Yes.”

“How many have you had today?”

“One when I woke up, one in the shower, two on the plane, one on the drive from the airport, one at the pool, one at dinner, and this is my eighth. Eighth or ninth.”

“I thought you said you, uh, climax three times per day.”

“When I can . . .” Martens said.

“You mean . . . when you make it happen yourself?” Tassa said.

“Yes.”

“There’s nothing wrong with masturbation,” Tassa asserted, and Martens looked up at the ceiling of his room.

“It’s very healthy,” Tassa persisted. “And boys need to do it. Girls do too.”

This last detail seemed to surprise Martens, but he quickly recovered.

“I should probably clean up,” he said.

“Where does it go?” Tassa asked.

Marten looked down at his chest. “I wrap up the end,” he said. “That usually catches most of it.”

“Can you tell me what they said at the doctor?” Tassa said. “I’d like to know everything. If you feel like you can share it.”

“Okay,” Martens said, and he settled carefully down on the desk chair and looked at his aunt.

“So I went a few weeks ago, to a family doctor. And I told her about my problems, and she—”

“I don’t think we should call them problems,” Tassa interrupted. “It’s just something about you. Something special.”

“Okay,” Martens said, nodding in agreement, smiling sheepishly. “My . . . situation then. She didn’t even ask to look, just referred me to a urologist. And I made an appointment, went a few days later, and . . .”




Chapter 4: At the Clinic

“Martens?” called the nurse from behind the counter at Dales & Firth, Specialists in Urology.

Despite his obvious youth and good health, Martens rose slowly, even gingerly, adjusting the sweatshirt tied around his middle as he moved toward the counter, following the nurse through the door there and down the hall to a little clinic room.

“The doctor asked that you undress completely,” she said, and she lingered for just a moment before she backed up and shut the door.

Martens stared at the door after she was gone. Was she coming back? What if she did? What if she waited a few minutes, until she knew Martens must be nude, to return unannounced?

He stared at the door for a moment, as though waiting, but when it wasn’t flung open again, he  started to undress, pulling off his elaborate ensemble piece by piece. He untied his first sweatshirt, pulled the second sweatshirt over his head, looked down at the first of two black t-shirts, bearing a small oval of something wet in front of his sternum. He pulled off the first and second t-shirt as one, revealing a sturdy, muscular torso and a penis which, although soft, reached his belly button. The end of the organ was swathed in a neat cap of tissue and paper towels, held in place with rubber bands and, at the moment, completely wet. He slid the cap off, holding it disdainfully with just his thumb and forefinger, and dropped it into the receptacle meant for biowaste. He pushed off his loafers with his toes, slid off his socks, undid his belt, opened his pants and pushed everything down, his penis swaying heavily between his legs.

He didn’t seem so much concerned at this stage of things as merely curious. Or even hopeful. Once he was nude, he returned his attention to the door, staring at it as he sat on the examination table, his penis quickly growing to its full size, extending horizontally past his knees.

Martens was going to be a doctor. Nudity, whether his or a patient’s, shouldn’t bother him. And now that he’d made it through the preliminaries, he was getting comfortable.

After another five minutes, there were two quick knocks on the door, the handle turned, and the door eased open.

“Hello?” said a man’s voice, and now Martens was face-to-face with Dr. Dales, who after a quick glance at Marten’s penis shut the door and offered his hand.

Dr. Dales was tall, slim, with round glasses and wavy hair; surprisingly youngish looking. After introductions, the physician stood back, cupped his elbow with one hand, rested his chin in the other hand, and looked down at Martens’ member.

“They do get this big,” he said, almost to himself. “It’s rare, but not unheard of.”

“Is it a problem?” Martens asked.

“It depends on how you define problem,” Dr. Dales said. “What do you think?”

“Yes, it’s a problem,” Martens said. "It’s erect all the time. It hurts.”

“Hurts?”

“When I’m wearing something and I get erect, if it’s pointing down, I’m doubled over until it goes away or I can get to a bathroom.”

“Yes.”

“And I . . . keep ejaculating.”

“How often?”

“I lose count most days.”

“How disruptive has it been?” Dr. Dales asked.

“I’ve dropped out of high school,” Martens lamented.

“I’m sure there are online options,” Dr. Dales ventured.

“I’m looking into that,” Martens said, his voice lifting slightly. “There are some good programs out there, premed even. I’ll miss going to physical classes, though. I like that.”

“You’re interested in medicine?” Dr. Dales asked.

“Yes,” Martens said with certainty, and he gestured toward his penis. “I’ll figure out how to make it all work.”

“Getting into med school is tough, but it’s possible, if you really buckle down in school,” Dr. Dales said. “Do your homework, go—”

“I’m third in my class, at Plymouth High,” Martens said.

“Good school,” Dr. Dales noted.

“I’ve already done enough AP classes to be halfway done with my sophomore year,” Martens continued. “I’m taking the pre-requisite to college organic chem right now at tech. I—”

“Okay, I’m a believer,” Dr. Dales interrupted with a chuckle. “So . . . what do you want out of today’s appointment?”

“I don’t know,” Martens admitted. “All I know is this is a problem.”

“You don’t see an upside?”

Martens smiled grimly.

“In theory, yes,” he said. “Practically, no.” He paused, sighed. “School, my parents . . . what woman would want to marry me? I’ll never have sex. I’ll probably never have children, I’ll—”

“No,” Dr. Dales said simply, silencing the boy. “There are girls who can hold that. They sell toys that big, or bigger.”

“Toys?” Martens said.

“Marital aids is another euphemism,” Dr. Dales said. “But, sorry, for a future doctor, I can probably speak a little more scientifically.”

Martens nodded, clearly wanting the physician to continue.

“There are a wide variety of items women use for genital stimulation,” Dr. Dales said. “They’ll hold them against their clitoris or vulva. They’ll insert them up their anus or vagina. And the sizes they use can be . . .” Dr. Dales glanced down again at Martens’ penis, “comparable to what you have.”

This was clearly a profound revelation to Martens. His eyes grew wide as he looked down at his erect member, as though it had just spoken to him for the first time. And indeed, finding out that a hopelessly large penis might someday find a female willing to at least try to let it inside her would be a stirring discovery. An arousing discovery, for that matter. Martens’ penis angled up between his thighs several degrees, and a bead of clear juice appeared at his tip, gathering around his opening.

“You mentioned you climax a lot?” Dr. Dales queried.

“Yes,” Martens admitted.

“A lot of semen?”

“I guess,” Martens said. “I haven’t measured it.”

“Is it spontaneous,” Dr. Dales asked cautiously, “or do you make it happen?”

“Both,” Martens said, not appearing to mind the question. “If I have clothes on, they’ll end up rubbing it enough to cause it. But when I can, I try to masturbate, and that helps a little.”

“Do you notice any differences in intensity, or quantity, when you masturbate vs. having it just caused by your clothing?”

Martens laughed and bent, as though the question was getting to the very root of things, and he was glad, because he wanted to go there.

“I don’t masturbate very often,” he said. “But when I do . . . if I can spend some time on it . . . I can go for hours without another orgasm.”

“That sounds like a solution,” Dr. Dales proposed.

“When it’s available,” Martens said.

“What do you mean?”

“It’s not allowed,” Martens explained. “It happens . . . when it happens . . . it’s a moment of weakness, when I’m alone.”

“Not allowed,” Dr. Dales repeated. “This is your parents’ rule?”

“Yes,” Martens said. “Mom is very traditional.”

“But do you think it’s a good rule?” Dr. Dales asked.

“I don’t . . . I can’t disagree with my parents. But in my own mind, I wonder . . .”

“Could you talk to them about it?” Dr. Dales persisted. “I don’t mean argue. Or maybe just do it privately, when they’re not aware?”

Martens leaned back, sighed, looked at his penis, which at the moment was dropping slightly.

“I sleep in a loft,” Martens said. “No door, and it’s right across from my parents’ room. So I can’t do it at night.”

“The shower?”

“I’ve tried,” Martens said. “It takes too long. They’ll suspect.”

“Do they know about your conditions?” Dr. Dales asked.

“Yes. And no.”

“Explain.”

“My dad has seen it. And we talked about a . . .” Martens paused, “a discharge. That’s what he called it. And he said he’d talk to Mom. But she doesn’t get it. And now it seems like he doesn’t either. The day after he talked to her, she started telling me I needed to study harder. When we’re out, she tries to catch me looking at girls, and she says it’s not time for that yet, that all of them are whores. She’ll ask me what I’m thinking if I look up from my books, and when I say I’m trying to solve a problem, she tells me not to lie.”

“You’re being persecuted,” Dr. Dales said.

“Pardon me?”

“It’s not a medical term,” Dr. Dales said. “It’s a social term. I’m just making an observation. This isn’t your fault. And your mother is picking on you for it.”

“Okay,” Martens said evenly, but the slump in his shoulders revealed despair, a young man in an intractable position, a biological phenomenon crashing against the benighted ways of a distant land, with Martens in the middle.

“As your doctor, I’m obligated to tell you there are medical interventions,” Dr. Dales said. “Surgery can reduce your penis size, and there are medications we can try to cut back your semen production. But there are risks, there are side effects. We could end up creating problems where there aren’t any now.”

“I don’t want surgery,” Martens said. “I’d try a pill if it worked.”

“Why don’t we start with natural remedies first?”

“Rose hips,” Martens said, smiling, and Dr. Dales laughed.

“Simpler than that,” said the doctor. “Masturbation.”

“But—”

“I’m going to write you a prescription,” Dr. Dales said. “I want you to show it to your parents. You don’t have to say anything. If they have questions, they can call me.”

“You’re going to say I need to masturbate?” Martens said.

“Yes, as needed,” Dr. Dales said. “You get privacy for it, like anyone should. It shouldn’t take a doctor’s note, but if that solves the problem, it’s the right thing to do.”

“Well, you can write it,” Martens said doubtfully.

“You don’t have to show it to them,” Dr. Dales said. “But I’m not sure what other option you’ve got.”

“Alright,” Martens said uncertainly.

“Good,” the doctor said. “So, up for a test?”

“Sure.”

“You’ve described some symptoms consistent with hyperspermia, but I’d like to get measurements.

“Hyperspermia?”

“The production and release of an unusually large volume of semen,” Dr. Dales explained.

“What’s the test?” Marten’s inquired.

“We’ll have you ejaculate and take a look at quantity, along with some other factors.”

“Where?” Marten asked, the nervousness in his voice rising

“Here, today, if you can,” Dr. Dales replied. “When was your last orgasm?”

“On the drive over,” Martens said “About an hour ago.”

“It not unusual for your climaxes to be separated by an hour or so?”

“It’s pretty common,” Martens said.

“I’d like you to have a strong release this time,” Dr. Dales said, “and you need to track the time until your next orgasm, to see if it takes a little longer. Ideally, if you can last until bedtime, that’ll confirm my prescription. But that means I’d like to give you a little help.”

“Help?” Martens almost squeaked.

“We’ve got a room you can do it in, where you can watch whatever pornography appeals to you. Or we can have Brenda take care of it.”

“I would . . .” Martens stammered as his penis thickened and angled up. “I don’t . . . I’m not sure, what should I . . .?”

“First let’s see if Brenda’s free,” Dr. Dales said, heading for the door, exiting while the nonplussed Martens sat, staring at the door handle most of the time with an occasional glance at the tip of his penis, where a fresh drop of clear fluid had escaped.

There was another knock on the door, this one not followed by the turning of the handle.

“Please come in,” Martens said, and the handle turned and a woman entered, the boy’s eyes going wide as he regarded her.

She was petite and blonde, wearing pink nurse’s scrubs, her blue eyes taking all of Martens in with a clinical friendliness. She looked at his face, and his chest, and at his penis as well, pointed directly at her. Were it to fire, her mouth would be hit.

“Hi, Martens?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he replied.

“I’m Brenda,” she said, offering her hand, her forearm less than six inches above Marten’s penis as he accepted her greeting.

“Dr. Dales tells me we need to get a sample from you,” she said casually. “And he wants a strong experience.”

“He did . . . yes,” Martens agreed haltingly.

“So let’s get you down the hall to our testing room,” Brenda said, pulling a roll of white fabric out of the hip pocket of her scrubs tunic.

“You want me to . . .” Martens began, eyes turning toward the clothes he’d draped over the chair.

“Let’s just put you in this,” Brenda said, as if she were speaking on behalf of some large group, and she unrolled the fabric, revealing a long cloth tube, open at one end, and before Martens could stop her, or even quite understand what was happening, she was using both hands to spread the tube’s opening, and a moment later she was sliding it down his penis, the backs of her fingers brushing his head, his shaft, his testicles, and only when all of his genitals were covered by the thin but opaque garment did the moment of spontaneous intimacy end.

“Have you ever worn a modesty sleeve?” she asked.

“I have not,” Martens replied.

“We like males to wear them when they’re moving from one area of the clinic to the other,” she said. “When getting fully clothed isn’t convenient, it makes things a little less awkward for all involved.”

Martens nodded blankly.

“We had a few of the biggest size in stock,” she said. “Sorry if it’s a little dusty.”

“Okay.”

“Right this way,” she said, opening the door, stepping into the hall and looking back expectantly, and Martens slid off the exam table, every motion of his body magnified by his flamingly erect penis. When his bare feet hit the floor, his penis dropped dramatically, bounced back up. When he rounded the door, his penis swung side to side. And with every step, his member bobbed and swayed.

They passed several more closed clinic doors before they reached the nurses’ station, and Brenda stopped there while Martens registered his discomfiture by shifting from foot to foot, looking darkly at the floor, desperate to reach a more private place. There were a half dozen women here, but if any of them were looking, Martens wasn’t going to see.

“We’re going to get a semen sample in S-3,” Brenda said to the older nurse behind the desk.

“Are you staying with him?” the older nurse asked, leaning forward and tapping on her PC keyboard before she turned her attention briefly to Martens, glancing at his erection before she finished scheduling the room.

“We haven’t gone over options yet,” Brenda said. “Possibly.”

“Okay, I’ve marked it,” the older nurse said, and Brenda turned and headed toward a second hallway of closed doors, Martens swaying behind her, pausing when one of the doors ahead of them opened as they neared it.

A nurse emerged and Martens looked at her nervously, and then at the patient she was escorting, a dark-haired woman Martens guessed was in her early 30s, wearing nothing but the female version of a modesty sleeve, just a triangle of white fabric that covered her vaginal opening and mound, held in place with a pair of thin straps that encircled her hips.

The triangle wasn’t even big enough to cover the woman’s pubic hair, the dark mat extending above and to the sides of the fabric.

“Hey, Leigh, how did Frankie do on her test?” Brenda asked.

“She thinks she got a C, but she always undersells herself,” the other nurse replied.

“Girls do that,” Brenda mourned. “I think it’s a defense mechanism.”

Martens and the female patient looked at each other, neither turning away or blushing or trying to cover themselves. Their most vulnerable parts were already covered, of course. Beyond that, they were—arguably—equally compromised. The woman’s breasts were exposed, her nipples hard and dark pink, while Martens’ sleeve covered his penis and testicles but did not conceal its state, or the condition of his mind. Despite its length and general heft, Martens’ aroused rod extended nearly vertically from his body.

So the woman just looked at Martens, from his eyes to his penis and back, and shrugged with a half-smile and one eyebrow raised, as if to ask, “What else can we do?”

For his part, how could Martens do anything other than stare? His eyes took in her middle, rose to her breasts, lingered on her face. His smile back was harder to read, a mix of apology and diffidence and desperate lust.

“It wasn’t my intention to show you my covered erection,” he might have been thinking, “but that seems to be the way this place works, and . . . it’s not a terrible thing, is it? I mean, this place, or my penis. And if you were one of those girls who might be able to hold . . . me . . . I would love to try to—"

“Okay, Martens, here’s our room,” Brenda said, and Martens tore his eyes from the woman’s face, and she stepped around him with another glance at his member, and only then did Martens look at the tip of his sleeve and realize it had gone the light gray of wetness, the first three inches of the garment soaked with his pre-ejaculate.

Erections happened. Needing to urinate could cause them. But the fluid rolling out of Martens’ tip betrayed his true condition, an arousal so strong the first phase of his orgasm was already underway. Had she seen it? Had the dark-haired woman with the little triangle of cloth over her female slit noticed that Martens was already releasing semen? Was that the reason for her half-smile, her ironic shrug? And shouldn’t Martens be humiliated at this moment? He was a sheltered boy, raised with traditional values, devoted to academics, living the life of the mind. Shouldn’t he, as he followed Brenda into one of the rooms dedicated to the extraction of semen, be begging off, apologizing that he couldn’t follow through, his penis drooping under the forces of profound mortification?

But no, there was apparently more to Martens than met the eye, an unexpected ability to keep functioning in the midst of gross carnality. If anything, his penis angled up and thickened as he entered the sampling room, the fabric Brenda had wrapped around his shaft straining to enclose his girth, the wetness extending another inch from the tip as his pre-ejaculate coursed forth.

Martens, it seems, was quite able to maintain the reserved demeanor expected by his elders while other things thrashed privately in his mind.

All of which, of course, made him a normal American adolescent.

There was no examination table in here. Instead, this room featured a couch, a table with a remote control, a large video screen on the opposite wall, and a sink and cabinet.

Brenda shut the door and went to the cabinet, pulling out a beaker.

“We’re going to have you release into this,” she said, setting it on the coffee table and picking up the remote. “Would you like to watch some videos?”

“Videos?” Martens repeated, staring at the video screen.

“We have a bunch of genres of pornography,” she said, clicking the screen to life, pointing to the squares that represented specific sexualities. “Straight intercourse, straight oral, lesbian oral, gay male anal, clothed lesbian—”

“I’ve never watched porn,” Martens said.

“Would you like to?” she asked. “You push the arrow buttons to move through the genres, press play to select one, hit back to go back—”

“That’s okay,” Martens said nervously. “I can . . . I don’t need that.”

“Dr. Dales wanted you to have a very strong orgasm,” she said. “Would you like me to do it?”




Chapter 5: A Prescription for Martens

“Do it?” Martens said, clearly struggling with an uncertainty that was clouding his arousal.

“I can masturbate you,” Brenda said.

“Oh,” Martens said, drawing in his breath while his penis rocked. “Yes,” he said quietly.

“We’re going to need to do this bare,” she said, stepping up to him and grabbing his penis at the middle, raising it and reaching for the edge of the sleeve, behind his scrotum, pulling it toward herself, slowly exposing the full length of Marten’s manhood.

His tip disgorged another round of clear fluid, which Brenda wiped with the sleeve.

“We’re very thorough,” she said, raising the sleeve. “We’re going to weigh this along with the semen you release.” She tugged lightly on his penis just behind the head. “I need you to stand here, and when you’re ready, I’m going to aim you into the beaker. All you need to do is stand still. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes,” Martens whispered.

At this point, Brenda could probably have coaxed Martens to orgasm with a few quick squeezes at the middle of his shaft, but that’s not what she did. Instead, she bent to examine his penis, as though assessing it professionally, and then she pressed her fingertips through the thick hair at the base, continued pressing against the top, along the sides, underneath, as though gauging the ripeness of fruit.

Not once in the first part of the procedure did she do the obvious, wrapping her hands around his shaft and moving them rhythmically back and forth. It was all just the tips of fingers, against his head, behind it, down the throbbing length of his sex to his scrotum.

Martens did his best to hold still, but his tension was obvious in the clench of his jaw, his half-closed eyes, his short, sharp breath.

“Okay, just stay with me a little longer,” Brenda urged, and when another shot of pre-ejaculate arrived at his penis slit, she wiped it before she used the flat of her hand to stroke the upper side of his penis, as though it were an animal she didn’t know how to pet.

Over and over again it went, palm against the top of his penis, starting at the base, sliding up until she reached his head, her fingers extended, never grabbing or truly caressing.

She did the same thing to his shaft’s sides, to the underside, pressing gently, teasing him, cupping his heavy testicles, wiping his tip again.

When it was time, she said nothing. Somehow she simply knew, and she grabbed him, one hand wrapped tightly around his penis about six inches from the head, moving quickly, the other picking up the beaker.

“Oh, oh, oh!” Martens protested, knees bending, hands clasping at his chest, eyes closed.

One could almost watch as the mechanisms of Martens prodigious loins served up its first full shot of semen, first the base swelling, then his entire shaft spasming while it enlarged steadily on its way to the tip, and at last a hose’s worth of semen splashing into the beaker, Brenda doing her best to keep it aimed properly, although the force of the liquid itself proved a challenge, more than one jolt of pulsing cream exploding against the edge of the beaker and nearly escaping the container.

“Ohhhaaahhh,” Martens groaned, arching, his hands lowered now and pressing against the small of his back.

True to her word, Brenda continued to milk the teen until he was truly empty, squeezing him from base to tip a dozen times to make sure every drop had been extracted. Only when three strokes in quick succession failed to expel any more juice did she abandon the effort.

“Okay, you can relax,” she said, picking up the sleeve and the half-full beaker, looking briefly at what she held, and anyone studying her face at that moment would have detected a hint of surprise. Just a hint, of course, because surprise, shock, amazement and the like were by necessity trained out of the personnel at any medical practice dealing with sexual matters. A staffer might think something they were seeing or hearing on the job was extraordinary, peculiar, outlandish, supremely voluminous, but to convey that response to the patient risked invalidating someone at their most vulnerable moment. Penises and vaginas don’t mind being mocked, of course, but the mind does on their behalf, and sexuality is primarily a mental phenomenon. To ridicule sexuality is, ultimately, to break it.

Martens sighed and straightened, breathing deeply. Had he noticed Brenda’s fleeting indiscretion? Probably not.

“How does this look compared to your usual?” she asked, raising the beaker to his eyes. “Any idea?”

Martens eyes opened, focused on the beaker, widened. Surprise on his part, about himself, was entirely permitted.

“Oh, that’s a lot,” he said. “I don’t know. I think it’s more than usual. A lot more.”

“And the orgasm?” she queried. “Stronger?”

“It was,” Martens said, nodding.

“What do you think made the difference?” she said. “The setting, the arousal duration, the partner?”

“The partner?” Martens repeated.

“Me,” Brenda said. “Do you think that makes a difference? Having someone else help you?”

“One hundred percent,” Martens said with certainty. “It was . . . the way you did it . . . I never.”

“It’s not rocket science,” she said. “The trick is to give it some time. Be patient. Tease.”

“And have you doing it,” Martens said, clenching his mouth in a way that suggested he wasn’t sure he should have said that.

“A female, in other words,” Brenda said, nodding supportively and entirely professionally. Surely her patients had said more forward things than Martens just had. She had a knack for performing this necessary medical service, but it was also a very personal service, and it resulted in intense sexual pleasure. Who could blame men for occasionally getting confused?

Martens offered the half-smile that was his own version of uncertainty.

“There’s a difference between lovemaking and this service,” Brenda said, as though reading his mind. “See if you can find a female to regularly masturbate you. It doesn’t have to be a girlfriend.”

Martens’ expression changed subtly, and his penis rose slightly.

“Just for the record,” she added, “it doesn’t have to be a female.”

“I would want it to be a girl,” Martens said quickly but without offense. Medical professionals have to cover all the bases, without judgment, without extra-medical moralizing. Someday, he might be in the same position, offering healthcare advice that didn’t quite square with traditional values.

“Okay, let me get everything looked at,” Brenda said, exiting, and as soon as she closed the door behind her, Martens collapsed to the couch, bending wearily, staring at the floor between his feet while his member slowly softened again.

When she returned, she was bearing a clean white sleeve, and this time she handed it to him to put on.

“You’re in the 98th percentile for volume,” she said as he covered himself. “Or 99th if we take earlier orgasms into account, but that would take a day of testing, and we don’t need to do that. Either way, Dr. Dales thinks that might be a big part of your spontaneous orgasms. The more semen your body makes, the more often it wants to get rid of it. So the more you can release on each event, the less often you’ll experience unplanned discharges.”

Martens nodded, looked up as though he’d just received a revelation. Sometimes, we have to hear unassailable logic from someone else before we can believe it.

“Dr. Dales is writing up a prescription,” she added. “Ready to get your clothes back on?”

“Sure,” Martens said vaguely, following Brenda back past the nurses’ desk and to the first clinic room, where his clothes awaited. He was already getting used to being seen this way, perhaps even enjoying it. Although there was no dark-haired woman with just her vulva covered this time, his penis flickered slightly as he walked.

Dressed, his member tucked moderately comfortably into his jeans, his sweatshirts at work again to hide things in the event of an emergency, he headed to the front desk to settle his account and receive Dr. Dale’s treatment plan.

Martens, wide-eyed and breathing shallowly, was still studying the prescription when Brenda appeared at his elbow.

“Dr. Dales is seeing his next patient, but he’ll be glad to talk about your prescription if you want to wait.”

“Just one question I had,” Martens said haltingly, looking at Brenda with his eyebrows raised.

“Sure.”

“What does, on the prescription, what does ‘indicated’ mean?” he asked, pointing to the word on the form.

Brenda squinted at the document.

“That a fancy way of saying you’re ready to do it,” she explained. “Indicated means . . . well, aroused. Excited. Horny.”

Martens glanced around to see who might be listening, but there were no patients checking out, and the three staff members within earshot had surely heard it all before.

“That makes sense,” Martens said. “I don’t need to wait. Thanks. For everything.”




Chapter 6: Tassa Learns the Truth

“So I thanked them and left,” Martens concluded, standing in the bedroom where he’d be staying indefinitely with his aunt Tassa and his cousins, Zia and Mundi.

“Okay,” Tassa said, sitting on his bed, cross-legged. As Martens had related his experience with Dr. Dales at the urology clinic, she’d drawn her legs up and listened raptly, supportively. He hadn’t told her everything. He hadn’t mentioned the dark-haired woman in her 30s with just her vulva covered. He talked vaguely about what Brenda had done to his penis to provoke a strong orgasm. And he’d said nothing about the contents of the prescription, only that he’d received one.

But he’d covered all the other salient details.

“So you went home,” Tassa continued, “and told your parents what you’d learned.”

“Oh no,” Martens said, shaking his head sadly.

“But they . . .”

“Yes, they found out,” Martens said.

“How?”

“Mom found the prescription.”

“What did the prescription say?” Tassa asked. “Are there medicines that might be . . . that might help you in some way?”

“It wasn’t like that,” Martens said, looking away evasively. “It was more behavioral. Things I might try. Kind of like advice.”

“And that got you kicked out of your home?”

“It did. Mom called you the day she found it.”

“Okay,” Tassa said, leaning forward and brushing her hair away from her face to stare at her nephew. “I know this is personal. But I can’t think of anything a doctor would write that should get a young man kicked out of his home.”

“It was very . . . blunt,” Martens said with a sad chuckle. “I should have thrown it away.”

“It was bad advice?” Tassa pushed. “What was wrong with it?”

“No,” Martens replied. “Nothing. It made sense. But it just . . . do you really want to know what it said?”

“If you’re okay telling me,” she said. “I’m really . . . well, it’s a doctor’s prescription. How bad could it be?”

“I could show it to you,” Martens said, reaching for the bookbag on his desk. “That would be easier.”

“Your mom didn’t throw it away?”

Martens chuckled again.

“I don’t think she wanted to touch it,” he said, pulling a folded sheet of pink paper out of his bag, and he handed it to his aunt and turned away, leaned against the wall stone-faced with his back to her, and she read the note silently.

“Conditions,” the doctors had written by hand in a neat script: “Hyperspermia and penile gargantuanism.” Below that, he’d outlined the treatment plan:

Surgical correction is possible but not advised. Patient should avoid clothing in the groin area whenever possible, other than, when necessary for modesty or local ordinance. Where allowed, a sleeve or wrap is recommended in lieu of more restrictive clothing. Whenever indicated, in order to maximize volume of ejaculate, spend 30 minutes to an hour on the arousal/masturbation session. Consult pornography as desired. A partner (patient indicates a preference for female) who can help with release is also strongly recommended. She might be but does not have to be a romantic partner. Patient is advised to track duration between releases, repeating the methods that consistently lead to the longest durations and largest output, while regularly trying new variations.

Regardless how supportive Tassa wanted to be for her nephew, withholding her reaction as she read the words was impossible. She sucked in her breath. Her eyes went wide. She swayed slightly on Martens’ bed.

“Okay,” she said, raising her voice on the second syllable.

Martens turned toward her, looked as though he were waiting for another eviction, his normally cheerful demeanor completely abandoned.

“Yes,” she added inconclusively, peering again at the document. “Okay, so, a question. What does ‘indicated’ mean?”

“I asked the same thing,” Martens said. “And the answer, as near as I can tell it . . . is that it’s when I want to.”

“Right,” Tassa agreed. “Makes sense.”

After appearing to struggle for the next thing to say, she spoke again.

“So what do you think?” she asked. “Of the prescription here?”

“It was sort of a surprise,” Martens said, “and sort of not. The doctor and I talked for awhile, and a lot of what he wrote down were things he was already saying.”

“So . . . you’re on board with it? Everything he wrote?”

“I’ve had to think about it for a week,” Martens said, his voice catching as he continued. “And at first, no. I didn’t see how I could . . . how I could live that way. But it makes sense, I think. I understand why he wrote it. It’s just . . . it makes me feel like a monster. How can anyone stand to be around me?”

Tassa shook her head sharply, uncrossed her legs and set her feet on the floor, her change in position suggesting she’d reached some new conclusion.

“We’re going to get through this,” she said, and now her voice was catching too. “You are NOT a monster. You are not. You can’t think that way. You’re my wonderful, beautiful nephew. And we’re going to figure out how to make this work.”

Martens’ whole body relaxed, his shoulders falling, his hands unclenching, and he breathed out a long sigh.

“Thank you,” he said. “I’ll do whatever you say. I think I can still come to dinner, and help the girls with their homework now and then, so they don’t know that there’s anything wrong with me. But I’ll stay in here most of the time. I’ll be quiet.”

“No,” Tassa said with another violent shake of her head. “Then I’d be treating you like a monster. And you’re not one. Not to me. Not to the girls.”

“But they’re so . . .” Martens began, stammering. “They’re girls. They can’t know about this. They’ll never speak to me again.”

“Nope,” Tassa said, her voice firm now, certain. “I’ll decide what the girls can and can’t know. They’re very mature for their ages. They know more than they let on. Just take my word for it.”

Martens nodded, winced.

“Is it . . .?” Tassa ventured cautiously.

“Yes,” Martens said, looking down at his middle. “It’s probably time. I can usually predict it.”

“Indicated,” she said with a half-smile.

“That’s it,” Martens said with a laugh.

“Did . . .” Tassa queried uncertainly, “did what the nurse do for you at the clinic . . . did it help?”

“A lot,” he said. “It was hours before my next one.”

“Okay,” Tassa said, rising quickly. “Go ahead and do . . . do what the prescription said. Whatever you need. There are no rules here, about that. I shouldn’t have to even say that. You get all the privacy you need. In this room. And . . . and on the internet. Whatever helps.”

“But it’s . . . your router,” Martens said.

“So?”

“The internet . . . going through your router.”

“I don’t care what you download,” she said. “It just passes through. It’s radio waves.”

“It’s binary,” he corrected.

“Binary?”

“Ones and zeros.”

“I thought that’s how they write software.”

“It’s how they format pictures too,” he said. “And videos.”

“Then all my router will see is ones and zeros,” she said.

Martens’ expression was both pained and grateful as his aunt headed for the door, opened it.

“And I’m going to sleep on everything,” she said quietly. “Tomorrow or the next day, I’ll try to come up with some ideas.”

“I’m sorry for causing so much trouble,” Martens said.

“There’s no sorry here,” she said just before she closed the door behind her. “You’re family. And we love you.”




Chapter 7: Tassa Takes the Girls to Dinner

Tassa had her plan ready by early the next day.

It was Sunday and the girls were still asleep, and Tassa found Martens in the kitchen, drinking coffee and looking at his laptop, his body as bundled up as ever.

“Hey,” she said, stepping up behind him and kissing the top of his head.

“Good morning,” he said, smiling up at her. “I made enough coffee for everyone. Strong, the way you like it.”

“Thank you,” she said. “So I was thinking . . .”

“Yes?” he asked nervously.

“Me and the girls go out for dinner Sunday nights, a few times a month. And we’ll do that tonight, just the three of us. And I’m going to talk to them then. About everything. And we’re going to see how they do. I can’t speak for them. I can’t predict what will happen. I shouldn’t have implied I could.”

“I will abide by everyone’s wishes,” he said.

“I know you will,” she said pouring coffee, glancing at the door. “We’re not going to dump you on the streets, of course. And no one is going to blame you for this, or respect you any less. But this just . . . it taps into deeper things. Irrational things. I don’t know how they’ll react.”

“How are you doing?” he asked. “With it, I mean?”

“Honest answer?”

“Please,” he said.

“I cried myself to sleep last night,” she said. “For you. For everything you’ve been through. It breaks my heart.”

Martens’ eyes watered, and he looked down at his coffee, sipped it slowly while Tassa worked on breakfast.

“I’ll spend the day in my room,” he said, draining his coffee and rising. “Just tell the girls I’m not feeling that well. That’ll make things easier tonight, no matter what happens.”

Tassa watched the boy retire, and his bedroom door closed with a quiet thump, and she wiped a tear and kept making breakfast.

Half an hour later, Zia showed up at the kitchen door in a long black t-shirt that went to her mid-thigh.

“Where’s Martens?” she asked by way of greeting.

“He got up early, and he’s back in his room now,” Tassa replied. “I’m not sure if he’s feeling good.”

“What’s wrong with him?” Zia demanded, sounding almost accusatory.

“I don’t know,” Tassa lied. “Maybe it’s his stomach.”

“Something was bothering him yesterday,” Zia said. “I was afraid it was his heart.”

“I don’t think it’s that,” Tassa said. “It’s probably just the traveling. Moving to a new home.”

“Maybe we should get him to a doctor,” Zia persisted. “Today. I can take him.”

“Martens is going to the doctor?” Mundi asked, stepping past her sister to get to the coffee maker.

“No, he doesn’t need to do that,” Tassa said.

Zia looked suspiciously at her mother before she headed for the fridge.

Mundi was the next to speak, leaning against the counter in sweatpants and a running bra. “Weren’t you talking to him last night?” she asked. “After we went to bed?”

“Yes,” Tassa said.

“Did you find out what’s going on?” Zia asked, lowering her voice.

“I did,” Tassa confessed.

“What is it?” Mundi hissed, and she set her coffee cup down hard on the table and sat across from her mother, staring into her face as though her eyes could bore the truth out of her.

“I’ll tell you at dinner,” she said. “We’re doing girls’ night out tonight. At the Prairie Schooner.”

“Why there?” asked Zia.

“It’s private,” said Tassa. And indeed it was, each table housed in its own wagon.

Zia sat down next to her sister, leaned forward. “It’s a legal thing, isn’t it?” she whispered. “A gang’s after him?”

“They’re going to find him here,” said Mundi. “It’s just a matter of time.”

“No, it’s nothing like that.”

“Is it his health?” Zia asked, her eyes suddenly wide. “His heart? Is it his heart?”

“He kept grabbing his, like, his chest yesterday,” Mundi said, and she leaned back and imitated her cousin’s throes of anguish, eyes wide as she gasped, clutching her sternum.

“Stop!” Tassa commanded, her horror understandable given the circumstances. Mothers are typically hesitant to watch their daughters imitate a climaxing boy. But Mundi surely had no idea that’s what she was doing, and Tassa’s vehemence seemed to shock her.

“I just—” she protested weakly.

“Just don’t . . .” Tassa said, her voice softening. “I’ll explain it tonight, okay?”

“Mom,” Zia said with profound seriousness. “If it’s a heart thing, then what he might be having is small heart attacks. You can have them and not even know what’s happening.”

“That’s not it,” Tassa said.

“So it’s his stomach?” Zia said. “Just really bad indigestion?”

“No, that hurts all the time when you have it,” Mundi said, nodding knowingly. “His was like, he’s totally normal and laughing, and then it’s just, ‘Uhhh,’ and he—”

“Ssst!” Tassa said, ending her daughter’s second attempt at a reenactment with a hiss and a wave of her hand.

“Sometimes, what you think is a stomach problem could be your heart,” Zia warned. “How did he seem this morning? Was he pale? Did he seem weak, or dizzy?”

“No, he was fine,” Tassa said.

“We need to check on him,” Zia said. “Like, every hour.”

“He should be lying on the couch,” Mundi said. “We can take his temperature and stuff. We might end up saving his life!”

“He’s going to stay in his room today,” Tassa said.

“Is he coming out for lunch?”

“Probably not,” Tassa said

“I’ll make him something,” Mundi proposed. “He can at least open his door for that.”

“Just leave it outside his door,” Tassa said.

“We can’t even see him?” Mundi asked. “God, is it a face thing? Like . . . a, a, I mean, I don’t know, something that could happen to someone’s face?”

“No,” Tassa said. “We’ll talk about it tonight.”

“We need to at least knock on his door a few times,” said Zia. “Just to hear his voice.”

“You can do that,” Tassa said.

“Is he going to dinner with us?” Mundi asked hopefully.

“No, he’ll stay here. So we can talk.”

“We need to make him dinner too, then.”

“Yes, we can do that.”

The girls spent the rest of the day in a state of controlled agitation, preoccupation evident as they surfed the web, chatted online with friends, attempted to study in a half-hearted way. And every hour, one of them would knock on his door, and he’d reply with a cheerful “Yes?” and Zia or Mundi would say they were just making sure he was okay, and he promised he was, although he sounded a little tense as he spoke at 11 and 3. A little distracted by something.

Mundi made him makrix and soy valive for lunch, and the girls teamed up on a South Asian goulash for his dinner, leaving his plates outside his bedroom door and knocking, and he’d retrieve them a few minutes later, and after they left for dinner, he put the plates away in the kitchen.

The Prairie Schooner was an altogether casual restaurant, jeans and t-shirts and cowboy hats welcome, but Zia and Mundi showered and did their hair and wore skirts and blouses, as though they were heading to a funeral. They were about to learn something about their cousin, something so shocking or tragic or scandalous it couldn’t be spoken of in their own home. One does not simply throw clothes on for such an event.

By the time they reached their own schooner, the girls were in almost a state of mourning, their words as funereal as their dispositions.

“We should have spent more time with him,” Mundi said sadly, peering over her menu. “He should have stayed the whole summer last year, not just a few weeks.”

“How much longer do you think he’ll be with us?” Zia asked.

“That’s what we’re going to talk about,” Tassa said.

“Shouldn’t he be here too?” Zia said. “If he’s . . . this whole thing seems weird, really. I mean, what’s wrong with him? What can’t—”

“Nothing’s wrong with him,” Tassa said. “He just has a condition, and it’s something we need to talk about, and figure out.”

“Medical,” Zia said.

“Yes.”

Zia set her menu down and folded her hands over it, looking expectantly at her mother. Mundi looked at her older sister and quickly emulated her.

“Okay,” Tassa said, breathing out, but before she could say another word, the server arrived. Well-versed in the menu here, they all placed drink and dinner orders and returned to staring at each other.

“Okay,” Tassa began again. “Martens has a very large penis.”

The daughters stared at their mother, as if waiting for her to continue, but she said nothing more, just looked back.

Zia was the first to find her voice.

“Wait,” she said. “That’s it?”

“Well, there’s more,” Tassa said. “There are some other issues, related issues. But that’s the main thing.”

“Mom, what are we even doing here?” Zia said. “Why is this even a thing? So a boy has a, a, is big down there. I don’t even . . . I don’t need to know that.”

“Okay, stop,” said Mundi. “Just wait. You just said he’s got a big penis.”

“I did,” Tassa said, nodding seriously.

Something about Tassa’s earnest expression within the present context set off Mundi, the younger and thus less mature of the girls. She raised her hands to her mouth and began cackling into them, closing her eyes and bending, her laughter uncontrollable.

Zia and Tassa waited for a long, uncomfortable moment for Mundi to regain her composure, and when the girl was able to simply giggle into her hands, Zia had questions.

“What else were you going to tell us?” she asked. “That’s not all of it, is it?”

“No,” Tassa said. “You girls know about erections, right?”

“We do,” Zia said, speaking for both of them while Mundi feigned utter sobriety.

“When he gets them,” Tassa said, “because they’re so big . . . it’s really a problem.”

“What kind of problem?” Mundi asked, her tone like the straight man in a comedy routine.

“Mundi,” Tassa said, looking at the girl. “What I’m trying to explain to you got Martens kicked out of his home. By his own parents. It’s completely disrupted his life. He might not be able to go to college. He might never make it to medical school. It’s not a joke. And if he was with us right now, he’d be very hurt.”

“Okay, okay, I get it,” Mundi said defensively. “It’s just . . . so unexpected. We thought he had cancer. Or a gang death sentence. Or he was having heart attacks, and—”

“Mom,” Zia interrupted, face frozen in terror. “Oh my God. So when he was, when he would grab . . .”

“Orgasms,” Tassa said flatly.

“But he was, he was grabbing up here?” Mundi said, clenching a fist between her breasts. “It can’t be—”

“It is,” Tassa said, just as flatly.

“. . . that big,” Mundi continued.

“It is,” Tassa said again.

“You’ve seen it?” Zia asked.

“No, I haven’t,” Tassa said, “but he’s told me.”

“So it’s like, what’ 15 inches?” Zia asked.

“Bigger,” Tassa said. “More like 20.”

Zia’s eyes got round, while Mundi just looked on uncertainly.

“Where are the orgasms coming from?” Zia asked. “You’re saying that’s part of it too?”

“Yes,” Tassa said. “It’s called hyperspermia. He produces a lot of semen. And his body has to get rid of it. So . . . that’s what he’s doing. That’s what’s happening. It’s not something he chooses. It just happens.”

“So why . . .” Zia began, “so what does he think we can do? Does he think we can help?”

“No,” Tassa said. “His parents kicked him out. That’s why your Aunt Galma called me. They didn’t want him there anymore.”

“Because he has a big penis?” Mundi demanded, her mirth sliding instantly to outrage. “What kind of parent does that?”

“I don’t think your aunt understands him,” Tassa said. “Don’t be too hard on her. She’s very traditional. And this . . . it’s just not something she has the equipment . . . the mental equipment to deal with.”

Drinks and the meal arrived and for a time, the three females concentrated on dinner, each lost in her own thoughts, until Zia spoke.

“So, what does Martens need from us?” she asked.

“Just a home,” Tassa said. “For as long as he needs it.”

“Just his bedroom,” Mundi said sadly. “Does he want to stay in there all the time now?”

“It’s just easier for him that way,” Tassa said, swallowing. “Because of his . . . physical condition, it’s easier if he stays . . . the doctor recommended it . . . if he stays naked.”

Mundi brought her hands to her face.

“Was that why Aunt Galma kicked him out?” she asked. “Was he going naked everywhere?”

“No, not at all,” Tassa said. “They kicked him out because he went to the doctor, the doctor wrote a prescription, and she found it.”

“What did the prescription say?” Zia asked.

Tassa paused, looked at the girls in turn.

“Before I tell you the details,” she began, “how are you taking this?”

“What do you mean?” Zia said.

“Are you upset. Is it—”

“Of course we’re upset,” Zia said. “Martens got kicked out of his own home.”

“I’m talking about you two, if you’re upset about living with Martens . . . with his condition.”

“I guess I’m upset, yeah,” Zia said, pausing and nodding thoughtfully, “that anyone would be upset about it.”

“It’s like,” Mundi said, “it’s like . . . racism, in a way.” She paused. “I just mean, not like it’s his race, but if you hold something against someone they were born with and can’t help, yeah . . . that’s sort of like racism.”

“That’s actually a valid point,” Zia said. “I’m not . . . I just don’t think I’ll ever be able to respect Aunt Galma again. Or Uncle Sammy.”

“Uncle Sammy just does whatever Aunt Galma says,” Mundi observed.

“That’s no excuse, not for this,” Zia said. “You have to stand up for your own kid. Even against the other parent. So, what did the prescription say?”

“It said he should go naked,” Tassa replied, “or just wear something over it, over his penis.”

“Over his penis?” Mundi echoed.

“Just to wrap it up, but not anything that’s too restrictive. Because of . . . because of when he gets erect.”

“So that’s why he has to stay in his room all day?” Zia queried.

“It’s just easier that way,” Tassa said, nodding.

“He was naked in there?” Mundi asked, eyes wide with amazement.

“Probably,” Tassa said. “That’s what the doctor recommended.”

“But he wore clothes all day yesterday,” Mundi said.

“Yes,” Tassa agreed, “and he was very uncomfortable.”

“Do his clothes cause him to have one of those . . . events?” Zia asked. “Just wearing them?”

“They can, yes.”

“Is he ashamed?” Zia asked. “Is that it?”

“No, I don’t think that’s the word for it,” Tassa said. “He’s actually handling it really well, considering everything he’s been through. He was very open with me about it.”

“Does he know we’re talking about him right now?” Zia asked.

“Yes, that’s what we agreed to,” said Tassa. “I was going to talk to you, and see where we ended up.”

“So what’s the problem?” Zia said, looking profoundly puzzled.

“Well, it’s just . . .” Tassa began haltingly, “we needed you to understand . . . his situation, and . . .”

“And what?”

“And see how you felt about it.”

“And?” Zia persisted.

“And then decide on what happens next.”

“I’m confused,” Zia said. “What are our options?”

“Well, Martens stays, or . . .” Tassa said uncertainly.

“Or what?” Zia demanded.

“Or . . . so it’s okay if he stays?” Tassa asked.

“You think . . . you actually think we’d say no?” Zia said, and now both girls were looking at their mom as if she’d betrayed them.

“Okay, okay,” Tassa said, setting down her fork and putting up her hands. “I didn’t know. This is something we haven’t really talked about before tonight. I wasn’t taking anything for granted.”

“He can stay,” Zia said. “He will stay. Please. He has to.”

“But he can’t just be in his room the rest of his life,” Mundi said. “If he’s so embarrassed, he could do that wrap thing. Or just wear a bathrobe or something.”

“I don’t think he’s embarrassed,” Tassa said. “Not for himself. He’s just . . . very worried about how . . . how he’ll be seen, by others.”

“What does he think we’re going to do?” asked Zia.

“I don’t know,” Tassa said. “Feel uncomfortable. Not feel safe.”

“Mom, it’s Martens,” Zia said, drawing out the name. “He’s family.”

“So . . . wait,” Mundi said. “So what we’re saying is that Martens can go naked in our house. Anywhere. And we’re going to tell him that?”

“Are you having a problem with that?” Zia asked.

“No, I’m not,” Mundi said. “It’s just . . . I’m thinking about Martens. How would he feel, you know, being seen?”

“So you said it’s something like 20 inches?” Zia asked, and she looked down at her lap as though trying to picture a penis extending from it.

“Something like that,” Tassa said. “When he’s erect.”

Mundi looked down at her belly, put her hand between her breasts again.

“When he grabbed it, his hand was, like, about here,” she said. “But was he grabbing the end of it? Or, like, the middle?”

Tassa and Zia looked at the girl but declined to speculate.

“Okay, let’s plan this,” said Zia, and she pulled out her phone to take notes on. “Step one: we tell him it’s okay. Of course. But then, step two: he doesn’t have to hide in his room. He can come out, however he likes, whenever he likes.”

“You mean naked,” Mundi ventured.

“However he likes,” Zia said. “It’s up to him. If he wants to wrap it, he can do that. Or not.”

“What’s does his wrap look like?” Mundi asked.

“I haven’t seen it,” said Tassa. “I don’t even know if he has one.”

“So it would just cover . . . everything?” Mundi said.

“His penis and testicles,” Zia said. “I guess that would be everything.”

“I think so,” Tassa said, nodding.

“But what if it goes . . . erectozoid?” Mundi asked.

“Erectozoid?” Zia repeated.

“Yes, erectozoid.”

“Do you really think that’s what it’s called?” Zia asked.

“I’ve heard it put that way,” Mundi said. “A girl at school said her brother called it that.”

“Who?”

“Misty Krisinski.”

“That was just some boy’s name for it,” Zia said. “Because he was trying to be funny.”

“Okay, what’s the word then?” Mundi asked.

“Erect. Just erect. And then, it’s called an erection.”

“Okay,” Mundi said. “But what if that happens?”

“It should be big enough for it,” Tassa said. “So you want him to wear one?”

“It’s up to him,” Zia said. “But we could make him something. Sew it.”

“We just need the measurements,” Mundi said. "His erection size.”

“Text him and ask,” Zia said.

“What?” Tassa said.

“Text him and ask if he wants us to make him a wrap. It’s okay if he doesn’t. But if he does, we need to know his dimensions.”

Tassa pulled her phone from her purse, tapped it open, typed character after character while the girls worked on their dinners and watched her.

“How much are you writing?” Zia asked.

“I want it to sound right,” Tassa said. “So I’m deleting a lot and starting over. This is important.”

“Do you want to read it to us before you send it?” Zia asked.

“Yes,” Tassa said.

Tassa set her phone down, peering at it as she resumed her dinner, tapping a key now and then, picking it up and biting her tongue as she made more substantial edits.

“Okay, how does this sound?” she said, picking up her phone. “Martens, the girls want to sew you some wraps, if you want to wear them, for outside your room. We just need your dimensions.”

“Let me see it,” Zia said, holding out her hand to take her mother’s phone, and her eyes scanned the lines quickly.

“This is good,” she said, nodding with sincere admiration, holding the phone out for her sister.

“It’s good,” Mundi said. “Mom, send it now. He needs to know we’re okay.”

Tassa took the phone back and hit send.

“Where do you think he is?” Mundi asked. “In his room? Or maybe the kitchen?”

“No idea,” said Tassa.

“He probably really liked coming out when we left,” Mundi said. “He’s probably going everywhere. Watching TV and getting a snack, you know—”

“Wait, he’s typing something back,” Tassa said, staring at the bouncing dots that indicated Martens was writing a reply.

For a long five minutes, Martens only typed without sending, all three females holding their breath for the words to arrive.

“What’s he typing, a dictionary?” Mundi complained.

“He’s probably thinking about his answer,” Zia proposed. “You have to when it’s something sensitive like this.”

“Maybe he’s measuring,” Mundi said. “Could that take a while?”

“If it’s 20 feet long, and he’s using just a 12-inch ruler,” Zia said.

Mundi laughed.

“Hey,” Tassa said, setting her phone aside.

“Yeah?” Zia asked, eyebrows raised.

“This isn’t funny to Martens,” Tassa said. “At all.”

“Well, yeah,” Zia said, confirming the obvious. “His family rejected him.”

“So if you have to laugh, get it out of your systems now. Martens doesn’t need to hear you joking around about it.”

“I’m sorry,” Zia said, looking truly contrite. “Has he sent anything yet?”

“Yes,” Tassa said, “he just did.”

“What did he say?”

“Okay.”

“That’s it?” Mundi said.

“That’s all he said,” Tassa said. “Okay. And he’s not typing anymore. Let’s finish dinner and get home.”




Chapter 8: Martens’ New Clothes

As soon as they walked through the door, Mundi was calling.

“Martens?” she said. “Martens, we’re home!”

If the boy had been wandering the home nude, he’d quickly retired to his bedroom once he heard the door open, no Martens to be seen.

Mundi almost skipped to his door, her mother and sister trailing.

“Martens, are you in there?”

“Yes,” came his voice. “Hi, Mundi.”

“It’s all three of us,” Mundi said. “Zia and Mom are coming.”

“Hi, everyone.”

“Hi, Martens.”

“Hi, Martens.”

“Did you get Mom’s texts?” Mundi asked, and she turned to Tassa and mouthed, “I think he’s naked.”

“I did,” Martens said. “And thank you. It means more to me than you can—”

“So do you have your measurements ready?” Mundi almost barked.

“Now?” Martens asked. “No, I don’t really have anything to measure with.”

“It’s in the kitchen, with all our sewing stuff,” Mundi said impatiently.

“I didn’t know that.”

“Want me to get it?” Mundi asked.

“What?”

“A measuring tape,” Mundi said. “So you can measure your . . . it.”

“Yes, please.”

Mundi slipped between her mother and sister, headed for the kitchen.

“Do you want any more to eat?” Zia asked. “I brought home half a steak.”

“I would like that, yes,” Martens said.

Zia reached for the door, thought better of it.

“I’ll pass it through when Mundi comes with the tape,” she said.

“That would probably be for the best.”

A moment later, Mundi reappeared, tape in hand.

“Okay, ready,” she announced.

The door opened, a hand appeared, Mundi set the tape in it and Zia put the box from the restaurant in it too.

“Thank you,” Martens said, pushing the door gently closed.

“Martens?” Mundi said.

“Yes?”

“We need more than just numbers, if you can do that?” she said. “Like, maybe, a picture? Or, you know, a drawing? With the numbers on that?”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“And all your parts,” she said. “Not just, you know, the penis. But the, the other part too. The, um, testicles.”

“Of course. When I’m done, I’ll slide it under the door.”

“Oh, and, and,” Mundi said, “you should probably wait until you’re, you know . . . bigger.”

“I’ll do that,” Martens said, his voice betraying nothing but patience. The faces of Zia and Tassa, on the other hand, bore consternation, even embarrassment, although tempered with the understanding that comes from watching a girl grow up who had always had her own idiosyncrasies and peculiar fixations.

“Okay, I’ll be waiting,” Mundi said, and the three females stepped away. “Bye.”

“Bye.”

Mundi, whose room was across the hall from Martens’, didn’t exactly stare at his door while she worked on the history assignment due the next day, but she looked up often from her work to see if anything had appeared, and when the sheet at last was slipped under the door, she nearly knocked her desk chair backward rising, moving to Martens’ door, picking up what turned out to be a precise schematic of his manhood.

No, more than a schematic. This was art, a rendering of a penis in all its glory, the straight shaft, the flared, circumcised head, the heavy testicles, even a modest attempt at capturing the veins along the sides, and the urethral section along the bottom, and Mundi stared for a long time at the image, surely longer than was necessary to conceptualize the sewing she needed to do. This was a simple project, after all, not much more involved than a sock, even if more fabric would be required.

At last, once she had absorbed the overall scope of the project on her own behalf, she moved down the hall to Zia’s room, found her sister at her desk, handed the image over.

“Wow,” Zia said as she gazed at the drawing.

“Don’t think you can sew it?” Mundi asked.

“No, of course I can sew it,” Zia said. “It’s just . . . he’s really big.”

“Yeah, we know that.”

“But this is . . . having the specifics in front of you . . . wow.”

“Let me make the first one,” Mundi said.

“How are you going to do it?” Zia queried.

“Just . . .” Mundi began, looking down at herself, at a very large, imaginary penis, running her hand around it, from the tip to the base. “I’ll use one piece of fabric for his, um, the main part, his—”

“Shaft,” Zia said.

“Yeah, that part. And then, another section here, for his, um, his ball part.”

“Scrotum.”

“Yeah, that.”

“Seam on the top?” Zia asked doubtfully.

“Yeah, why?”

“It should be underneath.”

“Why?”

“It’s a seam,” Zia said. “It’s supposed to be out of the way.”

“That’s why I was going to put it in top.”

“Okay,” Zia said, smiling indulgently, “his penis is going to hang down, or stick out straight. It’s not going to point up.”

“He had it pointing up yesterday.”

“His clothes held it up like that. When he’s just wearing what we make, it’ll hang down. Trust me on that.”

“Okay,” Mundi agreed.

“What kind of fabric were you thinking about?” Zia asked.

“Muslin, maybe. Or denim. There’s enough in the closet.”

“Go with something soft,” Zia advised. “Use that t-shirt fabric.”

“Why?”

“Because it will feel better.”

“He won’t even notice,” Mundi countered.

“He will,” Zia said. “It’s very sensitive.”

“It can’t be that sensitive.”

“How do you figure?” Zia asked.

“Well, they have to, you know, stick it in people,” Mundi explained. “If it hurts every time, they wouldn’t want to do it so much.”

“It doesn’t hurt,” Zia said flatly. “The places they’re putting it are very soft.”

Maybe Mundi believed her sister, or maybe she was just tired of arguing, but either way, she turned and headed to the kitchen, grabbing a roll of the cloth she’d used to sew herself a navy blue t-shirt last spring, and she headed to her room, cleared off her desk, laid out ruler, shears, fabric and Marten’s diagram, and went to work. Twenty minutes in her room, 15 more at the sewing machine, and she was back at Zia’s door, holding out her creation for her sister’s inspection.

“Nice,” Zia said.

“Should I give it to him?” Mundi asked, voice almost shaking.

“Now?”

“Yeah, now,” Mundi said.

“It’s late, don’t bother him,” Zia said. “We all need to go to bed.”

“I should give it to him now,” Mundi said.

“Why?”

“So he can, uh, practice with it.”

“What kind of practice does he need?” Zia asked.

“Well, not practice,” Mundi conceded. “Just get used to it. Maybe sleep in it.”

“It’s not for sleeping,” Zia said. “It’s for when he’s out of his room, with us.”

“Exactly,” Mundi said, turning toward Martens’ door. “That’s why he needs to get used to it.”

The tapped lightly on the door. “Martens? Are you still awake?”

“Hey, Mundi, I am,” came the voice.

“I made you something,” Mundi said. “Something you can wear. Want it now?”

The door opened, and the hand appeared, and Mundi used both hands to set her creation on that other hand, bowing slightly, as though paying tribute to an unseen potentate.

“Wow, thank you,” Martens said, easing the door closed. “This is beautiful.”

“You have to try it on,” Mundi urged. “Can you do that now?”

“Now?” Martens repeated doubtfully.

“Yeah, just to make sure it fits and stuff,” Mundi said. “In case I need to make a better one tonight.”

“I wouldn’t ask for that,” he said.

“Well, try it on, and if it works, we maybe won’t have to worry about it.”

After a brief pause, Martens spoke again. “It fits. It’s very nice.”

“Does it fit though . . . if you’re big?” Mundi said.

Zia had heard enough. She rose from her chair and stormed up to Mundi, putting her face right before her little sister’s.

“Stop!” she said in an extremely emphatic, extremely quiet whisper.

“What!?” Mundi said back, just as quietly and emphatically.

“You’re . . . you’re going to embarrass him,” Zia said, mouth next to Mundi’s ear.

Martens seemed to be hearing, or sensing, the commotion just beyond his door, because he said nothing.

Mundi scowled at her big sister and turned back toward the door.

“Can I have a look?” she asked.

Zia said nothing, too stunned to do more than glare at Mundi in wide-eyed mortification.

The door opened and Mundi passed in, and the door remained opened but Zia did not follow her sister, just stared at the gap between door and jamb, listening to the conversation that ensued.

“So that’s full-size?” Mundi asked.

“Just about,” came Martens’ voice, sounding a little tense, or maybe just breathless.

“Does it ever point straight up?”

“No,” Martens said.

“It’s still going up a little, though.”

“It does that,” Martens said.

“Why?”

“When it grows, it tends to the horizontal.”

Mundi might have laughed at Martens’ scientific terminology, but she didn’t. She was all business at the moment.

“Are you going to keep making it grow?” she asked.

“It’s not something I can really do,” Martens replied. “It just happens.”

“Why?”

“It happens all the time,” Martens said. “That’s why it’s been a problem for me. But I find it to be more likely if I’m . . . if someone else is seeing it.”

“But everything’s covered,” Mundi said. “So I’m not really seeing it.”

“You might as well be,” Martens said. “I feel . . . I do feel exposed.”

“But do you think this will be what you’ll want to wear?” Mundi said. “Do you think it will fit you no matter what?”

“Yes,” Martens said. “It’s a great fit. I’d like to know though, to make sure . . . if it’s okay with you to have it on.”

“I made it,” Mundi said. “It’s definitely okay with me.”

“I meant, for everyone. For Zia, and your mother.”

“They should like it,” Mundi said. “It’s what we talked about.”

“I wanted to say . . . how much I appreciated everything,” Martens said, voice breaking. “Thanks, for everyone’s understanding.”

“When Mom told us at dinner what was going on, we were like, ‘What, how could his parents kick him out?’ It was insane!”

Martens said nothing.

“Can I?” Mundi began, sounding uncertain, “I wanted to make sure it fit . . . in the back part, you know, there.”

“My scrotum?”

“Yeah, I guess that’s what it’s called,” Mundi said. “How does it fit there?”

“It’s a little tight,” Martens said.

“I sewed it to your dimensions,” Mundi said.

“I was guessing,” Martens said. “They hang down a little more than I estimated.”

“What do you mean?”

“They . . . it varies.”

“Can you show me?” Mundi said, pausing. “Okay, yeah, that’s more than the size you wrote down. I can fix it.”

“Please don’t throw this one away,” Martens protested.

“No, I can just let it out a little,” Mundi said. “I left some room. Take it off and I’ll fix it now.”

There was a pause, and the faint rustle of fabric, and Mundi, with Marten’s new sleeve clutched in her hand, appeared at the door.

“It’ll take me about 10 minutes to get it done,” she said to him.

“No need to, I can wait until tomorrow.”

“No, I want to finish it now.”

“I think I’m going to bed.”

“Don’t you want to sleep in it?” Mundi protested.

“No, I won’t need to.”

“You sleep naked?”

“Yes, that’s easier.”

“Oh, makes sense,” Mundi said, easing the door closed. “Okay, good night, Martens.”

“Mundi?” Martens said from behind the closed door.

“Yes?”

“Thanks again,” he said. “You . . . your kindness . . . and your understanding . . . mean so much to me.”

“It’s just sewing,” Mundi said, but her smile was bright as the turned toward Zia, still standing there.

The slightly opened door had concealed the interactions of her sister and cousin, but she’d heard everything.

A veil had been torn, that much would be clear to anyone with ears. A girl had seen a boy’s penis. An erect penis, no less. Sleeved at first, then bare. In person. Certainly for the first time in her life. Would she ever be the same? Had she been damaged, ruined?

No, she hadn’t, judging from her expression, which revealed no surprise, no distress, no new knowledge of good and evil. If there was any sentiment at all, it was that of a girl applying a traditional skill to a new challenge.

In the old country, all girls learned to sew, weave, knit, by hand or by machine as the equipment presented itself, and first-generation immigrant females were inculcated with the same abilities, as a quaint but meaningful nod to an important heritage.

“This part needs to be bigger,” she told Zia, pointing to the end of the sleeve she’d be letting out.

Zia nodded, wide-eyed, but said nothing. If anyone was distraught over what had just occurred, it was Zia apparently, on her little sister’s behalf. Big sister had been, vicariously, rendered speechless.




Chapter 9: Martens’ Unveiling

“Martens, are you awake?” Mundi yelled through his door as she made her way to the kitchen.

“I am,” he said.

“Are you coming to breakfast?” she asked. “I fixed your wrap, and you can have it now.”

The squeak of a desk chair being pushed back was followed by Martens’ door opening a crack. Mundi pushed it the rest of the way and, without any apparent objection from her cousin, entered and regarded Martens and his quickly growing member.

“Here it is,” she said, holding up the modified wrap with the previous evening’s aplomb. “Put it on.”

She watched as the boy slid the fabric over his penis and around his testicles.

“Better fit?” she asked.

“It is,” he said.

“C’mon, I want Mom to see,” she said, grabbing his arm and guiding him into the hall.

Zia was still in the bathroom she shared with her sister, the hiss of the shower audible.

And Tassa was at the stove, frying eggs and nuitzi, her back turned until Mundi announced their arrival.

“Mom, take a look,” Mundi said, and Tassa turned with the curious expression of a mother being asked to examine her daughter’s latest drawing or school project, but there was something in her face that betrayed a little tension perhaps, an apprehension that had never appeared when she’d been asked to regard more conventional projects.

And Martens, what of him? Looking at another person, just taking them in with your eyes, is an act of intimacy, or so the philosophers say, and it’s all the more so when the object of vision is undressed, or underdressed. Shouldn’t there have been a ceremony? A formal unveiling? A debut, if you will, of Martens’ penis in Mundi’s gown? For wasn’t this viewing supremely intimate, the mysteries of his size, his aroused girth, and the angle of his sexualized state all blazingly obvious?

But Mundi had taken charge, and through force of will had made it happen the way she wanted, a casual introduction of Martens’ penile gargantuanism for whomever might be around at the moment.

Tassa spoke first.

“Very nice,” she enthused to the best of her ability. “Martens . . . a good fit?”

“It is,” Martens said a little tightly.

“It wasn’t at first,” Mundi said, and impulsively perhaps, she rent another veil, taking her cousin’s wrapped penis in her hand, grabbing it at the midpoint of the shaft and raising it so Tassa could see the iterative artistry that had gone into cloaking her nephew’s’ balls.

“I had to try a second time here, because his measurements didn’t show the way they hang down so much.”

To make her point—as if her point needed to be made—Mundi touched there too, raising Martens’ testicles for her mother’s inspection, coming dangerously close to pulling the fabric away, providing Tassa entry to the next ring of carnal knowledge about her nephew.

“Mundi started showing aptitude as a seamstress when she was three,” Tassa said by way of changing the subject, and her next words further defused things. “So both of you sit down, let me serve you this morning.”

Martens sat first, smiling awkwardly when the end of his rigid penis struck the table’s edge, bounced up and swung low as he sat.

Mundi took the seat beside him, leaning over and continuing without any self-consciousness to study her work.

Meanwhile, Tassa bustled, pouring coffee, offering things from the frying pan, pulling biscuits out of the oven, keeping up a steady food-related patter, and one might wonder if she didn’t keep things running culinarily, something else was going to happen between Martens’ rod and her daughter.

All were eating when Zia showed up, grimaced slightly when her gaze landed on Martens’ almost nude form, and she seemed to be fighting the urge to turn around, but instead she made her way to her seat.

“Martens, show Zia,” Mundi urged.

“I did see it last night,” Zia said.

“Not on him,” Mundi countered. “And I let it out a little around his balls. Martens, stand up.”

Now it was Martens’ turn to wince slightly, but he obeyed his cousin and rose from his seat and his erection bounced and swung until Mundi reached over, grabbing it at the end to steady it.

“Mundi,” Zia said in a tone edged with scandal.

“What?”

“You shouldn’t . . . his private . . .”

“It’s covered,” Mundi said, and she raised the rod up so Zia could see the stitching around his scrotum, and Zia looked and smiled weakly and seemed to understand the theme: not just complete acceptance of Marten’s condition, but of everything that had to do with it. And what choice was there, really? They went together, something Mundi seemed to be too innocent not to take for granted.

“It’s very nice,” Zia said, helping herself to eggs and abinje. “I want to make you one. I just needed to get an assignment done last night.”

So where was Marten’s in all this? His expression was difficult to read, a mix of wide-eyed revelation, subdued arousal, and uncertainty. Was he sure he wasn’t sleeping? Was this a dream?

Breakfast was finished without any major new developments, and the girls headed off to school in the car they shared. Martens returned to his room, and he was looking at the online high school admission requirements when Tassa appeared at his door. There was no need to keep it closed now.

“Okay, I’m off,” she said.

Martens turned in his chair, his covered penis soft and hanging over the edge of his seat.

“See you this afternoon,” he said.

“Are you good with everything?” she asked.

Martens’ laughed.

“How could I not be?” he said. “Last week . . . no, two days ago . . . I was a freak my parents couldn’t stand to live with. And now, I am . . . I feel . . . normal, for the first time in almost a year.”

“I’m sorry about Mundi,” Tassa said. “She’s a little, I guess, enthusiastic.”

“Mundi is showing us the way,” Martens said. “I will always be grateful for her.”

Tassa nodded. Mothers must find pride wherever they can.

“So how is your other situation?” Tassa asked.

Martens raised his eyebrows, not certain of her meaning.

“Your . . . well, you mentioned climaxing a lot.”

“That’s getting better,” Martens said, hesitating before he continued. “I’m learning. I’m learning to . . . to not worry. To enjoy. I have a long way to go. But this weekend was a start.”

“Is it happening less often?”

“Definitely,” Martens said, nodding, and adding with a laugh, “I’m not losing count anymore.”

“More quantity?” Tassa asked.

“A lot more,” he said. “I’m sure it helps that I’m spending more time on it. The doctor said doing it longer and making more semen would cut down on the frequency.”

“How many?” Tassa asked cautiously.

“Six yesterday,” he said. “Three while I was hiding in my room. Once while you were at dinner. Two more last night, after . . . before bed.”

“After Mundi had you try it on,” Tassa ventured, pointing to Martens’ covered shaft, now sticking straight out but resting on the chair, not angling up yet.

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“Is it . . . does it . . .” Tassa began, struggling for the words. “Does her interest . . . in that . . . and all of us, our support for you . . . does it . . . or at least, it doesn’t . . .?”

Martens just looked at his aunt and bit his lip. Surely he knew what she was getting at. But admitting that sharing his sexuality, no matter how guarded, with his extended family added to the arousal . . . how does one say that? So he said nothing, and Tassa didn’t pursue that line of questioning any further.

“Is it a challenge?” she asked.

“What’s that?”

“Bringing yourself . . . to orgasm. Because of what you have to work with.”

“I can do it,” Martens said, adding with a laugh, “I have no frame of reference. It’s the only one I’ve ever worked with.”

“Okay, I should have known that,” Tassa said. “So, you’re going to look into that online program?”

“Yes,” he replied. “It’s a little complicated. They want my high school transcripts, so I need to order those somehow. It’s much easier to do it in person.”

“You tell me how I can help,” she said, and she stepped into his room and put her arm around his bare shoulders and kissed the top of his head. “We’re going to be here for you.”

* * *

Using his phone and laptop, Martens made considerable progress getting his transcript sent. An hour into the project, his phone rang, and he looked at it and winced.

“Hello, Mother,” he said.




Chapter 10: Conversations

“Hello, Martens,” Galma said, her voice sounding very far away on Martens’ speaker phone.

“Hi.”

“Your father and I want you to know that this is temporary,” she said.

“What’s temporary?”

“Sending you to your aunt’s,” Galma explained. “We’ll bring you back home as soon as things are right again.”

“Right?” Martens said.

“In terms of you,” Galma said.

“I’m still not sure what you mean.”

“You know what I’m talking about, Martens,” Galma said sharply. “Get your thinking straight, and all your other problems will take care of themselves.”

“I don’t know if—”

“Does your aunt know?” Galma interrupted.

“Yes,” Martens said.

“Good,” said Galma. “Has she had any luck talking some sense into your head? Do your cousins know? I’m sure they can get you right. Girls understand these things better than women of my generation.”

Martens’ mouth moved but no sound came out. He looked down at his flaccid penis, bare now, and then at the wrap Mundi had made, laying flat on his bed, waiting to be brought back into service tonight. The gulf between himself and his mother, already unbridgeable, had yawned tenfold in the last day. But how does one say that to one’s mother? How does one begin to explain the phenomenon embodied by Mundi alone, not to mention the three-female dynamic he’d found himself in here?

At last, he found words hollow enough for his mother’s consumption, but not at all untrue.

“We have agreed to work on it together,” he said. “They are doing their best to help me.”

“That’s wonderful!” Galma said, voice suddenly almost giddy. “I’m sure they’ll get you fixed in no time. We want you home. We want it to be like it was.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Will you be signing up for school there? You need to go to school, even if it’s temporary.”

“I’m getting my transcripts sent to that online school,” Martens said.

“I meant at the girls’ school,” Galma said. “You shouldn’t be needing an online program. I’m sure you’ll be well enough, maybe even in a few days.”

“Yes, I’ll look into that too,” Martens promised, shaking his head.

“Your father and I love you, and we want you well.”

“Yes, Mother.”

“Bye, now.”

“Bye.”

Martens shook his head again and looked at his wrap, and his penis began to stiffen, as if the mere thought of dressing himself that way in front of three females was arousing. Soon, despite the intrusion of his mother’s disdain, he was using both hands to stimulate himself, one behind the head and one wrapped around the middle of the shaft, and in due time he was in his bathroom, groaning as he stood over the toilet, shooting round after round of ejaculate into the bowl.

The girls were due home at 3:30 that afternoon, so in between self-imposed study sessions on advanced science sites, and a lunch of leftovers from the fridge, he relieved himself two more times, the longer and more vigorous session beginning at 2:30 and finishing at 3:15 with the jangle of high-volume semen being deposited into the toilet.

And so he was soft when Mundi and Zia arrived, went to his open bedroom door and found him there, naked except for his wrap, staring at an online anatomy website.

“Hey, Martens, we’re home!” Mundi announced.

Martens smiled and turned both his head and body toward the girls, making no effort to hide his naked hips or the relaxed penis in its navy blue cover.

“How did that work for you today?” Mundi asked, going with her usual fearlessness to the most sensitive topic in the room.

“I didn’t wear it much,” Martens said. “But it was great to know it was there.”

“You’re just going to wear it around us?” Mundi said, sounding a little disappointed. “And not all day?”

“It’s a little easier to leave it off,” Martens said.

“Oh, right,” Mundi said, again going fearlessly to a delicate place. “For when you need to, you know . . . have your stuff come out.”

“Yes,” Martens said, his expression suggesting he was trying to get used to the girl’s frankness.

“It’s my turn to make you one,” Zia said. “Is everything the way you like it, with Mundi’s?”

“Yes,” Martens said.

“Maybe you could give it to me, a little later,” Zia said. “I mean, just leave it outside your door.”

“I’ll do that.”

“Is it easier to be around us when it’s on?” Mundi asked.

“It is a little,” Martens said, and he looked down because his member was beginning to straighten.

“Okay,” Mundi agreed. “Can you help me with homework this afternoon?”

“Sure.”

The rest of the day proceeded accordingly, as though there was nothing unusual going on. Martens helped both sisters with their homework, greeted Tassa from the kitchen table when she arrived home, and helped with dinner, the only diversion from a regular domestic scene occurring near the stove, where Martens’ penis was at risk of injury. So Tassa had him help where it was safe to, mixing at the counter or grinding or chopping at the table. The girls helped too, and the presence of three females in the kitchen, spacious as it might be, meant a second danger: every time Martens rose, moved to another place, stepped around one of the other bodies, there was the chance his inevitable erection would smite a hip, a flank, a rear, a belly. Indeed, it happened more than once, and after the third or fourth time, no one reacted to it, didn’t look or bother to giggle, nor did anyone seem to be going to any particular effort to prevent it. Martens was covered, after all, now by the garment Zia sewed him, this one from white fabric. He’d put it on in his room just before dinner, and after the meal, before cleanup had begun, Mundi wanted his opinion of the two wraps, their relative merits, the preference for white over navy blue, if he had any ideas for design changes before she made a third one.

While Martens, wisely, expressed no preference between the first two models, and ensured he was completely satisfied with the incumbent pattern, the females all had their opinions, and they shared them for a good 30 minutes while Martens stood beside the table, turning this way and that, lifting his shaft or allowing it to be handled by Mundi, who was still the only one brave enough to touch his sleeved member.

By the end of the discussion, at close to 7:30, Martens had gone more than four hours since his last orgasm. And along with the relatively long duration of abstinence, he’d been virtually naked in the presence of females, and had at times been the focus of their attention, both himself and his penis, and the strain was beginning to show, in the form of an increasing dampness around the tip of his wrap, a gray sheen where there had been only white before.

This latest development seemed to give the previously unperturbable Mundi pause. She glanced at it and grimaced. Martens, meanwhile, didn’t seem to notice, or care, so Tassa decided to step in.

“Martens, maybe you should take care of things now,” she said. “We can get the dishes.”

“Well . . . yes, okay,” Martens said, moving from reluctance to, once his gaze settled on the end of his wrap, quick acceptance, and he exited the kitchen and headed down the hall.

“Can’t he hold it?” Mundi whispered as soon as a quiet thud marked the closing of his door.

“That’s not pee,” Tassa said.

“What is it then?”

“Pre-ejaculate.”

“Okay,” Tassa said, still whispering. “What is that?”

“When boys are excited, it comes out, even if they don’t orgasm,” Zia said.

“He never grabbed it,” Mundi said. “Or did that weird groany thing.”

“He doesn’t have to,” Zia said. “It just leaks sometimes.”

“And gets all over his wrap,” Mundi lamented.

“He can wash it.”

“Do you think he’s doing the thing now?” Mundi asked.

“Masturbating?” Tassa said. “Probably.”

“And that’s super-private?” Mundi asked. “Masturbating?”

“Yes, it is,” Zia said. “Please don’t bang on his door and ask to watch.”

“I wasn’t going to do that,” Mundi said with an offended tone. "I just . . . it would be good to know when he’s doing it so I won’t knock on his door. So, see, the opposite of what you thought.”

“But if you knock on his door to ask if he’s doing it so you won’t knock on his door, you’ve already defeated the whole plan.”

Mundi scowled. “Okay, maybe if his door’s closed, we’ll know he’s doing it, he’s masturbating.”

“Well, if you want to propose that,” Tassa said, “I’m sure he’d agree.”

“How much comes out?” Mundi asked. “I mean, when he does it on purpose?”

“It depends,” Tassa said.

“On what?” Mundi asked.

“On how much time he spends on it, and if . . . if he has enough time to concentrate on it.”

“That’s the same thing,” Mundi said suspiciously, because she knew when her mother was withholding information for some reason. Tassa wasn’t saying something, obviously. Anyone who’d read Martens’ prescription or knew about his experience at the clinic would know that masturbation didn’t have to be private. In fact, per doctor’s orders, it was better if someone else was there to help. But why would Tassa want her girls to know that? Maybe making a wrap for his penis was one thing, and touching his covered penis to check the fit was more of the same thing, but manipulating his genitals to produce an orgasm was another thing altogether.

So Tassa was right. Don’t mention it. Surely Mundi would forget that her mother was keeping something from her. Surely she wouldn’t decide to investigate, to ask Martens . . . questions.

The rest of the night proceeded normally. After half an hour, Martens emerged from his bedroom, back in Mundi’s navy wrap, to offer the day’s final homework help. Neither needed his guidance, however, so he got his laptop out and conducted a little self-guided study over the table while he chatted with his cousins about school, their friends, their town.

Nothing further was said about Marten’s condition that night, everyone heading to bed under circumstances that seemed to be increasingly normal.

But the next day, Mundi arrived home first, by bus because Zia had a club meeting to go to, and she went to Martens’ open door, her questions ready.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” Martens said, turning in his seat, his relaxed penis hanging over the edge of his chair, thoroughly covered by the navy wrap Mundi had made. “How was school?”

“It was good, as usual,” she said. “Hey, some questions?”

“Sure.”

“Okay,” Mundi said, leaning against the door jamb and adjusting her school bag on her shoulder, “so I know the thing you do, to yourself, is really private.”

Martens raised his eyebrows, waiting for her to elaborate.

“It’s called masturbation,” Mundi continued. “You call it that, right?”

“Yes.”

“And it’s really private.”

“Well, sure,” Martens said, not entirely agreeing.

“I mean,” Mundi continued, rushing her words, “we should give you privacy, right? You want that? Because I was thinking, if you just shut your door, then we’d know not to bother you, during those times.”

“Sure,” Martens agreed.

“Does it hurt?” Mundi asked.

“What?”

“Masturbating.”

“No.”

“Or having the stuff come out, I mean?”

“No, not at all.”

“Okay,” Mundi said. “The reason I’m asking that question is because, you know, when it would happen to you—like on the drive from the airport—it seemed like it hurt.”

“It’s very distracting,” Martens said. “And I’d prefer that it not happen when I’m in a conversation, or riding in a car. But it can really feel good.”

“And a lot of stuff comes out?”

“Yes.”

“How much?”

“I never really measured it,” Martens said. “They probably did at the doctor’s office.

“So someone was there to measure it?”

“Yes.”

“Who?”

“A doctor. Or a nurse, but she reported it to the doctor.”

“They were . . . so they were both there?”

“No, just the nurse.”

“While you were doing it?” Mundi asked. “In person?”

Martens paused, seemed to be considering his answer, a process that for some reason led to the straightening of his penis.

“Yes,” he said.

It wasn’t the complete truth, but it wasn’t a lie, either.

“You must have been super-embarrassed, then,” she said, gaze flickering briefly toward the first stage of an erection. “Since it’s supposed to be so private.”

Another pause while Martens considered relative truths.

“No, it was fine,” he said. “Because it was a doctor’s office. It’s something they . . . that’s part of the treatment.”

“How did the lady act?” Mundi asked.

“The lady? You mean, the nurse?”

“Yes, the nurse.”

“She acted like, I guess, a nurse,” Martens said.. “It’s just part of her job.”

“She didn’t blush?” Mundi persisted. “Or, like, act like she was trying really hard not to seem embarrassed, even though you could tell she was?”

“Nothing like that.”

“So they measured it.”

“Yes.”

“How much was it?”

It was, I don’t know, maybe half a beaker.”

“What’s a beaker?”

“It’s like a small glass,” Martens said. “But it’s used for medicine, and science.”

“Half a beaker seems like a lot,” Mundi said thoughtfully.

“It’s not always that much. It seemed like more that time.”

“Why did more come out?” Mundi demanded.

“I don’t know,” Martens said, offering a lie before he seasoned it with a half-truth. “Maybe because she was there, I don’t know.”

“So being embarrassed makes more come out?”

“I wasn’t really embarrassed,” Martens said, pausing before he added, “the more time I spend on it, or the more excited I am, the more comes out.”

“So you were excited at the doctor’s office.”

“I was.”

“Because of the girl being there?”

“The nurse,” Martens corrected. “But yes. That’s supposed to help.”

“So if a girl’s there, you get more excited and more comes out.”

“That’s right.”

“And the more that comes out, the more of a mess.”

“I just cover it up, or put it in the toilet, so it doesn’t matter how much comes out. In terms of the mess. But I want more, actually.”

“Why?”

“Because the more semen that comes out, the longer I can go before I need to do it again.”

“Okay,” Mundi said, nodding. “So it was good she was there.”

“Yes.”

“How many times do you have to do it in a day?” Mundi asked.

“I used to lose count,” Martens said. “But now it’s about five or six times.”

“Because you’re here?” Mundi asked.

“Yes, because I’m allowed to do it here.”

“You weren’t allowed to at home?” Mundi asked. “I mean, at your parents’ house?”

“No,” Martens said, a shadow crossing his face briefly. “It still happened, because I couldn’t stop it, but I wasn’t allowed to spend time on it.”

“Sometimes, stuff comes out even when you aren’t having an orgasm,” Mundi observed.

“That’s true,” Martens said, smiling indulgently.

“Like last night.”

“Yes, sorry about that,” Martens said.

“No, it’s okay,” Mundi said. “It just surprised me.”

“I’ll try to be more careful about it, though,” Martens said. “I should have . . . I should have masturbated before dinner.”

“That’s okay,” Mundi said. “But we probably need to make you some more of those wraps, so if you get one wet, you can wash it and put another one on.”

“I don’t want to be any trouble,” Martens protested.

“I like making them,” Mundi said. “I’ll make another one tonight, after I do my homework.”

“I’d appreciate that.”

“So, Mom said the doctor wrote you a prescription,” Mundi said.

“Yes.”

“It sounds sort of weird,” Mundi said, adding quickly, “I don’t mean weird, really, but just not what you’d, not like what you usually get from a doctor. Just different, I mean.”

“No, it was weird,” Martens said. “At least, if you ask my mother.”

“Yeah, I heard about that,” Mundi said. "She should just be grateful about how awesome you are, but instead . . .” Mundi’s voice trailed off before she seemed to get a new thought.

“Can I see it?” she asked.

“What?”

“The prescription?”




Chapter 11: Mundi Sees the Prescription

“You want to see the prescription I got from the urologist?” Martens asked.

“Yeah, the doctor,” Mundi said. “If you don’t mind?”

“Sure,” Martens said, turning to open his desk drawer, pulling out the slip. Mundi took it and sat on his bed, eyes scanning intently:

Surgical correction is possible but not advised. Patient should avoid clothing in the groin area whenever possible, other than, when necessary for modesty or local ordinance. Where allowed, a sleeve or wrap is recommended in lieu of more restrictive clothing. Whenever indicated, in order to maximize volume of ejaculate, spend 30 minutes to an hour on the arousal/masturbation session. Consult pornography as desired. A partner (patient indicates a preference for female) who can help with release is also strongly recommended. She might be but does not have to be a romantic partner. Patient is advised to track duration between releases, repeating the methods that consistently lead to the longest durations and largest output, while regularly trying new variations.

Done reading, Mundi looked up at her cousin. “It says pornography,” she said. “Like, you’re supposed to consult it.”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“Do you do that?” she asked.

“I have.”

“And you like it?”

“Yes,” Martens said with an indulgent smile.

“What does it show?”

“It can be anything,” Martens said.

“What does yours show?” Mundi persisted.

“Why do you want to know?” Martens asked.

“I have curiosities,” Mundi explained.

“Yes,” Martens agreed. “But this . . . I think is a place where privacy would serve best.”

“Is it naked women, though?” Mundi asked.

“Sure,” Martens conceded.

“Doing naked stuff?”

“What do you mean by naked stuff?” Martens asked.

“Well, you know . . . like having sex? Do you watch that?”

Martens looked away, smiled. “Let’s leave the rest of it to your imagination,” he said.

“Why did your doctor even say it, though?” Mundi asked, looking at the prescription again.

“The goal,” Martens said, speaking slowly and employing the same tone as when he helped the girls with their homework, “is releasing as much semen as possible.”

“Why?”

“To reduce the number of times I have to, the number of times it happens.”

“Why does that matter?”

“The problem is . . . my body makes a lot of it,” Martens explained. “Too much for me to hold for very long. So the more I can release each time, each time I do it, the less often I’ll have to. And looking at, looking at certain kinds of things online helps me release more.”

“And a partner,” Mundi noted. “They said that too.”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“A girl partner.”

“Yes.”

“What does she have to do?” Mundi asked.

“Just help.”

“Help how?”

Martens shifted in his seat, face registering unease while his erect penis swung side to side and briefly drew Mundi’s attention.

“It would be just touching,” he said, “the way I do.”

“The same way?” Mundi said. “Why would it make a difference then?”

“It just helps,” Martens said with an awkward smile.

“Do you have a partner?” Mundi asked. “Or had a partner, at your, where you were living with your parents?”

“No.”

“How do you know it would help?”

“The nurse did it,” Martens said. “And it helped then. A lot came out.”

“Ahh,” Mundi said, nodding slowly as she processed this new understanding. “Do you think you could find a nurse here to do it?”

“I haven’t really thought about it,” Martens said. “I don’t think I would have time to go to the doctor’s office three times a day.”

“You could have someone come here and do it,” Mundi suggested. “Maybe even . . . you could have a girlfriend.”

Martens held up his hands and shook his head before he answered. “I just got to town,” he said. “And, I don’t know, but I don’t see a girlfriend as part of my future, at least right now. Maybe ever.”

“But you want to get married, right?” Mundi said. “Someday?”

“Sure,” Martens said, looking doubtfully at his penis.

“Another question,” Mundi said.

“Sure.”

“So, when that stuff comes out, you have to clean it,” Mundi noted. “Clean the wrap.”

“I take off the wrap to ejaculate.”

“I mean, the stuff that comes out first,” Mundi clarified. “Pre, pre-ejaculate. That’s what Mom called it.”

“Yes,” Martens said, nodding toward the bathroom. “I can just wash it in the sink.”

“And then wait for it to dry,” Mundi said.

“Yeah.”

“So how many more do you need?” she asked. “I can make more, a bunch more.”

“Sure,” Martens said. “Maybe one a day, for a week.”

“Okay, I can make more, and Zia can too,” Mundi promised. “And you can wash them in the washing machine too. They’re made for that.”

“Okay, thanks,” Martens said.

“Zia should be home soon,” Mundi said. “Maybe she knows someone who could help you. You know, be your partner. And I can ask around too.”

Martens shook his head, his eyes revealing the same fear and shame that haunted him at his parents’ home.

“Please don’t,” he said.

“Why not?”

“I don’t want . . .” Martens stammered. “A lot of people aren’t as open-minded as you are. They might not understand. They won’t understand.”

“I have some really cool friends,” Mundi asserted. “And Zia knows all kinds of people.”

“I don’t even know what you’d say,” Martens said, laughing now. “How would you bring it up?”

“I’d ask if she wanted to be a nurse,” Mundi said. “And tell her this would be something she could learn now.”




Chapter 12: Mundi Looks For Help

Over dinner that night, a meal of zapra and rice that Martens had a good recipe for, Mundi continued her conversation with the boy, this time with the rest of the family present.

“I think we should get Martens a girlfriend,” she said, prompting an immediate, dismissive laugh from her cousin.

“His doctor said he needs a girl,” Mundi said, looking at her mother and sister. “It’s medically recommended.”

“You talked to his doctor?” Zia said doubtfully.

“No, I read his prescription,” Mundi said. “That’s what it says. That a girl’s supposed to help him masturbate.”

“It doesn’t say that exactly,” Martens said, his wrapped penis hidden under the table.

“What does it say?” Zia asked.

“You need to read it,” Mundi said.

“Okay, I will,” Zia said. “If Martens says it’s okay.”

“Sure,” Martens agreed.

“But can you summarize it now?”

“It says if he has help, from a girl,” Mundi recalled. “More will come out, and that’s a good thing, since the more that comes out, the less he has to do it.”

Martens looked at Tassa, as though worried that he’d shown her daughter something she shouldn’t have seen, but Tassa simply looked supportively at Mundi.

“So I told Martens I’d find a girl to do it,” Mundi said. “Maybe someone who wants to be a nurse, since this is something some nurses have to do. And Zia, you can ask some of your friends too.”

“Wait,” Zia said. “What are we asking these people to do?”

“To do, you know, to help Martens,” Mundi said. “To touch him, his penis, until he has an orgasm.”

“You want this, Martens?” Zia asked.

“I’m not asking for it, no,” Martens said, with a quick shake of his head.

“But you’d be okay with it? Zia asked.

Martens looked at his plate, pausing awkwardly.

“If it’s something you’d like, Martens,” Tassa said to break the silence. “And the doctor recommended it, maybe you should . . .”

“Seriously,” Martens said, his nervous laughter dismissive. “This isn’t something you can ask anyone to do. I just can’t even think of the conversation.”

“But people have done it to you,” Mundi countered.

“One person,” Martens said. “A nurse.”

“What did she do?” Mundi asked.

“She . . .” Martens began, his voice trailing off.

“This is personal for Martens,” Tassa said. “Let’s just . . . well, I’m not sure it would be a good idea to bring it up with your friends, especially at school.”

“Zia can ask some of her friends,” Mundi said. “It doesn’t have to be at school. Or we could put an ad out for it, on social media or something.”

“Let’s not do an ad,” Tassa said quickly. “It’s going to be misinterpreted.”

“Okay, just trying to help here,” Mundi said impatiently, letting the matter drop, and it wasn’t brought up again until dinner Friday night, when Zia mentioned it.

“I might have a girl who can help Martens,” she said cautiously at the start of the meal.

“What kind of help?” Tassa asked.

“Masturbating him,” Zia said. “Her name’s Carly, and—”

“I remember Carly!” Mundi said.

“Different Carly,” Zia said back. “She’s Talia’s sister, and I was telling Talia the situation, because she was asking about Martens, because she remembered him, and if he’d come to school with us, and I was telling her about him, and his, and his situation, and she mentioned it, later, to her sister, Carly, and Carly texted me this afternoon.”

“And she wants to,”’ Tassa said, haltingly, “to do that for Martens?”

“She thinks she does,” Zia said.

“Martens, how do you feel about this?” Tassa asked.

“I don’t know,” Martens shrugged. “It’s not something I would have asked for.”

“But you have to let her try,” Mundi said.

“Why does she want to?” Martens asked. “Do you know?”

“I think she’s just curious,” Zia said. “About your size, for example. Beyond that, I’m not really sure. Should I tell her no?”

“No, don’t—” Mundi began.

“This is up to Martens,” Tassa interrupted.

All three females looked at Martens, who seemed at a loss, his eyes cast down.

“You want this, right?” Mundi said.

“Let’s not pressure him, please,” Tassa said. “Martens, sleep on it. If you’d like Zia’s friend to help you out, tell her tomorrow.”

After dinner, Martens went to his room and shut his door and didn’t open it again for almost an hour, but Zia was waiting, and as soon as Martens was available again, sitting at his desk with his soft penis in the white wrap she’d made, she went down the hall to him.

“I’m sorry about tonight’s conversation,” she said, standing in the doorway, phone in her hand. “I didn’t mean to put you on the spot.”

“No, it’s okay,” Martens said. “I wasn’t . . .”

Martens’ voice trailed off, he looked at the floor, elbows on his thighs for a moment, before he straightened and looked beseechingly at his cousin.

“It’s all just too . . . perfect,” he said, and his eyes were wet. “I’m waiting for . . . what I really deserve. Because I don’t deserve this. You, and everyone’ve been so . . .”

“Martens,” Zia said sternly. “Your parents kicked you out of your own damn home. So if you’re keeping a . . . what? a cosmic score? . . . the universe still owes you.”

Martens laughed, leaned back, passed his hand through his black hair while his hardening penis swayed between his legs.

“Do you want me to call Carly?” Zia asked.

“Yes,” Martens said. “If she really wants to do it. Or try to do it.”

“She does,” Zia said, looking at her phone. “She just asked me again.”

“Okay,” Martens said, nodding seriously. “She can try it. Just make sure she knows—”

“She said she can be here at 10 tomorrow morning,” Zia interrupted. “Good?”

“Yes, good.”

* * *

Carly showed up a little after 10 the next morning, apologizing needlessly to Zia for being late.

Given what she was there for, she wasn’t quite what one might be expecting, dressed conservatively in a skirt and bulky sweatshirt and sneakers, black hair tied in a ponytail, peering here and there through round glasses as she entered the living room, as though expecting Martens and his erect penis to be waiting there for her. Her overall demeanor, if one had to put a word to it, would be studious.

“Is he here?” she asked quietly.

“Yes, he’s in his bedroom,” Zia said. “But before I take you to him, he wanted to make sure you wanted to try this.”

“I’m good,” Carly said.

“Okay,” Zia said. “But if you change your mind, he wants you to know that’s okay. At any time.”

“Is he really nervous?” Carly asked.

“He’s not, I don’t think,” Zia said. “At least, not for himself. But his parents made him feel like a freak, so—”

“I know, Talia told me about that,” Carly said, frowning with righteous anger.

“So he’s still really worried about how he affects other people.”

“He shouldn’t be worried about that,” Carly said. “Ever, with anyone.”

“That’s what we’ve been trying to tell him too,” Zia said. “Ready to meet him?”

“Sure.”

Zia turned, headed toward the hall before she paused.

“Oh, and he’s not going to be wearing much,” she said.

“Well, yeah, he has to be naked, for what I’m doing.”

“But he’ll already be naked,” Zia said. “Mostly.”

“Mostly?”

“Just something over his, his penis,” said Zia, gesturing toward her middle.

“Okay, that’s good,” Carly said, and the girls resumed their journey toward Martens’ open door, and as they neared it, Mundi emerged from her bedroom and crossed the hall.

“Martens, Carly’s here,” she said, turning to greet their guest. “Hey, Carly, I’m Mundi.”

“Hi,” Carly said, eyes fixed on the open door to Martens’ room, as if she knew Martens was about to appear, and be almost naked. And indeed he was, as she realized when she reached his door, nude except for the new black wrap Mundi had fashioned for him, her design evolving, the opening a little smaller than her last one, to prevent Martens’ testicles from slipping out.

Martens, who hadn’t masturbated since the night before, was fully erect and leaking, the tip of his garment deeper black with the first wave of pre-ejaculate.

“You must be Martens,” Carly said, not waiting for introductions, stepping forward and offering her hand.

Martens’ face immediately transitioned from tense to the broad smile he used for greeting, and he took Carly’s hand in his and bent slightly, perhaps as an aspect of his courtliness, or maybe to make sure their handshake didn’t knock his erection.

“This is as big as it gets?” she asked, looking down without any apparent qualms.

“It might get a little bigger right before orgasm,” Martens said, answering her in kind, clearly getting used to frank discussions of his member with anyone who asked, regardless of gender.

“I made his wrap big enough, no matter how much it grows,” Mundi said.

“Where would you like to be?” Carly asked.

“He has to do it in the bathroom, because so much comes out,” Mundi interjected, and one might be detecting some sudden anxiety in her voice and face. Was it fear this might not go well for her beloved cousin? Concern over the practical matter of where his release would make the least mess? Or was she feeling a little possessive, delegating this most intimate of chores to a stranger after all she had done for him?

“Do you want to stay covered for it?” Carly asked.

“It’ll soak his wrap,” Mundi warned. “It’s already getting his stuff on it.”

“Yeah, I can take it off,” Martens said, looking at each of the three females in turn.

No one said not to, so Martens grabbed the garment at the base and began working it over his genitals, his scrotum freed, then his shaft, and finally the tip of his penis, and he lay Mundi’s handiwork reverently onto his bed.




Chapter 13: Carly Comes to Help

Mundi had seen Martens’ uncovered penis before, but this was a first for both Zia and Carly, and both girls eyed the slowly swaying rod with a mixture of astonishment and some other feeling, more difficult to pin down.

Martens’ penis was surprisingly straight, given its length, its circumcised head well-proportioned to the shaft, the organ’s complexion mostly the same olive as the rest of Marten’s exterior, but with the raised, crisscrossed blue veins of a rod at high arousal. Like more conventionally sized members at full erection, it was pointed slightly up, aimed for the moment at Carly’s solar plexus.

Dangling from the base of his pole was a pair of testicles, as hefty relative to the rest of him as the rest of his manliness, no surprise given the steady gush of fluids his body produced, including right now.

“Oh, he’s dripping,” Mundi said as a pearl of cloudy fluid gathered at Martens’ opening. “That happens when he gets really excited.”

Martens didn’t dispute Mundi’s assessment, seemingly content under the inspection of three pairs of female eyes, waiting for whatever it was decided should happen next.

The decision was Carly’s, and she turned and stepped to Martens’ left, moving her right hand halfway to his member before she paused.

“How do you like it done?” she asked, her voice a little uncertain. “I mean, where . . . on it?”

“It’s, uh,” Martens said, also not sounding quite his usual, confident self, and he ran his index finger from just behind his head to about six inches down. “Here is one place.”

“And then you just grab it?” Carly asked, moving her hand tentatively the rest of the way, until it was settled loosely around the designated zone, thumb and middle finger just touching around Martens’ front section.

“Yes,” Martens struggled to say.

“I don’t know where to stand,” Carly admitted. “I probably shouldn’t be right in front of you.”

“You should get next to him,” Mundi proposed.

Carly turned accordingly and began moving her hand along the shaft, the two of them standing shoulder to shoulder, facing in the same direction. Were they walking, they might look like lovers, except that Carly was holding something other than Martens’ hand, and she was very focused on what she was holding, and the rhythmic shaking of her arm was making her whole body shake.

“Is this good?”

“Yeah,” Martens said, looking down with his eyes half closed, the pleasure of being touched this way obviously intense, even overwhelming.

Zia was standing at Martens’ right, while Mundi stood before him, her solar plexus now in the line of fire.

“Do you think you should be in the bathroom yet?” Mundi asked, as Carly picked up her stroking speed and, judging from the whites of her knuckles, the pressure as well.

“Uh, uh, ahhh!” Martens cried.

Too late. And what would any reasonable observer expect? The presence of females seemed to offer a special magic to Martens, so the presence of three should have offered three times as much. And Martens had gone longer than was really advisable since his last orgasm. And then, there was the matter of someone else’s hand delivering its services. And it was the hand of Carly, who was new at this and lacking the clinical experience to tease things out, like Brenda the nurse had done in order to maximize the intensity and volume of Martens’ arrival.

And yet, hasty as Carly had ended up being, there seemed to be no diminishment of Martens’ production. The first shot emerged from him like a thick white rope, propelled at such velocity it might have splashed thickly against the far wall, except that Mundi’s body was in the way.

Like a cannon, Martens’ penis lifted slightly during the ejection of the first round, meaning Mundi immediately bore a line of semen from below her left breast to her neck just below her chin, turning her light green sweatshirt to forest green wherever it was smitten.

The second blast struck Mundi’s right shoulder, and the third hit her a little right of her navel, and only then did her neurons start taking stock of things, and she offered a small squeal and reached down, placing her open hand against Marten’s pulsing, spitting tip, and all the rest of his jolts—at least a dozen, maybe more—splattered harmlessly against the girl’s palm, running down from there in a sticky curtain before they reformed on the blue carpet into a collection of white globes, like an igloo village, or a domed city on another planet, or someone’s idea of an underwater metropolis.

To her credit, Carly kept her composure throughout the release, maintaining a firm but not draconian grip on the shaft as it swelled and Martens writhed, and she aimed it competently once Mundi had put her hand in position.

Zia simply watched (for what else could she do?), her face revealing a mild horror.

Mundi was the most animated of the girls during Martens’ orgasm and afterwards, for she had the most to deal with. Once Martens’ releases had ebbed, she removed her hand and peered at it, then back at his penis, from which one last string of juice was plummeting in slow motion to the floor.

“It’s really thick,” she marveled.

“It’s all over you,” Zia said.

“Yeah,” Mundi said. “Wow.”

Martens opened his eyes, seeming to notice for the first time where his semen had ended up.

“Aw, sheesh, Mundi,” he said, voice still a little shaky. “I’m really sorry.”

Mundi laughed.

“Uh,” she began, looking down at her sweatshirt, where the wet marks were starting to spread. “I guess I sort of . . . no, it’s okay. I just didn’t know it was going to come out then.”

She used both hands to grab the hem of her sweatshirt, pulling it carefully off, closing her eyes and tilting her head sideways to keep the cream off her face and hair.

Underneath her sweatshirt, Mundi had on just a black bra, one of her older garments, straining to hold a pair of breasts that had reached full C-cup in the last six months.

“Mundi?” Carly queried as she released Martens’ softening penis and it dropped and swung between his thighs.

“Huh?” Mundi replied, folding her sweatshirt so the front was hidden.

“You’re undressing?” Carly said, nodding toward Martens. “Here?”

Martens, face still slackened in a post-orgasm funk, eyes casually wandering Mundi’s upper torso, seemed to wake up entirely with Carly’s words.

“Sorry,” he said, tearing his eyes away from the girl, whirling toward his bed, grabbing his wrap and pulling it quickly up his penis and over his testicles.

“Wait,” Mundi said, stifling another laugh. “You think Martens shouldn’t see me in my bra?”

“He’s your cousin, right?” Carly said.

“Well, yeah,” Mundi said, “but we just . . .”

Her voice trailed off, the rest of the words so obvious perhaps they didn’t need to be said.

“Martens, what do you think?” Mundi asked, heading toward his bathroom. She found a rag and wetted it, tilted her head back and peered in the mirror as she cleaned up the semen on her neck, then she returned and dropped to her knees to dab at the ejaculate soaking into the carpet.

“About what?” Martens asked, his back still turned.

“About seeing me in my bra,” Mundi said. “Which basically covers the same parts as my bikini top, which you’ve seen me in probably 20 times.”

Martens cleared his throat but said nothing, and Zia stepped in to change the subject.

“How was that?” she asked, looking at her cousin. “Do you think it’s in line with what the doctor prescribed?”

“Mind if I sit?” he asked, dropping to his bed, looking at the girls again, but not staring at Mundi’s chest this time. “Legs are a little weak.”

“Sit down, Martens,” Mundi commanded to her already-seated cousin.

“You wanted a lot out, right?” Carly asked.

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“Did more come out than usual?” she asked.

“I’m sure of it,” he said.

“Martens has to masturbate, like, six times a day just to get rid of what his body makes,” Mundi said. “So that’s like, what, every three hours?”

“About that,” Martens agreed.

“So we should,” Mundi continued, “I mean, Martens, you should write down the next time you have to do it.” She pulled out her phone. “Right now it’s 4:35. So you’d have to go again about 7:30. Or right after dinner. So maybe you can go longer? Maybe wait until 10?”

“Do it anytime you want,” Zia said. “You don’t have to wait.”

“I wasn’t saying that,” Mundi asserted. “Do it anytime, Martens. I just meant, if you can take more time between, and you want to take more time, then you should. And you should see if you can take more time. That’s all. Since that’s what your doctor said. And it’s more convenient, isn’t it? If you need to get schoolwork done or something?”

Martens smiled, almost laughed at Mundi, not in derision but with gratitude for her innocent earnestness, her open-mindedness, her unflinching support for her cousin.

“Thanks for doing this, Carly,” Zia said. “It was really nice of you.”

“Have you done it before?” Mundi asked.

“No, never,” Carly said.

“Do you want to keep doing it?” Mundi asked.

Carly raised her eyebrows and opened her mouth in a way that suggested no, this wouldn’t be a regular thing.

“I could do it again,” she said non-committally, looking at Martens. “I did okay?”

“Great,” Martens said, unnecessarily, looking down at the damp carpet that was all the evidence anyone should need.

“What made you curious about it?” Zia asked. “I was kind of surprised when your sister said you wanted to.”

“I go to Harrison High,” she said. “And they have this new club. Breeding Club. And I just went to the first meeting, and—”

“Breeding Club?” Mundi interrupted. “Like, breeding . . . something?”

“Yeah,” Carly said. “Harrison’s the only school that has it in this state. It’s new. And I’ve started going to the meetings, and it’s really . . . they’re not shy let’s say. And they said we should get familiar with things.” Carly looked at Martens’ penis. “Things like this. So it was kind of like something I’m doing for school. But I could do it again, schoolwork permitting.”

“Breeding Club,” Mundi said. “What do they do? What are meetings like?”

“Okay,” Carly began, “so, the rules are completely different, and it’s really—"

“Are there girls there?” Mundi asked.

“Yes,” Carly said.

“Do you think some of them would want to meet Martens too?” she asked. “Or maybe even be his girlfriend?”

“They might,” Carly opined.

“Let me text you my phone number,” Mundi said, pulling her phone out of her back pocket and tapping on it. “You can say anything about Martens, I guess, if it’s allowed. I mean, maybe just that he’s nice, but not about his big penis, if they don’t.”

“I think they’d be fine with that.”

“Really?” Mundi queried. “What kind of club did you say it was?”

“Hey, everyone,” said Tassa, standing at Martens’ bedroom door and taking in the scene before her, the mostly-naked boy, a girl she hadn’t met before, and her two daughters, one stripped down to her bra.

“Hey, Mom!” Mundi said.

“This is Carly,” Zia said, stepping up to kiss her mother on the cheek. “She’s here to help Martens.”

“Hi, Carly,” Tassa said, bowing slightly. “Do we need to leave?”

“They’re done,” Mundi said. “We stayed. A lot came out. You should have—”

“Let me get settled,” Tassa said, departing for her bedroom upstairs. “You can tell me all about it after dinner.”

Carly pulled out her phone. “Okay, I need to go,” she said, and she turned to Martens. “Hey, thanks for letting me do that.”

“I think I should be thanking you,” Martens quipped.

* * *

As soon as the plates were on the table, Mundi launched into the day’s most interesting subject.

“So, Mom,” she began, “were you wondering why I was just in my bra when you got home?”

“I was wondering that, yes,” Tassa said.

“I was standing right in front of him, when it came out,” Mundi said.

“Why were you standing there?” Tassa asked.

“Well,” Mundi explained dramatically, raising her bent arms, elbows forward. “It was Zia here,” she said, and she straightened her left arm. “And Carly here.” She straightened her right arm. “So I just stood in front, ‘cuz that’s the only place left.”

“You both stayed?” Tassa asked.

“We were going to leave, but Carly started really fast,” Zia said. “And then, Martens was sort of quick too.”

“Did you expect privacy?” Tassa asked, looking at Martens.

“Good question,” Mundi said. “We never even asked him that.”

Martens smiled, leaned back, something that usually brought the end of his erect penis above the edge of the table. But he wasn’t suffering his usual arousal during this meal, apparently.

“I’m starting to think privacy isn’t possible,” he said. “Or relevant.”

“And that doesn’t—” Tassa began.

“It doesn’t bother me at all,” Martens said.

“We were right there,” Mundi noted. “And it got all over my sweatshirt, and my neck.”

Mundi looked down, as if Martens’ bare penis was once again less than a foot from her midriff and blasting away at her, every loop of semen striking her so forcefully it made her whole body shake. “Ahh!” she shouted, raising her arms. “Ahh!”

“Mundi, please,” Tassa said, looking nervously at Martens. But if the boy was offended, he didn’t show it.

“So you think it helped, Martens?” Tassa said, her scowl fading. “To have Carly do that?”

“It did,” he said. “At least, based on how I feel right now. It’s not building up the way it usually does at this point.”

“How scientific do we want to be about this?” Zia asked, leaning forward.

“What do you mean?” Mundi asked.

“This is up to Martens, of course,” Zia said. “But shouldn’t we . . . should we . . . or should Martens, really . . . track things?”

“You mean, when someone does it for him, and then, how long he can go?” Mundi said. “Martens, can you do that?”

“Sure,” he said. “It’s a good idea.”

“But then, you have to pay attention, sort of,” Mundi said. “Is that even possible?”

“What do you mean?” Tassa asked.

“Okay, okay,” Mundi began apologetically. “Martens, you know I love you. But when . . . when it’s happening, it’s like you’re in a trance.”

“That’s normal,” said Zia.

“And temporary,” added Tassa.

“Yeah, yeah,” Mundi agreed. “You don’t have to write it down right then, I guess. You can wait a while. Just try to remember when it happened.”

“I can do that,” Martens said with an indulgent laugh. “I’ll check my phone when I decide to start.”

“Or . . .” Mundi said, pondering, “we could do that for you. I mean, write down when.”

Tassa shifted in her seat. Zia said nothing.

“What?” Mundi said, looking at her family. “He doesn’t need to . . . okay, Martens, tell me if you agree with this. I don’t think you need to shut your door. Unless you want to.”

Martens shrugged.

“It’s all up to you,” Tassa reassured.

For a moment, the four ate in silence. But perhaps Mundi was just waiting for the right time to launch her next observation.

“Carly might never do it again,” she said.

“She didn’t say that, really,” Zia countered.

“But she didn’t set the next time,” Mundi noted. “She didn’t say she’d be back tomorrow, or the next day. She just said it was for some kind of school club.”

“What club?” Tassa asked.

“The Breeding Club or something,” Mundi said. “She had to go, so she didn’t have time to tell us about it.”

“But it’s a club where they,” Tassa began, hesitantly, “where they . . . do . . .”

“Carly said they were supposed to get familiar with things like this,” Zia said. “So, I guess . . . with the male parts.”

“And what they do,” Mundi said, looking down at her herself. “What their parts do.”

“Is the club at Overland?” Tassa asked. “Does she go to school there?”

“No, she said Harrison,” Mundi recalled. “It’s a new club. Harrison is the only place that has that club.”

“In this state,” Zia added.

“What’s it about?” Tassa asked.

“No idea,” Mundi replied with a tone of slight impatience. “It’s just some club.”

“But it’s a club that encourages . . .” Tassa’s voice trailed off.

“Right,” Mundi agreed. “Maybe it was some kind of special assignment. I’ll ask Mitzi if she’s ever heard of it. But Carly—”

“You’re still keeping up with Mitzi?” Tassa asked.

“Just because she transferred to Harrison doesn’t mean I’ll never talk to her again,” Mundi said. “But Carly—"

“Breeding Club,” Zia said. “We asked her, asked Carly what they were breeding. She said people. I think.”

Tassa tilted her head sideways, as thought she’d heard something she couldn’t quite process.

“Breeding people,” she said.

“I think that’s what Carly told us.”

“What kind of people?” Tassa asked.

“Well, people people, probably,” Mundi said. “Human people.”

“It is weird though, if you think about it,” Zia said. “Is it biology? Or more like a sport?”

“A sport?” Mundi said, laughing. “No, I think it was more for education. And that’s why Carly was just doing it once. For the experience.”

Mundi looked around the table, waiting for someone to say something. But the floor remained hers.

“So don’t you think . . .” she said, “that Martens should get . . . more reliable help?”

“What are you proposing?” Zia asked.

“Nothing,” Mundi said, leaning back and gathering her black hair in both hands behind her head, something she often did when she was nervous. “It’s just, well . . . Martens, it helped you, right? Carly, I mean?”

Martens nodded.

“And so, well, we live here,” she said, adding after a pause, “conveniently.”

Another silence descended, the four concentrating on dinner, each apparently waiting for someone else to say the next thing, each apparently for their own reasons wanting someone else to speak first.

It fell to Tassa, as the mother, to break the silence.

“He’s your cousin, Mundi,” she said.

“What does that have to do with it?” Mundi immediately shot back.

Tassa looked at her daughter, but couldn’t offer an answer, so Mundi took the floor again.

“A, this is something Martens needs,” she said, holding up one finger. “We all know that.” She raised another finger. “And two, it just needs to be a girl. A female person. Which we are. Which I am. And then, C, we live here. So 3, I mean, I mean 4, why not?”

Mundi was holding up four fingers, but when she looked into her mother’s face, she dropped her hand into her lap and looked at her near-empty plate.

“Okay, stop,” Tassa said. “Stop. Time out.”

No one was talking, so Tassa took a breath, breathed out.

“Martens, I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s just been the three of us here, and we don’t always know what . . . well, propriety.”

“Mom,” Mundi said solemnly, “this is not unpropriety. It’s maybe thinking outside the box a little. But . . .  Martens. We’re supposed to be helping him.”

“No more,” Tassa said in her this-is-final tone, which the girls knew not to challenge.

Mundi sighed, but she held her peace.

“We can talk about what’s best for Martens,” Tassa said. “But not tonight. Let it rest. For a day or two.”

“Can we do a Sunday dinner out again?” Mundi asked.

“We’ll see,” said Tassa. “But maybe that would be best.”

Saturday night ended uneventfully. After the dishes were cleared, Zia went out with friends, Mundi went to her room to watch a movie, Tassa went upstairs to her bedroom, and Martens continued his schoolwork, working until a little after midnight for his fourth orgasm of the day. He shut his door to masturbate, and didn’t open it again until the next morning, when he came out to join his aunt and cousins for Sunday breakfast.

It had been eight days since Martens’ arrival, and much had been discovered, much accomplished.

But Mundi, the youngest in the household, wasn’t satisfied with the pace of things, apparently, and by mid-morning, she was at Martens’ open door, speaking his name and mandating a pause in his self-imposed study.

“Hey, Mundi,” he said, whirling around, penis firm but not at greatest arousal.

“Hey, Martens,” she said. “Can we talk a little. Privately?”

“Of course,” he said, but he looked surprised when she closed the door and went to his bed to sit.

“So, I’m not sure you noticed what I was getting at over dinner last night,” she began.

“Possibly,” Martens ventured cautiously.

“Okay,” she continued. “So, we’re cousins, which Mom pointed out, but I don’t see where that has anything to do with things . . . about what you need.”

“Uh-huh?” Martens prompted.

“You need a girl to masturbate you, right?” she said.

Martens nodded a little nervously, casting his eyes to the prescription that still lay on his desk.

“So it’s like I was saying last night,” Mundi said. “I’m a girl, and I live here, so I don’t see why I can’t do it for you.”

Martens neither agreed nor disagreed.

“And I’d probably get better at it than Carly, since I’d have more practice,” she said. “And it’s just helping you. That’s all it would be.”

“Okay,” Martens said. “I think you should talk to your mom about it. If she says no, then that has to be the final answer.”

“But how do you feel about it?” Mundi said. “If you don’t want me to, then I won’t even ask Mom for permission.”

“Well . . .” Martens said, his mixed emotions obvious. “If your mom says it’s okay, then it would be fine with me too. But she has to approve.”

Despite Martens’ expressed ambivalence, his penis was less uncertain, straightening and rising to a 45-degree angle, its length and girth making it almost a third party to the conversation.

“Is that because of what we’re talking about?” Mundi asked, looking at the enlarged organ.

“It might be,” Martens confessed. “But sometimes it just happens.”

“But if I had an idea you didn’t like, it might go down,” she speculated. “And if it’s an idea you think might be a good idea, it points up more.”

“That’s probably true,” Martens said with a tension-breaking laugh. A penis in nothing but a wrap is a window to the mind of its owner, a connection Mundi certainly wasn’t too shy to notice.

“We’re going to talk it over at dinner tonight,” Mundi said. “I’m going to tell Mom you got bigger when I said I should do it.”

“Okay,” Martens said, his face still betraying a sense of humor, as well as a little anxiety.

Mundi rose to leave, but one last thought stopped her.

“It seems pretty easy,” she said. “You just grab and move your hand?”

“I’m still learning,” Martens said. “But yes, that’s the basic idea.”




Chapter 14: More Conversations With Martens

After lunch, while Mundi was at the library, Zia rapped on the side of Martens’ open door, and he whirled around, his covered penis mostly soft again, as he’d masturbated twice since his conversation with Mundi.

“Hey, Martens, can we talk?” Zia asked.

“Sure,” he said.

“Privately?”

“Of course.”

Zia shut the door and went to Martens’ bed, dropping down on it.

“Sorry about Mundi,” she said.

“Why are you sorry?” Martens said, his smile and his raised eyebrows suggesting sincere surprise.

“Just . . . the way she talks about you,” Zia said, smiling awkwardly. “Isn’t it embarrassing?”

“Can you be more specific?” Martens queried. “I can’t think of anything she’s said I didn’t care for.”

“Well, at lunch today,” Zia said, pushing her hair behind her ears. "Talking about, you know, helping you.”

Martens nodded, leaned back, his penis angling up. Was the organ getting harder, or lifting just because of the shift in his position?

“I guess I’m not sure about the etiquette that applies,” he said. “There’s probably not anyone that’s ever talked about it.”

“If someone asked you, then,” Zia said. “Just . . . if a girl should help her cousin masturbate . . . what would you say?”

“I’d say it depends,” Martens said quickly.

“So it’s not always wrong?”

Martens nodded, looked down at the floor, clearly pondering his next answer.

“What do you think?” he asked, looking back up, glancing at his penis before his gaze returned to Zia’s eyes.

“I don’t know,” she said. “It feels weird, though. I don’t know if you could tell, but I was squirming when Mundi started talking about it. Mostly for you, though. Because I didn’t know how you’d . . .”

“I’m okay,” Martens said. “I don’t . . . it’s not like we’re having sex . . . or even dating. I just see it as something . . . like Mundi said, a way to help.”

“But it can be something that lovers do,” Zia said. “I think that’s what’s confusing.”

“But Carly and I aren’t lovers,” Martens said. “At least, we aren’t to me. And I don’t think she, I don’t think she’s suddenly thinking of me as her boyfriend.”

Zia laughed.

“But Mom has a point,” she said. “You’re not related to Carly. You don’t know her. For me and Mundi . . . we’ve always been your cousins.”

“If it makes you at all uncomfortable, you shouldn’t,” Martens said. His penis was continuing to straighten.

“No, I’m not saying that,” Zia protested. “I would be glad to help, however I can. I still feel terrible about what your parents did. But I don’t want you to think it would be . . . I don’t know. Wrong in some way.”

“I don’t,” Martens said. “I don’t have that reaction, at least. For me, it would be the same as with Carly.”

“Okay,” Zia said. “I just wanted to be sure Mundi wasn’t embarrassing you.”

“Not at all.”

“And it doesn’t seem like a big deal,” Zia said. “It seems like you’d just, I don’t know, like Carly did . . . you just have to hold it sort of tight, and slide one hand up and down. Or both hands.”

“I’m still learning,” Martens said. “But both hands would be fine. Or just one.”

The third female of the house arrived late that afternoon, while Zia and Mundi were at the grocery store. Tassa appeared just as Martens was opening his door after another round of masturbation, his penis clad in the blue wrap and still softening.

“Hey,” Tassa said. “Got a minute?”

“Of course,” he said.

“Mind if I shut the door?”

“Please.”

Tassa closed the door behind her and headed for Martens’ bed.

“I’m really sorry for the way the girls put you on the spot,” she said.

“They didn’t, though,” Martens said. “I feel like they’re just trying to help.”

“Well, I’ll just be blunt then,” Tassa said. “Do you think it would help?”

“What, exactly?” Martens queried cautiously.

“To have the girls do it? Or any of us?”

“Help in what way?” Martens asked, still pursuing the most cautious route.

“What the doctor wrote, in his prescription,” Tassa said. “If the female, the female he recommended, was one of us . . . would you release more?”

“Yes, I think so.”

“Release enough that you could orgasm less, per day?” Tassa asked.

“I think so,” Martens replied.

“Did Carly help?”

“A lot,” Martens said, nodding.

“How many times did you have to ejaculate yesterday?”

“Just once after she did it for me,” Martens said.

“And Zia and Mundi were there?”

“Yes.”

“And that didn’t bother you?”

“No,” Martens said. “After everything that’s happened, it didn’t seem like a big deal.”

“It seems like Mundi really wants to do it for you,” Tassa said.

“I guess,” Martens said.

“Should I tell her it’s okay?”

“If you think it is,” Martens said, his penis rising slightly, just enough to get Tassa’s attention, and she looked at it and then back into Martens’ eyes.

“I’m the mom,” Tassa said, “and I’m in uncharted territory. So it seems okay to me. But if we give this a try, and then I get uncomfortable with something . . . I truly don’t know what, but if Mundi, say, starts getting emotional, or her eating changes or something . . . then it will need to stop.”

“I’ll stop it myself,” Martens said. “If I see anything I’m not comfortable with.”

“I’m sure you will,” Tassa said, smiling warmly at her nephew. “So . . . it’s pretty basic, isn’t it?”

“What?”

“How it’s done,” she said.

“Oh, I guess so,” Martens said, looking down at himself. “I’m still learning.”

“Just a hand up and down?”

“That’s what Carly did yesterday,” Martens said, and he touched the end of his shaft, a few inches behind his head. “She held it here, and moved a little. It didn’t take long.”

“Did she squeeze much?”

“Not really,” Martens said. “I think she could have just touched it and I would have climaxed soon enough.”

“You released quite a bit,” Tassa noted.

“Yes,” Martens agreed. “I wish Mundi hadn’t been standing there.”

“It didn’t seem to bother her,” Tassa said. “But she can’t be your target every time.”

“No, of course not.”

“But standing over the toilet isn’t . . .”

“Ergonomic,” Martens said. “I think that word applies.”

Tassa laughed.

“What would be the most ergonomic?” she asked.

“Sitting,” he said. “My legs get weak during the climax, and for a while after. So I usually sit to do it in here.”

“How do you take care of the semen?”

“I’ll wrap the tip, the way I did when I was wearing clothes. It catches most of it, and then I just wash it.”

“Have you tried it with one of the wraps?” Tassa asked.

“Once,” Martens replied ruefully. “It caught about half of it. The other half oozed out, got on my desk, my chair, the carpet. A real mess.”

“Maybe the girls could make you something thicker,” Tassa said.

“I’ll be glad to try anything,” Martens said. “It’s my biggest problem now.”

“Biggest problem,” Tassa echoed hopefully. “You mean in your life?”

Martens looked up at the ceiling, pondering.

“I was sort of joking,” Tassa said.

“Yeah, but it’s . . . I was hopeless a week ago, eight days ago, when I got on the plane. I thought my life was over. I was trying to keep it in perspective, but it was still horrible. Some people my age are dying of starvation. But I’d just been kicked out of my home, by my parents, for something I couldn’t control, and I . . .”

“That wasn’t right, what your mom did,” Tassa said with certainty. “If she asks me, I tell her so myself.”

“It won’t make any difference,” Martens mused.

“Have you talked to her since you got here?”

“Yeah, once, a few days ago,” Martens said. “She asked me if you were straightening me out yet.”

“What did you tell her?”

“That you were making progress,” Martens said with a grin, and Tassa laughed.




Chapter 15: More Clothing for Martens

The three women did that Sunday’s dinner at Marco Polo’s, a questionably-named Chinese restaurant with a flair for dumplings and egg rolls, and they took their places at one of the more remote booths in the back, but no one brought up Martens until all three of them did, simultaneously, after they’d placed their dinner orders.

“So, I talked to Martens today,” said Tassa, her daughters saying roughly the same thing at the same time, and they all laughed with surprise and looked at each other, and the girls waited for their mother to speak next.

“We talked very seriously,” Tassa said. “I think we agreed . . . that we can help him. And we’ll see how it goes.”

Tassa looked at Mundi in particular.

“If you want to try, that’s fine,” she said. “If you don’t want to try, that’s more than fine. And if you do it once, and it bothers you, or you give off any vibes that you’re not comfortable with it, Martens knows that—”

“Mom,” Mundi said, leaning forward. “What are you talking about?”

“Just that it’s not, that it may not be—”

“You said vibes,” Mundi said. “What did you mean by vibes?”

“Nothing,” Tassa said. “Just that, well, this isn’t . . . this could be . . .”

“What?” Mundi demanded.

“Mundi,” Tassa said, matching her daughter’s intense stare. “This is not . . . this is something that people do . . . that girls do . . . it’s very intimate. It’s what girls do for their . . . it’s what women do for their lovers, or their husbands. It’s what—”

“Yeah, if they have a condition like Martens’, sure,” Mundi said.

“The point I’m trying to make,” Tassa said, “is that it can be confusing for people . . . for someone to be intimate, in this way, with someone. And you’ll—”

“Intimate?” Mundi said, voice raising.

“Shhh!” Zia implored urgently.

“Intimate?” Mundi said again, more quietly. “You mean, like sex? Sex intimacy?”

“I’m not saying that,” Tassa said. “Not exactly.”

“This is not sex, Mom,” Mundi said with the flat tones of someone who couldn’t believe she even had to say this. “This is . . . it’s something they do at the doctor’s office. Martens needs us—he needs us in a lot of ways—and that’s what this is. Helping Martens.”

“Okay,” Tassa said, surrendering with her voice, her eyes, the angle of her back. “Fine. But I reserve the right to say no. For whatever reason. I reserve the right to say that helping Martens in this way, just in this way, isn’t going to work. And you have to abide by that.”

Mundi breathed out sharply, clearly holding in a great many thoughts about the irrelevance of her mother’s reservations. But she held her peace, as did the more compliant Zia, and they spoke of school and current events the rest of the meal, as was their custom most Sunday nights.

Only on the drive home did Tassa bring up Martens’ need for a better wrap to ejaculate into, and Mundi declared immediately that she would make something that worked, and by that Monday afternoon, after school, she was ready to begin the next phase of work for her cousin.

His bedroom door had been closed that morning, but it was open when Mundi and Zia headed down the hall to their rooms, and both girls paused to say hello to the boy, clad at the moment in a black penis wrap Zia had made for him, his organ subdued.

“Did you talk to Mom?” Mundi asked once the pleasantries were over.

“Today?” Martens asked. “No, I didn’t see her before she headed to work.”

“Okay, well, last night, she said we could do it for you,” Mundi announced. “And that you need something thicker, to catch what comes out.”

“She mentioned that?”

“Yes, she said what we’ve made so far don’t work for it, so you can’t sit down and do it.”

Martens nodded.

“So I have some ideas for what we could try,” Mundi said. “And I’d like to put something together and then . . . try it today . . . okay?”

“Sure,” Martens said simply.

“You’ll let me?”

“Your mom told me it’s okay,” Martens said. “So I will.”

Mundi practically ran from her cousin’s bedroom, threw her schoolwork on her bed and headed for the closet in the kitchen, casting a judicious eye over all the fabric there, black and white and red and gray, thick and thin, more and less absorbent, in rolls and folded sheets and irregular scraps, and after an hour at the sewing machine, she had her new invention done. But she didn’t take it first to Martens. Instead, she ran upstairs to show Tassa.

“Mom, you need to see this,” she said, holding out her creation, a foot-long white sheath roughly the width of an unshucked ear of corn.

Tassa took the item, looked curiously at it, looked into the opening at one end, put her finger inside, pinched it, seemed to understand.

“It’s for Martens?”

“For his semen,” Mundi said. “I think it will take it all. The inside is super-absorbent, and there’s a lot of room for it.”

“Have you shown it to him?” Tassa asked, looking—as she often had of late when discussing certain things with Mundi—a little uncertain.

“I’ve told him I wanted to make something. He was good with that.”

“But he hasn’t seen this?”

“Not yet,” Mundi replied. “I wanted you to look at it first. Do you think he’ll like it?”

“You’ll have to ask him,” Tassa said.

“He can’t just put it on, though,” Mundi said.

“What do you mean?” Tassa asked.

“I mean, he has to put it on, then he has to, or someone has to, to touch his penis, to see how it works.”

“Do you think he’s ready to now?” Tassa asked.

“Can I ask him?” Mundi asked, speaking quickly, almost urgently.

“Yes, ask him,” Tassa said. “But let him decide. Don’t tell him he has to. Don’t—”

“Thanks, Mom,” Mundi said, turning and exiting the room, heading straight down to her cousin’s bedroom, pausing at his open door.

“Hey, Martens,” she said, “want to see what I made?”

Martens, who hadn’t masturbated since a little after lunch, perhaps because of just this possibility, turned away from a lesson on differential equations, his black-wrapped penis fully-erect, aiming up and swaying slightly.

“Hey, Mundi, sure,” he said.

Mundi walked up, holding out her creation.

“Mom looked at it, and she said I should get you to try it,” Mundi said. “Put it on.”

Martens slipped off his wrap, took the new item from Mundi, looked it over and slid it over the end of his penis.

“It’s so you can have an orgasm in it,” Mundi said. “It’s supposed to catch it all.”

Martens nodded, eyeing the creation.

“Want to try it?” Mundi asked.

“I guess,” Martens said.

“We need you to make as much as you can,” Mundi said. “So maybe I should . . .”

“You want to?” Martens asked.

“Yes,” Mundi said. “Get comfortable. Like, sitting somewhere.”

“Maybe, on the bed?” Martens said, rising, penis bobbing.

“Do you want to lie down, or sit?” Mundi asked.

“I guess sit,” Martens said.

“You want to go to the den, and sit on the couch?” Mundi asked.

“Shouldn’t we do it in here?”

“Why?” she asked.

“Well, I guess, privacy.”

“It’s just me, Mom and Zia here,” Mundi said. “Go to the couch. It’ll be more comfortable, and easier for me too. I’ll get everyone.”

Mundi zipped from the room, first heading to Zia’s open door.

“Hey, I’m going to help Martens in the den,” she said, and before Zia could ask any questions or cast any doubt, Mundi was taking the stairs two at a time.

“Hey, Mom, can you come to the den now?” she said breathlessly at the door. “Martens is ready.”

“For—” Tassa tried to ask, but Mundi was back downstairs, where she found Martens not settled onto the couch with the new wrap on but still in his room and holding Mundi’s creation, Zia standing beside him, both of them looking deeply uncomfortable.

“C’mon,” Mundi said, reaching for him, and Martens let her take his hand and guide him to the couch.

“Okay, just sit here, and get comfortable,” she said, and he sat heavily and his penis swung again, rocking against his chest before it dropped back into its usual full-erect position, angled slightly up.

Mundi settled on her knees on the couch next to Martens and, without asking permission, she took the wrap from him and slid it carefully over the end of his erection. Next, she put her right hand around the middle of his shaft, but not to stimulate him yet it seemed as much as to get a feel for the organ, to examine its texture, its heft, the surprisingly thin, soft skin around the surprisingly hard core.

Mundi was still examining Martens’ penis when Tassa and Zia reached the den, the two of them standing, eyeing the spectacle on the couch before they shot half-amused, half-panicked glances at each other.

“Carly held you up here,” Mundi said, touching the new wrap. “But now this is in the way.”

“Uh-huh,” Martens agreed.

“But you need it, so you don’t put your stuff all over the furniture,” Mundi said, lowering her hand to the middle of Martens’ shaft. “So what if I grab it here?”

“That works too,” Martens said tightly.

Mundi gripped the penis with both hands just below the new covering she’d made, sliding up and down on it, her body rocking with the effort while Tassa and Zia continued to watch.

“What about down here?” Mundi said, sliding her hands further down, rubbing the first 10 inches of Martens’ penis.

“I’m not sure if it would work as well,” he said, leaning back and grimacing.

“But it still feels okay?” Mundi asked.

“Everything does,” Martens said.

“What about these, your uh, balls?” Mundi said, cupping her hand under Martens’ scrotum with one hand while she worked at the base of his penis with the other.

“That’s good too,” Martens said.

“Probably a dumb question,” Mundi admitted, “but can you have an orgasm just from that? I mean, just from having them rubbed?”

“No, probably not,” Martens said, looking down tensely as the girl continued working at his genitals. “But it still feels good.”

Mundi returned her attention to the other end of Martens’ member, stroking just behind the semen wrap, squeezing and massaging.

“It happened a lot quicker with Carly yesterday,” she noted.

“Yeah,” Martens agreed, not offering any further observation beyond rocking his hips and closing his eyes.

“Am I doing something wrong?” Mundi asked.

“Not at all,” Martens managed to say. “It’s better if it takes longer. Carly just . . . I wasn’t expecting it.”

“The longer it takes, the more will come out,” Tassa said. “You don’t need to hurry.”

“Right,” Mundi said, and for a time, she said nothing, simply focusing on her cousin’s sex organ, and soon the two had established a steady rhythm, Martens squirming and breathing out with oscillating pleasure, Mundi varying her approach accordingly, trying new things, different grips and pressures and areas to stimulate.

“What happens if I grab here?” Mundi asked, taking the new wrap into her hand, squeezing. “Can you feel it at all?”

“Yes,” Martens grunted.

Mundi’s fingers danced over the fabric, Martens grimacing with what appeared to be a mix of ecstasy and frustration, the latter aggravated when she stopped altogether.

“I just thought of something,” she said. “Don’t you want to look at pornography?”

Martens looked at Mundi, at Tassa and Zia, searching for the right answer.

“Boys don’t have to every time, Mundi,” Tassa said.

“I know, but wouldn’t that help?” Mundi said. “To have something to look at?”

Martens barely nodded.

“Is it just naked girls you like to see?” Mundi asked. “Or should they be doing something?”

“Mundi!” Zia exclaimed. “That’s very personal for people. Please—”

“We need to get a lot out,” Mundi countered. “He’s told me that helps. We’ve already talked about it.”

Mundi returned her hands to Martens’ erection, massaging it again near the midpoint.

“Is it personal?” she asked him. “I won’t ask if you say it is.”

“It is, a little,” Martens said, his hips rocking under the renewed attention.

“Okay, you don’t have to describe it,” Mundi said. “But you could just watch it, while I do this.”

“That’s still personal,” Zia said.

“I won’t look at it,” Mundi said. “I’ll be too busy.”

“That’s not something you can’t look at,” Zia said.

Mundi grabbed Martens’ wrap again, squeezing it and sliding it up and down slightly, and that’s when things became inevitable. He grunted, thrust upward, pulled one leg up, closed his eyes and . . . gushed.

The first stream almost shot his wrap off, and Mundi had to grab it and force it back down around the end of his penis, holding it there while her cousin writhed against the couch, panted and squirted.

“He almost made it fly off!” Mundi marveled, holding the semen collector in one hand, gripping the middle of his shaft with the other, her jaw clenched with determination.

As the pulsing of Martens’ organ slowed and his breathing stabilized, Mundi studied the end of the wrap, where a clear fluid was starting to appear.

But nothing spilled out, for Mundi’s craft was true. The ejaculate was soaking through, darkening the white fabric here and there, and a ring of wetness appeared where Martens’ flesh met the edge of the wrap, and if Mundi hadn’t been there to hold it in place, it would probably be on the floor now, lying next to a sticky puddle of semen. But Mundi’s prototype had worked, and as Martens leaned back against the couch, breathing slowly and deeply, she eased the garment up and off, eyeing it cautiously.

After the wrap was off, a white pearl of semen appeared at Marten’s tip, and Mundi peered at it and squeezed the first six inches of his penis, watching as a second drop of ejaculate appeared, and it joined the first and together they ran down the underside of his penis until they reached Mundi’s fingers, and she released Martens and looked at her knuckles, touched the juice, circled it with her fingertip, looked at her mother and sister with an air of jubilation.

“That was easy,” she said, choosing understatement for her victory declaration.

Tassa brought her hands together in three mock claps before she became serious again.

“Martens, did that help?”

Martens, who appeared to be almost asleep in his post-orgasmic fog, raised his head and looked at his aunt, and he seemed to be waking up.

He was nervous again. It was obvious. There were four people in this room, and one of them had received ecstasy, and one had delivered ecstasy with her bare hands, and two had witnessed the delivery of ecstasy without receiving any of it themselves, and now three of them wanted to know if the fourth, ecstatic one had been sufficiently ecstaticized. How long could this go on before he wore out his welcome, before they started to blame him, in the same way his mother did, for having the wrong thoughts, for being selfish, for being unforgivably perverse?

“It did,” he said simply while he thought many more things.

“It only took, like, 10 minutes,” Mundi said. “Was that long enough?”

“It was,” he said guardedly, once again trying not to offer the full measure of his gratitude for something undeserved and wondrous, something the universe had given him and could take away at any moment.

“I could easily do it every day, once a day,” Mundi said. “Maybe twice some days.”

Martens stayed still, the only thing moving his penis, slowly softening and descending to the space between his legs.

Tassa looked on with the lingering doubt that often attends the countenances of mothers raising adventurous children.

Zia’s face remained blank.

Mundi sat back on the couch beside her naked cousin and took in both of her closest relatives, and for once she refrained from pushing them.

“So that’s what I’ll do,” she said. “After school, or at the time when it would be after school, if there’s no school that day. But I can change it too, Martens, you just have to let me know.”

“I will,” Martens promised, leaning forward, and he stood, and his bare penis extended from his middle, straight at the base and then curving downward, the tip not far from his knees.

So this was his post orgasm posture now, a penis that no longer had any hope of being stuffed into boxers or briefs or pants of any reasonable description. Aiming it up to stash it within a roomy sweatshirt was becoming an iffy proposition as well. The organ was making the most of the last few days of freedom, extending, angling forward, assuming the shape it found most natural, regardless how others might perceive it.

Fortunately, Martens and his penis were at the moment surrounded by three understanding females, and he looked at them and found encouragement and acceptance in their eyes. Grateful as he was for it, it still made him nervous, especially in the moments of self-doubt after climax.

“Well,” he said awkwardly, “I should . . . I should probably do a little more studying, but let me help with dinner when you’re ready to start it.”

“I will,” Tassa said. “We’re having scuit tonight. You can help stir.”

“I’d like that,” Martens said, turning to head to his room.

“Hey, maybe you should rinse this out,” Mundi said, handing him the ejaculation cover. “And then, lay it on your sink. But we’re probably going to need to put it on a hotplate or something, or it’s going to take too long to dry. And I can make a few more.”

“Do you have enough of the full covers?” Tassa asked.

“I think so,” Martens said. “Those are easier to clean.”

“Maybe you should keep wearing them,” Tassa said. “At least when you’re working in the kitchen, or if you’ve been erect long enough to start releasing pre-ejaculate.”

“I agree,” Martens said. “I’m a little more comfortable with one on.”

Mundi, the most likely to differ with Tassa on this point, held her peace, probably because she was proud of her creations and wanted to see them used.

Martens went to his room but left his door open, and when the sound of meal preparation echoed from the kitchen two hours later, he was up again, his penis and scrotum wrapped but otherwise unimpeded, and he helped stir and tried to stay out of everyone else’s way. More than once, however, in the commotion that always attended a complicated recipe, his member brushed against one of the female’s hips, her thigh, her rear. No one seemed to mind or even notice, though, so completely had Martens—with all his qualifications and challenges—been integrated into the household.

After dinner and cleanup, the four residents headed back to their rooms, all the doors open and Mundi positioning herself with her schoolwork on her bed in such a way that she could see Martens’ door, and when he began easing it closed—his intentions betrayed by his straight, upward-pointing rod—she set everything aside and went to him.

“I’m just about done with my homework,” she said. “So I can do it again for you. If you want.”

Martens looked at her uncertainly. Was she going to orchestrate another couch session, summon her mother and sister as witnesses?

“Just in your room, maybe on your bed,” she said, as though reading his mind. “Or at your desk, if that’s more comfortable.”

“Okay,” Martens said after a moment’s consideration. “Maybe just my bed.”

Mundi entered his room, shut the door.

“So . . .” she began cautiously. “I was thinking about something.”

“Yeah?” Martens said.

“When you look at pornography . . .” Mundi began, the bold girl uncharacteristically hesitant at the moment, “it’s . . . naked girls . . . right?”

“Yes, usually something like that,” Martens agreed.

“And it’s just nice to see, you know, their parts?” she said haltingly. “And it can be anyone?”

Martens raised one eyebrow, waiting to see where this was going.

“So, you know . . .” Mundi continued, “I’m a girl . . . with parts, and . . .”




Chapter 16: Mundi and Martens

Once again, Martens’ words and his organ communicated different things.

His cousin Mundi was offering him a second round of masturbation, but she seemed to be proposing something more this time—her own nudity, in fact, in lieu of the pornography that Martens regularly consulted to maximize his semen release volume.

But first, he had to verify that he was understanding the girl. With his healthy respect for science, the boy knew well the risks of believing you’d heard what you wanted to hear.

“So you would,” he stammered, his voice registering doubt while his black-clad penis arced upwards. “You’re saying you would . . . not wear . . .”

“Yeah,” Mundi said. “No clothes. So you can see my parts. Like pornography. But it’s just me.”

Martens shook his head, but his no was about to receive some important qualifications.

“You’ll have to talk to your mom about that,” he said. “It has to be okay with her, and she’ll probably say no way.”

Mundi immediately exited to consult with Tassa, and after a minute of waiting, Martens returned to his laptop, and although he was reviewing the bones of the human ankle, there was no appreciable decrease in his erection.

“Cuboid,” he was whispering to himself when Mundi reappeared at his door. “Calcaneus. Navi—”

“Hey,” she interrupted. “So, I talked to her.”

“Okay,” Martens said, turning in his desk chair, penis up at 45 degrees.

“She had some rules,” Mundi said, entering the bedroom and easing the door closed.

Martens waited.

“I can’t take off my panties,” Mundi said. “Everything else but that.”

The girl’s demeanor was subdued. Embarrassed almost. But Martens nodded, understanding perhaps better than she did the reasons for such a rule.

“Do you still want me to do it?” Mundi asked.

“I’d love that,” Martens replied honestly.

Mundi was in a t-shirt, sweatpants and slippers, and she performed a quick strip for him, pulling her shirt over her head, kicking off her slippers and pushing down her pants, now in nothing but a matching white bra and panty set, the top half of which was next to come off, revealing a full, dark-nippled pair of breasts set high on her chest.

“Okay?” she asked.

Martens nodded wordlessly, the tip of his wrap articulating the rest of his answer, a dark oval of pre-ejaculate growing there.

“Okay, sit on the bed, facing me,” she said, and she took her place there, sitting cross-legged. “And you should probably take off your wrap now too.”

Martens sat, slid the garment off, turned toward his aunt’s daughter and looked at the girl, eyes half closed, as though he’d already set one foot in paradise. His eyes were not completely closed, however, and a disinterested observer might have noticed his gaze drifting downward, to the thin white fabric between Mundi’s thighs, for there was not as much concealed there as one might expect.

First of all, there was obviously hair, and lots of it, black and thick, with thorough coverage. The coarseness of her pubic mat showed through the tight white fabric, rippling across her mound and on either side of her vaginal slit. Nor were her labia completely hidden, rising in two parallel lines, separated with the crossing of her legs, an obvious crease between them.

“Wow, it’s really dripping,” Mundi said, wrapping her left hand around the middle of Martens’ shaft and raising her right hand to his head, touching his juice with the tip of her index finger.

“What does it taste like?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Martens said quickly, as though startled by the question.

“You’ve never tasted it?”

“Not really,” Martens replied.

“It’s not poisonous, is it?”

“I hope not,” he said.

Mundi pulled her right hand away, studying the fluid on her finger.

“It’s clear,” she said.

“That’s what it usually looks like . . . at this point,” he explained tensely. “It’s got some sperm in it . . . but not as much.”

“Can I taste it?” she asked.

“If you want.”

Mundi put her finger on her tongue, closed her mouth and looked up.

“It doesn’t really have a taste,” she said, collecting another drop from Martens’ hole and rubbing it on her tongue. “Okay, a little taste that time. Like, sweet I guess. But different. Really different.”

She leaned forward to cup his scrotum with her right hand while she went to work with her left, sliding it up and down the mid-point of the shaft.

“Did you rinse that new wrap?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Martens grunted.

“It’s in the bathroom?”

“Yeah.”

“Just let me know—”

The rest of Mundi’s thought was cut short by a guttural groan from the boy.

“Oh no, oh no, wait,” Mundi urged, but it was too late, Marten rocking his pelvis while his penis swelled and, a moment later, the first rope of semen emerged.

Mundi shouldn’t be described as an expert in these matters, but she did have more experience than many girls her age, or even much older, and she kept her cool, leaning back and pointing Martens’ penis at her upper chest, where the first large dollop of cream formed a crescent between her breasts. And then, as though performing a reproductive version of hari-kari, she continued to aim the rod toward her breasts and belly, collecting jolt after jolt of thick semen, each adding to the commentary—a comma, a starburst, a question mark—of an orgasm that had arrived unexpectedly early.

The semen ran down her front, dripping from one erect nipple, pooling in her belly button, soaking the hem of her white panties, but her focus was on the end of Martens’ member, where the sperm was still oozing out, running down the underside of his penis and, as she continued to squeeze and caress it, wetting her hands.

“Okay, wow,” she said, looking up at her cousin. “Second time that’s happened.”

“Sorry,” Martens said, awakening from his orgasmic stupor to regard Mundi’s bare, soiled torso. “I just . . . sometimes it just happens.”

“Do you think I’m part of it?” she asked. “I mean, being here, like this. And that makes you more excited maybe?”

“I’m sure,” Martens said. “Yes, definitely.”

“And is this a lot, though?” Mundi asked. “Does it seem like more?”

Martens grimaced as he peered at Mundi’s front, as though being asked to comment at the scene of his own crime.

“I’m sure it is,” he said. “It would have to be.”

“It’s just a guess though, right?” Mundi queried. “You can’t really measure it officially.”

“No, I can’t,” he said. “It’s a good question, though.”

“We’d have to weigh it or something, to be sure,” Mundi said, peering thoughtfully down at her underwear, which was growing damper by the minute. “We could see how much heavier that new wrap got afterwards. Or if it all gets on me, we could just wipe it off with a cloth and measure that.”

Martens smiled with obvious admiration.

“You’re a scientist,” he said.

“Yeah, yeah, and we could see how different things affected the weight of it,” Mundi continued. “Like, when you look at pornography, and when I do it with clothes on, and when I do it naked, like this. Or mostly naked. And then, how I do it, too. Which parts I touch and what I do to them.”

“I’d enjoy helping you with that project,” Martens said with a laugh. “But maybe you should get cleaned up now.”

Mundi looked down at her body, ran her finger through a thick rivulet of semen, peered at it and put it on her tongue.

“It’s whiter,” she said. “And it tastes kind of like . . . it’s hard to say. Health food.”

“Health food?” Martens echoed.

“I don’t know, maybe,” Mundi said. “Like, it doesn’t taste great, but not terrible either, and it’s good for you.”

Martens laughed again, a deep, confident sound, and one might imagine he was relishing another joy he’d never imagined.

“How long does it take to dry?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” Martens admitted.

“We’d have to weigh it right away,” she said. “The more it evaporates, the less it will weigh.”

“A very good point,” he agreed.

Mundi slid off his bed and went to the bathroom, regarding herself in the mirror before she grabbed a fresh washcloth, ran it under the water and began cleaning herself off, starting with the hem of her panties and working her way up, across her belly, beneath and across her breasts. Between every two or three wipes, she rinsed the cloth, squeezing it out, folding it.

“It doesn’t just come off,” she said. “You have to keep wiping it.”

“It’s a little like honey,” Martens said, appearing at the bathroom door, his penis still mostly erect, angled slightly down.

“It’s sort of cool,” Mundi said. “And you could probably get, like, ten girls pregnant with one time.”

“That depends on your sperm count,” Martens said.

“Sperm count?”

“How many individual sperm are in it,” he said. “A lot of semen doesn’t necessarily mean more pregnancy, because the concentration of sperm is lower.”

“Oh, right,” Mundi said. “And most of it would come out anyway, wouldn’t it?”

“You mean, out of . . .”

“Out of her vagina,” Mundi said. “Doesn’t it spill back out after it goes into her?”

“I guess,” Martens said ruefully. “I wouldn’t know about that.”

Mundi, still damp, didn’t bother dressing on her way back to her bedroom, and she threw her clothes on her bed and went down the hall to Zia’s open bedroom door. Zia, poring over a math textbook, glanced up briefly before she opened her eyes wide to stare at her almost-naked sister.

“I did it another time,” she said.

“Like that?” Zia said, clearly scandalized.

“Mom said I could,” Mundi said, entering the bedroom. “And he says he thinks it made more come out. And he definitely had his orgasm a lot faster. It came out before either of us were ready.”

“You were naked?” Zia said.

“No, Mom said I have to keep my panties on,” Mundi said.

“Okay, but she said you could do it topless?”

“Like this, yeah,” Mundi said, gesturing down her body.

“Are you . . .” Zia said, growing increasingly flustered. “Okay, shut the door.”

Mundi closed the door and went to Zia’s bed, and Zia worked around in her chair and leaned forward to study her sister.

“Are you in love with him?” she demanded.

Mundi raised her eyebrows, clearly perplexed.

“In love with him?” she said. “I love him, yeah. Is that what you mean?”

“No, I mean, are you trying to be . . . do you want to be his girlfriend or something?”

“No, I’m his cousin,” Mundi said. “I can’t be his girlfriend. I can’t marry him. I want him to have a girlfriend. But not me. That would be weird. Illegal too, I think.”

“Okay,” Zia said, leaning back. “Think about this. What if I told you that Carly wanted to come back and masturbate him again? That she really liked him, I mean?”

“That would be great!” Mundi said, straightening and clapping excitedly. “Did she say that?”

“And what if I told you she wanted to have sex with Martens?” Zia continued. “Or at least try?”

“Do you think she’s his type, though?” Mundi said. “He’s really smart. You’re supposed to spend a lot of time with your boyfriend, and he would get bored if she wasn’t super-smart.”

“It’s just a hypothetical,” Zia said. “What if I told you that?”

“I’d want them to be right together,” Mundi said. “And then, sex, I don’t know. Martens is really big.”

“I know that.”

“So Carly would need to have a really big, um, I guess a really big vagina,” Mundi said, and she touched her sternum before she added, “Deep too. I guess—”

“Would you be jealous?” Zia interrupted.

“Of Martens and Carly?” Mundi said, looking puzzled again. “No. Why?”

“So you’re not trying to be Martens’ girlfriend?”

“I already told you,” Mundi said. “No.”

“How do you think he feels about you?” Zia persisted.

“Well, I think he liked seeing me like this,” Mundi said, looking down at herself.

“Do you want to kiss him?” Zia asked.

“Kiss him?” Mundi said. “No. Or, well, maybe. If it helped him make more semen.”

“That’s all this is about, then?” Zia asked suspiciously. “Helping him?”

“Of course. Martens got kicked out of his house by his own parents. I want him to feel at home here, and be happy.” Mundi pondered for a moment. “You should do it too,” she said. “You’re going to do it, right?”

“I’ve thought about it. Probably.”

“See?” Mundi said victoriously. “Would I have asked you to do that if I was, if I was trying to have Martens as my total boyfriend?”

“Probably not,” Zia conceded. “But then, what if you don’t know what you want? What if you think you’ll feel a certain way if something happens, and then it happens and you feel the opposite?”

“That never happens to me,” Mundi said. “I have a very good imagination.”

“Obviously.”

“And, hello?” Mundi added, “I know what it’s like to like a boy. I’ve had major crushes before. It’s not like with Martens. At all. Not even a minor crush. He’s my cousin.”

“Okay,” Zia agreed.

“And I know what it’s like for a boy to like me, and there are zero vibes there with Martens.”

“I just . . .” Zia began, “me and Mom both, we’re just looking out for you.”

“Okay, fine,” Mundi said. “So when do you think you’ll do it for him?”

“I don’t know,” Zia said, shrugging.

“Tomorrow,” Mundi said insistently. “After school.”

“Okay, maybe.”

“And you have to dress like this.”

“No I don’t,” Zia shot back.

“Well, you don’t have to as, like, a rule,” Mundi said. “But you should. He likes it. He said so. And then, you don’t have to clean up as much.”

“What do you mean?”

“He came on me,” Mundi said, passing her hand from her breasts to the hem of her panties. “He was too fast, and it got on me before he could wrap up, so it was better if I didn’t have anything on here.”

“You should have wrapped him up again, like earlier,” Zia said.

“I was going to,” Mundi said.

Zia leaned forward. “So is that . . . it’s on your panties?”

“I used a rag to clean up with,” Mundi said. “So some of it’s just water.”

“But semen too?” Zia asked.

“Yeah, probably.”

“Okay,” Zia said nodding. “If I do it, I’m going to do it my way. You have to be okay with that, and not try to correct me or something.”

“Deal,” Mundi agreed. “Night.”

“Night.”




Chapter 17: Tassa Does Her Part

The next morning, everyone gathered around the breakfast table together to share sausage and sweet zindin. The girls were dressed for school, Tassa dressed casually, as she always was on days she worked from home. Martens could have come nude to the table and no one would have objected, but he’d chosen to put on his white wrap, probably a good decision given his partial erection.

“Zia said she’d take care of Martens after school,” Mundi announced as soon as everyone was settled.

“I said . . . I can probably do it,” Zia stammered, clearly caught off guard. “But, sure.”

“Not wearing anything really helped last night, I think,” Mundi said.

Tassa looked up sharply at her daughter, but it was Martens himself who quickly corrected the girl

“You were in your underpants,” he said.

“Yeah, that’s what I meant,” Mundi agreed. “So Zia, you could do it that way. You don’t have to, but you could.”

No one said anything, so Mundi continued.

“But then, do you really need them?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” Zia asked.

“Okay, I know,” Mundi said. “Martens is our cousin. I think that’s why Mom has that rule. But Mom . . . it’s not like anything would happen if we were completely naked. Or it couldn’t happen, anyway.”

Tassa looked at her youngest daughter blank-faced.

“Because Martens is so big,” Mundi explained. “Even if we were making, like, a mistake or something, it wouldn’t go in, because I’m not big enough. And Zia too, probably.”

“Mundi—” Tassa began in quiet protest.

“But Martens wouldn’t do that, anyway,” Mundi interrupted quickly. “I didn’t mean to say he would. It’s just, like, if I slipped or something. Right, Martens?”

“Right,” Martens said, casting a quick, ironic glance toward Tassa. He was beginning to understand, it seemed, that Mundi was a force unto herself, and one should simply agree with her and let her move on. No one was judging you if you didn’t try to present moral qualifications to her every conjecture, hypothetical, free-range speculation.

“Right,” Mundi said. “So we should ask Martens what he wants. What would be best for him. What do you think, Martens?”

Martens shook his head, wisely not taking sides in a disagreement between Mundi and her mother.

“I need to have a say too,” Tassa said. “And it just . . . I don’t know. I need to think about this.” She looked at her nephew. “Unless you have a strong feeling, either way?”

“I don’t,” Martens said. “You’ve already done more than enough.”

“Oh, one thing,” Mundi said. “I didn’t mean to say . . . I didn’t want you to think I don’t think you could ever go inside a girl. I’m sure you could, maybe. I’m sure it’s probably possible. Just not with me, definitely.”

Martens winced, something about Mundi’s words paining him, apparently.

“Thanks, Mundi,” he said softly.

“And one thing that happened, Mom, I’m just remembering this now,” Mundi continued. “So, Martens had his orgasm really fast, before I could get him covered or anything, so it got on me. It got all over my chest and stuff. And it did run down. It got on my panties. But if I was naked, it would have gone further. But not down to my, my, you know, my vagina. Because it would end up in my hair, and stop there. In my pubic hair.”

“It’s not just about that,” Tassa said. “It’s . . .”

“Oh, him seeing me?” Mundi asked. “Because, yeah . . . my hair. It covers everything. It’s really thick. So you can’t see anything. My lips or whatever. My hole. So I’m sort of still wearing something.”

“Okay, sounds good,” Tassa said in her let’s-change-the-subject tone, and conversation for the rest of the breakfast covered school topics, social plans, current events. But when everyone rose to clear the table, more than one pair of female eyes went to Martens’ white-wrapped penis, which was sticking straight out, and wet at the tip.

As soon as the girls left the kitchen to brush their teeth, Tassa stepped up next to Martens, cleaning pans at the sink and pressing himself against the counter so his penis was vertical and out of the way.

“Can we check in, after the girls go to school?” Tassa asked quietly.

“Of course,” he said.

“Don’t shut your door, okay?” she said, her meaning clear: Don’t masturbate yet.

“Okay,” Martens said, his voice suddenly shaky.

Martens went to his room, and he made a half-hearted attempt at studying while Zia and Mundi got ready for school, and both girls waved to him and he waved back, but after they were gone he continued to turn toward his door, every minute or two.

But he wasn’t looking when Tassa appeared.

“I guess it’s my turn,” she said softly.

She wasn’t exactly in underwear. Her pastel blue bra and matching blue boy shorts could pass for beach wear, maybe.

“Your turn?” Martens echoed, turning and staring wide-eyed at his aunt.

“We all need to do our part, don’t we?” she said. Her arms had been crossed, but she dropped them to her sides and smiled. Comfortably, confidently.

Martens was still wearing his white wrap, and his penis was still erect, and the wrap was still wet at the tip, and he stood and smiled back while his member swung and bounced.

“Where would you like me?” he asked.

“Can we talk first, about something?” she said.

“Sure,” Martens said, continuing to stand, his shaft elevating with arousal.

Tassa went to his bed and sat.

“Did what Mundi said bother you this morning?” she asked.

“Which thing?” Martens said.

Tassa laughed. “Yeah, I guess I need to narrow it down. But anything. Anything she says that bothers you. You need to let her know. And you need to let me know if she’s not getting it.”

Martens settled back into his desk chair, penis bouncing.

“She doesn’t bother me at all, Aunt Tassa,” he said, leaning forward earnestly. “She’s been . . . incredibly generous.”

“Okay, but there’s a fine line,” Tassa said. “At some point, I’m afraid she’s going to overstep a boundary and you’ll have had enough.”

“Everything she’s doing,” Martens said, “has been great.”

“Good,” Tassa said, nodding. “But I got the sense you didn’t like something she said at breakfast this morning.”

“What?”

“About not being able to get into a girl,” Tassa said.

“Oh, that,” Martens said, grimacing again.

“It hurt you,” Tassa said. “I could tell. I can tell right now.”

“I don’t know if ‘hurts’ the right word,” Martens said. “Maybe, I don’t know . . . worried. Yeah, just worried.”

“Worried?”

“About the future,” he said, looking ruefully down at his penis. “I want a wife. I want children. I don’t see how that will ever happen.”

“All that can happen,” Tassa said. “I know it can. There are plenty of girls who can fit you.”

“The doctor said that too,” Martens noted. “But I’d have to find them. And how do I do that?”

“If I could . . . if I could find someone who could fit you inside her, would that help?” Tassa asked. “Would you worry about it less? Because I don’t want you to worry. You deserve to be happy.”

“Do you know someone?” Martens asked doubtfully. “Or you know how to find someone?”

“I know someone,” Tassa said, pausing for a moment before she continued. “Me.”

Martens looked at his aunt with profound bewilderment.

“Me,” she said again, crossing her legs.

“You,” he said, almost dazedly.

“I think I can fit you,” she said. “I’d like to try. And then, you’ll know it can be done, with plenty of girls. With lots of women. I’m not the only one.”

“Okay,” Martens said, nodding slowly.

“Would you like to try it?” she asked. “Now?”

One might have expected Martens to stammer, to demur, to express the doubts of one confronting rank impropriety, but the boy did no such thing. And why should he? Tassa was the lady of the house. She decided what was moral and what was not. If her daughters proposed something questionable, Martens had to be reluctant—or feign reluctance—until he knew Tassa approved. But here was Tassa herself making the proposal, and there was no higher authority.

“Yes,” Martens said with certainty, and he stood with a penis so stiff it barely bounced. “Where would you like me?”

“In bed, on your back,” Tassa said, standing and reaching behind herself to unhook her bra. “And you’ll want to pull the covers down. This is going to be messy.”

Martens went to his bathroom, returned with a towel, pulled his covers down and put the towel, folded double, on his bed.

“Good idea,” Tassa said, and her naked breasts swung as she pushed down her boy shorts, revealing a black triangle of pubic hair, the dark crease of her vulva barely visible behind it.

Martens lay down, waited, staring at the woman through heavily-lidded eyes, his erection up at a 45 degree angle from the flatness of his belly.

“I’m going to straddle you,” Tassa said, standing next to the bed. “You need to let me do most of the moving. I’m pretty sure I can fit you thickness-wise, but not lengthwise, so I need to be in charge of how deep you go.”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

“Ready?” Tassa asked. “No second thoughts?”

“None at all,” Martens said, and he laughed sincerely, comfortably, and so did Tassa as she put her knees on the bed and walked on them to Martens, raised one leg and passed it over the boy, straightened herself above his chest.

“Okay,” she said, dropping, putting her left palm next to Martens’ head and reaching between her legs to search for Martens’ tip.

It wasn’t where one would expect, hovering there between her thighs and just beneath her vagina. Instead, the end of his penis was floating above the small of her back, and she turned to find it, smiled a little sheepishly and raised herself up, straightening her legs and guiding her opening to the union with her nephew’s head.

Looked at from this angle, Tassa seemed to have taken on an impossible chore. The entrance to her female chamber was no more than a discreet pink seam, her inner lips flared on either side, nothing there indicating this was going to work.

One must call it courage, then, when she used her index and ring finger to spread her vulva while she placed her middle finger against Martens’ head, and she turned to watch what she could of the proceedings, completing the picture of a woman undergoing physical contortions as pronounced as the social and familial ones. Such is the power of affection, perhaps, a bond that transcends the conventional, rising up to do unconventional things when the ordinary won’t do.

Martens exemplified another disposition altogether, supine and still and straight. Except for his outrageous erection, he might have been a demigod, a serene temple idol, a carved totem of tranquility and wisdom. Or he might have been all those things with his outrageous erection, because superstition drifts. Either way, it was the penis that they had to reckon with, both of them, the aunt akimbo above her Gautamic nephew.

Tassa persevered, pressing her impossibly small hole against Martens’ prodigious tip. She adjusted her grip on her labia, spreading herself wider. She angled her pelvis up, down, sideways. At last, she performed a sort of scooping motion with her opening, as though trying to eat Martens’ rod with her sex organ, and when it began working, when his head disappeared into her entrance, she gasped and paused and looked down at the boy.

“Congratulations,” she said, her voice labored.

“For . . .” Martens queried, his own voice thick as well.

“Losing your virginity,” she said. “Technically, this is it.”

“I like it,” Martens said without hesitation, and he smiled up at his aunt. Surely there had always been, coiled within this bright and upright young man, an animal yearning to show itself, to know and be known.

“I’m going to keep going,” Tassa said, and she closed her eyes and pushed backward, and now there was at least two inches of Martens’ thickness embedded within her loins.

No longer needing to guide things and spread things with her right hand, she planted it on the other side of Martens’ head, and she opened her eyes wide and stared at the wall and stuck out her lower jaw and pushed backward, and now another inch at least of the masculine pole was up her feminine slot.

Martens was, obviously, starting to feel what he was supposed to feel, his face transforming from heavy-lidded indulgence to wide-eyed alarm.

“That’s right, this is . . . what it is,” Tassa said, and she issued a broken laugh over her attempts at speaking beyond an elementary level. “Do you still . . . is it good?”

“It’s the best thing . . . I’ve ever felt,” Martens said, and when he raised his head to add emphasis to his words, his lower half lifted slightly as well, provoking a grunt of discomfort from the woman above him.

“Careful,” she whispered.

“Sorry, sorry,” Martens said, dropping his head.

Another round of pelvic oscillation got the next inch and a half up Tassa’s sheath, and she paused, panting, while her body adjusted to his girth. And then, cautiously, she eased forward, releasing an inch or two from her grip. An inspection of their union at this moment would show that her sexual flesh was stretching, straining, pulled nearly to the breaking point, but it was still holding. Just as important, the part of Martens’ penis that had been inside her was shiny with oil, coated with a thick, clear fluid that was helpful during any lovemaking, but essential here.

Tassa pushed back again, bringing more of Martens into her hole, and she seemed to do it easily, with just a grunt and a shake of her hips. Maybe her internal organs were adjusting, or maybe the flow of her syrup to the situation was making things easier.

Down she went, another inch, another, getting half of Martens’ member within her before the laws of physics forced her to cease, because Martens’ tip had reached her cervix, and that was but one of the manifestations of her impalement. Her belly was extended up to her navel, and her posture was, in a word, warped, her back arched strangely, her left knee pushed forward.

“Good?” Tassa panted.

Martens answered by not answering, simply looking up at his aunt with glazed eyes and a clenched jaw.

“I need to go ahead and get you done,” she said. “Maybe we can spend more time on it when we do it again.”

Martens nodded and Tassa moved forward, moved back, grunted, repeated, settling into a slow, cautious rhythm

“Okay, okay,” she sighed, pausing with just Martens’ head up her slot. “I’m going to let you thrust into me. Do you want to?”

“Yes,” Martens whispered.

“But no deeper than you’ve already been. Okay?”

“Of course,” Martens said.

“Go.”




Chapter 18: A Second Time

Tassa should never have doubted the boy’s self-control. The perpetually hungry animal within him was being fed for the first time, dining on that most precious of meals, a warm, wet vagina. But it was Martens’ animal, and Martens could not help but be true, and considerate, and he raised his middle and pushed with respectful, delicious slowness into his aunt, the half of his penis her body was able to hold gradually disappearing until she’d been filled again.

Marten withdrew, pushed up again. Was he going too slowly? Now Tassa was moving too, sliding down as Martens slid up, and after a dozen strokes, Martens groaned out with the first tremors of what would prove to be the best orgasm of his life so far.

The two kept moving in their own ways, Tassa slowing and Martens growing more animated, but still his thrusts were careful, not too deep, not too fast, until the orgasm itself arrived and he moaned loud and guttural and pushed up to the limit of Tassa’s body, staying there, legs shaking as his semen jetted out in gush after gush.

Tassa had gone completely still at this point, her wide-open eyes and her gaping mouth suggesting two things—first, the shock inevitable when an exceptionally sensitive place is being flooded with the reproductive equivalent of heavy artillery and, second, the determination of a woman almost finished proving this was possible.

The original point of the exercise, although forgotten at the moment, was clearly being fulfilled. Surely everything Martens’ body had made since his last orgasm was pouring forth now, first from the tip of his penis, and then from there through the razor-thin gap between his shaft and Tassa’s walls until it oozed out from her hole, adding exponentially to the lubricant she’d already doused his penis with, the white liquid spilling onto his chest and belly, running down his shaft, coursing in two thick rivers along the insides of Tassa’s thighs, dripping from Martens’ balls onto the towel he’d presciently placed there.

As the boy’s orgasm ebbed, he began moving again, impacting the dynamics of his viscous fluid in unexpected ways, a sudden shot of semen propelled from the left side of Tassa’s hole, a spurt curling up against gravity to soak her anus, a long string dripping directly from her clitoris to his chest.

By the time Martens had finished with his orgasm, both of them were taking a veritable bath, torsos and hips and thighs rich with his release.

Finally, Tassa relaxed, dropping her head and letting her back arch downward. She was still impaled, her nephew’s penis still lodged within her, but he was growing softer, more malleable, and shorter as well, and she rocked her pelvis back and forth a few times and eventually disgorged the organ, and it fell heavily against his belly, followed by a deluge of cream, gushing out between Tassa’s vaginal lips and pouring onto Marten’s rod and stomach.

Tassa lifted one leg as if about to clamber off the boy before the stream falling from her sex caught her attention, and she stayed in place and watched it rush out. Martens raised his head to watch as well the return of his discharge, now flavored with Tassa’s female essence.

When the flow slowed to a single last string of semen, Tassa raised her leg again and this time swung it over Martens, reaching the floor and shakily walking to his bathroom, where she sat on the toilet and wiped herself, starting with her inner thighs.

She was still pressing tissues against her vulva when Martens appeared at the door, leaning against it because his legs were a little shaky too, his penis semi-erect.

“What do you think?” she asked, smiling. “Is sex good?”

“Not just good,” Martens said, drawing in a deep breath. “But what about you? How did you . . .”

“I’ve had two girls,” Tassa said. “Both were born vaginally.”

“But didn’t they hurt when they came out?”

“Of course,” Tassa admitted. “But both of them were bigger than you. Especially Zia.”

“Did I hurt?”

“A little.”

“Thank you,” Martens said with sincere gratitude.

“I can probably do that a few times a week, when I’m not on my period,” she said.

“You’d do it again?” Martens asked, raising his eyebrows with surprise.

“Of course,” she said. “If you find someone else to do it for you, that’s great, but this is easier than masturbating you. You’re dripping, by the way.”

Tassa, still seated on the toilet, grabbed a wad of tissue and leaned over to hand it to Martens, and he passed it over his head and tip before wiping up the drops on the blue-tiled floor.

“I can probably let you thrust a little more next time,” she said. “It was just, the first time.”

Martens smiled.

“Now, the girls,” Tassa said, rising and flushing the toilet.

“Yes?” Martens said, following her back to the bedroom, where she bent to pull up her shorts.

“Let’s let them ask. I’m not going to lie to them, but I’m not going to bring it up. Chances are, Mundi’s going to say something, or ask a question, and at that point, I’ll tell her what we did. Or you can.”

“Okay,” Martens agreed, and he grabbed his white wrap from the desk and pulled it up his penis, a quaint gesture that made Tassa smile as she pulled on her bra and snapped it.

“Are you tracking your orgasms?” she asked.

“Not officially,” Martens said.

“Do it anytime you need to, you know that,” she said. “But if you find you’re able to spend more time between releases . . . because of what we’re doing for you, I think we’d all like to know. Especially Mundi.”

“You’re still okay with what she’s doing?” Martens asked.

“You know what I think?” Tassa said, turning to look squarely at the boy. “At first, I was afraid she had something for you. Oedipal. Or whatever you call it between cousins. And someone was going to get hurt. But now . . . I just think it’s pure innocence. She’s always been the nature kid. She’d pick up a worm or half a beetle, or try to get a praying mantis to crawl on her finger. And you’re like that to her. I mean . . . I hope you know what I mean, I’m not saying—”

“I understand.”

“She has no fear,” Tassa said. “That’s all. She’s curious, and you’re interesting, and she sincerely just wants to help.”

“That’s how I’m reading it,” Martens said.

“I’m still not sure how I feel about nudity, though,” Tassa said. “I mean, hers.”

“Just more innocence?” Martens offered.

“Probably,” Tassa said. “It’s a practical concern, though. I can’t get pregnant, she can. And your semen does tend to go everywhere.”

“Have you thought about birth control?” Martens asked.

“Yes, of course. Zia’s on it.”

“Oh,” Martens said. “I didn’t know that.”

“It’s partly to keep her period regular. But . . . I don’t know. I think she’s done some things. And I think it’s why she holds back when Mundi starts in on you. Because she doesn’t want me to know how much she knows. And she probably doesn’t want you to know either.”

“I won’t . . .” Martens began. “I wont expect anything from Zia.”

“Of course you won’t,” Tassa said. “I . . . you’ve been . . . I never would have imagined this, these things happening with you, and if it had been any other boy in the world, this just . . . I don’t see where it could have been. But we all trust you. You’ve earned that. And you’ve been good for us. All of us.”

“Thank you,” Martens said, and anyone who suspected some plot on the part of the boy to win these favors from a house of females need look no further than his wet eyes.

“Now, having said that,” Tassa continued, “if you can find a girlfriend . . . if you want a girlfriend . . . that might be a good thing.

“I don’t know how I’d ever . . .” Martens said, brow furrowing.

“Please tell me you’re not still worried she won’t fit?” Tassa exclaimed.

“No,” Martens said with a laugh. “That’s the one thing I’m not worried about now. But everything else. How would we ever go out?”

“You mean on a date?”

“Exactly,” Martens said, looking down at his penis. “It’s gotten bigger since I got here and stopped dressing. I’m not sure I’ll ever be able to wear clothes again. At least not pants.”

“She’ll be welcome here,” Tassa said. “Or maybe . . . if you can find a place where you can go nude. There might be some communities here. Or somewhere.”

“But then . . .” Martens continued doubtfully, “it’s not just about fitting. She would have to be okay with going out like that. And . . . the whole premise of the relationship.” Martens laughed bitterly. “Hi, I’m Martens. How big is your vagina?”

“Martens,” Tassa said, laughing at first before she crossed her arms under her breasts and gazed seriously at her nephew. “Dating is hard. Finding a boyfriend or girlfriend is hard. For everyone. We all bring plusses and minuses to the table. And you . . . I’m being serious . . . you don’t have any minuses.”

Martens glanced down at his penis.

“That’s not a minus,” Tassa said. “That doesn’t mean it would work for everyone. Your intelligence wouldn’t work for everyone, either. Your kindness would be a deal-breaker for some girls. Some girls like mean guys, or dumb guys. But never think of your penis as a problem. For a lot of girls—more than you think—it’s a plus. Big can be good. A little pain can be part of the pleasure.”

Martens clearly wasn’t convinced.

“If she likes you, she’ll figure out how to get you inside her vagina,” Tassa continued. “And I can help with that, if she doesn’t mind a little coaching the first few times. She could use her mouth sometimes. She could . . .”

Tassa’s voice trailed off, because something about what she was saying was causing another rise in Martens’ penis, the organ straightening quickly, lifting almost to the horizontal.

“Do you want to go again?” she asked.

“I’ll probably need to, sorry,” Martens said, eyeing his door. “But thanks. Thanks so much.”

“No, I mean, would you like to go again inside me?”

“Aunt Tassa,” he protested, shaking his head.

“I’m offering because I want to,” she said, unhooking her bra. “I’ll never offer if I don’t, you need to trust me on that. And you need to see what being on top is like.”

Martens’ penis rose to its full length and elevation as Tassa slipped her shorts down, soaked with the wetness between her legs. Not all of Martens’ ejaculate had spilled from her at the moment of release, or in the minutes afterwards, and some was still oozing out now, mingling with her own fluids.

Tassa rolled onto Martens’ bed, falling to her back and spreading her legs.

“Okay,” she said by way of invitation, and Martens accepted, moved on his knees to the place between her thighs, lowered himself and positioned his tip at her vulva.

As she had before, Tassa spread her lips with one hand, guided his head between them with the other, grunted as she was stretched around his girth for the second time.

“Slow,” she said, reaching down with both hands to grab his shaft. “Push in, but when I squeeze, that means you need to stop.”

Martens half-closed his eyes, sighing out as his aunt pulled him slowly into her body, but once he’d buried almost half his penis within her, he paused.

“What’s wrong?” she asked huskily.

“This is as far as you let me go the first time,” he said.

“You remembered,” she said. “I’m impressed. But things got moved around a little on your first go, I think I can take you a little deeper.”

“Okay,” Martin panted, allowing Tassa to continue driving him into her.

“That’s it,” she said. “You’re doing great. But that’s deep enough.”

Martens froze, his eyes shut and his jaw clenched.

“Now move,” Tassa instructed, curled upwards so her hands could grip Martens tightly.

The boy pulled out slightly, slid back in, pulled out a little more and reentered the female, and at first Tassa held him, white knuckles, but as Martens continued his gentle probing of her sex organ, she seemed to relax, her head dropping to the pillow, her legs widening and her hands relaxing, falling to her sides.

They coupled like that for close to five minutes, wordlessly, each seemingly lost to everything but that one sensation.

Tassa was the first to shift to some other mode, all of her body parts going tense in unison, her sighs of tension yielding to animal grunts, and her hands returning to Martens’ penis, not to protect her vagina but to control the stimulation of it, pulling him into her, pushing him out and driving him within again and again, her shoulders up off the bed now, her face aimed at the ceiling, her cries of agony almost deafening.

Did Martens know about the female orgasm? Did he understand what was happening beneath him? Perhaps he should have withdrawn, comforted his aunt, resuscitated her if necessary, and then summoned an ambulance. Or perhaps he knew, through some instinctive sense, that this was what happened to women sometimes, and it was a good thing. Regardless what he thought, his loins were giving him an irrefutable argument against disengaging, his own cries of distress mingled with Tassa’s, and his penis swelled with his first injection of mating juice, a process that could not be abandoned, and a moment later it was being disgorged through his tip, thickening all around the place of union, white cream emerging between the flesh of phallus and cup, coating Martens’ shaft and dripping down across Tassa’s anus, wetting Martens’ bed every time another string of it shot out from her oscillating pelvis.

For a long time after they were finished with their orgasms, they merely recovered, Martens on top, propped up on his arms, Tassa beneath him, legs splayed, both breathing heavily as they worked through what had just happened.

Martens was the first to speak.

“So that was . . .” he prompted.

“An orgasm,” Tassa said, finishing the sentence. “Girls have them too.”

“I knew that,” Martens said, sliding his penis out of Tassa’s chamber, rising to his knees. “But knowing in concept, and experiencing in person . . . two . . . very different things.”

Tassa laughed and sat up, spreading her legs to regard her vulva.

“This seems like less,” she said.

“I’m sure it is,” Martens said.

“I wanted to see how long you could go before your next one,” Tassa said. “But then, I wanted to let you be on top. Did you like it?”

“I like everything we do,” Martens said.

“I’m still your aunt,” Tassa noted.

“Of course,” Martens agreed, and he slid off the bed, pulled his increasingly damp sleeve up his penis, and went to his desk chair. “And Zia and Mundi are still my cousins.”

“We’re family,” Tassa said, sitting up and looking down at her vulva, leaking a thick white cream onto the towel on Martens’ bed. “This is about helping you.”

“I’m a different person,” Martens said.

“You’re still Martens,” Tassa said. “We still love you.”

“No, I mean, my experiences,” Martens countered, speaking slowly. “You and your girls . . . I’m a new man. A new boy. Whatever you want to call it. It’s everything I could have asked for. More than I could have imagined.”

Tassa slipped off the bed and, for the second time that morning, went to her undergarments, pulled on her bra, slid her boy shorts up her legs.

“I won’t be able to do this every day,” she said. “I work remotely two or three times a week, and it just worked out today. I’m between Zoom calls. But at night, sometimes. Weekends sometimes. I don’t want the girls to know, unless they want to know. Let’s see if they ask. If they know, and they’re okay with it, we can do it whenever it works. But I can’t promise my vagina will hold out, either. I might need a few days to recover. Or longer.”

“You’re okay today?” Martens asked.

“I may have overdone it,” Tassa said, adding quickly, “because I wanted to. I wanted to push my limits. But I might be too sore for a few days.”

Tassa headed for the door, pausing and grabbing the jamb as though needing support, and she turned back to her nephew, brow furrowed.

“You can’t just stay here,” she said, adding quickly in response to Martens’ puzzled expression, “No, I just mean, you can’t just hide here, in our house. You need to get out. We need to figure out how to keep you, I don’t know . . .”

“Integrated,” Martens offered. “Culturally.”

“A good way to put it,” Tassa agreed. “You’re a young man. You need to be out, where other boys your age go. I’m not completely happy about your online school. I don’t see an alternative, but it’s not . . .”

“That reminds me,” he said.

“Yes?”

“Can I list you as my guardian, for school?” he asked. “They need the name of an adult I live with. Just an emergency contact.”

“Of course. So you’re in?”

“Yes. Well, officially, tomorrow. My first class is at 11, but I have a lot of makeup work in the meantime.”

“Congratulations,” Tassa said, and she came back to him and kissed her nephew on the cheek before she exited to dress for her next online meeting.

Martens returned to his PC, staring at the screen, tapping buttons, recoiling when his phone rang, but he recovered enough to tap it.

“Hello, Mother,” he said, his face scowling, his voice bright.

“Hello, Martens how are you doing?”

“I’m good,” he said. “I’m really good.”

“I think you should come home now,” she said.

Martens’ eyes opened wide with fright, but still he kept his voice level.

“Why?” he asked.

“We miss you,” his mom said. “And . . . really, I feel terrible about everything that happened. And so does your dad. He says it wasn’t right. And, I don’t know. But you should come back home now. I’m sure your Aunt Tassa has set you straight.”

“I’m making progress,” Martens said, lowering his head and clutching his hair in one white-knuckled hand. “I think . . . they’ve all be good for me. They’ve all been great.”

“How are you doing with . . . your problem?” his mother asked.

“Aunt Tassa and my cousins have been really good for it,” Martens said, still speaking the literal truth in a way that would leave his mother completely deceived. “But I think I still need work.”

“How much do they know?” his mother asked.

“About what?” Martens asked.

“About everything that’s wrong with you,” his mother said. “All your . . . distractions. And what keeps happening to you. And . . . what that doctor wrote.”

“Oh, yeah,” Martens said, and he gulped, because he was going to have to tell lies that were not truth in any dimension. “They don’t really know. I’ve been able to . . . to hide it.”

“It’s not happening as much?”

“No,” Martens said, speaking the truth.

“How much longer will it be until you’re normal?” his mother asked.

Martens squinted, clenched his jaw, made a fist and pounded it quietly against his desk, and then he breathed in, and lied again.

“I think . . . a months or two,” Martens said. “The rest of the school year at least.”

“Why so long?” she asked, voice rising in shock.

“It’s really . . . it just takes time, Mother. I’ve made progress, but not enough. So, at the rate . . . at the rate I’m going . . . it would be this summer.”

“But it might be sooner?” she asked hopefully.

“Yes, it might be.”

“How is that computer school coming along?”

“Everything’s done,” he said. “I start classes tomorrow, and I’m doing makeup work now.”

“We didn’t evict you,” she said.

“Okay,” Martens said.

“Some people have used that word. At temple. I don’t know where they picked it up, but that’s what they’ve told me. That we evicted you. And we didn’t.”

“Sure, Mother,” Martens said.

“We just couldn’t help you, that’s all,” she said. “You know that, right?”

“Yes.”

“Your Aunt Tassa knows much more about these sorts of things.”

“She does,” Martens agreed.

“Your father and I love you very much,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Bye now.”

“Bye, Mom, I love you.”

For a long moment, Martens’ face went very hard. It is sometimes the people we’re closest to who understand us the least, while strangers relay their darkest secrets because we haven’t spent a lifetime on the mutual building of walls, and that is one of the great pains of being human, to live invisibly among one’s own kind. Maybe Martens understood it, that it was the nature of life, that it beset all of us, that it wasn’t his fault, that things might improve, and he offered a grim smile and turned back to his schoolwork.




Chapter 19: A Spring Meeting of the Harrison High Breeding Club

As usual, six months after the founding of the Harrison High School Breeding Club, there were a few new faces to replace some students who wouldn’t be coming back, and a few more students trying nudity, both male and female. Anastasia McHenry was a full-fledged student here now, transferring from the private Windsor High with her parents’ begrudging okay, and she was almost always naked, because that’s how she preferred to be, except on the coldest days or when she was on her period, when she wore just panties.

Terry Cooke, the Black sort of nerdy girl who was also an original member, was also always naked, in school as well as at club meetings. Trish Bailey, the well-endowed flag corps girl, waited until the meeting to strip. Among the males, Ramp Foley spent most days nude and mostly erect, as did Haden French. As at the other high schools where the federal population program was being tried out, the malleable youth culture at Harrison High School was adapting. The furtive whispers and the quiet laughter had died down after a month or two, although the staring persisted.

For Haden, the greatest change was in the loss of his two best friends, Zombeast and Keyman, who began distancing themselves from him soon after her joined the Breeding Club and hadn’t reconverged since.

“So let’s talk about what we’ve done this week,” said Ms. Mulkey, as she often did to start meetings off. “Who stepped out of their comfort zone and learned something from it?”

As they had since the first meeting in October, the jocks had set up shop on the floor, arrayed around the nude Ramp, some of the others disrobing as well just prior to the start of the meeting. Among the newly naked was Presley Winston himself, quarterback, class president, and owner of a very erect penis.

“I had an experience,” Carly Coldwell announced, raising her hand. With all eyes upon the girl, who had opted to stay dressed, she hunched a little, and spoke haltingly. “A friend of mine told me about a boy with a really, a really, you know, large penis,” Carly said. “And she told me he needed to have a girl, like, get him to have his orgasm. And so . . . that was my experience.”

“You masturbated him?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Yes.”

“Is that the first time you’ve done that for a boy?”

“Sort of.”

“How big was his penis?”

“About, I don’t know, maybe two feet long?” she said, her estimate followed by the sharp intake of breath by several of the students there, particularly the girls.

“How old is he?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Our age, I guess,” Carly replied. “In high school I think.”

“Which high school?”

“I’m not sure. Maybe online, I think.”

“Did you tell him about our club?”

“Uh . . . I sort of forgot to. I brought it up, but then we were talking about other things.”

“He might like knowing about us,” Ms. Mulkey observed.

“I have his cousin’s phone number,” Carly said. “They’re kind of like, they want a girlfriend for him. Or other people to help him. Girls. And he’s nice. Really nice. Kind of cute.”

“It’s alright with the cousin if you give it out?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Sure,” said Carly, pulling her phone out. “It’s seven oh—”

“Let’s share that number privately, please,” Ms. Mulkey interrupted. “Everyone, see Carly after class if you’re interested.”

Carly put her phone away and a little more sharing was done before Ms. Mulkey moved on to masturbation, something she consistently said would increase the physical pleasures of intercourse as well as help club members grow their imaginations.

After a little cajoling, she convinced Haden to join her in the middle of the room. Already erect, and aroused enough to be leaking pre-ejaculate, he was able to submit to a thorough exposition of the things boys do with their bodies to achieve pleasure. Under Ms. Mulkey’s guidance, Haden stood and demonstrated a variety of stimulation techniques, from the single hand around the shaft to both hands around it, one around it while the other worked the balls or the tip, and then a solo hand around different sections of the rod, from the base to the front. Instead of asking the audience to gather before the boy to observe, Ms. Mulkey at first instructed Haden to turn a full 360 degrees during each technique. But she didn’t ask everyone to step up before him until it was time for him to orgasm, girls up front, to watch him ejaculate.

Next before the still-standing throng was Trish, who sat cross-legged on the mat, rubbing her vulva with one hand, squeezing her breast with the other, legs shaking with increasing intensity as she neared and then achieved orgasm.

“Thank you, Haden and Trish,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Now we’re going to talk about female on top. The girl has to do more of the work, but she controls her own pleasure. It can be a nice alternative for receiving semen. Any volunteers?”

Ms. Mulkey’s gaze swept the room, her confidence much improved since those tentative first days of the club. Gone was the halting speech and the diffident body language. The Harrison High School Breeding Club was progressing nicely, quickly demonstrating its potential for bringing new citizens into the American fold.

“Who wants to help us demonstrate?” she asked.

Although they were both nude and neither had orgasmed yet, neither Anastasia nor Terry raised their hands. Perhaps they wanted to give someone else a chance. And that someone else was a petite blonde girl named Samantha Davis who immediately rose and began unbuttoning her blouse. She was a quiet girl, a little plain, not involved in extracurriculars, an above-average student but not stellar. Much of her spare time was given to selling tickets, renting skates or running the concessions booth at her parents’ ice rink. But even there, she was quiet. “You go to Harrison, don’t you?” was sometimes asked by her peers, to which she invariably replied in a conversation-ending way, “Yeah, I guess.”

“Okay,” Ms. Mulkey said. “I didn’t see you last week, what’s your—”

“I was here,” the girl blurted, dropping her blouse onto her chair. “I’m Samantha.”

“Samantha Davis?” Ms. Mulkey queried.

“Yes.”

“Okay, I saw your name on the form. I’ll remember you next time.”

“Okay,” Samantha agreed, pulling off her bra.

Her breasts were smallish, B cup, tipped with long pink nipples that suggested a state of agitation her voice concealed.

“Do you want me to choose your mate?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

“Presley,” the girl replied, and her cheeks were pink as she undid her belt, unsnapped her jeans and pushed them and her panties down in one quick motion. Her shoes were still tied, so she had to sit and work at the laces while Ms. Mulkey turned to the quarterback.

“Presley, would you like to help with our demonstration?”

The boy answered by standing, and his penis answered by bouncing up and down, fully erect and curving slightly upward.

“’Cause he’s naked,” Samantha explained almost as an afterthought. Completely nude now and standing again, she made her way to Ms. Mulkey’s left side, while Presley approached from the right, and the couple stopped and faced each other, as though part of an avant garde wedding.

Presley, at the moment, seemed the less certain of the two, peering sheepishly back at his comrades in athleticism, who nodded in mock seriousness and grunted with ironic approval.

Emboldened by his teammates, Presley turned his attention to Samantha, at her face and her breasts and her unkempt light brown triangle of public hair.

“Alright, Presley, let’s have you lie down on the mat, face up,” Ms. Mulkey said.

Presley dropped, rolled to his back and waited, his penis nearly vertical.

“Samantha, when you’re ready, go ahead and mount,” Ms. Mulkey said.

Samantha appeared to be ready, and she stepped over Presley and lowered herself, adjusting her pelvis as she descended so that her vulva landed on the underside of Presley’s shaft and his penis ended up pressed between their bodies.

No one who knew the shy girl in class, or who’d bought a Shark Bar or a Town Soda and gotten a quick “thank you” with their change, would have predicted the next thing she did. It was a subtle move, just a quick twist of her pelvis, but its purpose could have been only a few things, none of them innocent, or shy. She might have wanted to use one of her most sensitive places to feel the full length of Presley’s erection. Maybe she wanted to stimulate him, to make sure he was fully primed for insertion. Maybe she wanted to wet him a little. Or maybe it was just something a girl does sometimes because it feels good. And what better reason was there?

“Are you ready to take him inside you?” Ms. Mulkey asked.

Samantha looked down at Presley and nodded, but she didn’t raise her hips or slide forward or bend closer to him. Brave, she was, but new to all this as well.

“Okay,” said Ms. Mulkey, “move your opening to his tip, and use one hand to guide it up you.”

Samantha proceeded like one entering very hot water, raising, guiding the penis within herself gradually and with her eyes and mouth wide with sensations. Presley grimaced and curled his athletic feet, but he allowed the girl to set the pace of insertion.

Soon enough, he was completely inside her, the students behind her seeing nothing but his scrotum beneath her anus, the students in front seeing the mingling of pubic hair.

“Do whatever you want,” Ms. Mulkey said. “Whatever feels good. But see if you can rub your clitoris against his pubic bone.”

Samantha rose up on Presley’s rod, dropped back down, repeated it a little more quickly. Her face continued to betray grim determination, but the rest of her body suggested something closer to pleasure. After rising and falling without embellishment around Presley’s member a dozen times, she began to explore variations, angling her pelvis forward, twisting it back, dropping her head to watch as the organ slid into and out of her vagina. This was probably her first time with a boy inside her, but she seemed to know what she wanted, and eventually she was almost writhing above the football hero, her middle shaking while she groaned and, judging from her cries of distress, climaxed.

Soon after, Presley also suffered an orgasm, the proof of which lay not in his groans or in some moment of pronounced spasming, but in the cream that poured out of Samantha’s hole and onto Presley’s penis and scrotum once she’d risen for the last time and his member slipped out of her.

Because Haden had already ejaculated, Anastasia was paired with Ramp for the second demonstration of the female in the superior position, but Anastasia didn’t approach the exercise with the same gusto as Samantha, her focus more on extracting semen from Ramp’s body than on any particular pleasure for herself. Not only didn’t she climax, she gave no indication of any special pleasure at all. In her case, the determination in her eyes matched the single-minded dedication to Ramp’s enjoyment. She didn’t seem to not enjoy it, exactly. But for her, it seemed more like a project, a chore, a job to be done.

Done with the demonstration portion of the meeting, Ms. Mulkey provided an update on plans for Breeding Camp, which was taking shape as a month-long summer event scheduled for federal parks across the country. Each camp would be separated into tiers, for curious beginners, more experienced breeders, and those interested in the stringent programs enforced at the most successful breeding operations.

After the meeting, several girls, including Anastasia, approached Carly for Mundi’s phone number. Not all of them, presumably, wanted to be Marten’s boyfriend, and maybe some of them just wanted to see it. A two-foot-long penis, after all.

Before they left, some students dressed and some didn’t. Haden stayed nude for the drive home in Anastasia’s car, an appropriate choice given the girl was nude as well.

“Did you like being with Ramp?” he asked casually. And indeed, what other demeanor but the casual would make sense here? Jealousy would be wildly out of place, given the regular practice they’d had, together and with others, since they’d lost their virginity to each other six months before.

Nor did Haden care to yield to the destructive psychic energy required for jealousy or romantic angst.

But even then, Anastasia’s answer was maddeningly vague. “Sure,” she said.

“Was it different, though?” Haden asked. “From the way I do it?”

“Well, I was on top,” Anastasia said. “So I was doing it, mostly, not him.”

“He kind of pushed into you, though, at the end,” Haden noted.

“Yeah,” Anastasia agreed.

“Did you orgasm?” Haden asked.

“I don’t think so.”

“Have you ever?” he asked, raising a question for the first time that had perplexed him since their first coupling.

“Probably not,” she said.

“Sorry for asking,” he said.

“Why?”

“Oh, well . . .” Haden stammered. “I don’t know. Just, I guess it’s sort of private.”

“Whether or not I orgasm?” she said. “Why should that be private?”

Haden laughed nervously.

“Good question,” he said. “Maybe it shouldn’t . . . because, you know, when boys do it, it’s pretty obvious. Because our stuff comes out.”

“Do you think it really happens to girls?”

“What, orgasms?” Haden asked, sounding startled. “Well, yeah. Or they’re faking it. Which would be a lot of faking.”

“It’s probably real,” Anastasia said.

“But you like it, right?” Haden asked. “I mean, sex, even if you don’t orgasm?”

“Yes, I really do,” Anastasia said. “It’s easy for me, and the boy likes it a lot.”

“Easy?” Haden repeated.

“You just have them go in you,” she said. “And then it happens, and you haven’t done that much.”

“Okay,” Haden said uncertainly. “But it seems, I don’t know, sort of unfair.”

“Unfair?”

“Well, for the guy. Like, for me, it’s super strong. And then, if it’s not for you . . .”

“What does it feel like?” she asked. “When you climax?”

“Oh, wow . . . it sort of takes over your whole mind. Before it, too. And then it happens, and it’s your whole mind, and your whole body. Everything is just . . . you feel it so much. And afterwards . . . you just want it again. Like, now.”

“You want it now?” Anastasia asked.

“Oh, I didn’t mean that,” Haden said quickly. “I just mean, when you want it, you want it now.”

“But you want to do it?” Anastasia persisted. “We could, at your house, if you have time.”

“Yeah,” Haden said as his penis began to firm up. “But . . . you want to, right?”

“If you want to, yes.”

“But . . . okay,” Haden said. “What’s in it for you?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, if you won’t orgasm . . . why?”

Anastasia paused, clearly pondering the question long enough to formulate a number of answers, but the one she settled on comprised just a pair of words.

“Why not?”

Haden laughed.

“Should I try to come up with a reason not to?” he asked. “Because I’m biased against trying to do that.”

“See?” she asked cryptically, an answer that gave Haden pause before he found his next words.

“Do you want to stay for dinner?” he asked.

“I wouldn’t be able to,” she said. “My parents are expecting me at six.”

Anastasia pulled up at Haden’s home, and the two emerged, still naked, Haden bringing up his things, the girl unencumbered.

“Hey, Mom,” Haden shouted from the front door.

Tatum emerged from her bedroom as the couple approached, and she looked briefly startled.

“Oh hi, Anastasia,” she said. “I guess you drove Haden home?”

“Hello, Tatum,” she said. “We had Breeding Club today.”

“Of course,” Tatum said, glancing down briefly at her son’s erection. “A good meeting?”

“It was,” Anastasia said, and Haden nodded but added nothing more. “We’re going to have intercourse, and then I have to leave.”

“Okay,” Tatum agreed with an expression that suggested she was still getting used to the openness of kids this age, even though she had encouraged some of it herself.

“May I borrow your anal plug again?” Anastasia asked.

“Um, sure,” Tatum replied, the arch of her eyebrows suggesting the request surprised her.

“I think it helps me wet my vagina,” Anastasia explained. “I’ve been trying them for that, but I didn’t bring any of mine.”

“Sure, I’ll get it to you in a sec,” Tatum said, but she didn’t turn toward wherever in her bedroom she kept such things, and the youths continued on their way toward Haden’s bedroom. He set down his bookbag and the second bag he’d put his clothes into and was pulling down his covers when Tatum appeared with the anal stimulator.

“Thanks,” Anastasia said, bending, widening her legs and reaching between them to insert the toy up her rear entrance. She straightened, looked at Haden’s erection and clambered onto his bed, dropping to hands and knees, staring at the space between her hands.

Haden settled behind her and grabbed his penis, positioning the tip at the girl’s vaginal mouth.

As soon as she felt it, she adjusted the angle of her pelvis to accommodate his first insertion, raising and then lowering her barrel, angling up again once Haden was completely embedded.

“I think I like letting the boy do it,” she said.

“What do you mean?” Haden asked, his voice even as he moved slowly in and out of the girl.

“Well, with Ramp,” she said. “I didn’t know if it felt the best to him because of what I was doing.”

“You made him cum, though,” Haden noted.

“I guess,” she agreed. “But he couldn’t move in me however he wanted, because I was on top.”

“I don’t think he minded,” Haden quipped.

“Which way do you like?” she asked.

“Either one is good for me,” Haden said. “All ways.”

“You haven’t found a favorite way yet?”

“I don’t think I’ll ever have a favorite way,” Haden said. “I want to be able to do it all the ways.”

“Oh,” Anastasia said. “So this way’s UHH! okay for you?”

“Sorry, did that hurt?” Haden asked.

“No, I just wasn’t expecting you to go in that fast.”

“I’ll slow down,” Haden said.

“Do it how you want,” she said. “It didn’t hurt. So, do you like this way?”

“Yeah,” Haden gasped, thrusting in again sharply, ignoring Anastasia’s grunt this time.

“Does your mom’s plug help?” she asked.

“You mean . . . for how wet you are?”

“Yes.”

“I think so,” Haden struggled to say. “Maybe . . . yeah . . . you’re a little more . . . yeah.”

Moments later, the boy was pushing another round of his day’s production into the girl’s chamber, shaking and groaning while she waited calmly for him to finish.

Haden, done, breathed out, withdrew, lay down to rest while Anastasia removed the plug and washed it and returned it to Tatum, and then the girl headed to her care for the drive home, where she would have dinner in the nude with her family. But before she put her car in gear, she picked up her phone, hooked it to her car’s audio system, and dialed.

“Hello?”

“Hi, is this Monday?”

“Oh, hey. Actually it’s Mundi. M-U-N-D-I; ends with dee.”

“Okay,” said Anastasia, backing out of Haden’s driveway. “I heard about your cousin today at school.”

“You got my number from Carly?”

“Yes. She gave it to me after our club met today.”

“And you want to meet Martens?”

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “But I don’t want to be his girlfriend. I would like to see if I can get his penis inside me, though.”

“Really?” Mundi said, her surprise obvious. “Do you have a really big vagina?”

“No,” Anastasia said. “But I’d like to see him, anyway, and maybe try to hold it.”

“That would be awesome,” Mundi said. “And Martens is really nice, so even if you can’t get him inside you, it’s okay if you change your mind about being his girlfriend.”

“No,” Anastasia said.

“Okay, okay,” Mundi agreed, “how about Saturday morning? Like, 10?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, I’ll just text you our address.”

“Okay, thanks, see you Saturday.”




Chapter 20: Zia and Martens

“Another girl is coming over Saturday morning, to masturbate Martens,” Mundi announced as soon as everyone was settled for dinner that Thursday night. “Or maybe have him inside her, but I don’t think that’s going to work.”

“A friend of yours?” Tassa asked.

“No,” Mundi said. “Her name’s Anastasia. She goes to Harrison.”

“How did she know about Martens?” Tassa asked.

“Carly told her,” Mundi said. “They’re in the same club, and they talked today.”

“Carly?”

“Carly, the girl who took care of Martens Saturday,” Mundi said. "She knows Anastasia.”

“Do you know anything about Anastasia?” Tassa asked.

“What do you mean?” Mundi said.

“She’s coming over to our home to do something . . .” Tassa began with a quick glance at her nephew, “to do something very intimate with Martens.”

“Aaaand?” Mundi said, drawing out the word.

“It would be good to know a little something about the people coming over for that,” Tassa said. “That’s all.”

“What do we need to know?” Mundi challenged.

“Just . . . something about them,” Tassa said. “Who their family is, where they’re from.”

“They go to school in town, so they have to be from here,” Mundi said, “and so is their family. And they’re just trying to help Martens, so that means they’re nice.”

“Point taken,” Tassa said. "But your phone number is being handed out all over the place, apparently.”

“Yup,” Mundi said, nodding.

“And that can lead to problems if the wrong person gets it.”

“Okay, I’ll check a little when someone calls,” Mundi said, “But I know Anastasia’s cool. I talked to her, and she sounded nice. Sort of serious, maybe, but nice. But she didn’t want to be Marten’s girlfriend. That’s what she said. Sorry Martens. But she might change her mind once she meets you.”

“Martens,” Tassa said, “I hope you don’t feel like we’re forgetting you.”

Martens smiled but didn’t lean back, most likely because his penis was once again fully engorged and he didn’t want it emerging above the edge of the table before the meal had gotten properly underway.

“You have the final say in all of this,” Tassa continued. “If you want Mundi, or any of us, to stop looking for girls to help you, you just need to tell us. Or if a girl shows up you’re not comfortable with, you shouldn’t go through with it.”

“Yeah, like if she has giant claw hands,” Mundi said, raising her own hands and hooking them malevolently. “Or, like, designer nails. Super long, or super sharp. Just don’t do it then.”

Martens smiled indulgently.

“So, Mom,” Mundi said, “can we start being nude?”

“Okay,” Tassa said.

“Well, that was easy,” Mundi said. “What changed?”

“I needed to think about it,” Tassa said. “So I thought about it, and I couldn’t really think of a problem.”

“Cool,” Mundi said.

“Or an additional problem,” Tassa added. “There could still be problems, but we’ve all decided that’s okay. And Martens knows how much we trust him. But if I decide it needs to stop, for any reason, everyone will go along with it.”

“Of course,” Mundi said. “And I’m not saying I’ll always be nude. But I’ll keep my hair long down there, just in case. So Martens usually won’t be able to see my hole, or my slit part, really, and then if any of his sperm gets near it, my hair will catch it, and I’ll just wipe it off later.”

“Okay, yeah,” Tassa said with the stiff expression of someone still trying to get used to her daughter’s approach to things.

“You still seem nervous,” Mundi said.

“It’s just new territory,” Tassa said. “You’re . . . you’re very young.”

“We could do it in the living room, on the couch,” Mundi proposed. “Neither one of us cares if you watch.”

“Okay,” Tassa agreed weakly.

“I’m serious,” Mundi said. “I’ll get you when we’re ready. Just bring your laptop down. But you can be there.”

Tassa nodded, not apparently reassured by the idea.

“Are you already big?” Mundi asked, turning her full attention to her cousin, and before he could answer, she reached beneath the table, found his erect, white-clad penis and lifted it past the edge of the table.

All three females looked at the member and the growing oval of semen at the tip.

“Maybe Zia should do it this time,” Mundi proposed.

Zia didn’t protest.

“You’re going to?” Mundi said, sounding surprised.

“Sure,” Zia said casually, looking at Martens.

“I bet you’ll be good at it,” Mundi said. “It’s not that hard to do, you just have to—”

“I’ll figure it out,” Zia interrupted. "Martens, maybe we could use my room?”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

With all of Mundi’s agenda exhausted, conversation during the rest of dinner focused on the usual other things, and the meal was finished and cleanup was done, Martens playing an equal role in chores thanks to his acquired skill of keeping his erection from interfering with the work of the females.

Once everything was cleaned up and put away, the youths headed as one down their hallway.

“I can help out too,” Mundi said.

“That’s okay,” Zia said. “I’d sort of like to figure it out myself. But I’ll come get you if I have questions.”

“Yup,” Mundi agreed.

Zia paused at the door of the bathroom she shared with Mundi and turned to Martens. “Meet in about 10?” she asked, her voice slightly hoarse.

“Yes,” Martens replied from his own bedroom door.

Zia quickly finished in the bathroom, flushing, and she was back in her room in less than five minutes, shutting the door.

When Martens showed up a few minutes later, she opened her door, motioned him in and shut it quickly behind him.

She was naked, her breasts as firm as her sister’s, but her mound and vulva completely bare, all the hair removed.

“Hey,” she said, her voice almost a squeak, and she looked down at herself, her voice catching in the middle of her next words. “Is this . . . okay?”

“You mean . . . nude?” Martens said, his own voice weak and breathy.

“Yeah,” Zia said. “Well, that and . . . my . . . I shave.”

“Do you always shave?” he asked.

“Not always, but yeah,” Zia said. “I started when I was, like, 14.”

The two stood facing each other in the middle of Zia’s room, Martens’ penis fully inflamed, the oval of juice at the tip of his wrap spreading to encompass his entire head.

“I know Mundi was talking about it, about her hair a lot,” Zia said. “But I think either way is fine.”

Martens seemed to agree.

“So maybe . . . we should start,” Zia said.

“How do you want me?” he asked.

“Okay, yeah,” Zia said, and she went to her bed and pulled down the covers. “I guess . . . on your back?”

Martens answered by laying flat on her bed, his still-wrapped penis up at 45 degrees.

Zia stood by the bed, looking down at him, before she clambered over him, straddling his middle, her vulva positioned above the midpoint of his shaft, her eyes staring down at his.

“Can I take it off now?” she asked.

Martens nodded and she pulled up his wrap, exposing the full length of his straight member.

“I won’t be able to get you inside . . . inside my vagina,” she said apologetically.

“You’re in good company,” Martens said.

Clearly too nervous to laugh, Zia lowered her middle until her vaginal lips were pressed against Marten’s penis, and she slid her female doorway up and down his shaft, inspecting her work after the first pass, continuing to watch and she rubbed up and down again, and yet again, his penis beginning to glow with her glistening lubricant.

“Can you feel it?” she asked.

“It feels good,” he said noncommittally.

“I’m putting my juice on you,” she said. “Can you feel it?”

Martens lifted up on his elbows, looked down at himself.

“Yes,” he said. “I can see it too.”

“I wanted to try a few things,” she said breathlessly. “To make you last awhile.”

“That’s good,” he said. “Anything you want.”

Soon the girl had wetted all of the underside of Martens’ penis with her lubricant, including the tip, almost up to his hole, the release of her female opening mixing with his pre-ejaculate, two clear solutions becoming one.

“Okay,” she said, whispering, her breasts swinging above his shoulders, “I’m going to turn around . . . and suck you.”

“Yes,” Martens agreed quietly but rapturously, and Zia moved her arms and legs, carefully, deliberately, spinning around until her mouth was at his tip now and her hairless vulva was poised just above Martens’ face.

She wrapped one hand around his penis and raised it to her mouth, but before she sucked, she licked his slit carefully, cleaning off the fluid that had gathered there, then using her tongue to clean the rest of his head, for all of it was damp with his arousal and her own fluids.

Finally, she opened her mouth wide and let the organ in, her eyes wide as well as she worked to get him inside her.

As Zia worked at the project, her knees widened and her middle dropped until her labia were no more than an inch from Martens’ mouth.

“Zia,” Martens gasped, struggling to keep his mouth away from the girl’s wet entrance. “I . . . it’s . . . “

Zia slid her mouth off Martens’ penis and spoke hoarsely. “It’s okay if you want to lick it,” she said.

Martens’ first touch of tongue to vulva was as tentative as Zia’s had been against his tip, but Zia’s response to the light touch—a flick forward and back with her pelvis—seemed to embolden him, and he pressed forward, working his tongue between her lips and into her chamber, drinking the fluid he found there before he turned his attention to the pink flesh around her hole, licking her lips, her clitoris, her slit and opening, his enthusiasm obvious.

Above him, Zia was continuing her own efforts, getting an increasing amount of Martens’ sex into her mouth. Still her eyes were wide open, with shock perhaps, or concentration, while she breathed through her nose and her lower half rocked rhythmically against Martens’ attention.

For a long while the couple, like a stalling aircraft, froze like that, all their activity concentrated in a shudder here and there, the twitch of a muscle or two, a grunt or a gasp. And then they plummeted together, both shuddering and issuing groans—albeit muffled by their partners’ sex organs—while they climaxed together.

Zia convulsed and sprayed Martens’ mouth and neck with an orgasmic explosion of female juice while Martens’ penis pulsed with the rush of wave after wave of ejaculate, all of it passing into Zia’s mouth. Surely it could be neither spat out nor swallowed, and the girl would soon die.

But no. The brave girl, small as her vagina might be, had established her capacity where her mouth was concerned. She’d somehow gotten that massive tip and shaft, with its deadly load, to the back of her throat, past her trachea, where it could spray, harmlessly, directly down her esophagus and into her belly. Nevertheless, her throat was working mightily, contracting and swelling with swallow after swallow to ensure that all of Martens’ release was being directed to the right place.

Martens, meanwhile, reciprocated, drinking from the girl’s spewing organ. Unlike she, however he had to involve all of his mouth in the consumption of her fluids, and he drank some, and some spilled onto his chin, his neck, his chest, and together they drank and shook and groaned as loudly as two teens could in that difficult situation.

Utterly sated, the two froze again, nothing twitching this time except for their rib cages, no sound except for a boy and girl breathing in unison.

Zia was the first to move, raising her left leg in the process of disentangling herself from Martens’ body, and she set one unsteady foot on the floor beside her bed, retrieved her panties from the floor next to the dresser and pressed them against her female opening as she finished exiting the bed, stood shakily, and dropped down on her desk chair, shoulders slumped in shame and defeat, hands on either side of her head, gripping her thick black hair.

To his credit, Martens emerged quickly enough from his post-orgasmic stupor to sense the girl’s distress.

“Hey,” he said simply, head turned to look at her, eyebrows arched with concern.

“Sorry,” she said, looking at the floor. “I just . . . I wasn’t . . .”

“What’s wrong?” he asked, sitting up slowly, gazing at the girl.

“We’re cousins,” she said.

“You just found that out?” he quipped.

Zia laughed, looked at him, but there was still distress there.

“I promised myself that wasn’t going to happen,” she said. “But then . . .”

“What wasn’t going to happen?”

“What happened,” she said.

“Can you be more specific?” he asked with a combination of concern and bemusement.

She shook her head.

“I was supposed to orgasm, right?” he said. “That was part of the plan?”

“Yes.”

“So, that happened,” he noted.

“I know,” she said. “So did other things, too. I let them. I’m sorry.”

“Sorry for what?” Martens asked, truly puzzled.

“I can’t believe I’m saying this,” Zia continued, “but Mundi’s way better at this than I am. She just . . . she gets it. She’s the most . . . the most innocent person I’ve ever met.”

“Innocent?” Martens echoed with a laugh.

“Okay, this might be a girl thing,” Zia said, “but this is supposed to be about you. Mundi gets that, one hundred percent. But I got . . . distracted.”

Martens nodded, then he shook his head.

“There’s nothing to apologize for,” he said. “It was . . . very good. I mean, in terms of how much came out. It seemed like a lot. As much as I ever release.”

Zia smiled weakly, her guilt perhaps partly assuaged.

“Where did it end up?” he asked, searching Zia’s body, then the bed.

Zia looked down and patted her belly.

“All of it?” Martens asked.

“It was either that,” Zia said, “or drown.”

“You feel okay?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said. “You’re sweet.”

“But that’s a lot,” he said.

“It’s okay,” she said. “If I get sick, I won’t do it that way again.”

“I hope you don’t get sick,” Martens said. "But I hope you’ll do it any way you want.”

“Okay,” Zia said, straightening her back. “So it helped you, to do that . . . to me?”

“You’re sweet too,” he said.

“I think what bothers me is I didn’t plan to do those things, and then I did them anyway,” Zia said. “I lost control.”

“I always do,” Martens said.

“Well, yeah,” Zia said. “But that’s you. You’re a guy. So next time, I’ll tell you what I’m going to do before we start, and then you help me stick to it.”

“I’ll try,” Martens said. “No promises.”

Zia laughed again.

“So, Mom,” she said.

“Yeah?” Martens said.

“Mom is super-cool,” Zia said. “I’m sure you know that by now. But helping you like this . . . I’m sure that’s a little over the line for her. So don’t—”

Zia stopped mid-sentence and stared at her cousin. He’d done something in response to her words, something subtle, undefinable, but Zia sensed it.

“Wait,” she said. “Did she?”

“Did she what?” Martens asked innocently.

“Did she masturbate you after we went to school that day?”

Martens could have simply said no and been done with it, but that would have been a half-truth, and Martens was best at full truth.

“What did you do to Mom?” she whispered.

Martens had no answer. Understandably. If anyone had done any doing to anyone else, it was Tassa. But how could he say that?

For a long moment, Zia simply stared at her cousin, reading him, gathering information, and once she’d gleaned all the data she could from him, she dropped her head, hands gripping her hair.

“Did you fit inside her?” she asked quietly.

“She’ll answer any question you ask about it,” Martens said. “She told me that.”

Zia breathed in, exhaled, raised her head.

“Just tell me she was okay,” Zia said.

“It hurt her a little,” Martens admitted.

“Why did she do it then?” Zia demanded. “Did she lose control? Like me?”

“I don’t think so,” Martens said. “Please ask her. But it didn’t seem like it.”

“Are you going to do it again?” Zia asked.

“Do you think we should?” Martens asked, suddenly wry.

“It’s none of my business,” she said.

“And yet . . .” Martens prompted.

“Okay, she’s my mom,” Zia said. “And you’re really big.”

“Would you want me to talk about you to her?”

Zia sucked in her breath, put her hands over her mouth, then slowly nodded.

“I don’t see why it should be a secret,” she said. “And she’d probably feel the same way about you telling me what she did.”

Martens smiled at his cousin in a way that made clear he was done with the topic.

“Okay,” she said. “But . . . you know you can’t go in Mundi, right?”

“Of course.”

“Tell her that, if she asks,” Zia said. “I’m sure she’s going to do it for you in the nude, now that Mom says she can. And she . . . I don’t totally get her sometimes. So you have to say no, even if she asks.”

“Your mom will be there,” Martens said. “It seems like that’s part of the deal. And she’ll step in if she thinks Mundi’s going to overdo it.”

“She can’t always be,” Zia said. “If she works late, or she’s shopping. And then, I might not be there either, and there won’t be anyone there to stop you from doing it to her.”

“Zia,” Martens said soberly. “The last thing I want to do is hurt anyone.”

“I know, I know,” she said, shaking her head so vigorously that her breasts shook as well. “Sorry.”




Chapter 21: It Takes a Village

Once again the next evening, dinner began with a focus on Martens.

“I had to masturbate Martens after school today,” Mundi confessed. “I was naked, but we went to the couch, and Zia was there.”

Tassa looked at her daughter with her eyebrows raised.

“We just did what we always do,” she said, and she ran her hand over her breasts and belly. “It all came out here, and then I washed up.”

“So it just ended up there?” Tassa asked dubiously, well aware of the quantities Martens produced.

“Some ran down,” Mundi said. “My hair caught most of it.”

“Most of it?” Tassa echoed.

“A little went around my lips,” Mundi said. “On the outside of my lips, on either side, but nowhere near my hole.”

Tassa continued looking at Mundi with obvious concern.

“I can show you what happened tonight after dinner,” Mundi said defensively. “It’s not going to get me pregnant.”

“Okay,” Tassa agreed.

“Oh, and we figured out how to take care of what starts coming out first,” Mundi said. "Since it’s sort of messy, and it runs down and makes my hands sticky. So we kind of started thinking about how to deal with that today.”

“What did you come up with?” Tassa asked.

“Well . . . maybe, sort of, like, licking it off him,” Mundi said. “Since it’s right there near my mouth anyway, and it would be easier than having to grab something to wipe it with.”

Tassa raised her eyebrows, but neither she nor Zia had any grounds to protest.

“That seems okay, right?” Mundi asked. “To do?”

“Martens, is this okay with you?” Tassa asked, her question mostly a formality.

“It seems fine,” Martens said with the hedging tone he’d perfected when answering Tassa’s most pointed questions. “I didn’t know Mundi was thinking of that. But it would probably work.”

“Okay, try it then,” Tassa said, and they covered other topics for the rest of the meal, with a focus on Martens’ new school. He’d taken some placement exams, qualified for a number of the most advanced math and biology classes, but Martens’ penis was the focus again immediately after dinner had been cleared up.

“We’ll be ready in, like, 10 minutes,” she said. “Can you meet us in the living room then?”

“Okay,” Tassa agreed, arriving at the appointed time to find Martens on the couch, a towel spread out beneath him and Mundi, both of them nude and facing each other with their legs crossed, and as soon as Tassa arrived, Mundi slid toward Martens until their knees touched, his bare penis extending upward, at its highest state of arousal.

“I worked on it for close to half an hour after school,” Mundi said, taking Martens’ shaft in both hands. “I’ll go quicker now.”

Zia entered, taking her place next to Tassa, the two women standing and watching impassively as Mundi began assisting her cousin.

“Or maybe . . .” Mundi said, pressing her thumb just below Martens’ head, “I should try to get a lot out, so you can see where it goes. Do you have time for that?”

‘That’s fine,” Tassa said.

“Martens, maybe 20 minutes?” Mundi said.

“Yeah,” he said breathlessly.

Mundi went to work with a quickly-acquired skill, stroking and massaging the member, and when the fluid started building up around his penis hole, she looked at her mother.

“It’s coming out like it does,” she said. “So now would be when I would clean it. I mean, lick it off. Just to clean it.”

“Yeah,” Tassa said, and Mundi took another look at the tip, opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head, and when she drew back, the tip was uniformly slick with her saliva, but the pearl of moisture at his opening was gone.

“I think that’s working,” Mundi said, looking at Martens. “Is it okay for me to do that?”

“Yeah,” he replied huskily.

“I could just stick out my tongue, too,” she said, leaning forward, and she pressed her tongue against his hole and swiped up, peered at it, ran her tongue in a circle around the head, inspected her work again.

“It tastes good,” she said. “Sort of sweet.”

She licked the pre-ejaculate off one more time before she increased the pace of her hands around his shaft, exploring everything from his scrotum to the end of his sex, squeezing and stroking, and, when he grunted with his first wave of orgasmic release, she continued to masturbate him while she lowered the organ, aiming it between her breasts and grimacing when the first jolt of white cream shot out, splashing noisily against her sternum, quickly followed by another and another, at least a dozen shots of semen against her breasts and belly while Martens groaned and rocked on the towel.

“Okay, see what it’s doing?” Mundi said, looking down at herself, speaking with the enthusiasm of a high school biology nerd while Martens struggled to recover.

His semen was splashed all over her front, and it was starting to run, one stream below her left breast, a puddle in her belly button, a virtual river coursing into her thick pubic hair.

“There’s more there than your hair’s going to catch,” Zia noted, bending to peer at her sister’s sex organ.

Mundi extended her legs and widened her thighs, looking down to watch Martens’ semen as it flooded her bush and crept through it, reaching the top of her vulva and her clitoris and separating there, oozing down on either side, passing along her lips, gravity taking it past her slit without breaching her female entrance.

Despite the apparent safety, Tassa’s motherly instincts took over, and she knelt next to the couch to check the path of Martens’ issue. “It’s too close,” she said.

“It’s not going into my hole at all,” Mundi protested, reaching down to spread her lips.

“Don’t touch it,” Tassa said.

“Why not?”

“You’ll spread it around,” Zia said with an exasperated sigh.

“There’s none in there,” Mundi said, sounding just as annoyed as she continued to inspect her female opening.

“You don’t know that for sure,” Tassa retorted. “It only takes one.”

“They swim, right?” Mundi said, grabbing her left lip and pulling it away from her body as she pressed a finger against the ejaculate at the right of her hole. “How is it going to swim from here to there?”

The pink interior of the girl’s vagina was exposed, glistening with a healthy but not excessive amount of fluid. Beyond the chamber entrance lay dry flesh. Or mostly dry flesh, anyway. With her jabbing at things with her fingertip, it was getting harder to tell what was what among her lips, hair and opening.

“Careful, Mundi!” Tassa exclaimed.

“You’re getting it all over everything,” Zia said. “You need to clean it all off in the bathroom.”

With another sigh of annoyance, Mundi slid off the couch and headed up the hall, and the sound of water roaring into the tub confirmed that she was taking her sister’s advice.

Martens’ recovery complete, he looked with alarm at his aunt and cousin.

“Wow, sorry, I didn’t know it was getting that close,” he said, distress in his voice and his penis as well, which had dropped like a felled tree to the towel between his legs.

“Mundi’s not on birth prevention,” Tassa said. “So you both need to be careful. But most of the job falls to her. She’s not the one climaxing.”

“I won’t let her do—” Martens said.

“It helps you though, doesn’t it?” Tassa said. “You make more with her like that?”

“Well . . .” Martens began.

“Let me get her to the doctor,” Tassa said. “It’s time anyway. But in the meantime, try to aim a little higher.”

“Okay, I will,” Martens agreed.

“He’s aiming where Mundi holds him,” Zia said. “She needs to aim you higher.”

“Yes,” Martens agreed.

Mundi returned, a towel wrapped around her hips, her bare breasts and belly covered with a sheen of dampness.

“Let’s find out if that girl coming Saturday morning is on birth prevention,” Mundi said, her tone returned to the purely clinical. “Or you could just be really careful with her. But I’m not sure what she’ll want to do. I still think she might be girlfriend material, but maybe she needs to see if you’ll fit first.”

* * *

Anastasia was five minutes early that Saturday morning. And naked.

“You drove like that?” Mundi asked, peering over Anastasia’s shoulder to see if anyone in the neighborhood was looking.

“I like to be naked,” she said. “It’s better for you.”

“Wow,” Mundi said. “All the time?”

“Wherever I can be.”

Mundi stood back and Anastasia entered, set her phone and car keys on the table by the door.

“So, my mom has to meet you first,” Mundi said apologetically.

“Where is she?” Anastasia inquired.

“She’s upstairs,” Mundi said, heading to the steps, Anastasia just behind her. “And then, after that, we can meet Martens. That’s his name. I probably told you that. He’s really nice, and he hangs out in his bedroom a lot. But you can do it to him wherever . . . do, you know, what you came to do. Mom!”

Tassa appeared at her bedroom door, looked at Anastasia and beamed. The girl’s nudity didn’t seem to bother her at all. Or maybe the nudity was incidental. Truth is, Anastasia conveyed an innocence that transcended clothing, that even transcended her very carnal reason for visiting.

“Anastasia?” Tassa asked, stepping forward, offering her hand.

“Yes,” Anastasia confirmed, taking Tassa’s hand loosely, her grip not firm at all. “You’re the mom?”

“I’m Mundi’s mom,” Tassa said. “And Zia’s. And I’m Martens’ aunt.”

“Mundi says Martens’ penis is very big,” Anastasia said.

“It is,” Mundi said, nodding.

“I’m going to see if he can penetrate me,” Anastasia said. “It’s for a school club.”

What sort of school club requires its female members to accept penetration by an inordinately large penis? It was a logical question, but both Tassa and Mundi left it unsaid. Maybe they both thought they’d misheard.

“Okay, so let’s see Martens now,” Mundi said, heading back to the stairs. “He sort of has been waiting.”

“Waiting?” Anastasia said, moving down the stairs behind Mundi.

“Yeah,” Mundi said. “He has to do it a lot, because he makes so much. He has to orgasm a lot, I mean. Because of the semen. There’s a lot, and if he leaves it in, it’s not good for him. So he probably has six orgasms a day. But it used to be a lot more. And you won’t believe how much comes out. It used to be 12 or so orgasms, but now that we’re helping him, more comes out, so it’s less times. Maybe four some days. But he’s really nice. Martens is really nice. Hey, Martens?”

“Hey, Mundi,” came Martens’ voice from his open bedroom door, and his chair squeaked and he was rising from his desk as the girls arrived.

He’d put on his best wrap, a new black one Mundi had sewn for him, comfortably cloaking a member that wasn’t at its maximum size yet, angling downward and bouncing as he crossed his room and looked at the naked guest.

“This is Martens,” Mundi said. “He wears that thing sometimes. I made it for him. As you can see, he’s very nice.”

“Hi,” Martens said with a slight bow, peering uncertainly at the girl. She didn’t offer her hand, say hello or introduce herself, and her eyes were fixed on Martens’ laptop screen, open to a page of math formulae.

“Anastasia was talking about seeing if you could fit,” Mundi said. “So . . . maybe you should try that in here?”

“Do you want to use my bed?” Martens asked. At some point in the last minute, a fresh round of blood had roared into his penis, and now it was angled up, and the precisely-tailored sleeve was straining at its seams.

“Yes,” Anastasia said, and she crossed the room and pulled down the cover and sheet without being told to, because in matters such as these, she’d earned her confidence.

Perpetually respectful regardless his state of arousal, Martens waited until Anastasia was on her back with her legs spread before he slid the cover off his penis, and Anastasia took it all in with her eyes and nodded, the final confirmation the boy needed to go ahead with this. But once he was kneeling between her legs, he paused, looking down.

“You’re . . . there’s something in you.”

“Oh, I put a plug in,” Anastasia said with no apparent embarrassment, and she rose up off the bed and headed to Martens’ bathroom. “I wear it when I need to get wet, but I should probably take it out now.” She went to Martens’ sink, bending to withdraw the aid, washing it thoroughly and setting it on the counter to dry. Within a minute, she was back on his bed, legs spread wide again in an invitation to test the limits of her sex organ.

“Did it work?” Mundi asked, looking on from just within the bedroom door. “I mean, are you wet enough?”

“I think so,” Anastasia said, rising on her elbows to regard Martens’ organ now that it was hanging before her, the tip inches from her vaginal entrance.

“Martens has never been inside a person before,” Mundi said, doubly wrong in her innocence. “But I’m sure he knows where it goes.”

Neither partner looked at Mundi, both focused on the tip of Martens’ penis, the boy and girl working in concert to bring their organs closer, Martens by lowering himself and Anastasia by spreading her lips wide with one hand while she guided the phallus toward her pink doorway, continuing to pull until the head was mostly inside her.

If anything, Martens was being too gentle, performing shallow test thrusts while Anastasia struggled to draw him deeper within.

Somehow, in increments of a millimeter or two at a time, Anastasia’s lower half swallowed the rest of Martens’ head, the circumcised end of his manhood buried within her sex.

“Oh, it’s in,” Mundi marveled, stepping forward to confirm. “You did it.”

Martens still ignored his cousin, all his attention directed toward the demeanor of the girl beneath him.

For the moment, Anastasia was giving Martens’ no reason to pause. Her expression, determined as it was, even tense, was not stressed. There was no pain in her eyes. Nor was there any pleasure, admittedly. But that’s the way she approached every sexual encounter, and maybe Martens understood that.

He continued performing small, exploratory thrusts, not unlike a carpenter driving a nail into wood when he doesn’t want it to split, and within five minutes, he had close to an inch within the girl.

“ZeeZee, you should see this,” Mundi said, shouting down the hall to her sister’s door. “Martens put some of it in someone.”

Zia emerged from her bedroom door, looking more annoyed than anything else. Martens had already gotten it in someone—their mother, to be exact, even if Mundi didn’t know. And why had Mundi taken it upon herself to supervise this most intimate of acts anyway?

“C’mon,” Mundi urged, waving her sister forward. “He’s doing it to her.”

When Zia reached the doorway, her annoyance changed to surprise. Anastasia wasn’t a big girl. Her age and appearance suggested she had not yet made a habit either of giving birth to babies or accepting exceptionally large penises. And yet here she was, enduring her impalement stoically.

“That’s Anastasia,” Mundi said. “Anastasia, this is my sister, Zia.”

“Hi,” both girls said simultaneously.

Mundi’s shouts had drawn Tassa as well, and now all three females were watching the spectacle before them, each with their own sense of how possible this was.

“Move it,” Anastasia said, her voice clear. “In and out.”

Martens obeyed, slowly, an inch of wet shaft emerging from the girl’s overstretched hole before he pushed it back in.

“Faster,” Anastasia said.

Why, Anastasia? Are you just trying to prove it can be done? Is this just a Breeding Club exercise, something you can tell Ms. Mulkey and your peers about at the next meeting? Why would you want faster thrusts from a penis that shouldn’t be inside you at all?

But how could Martens refuse? Still attentive to the girl’s disposition, and surely still ready to withdraw at the first sign of trouble, he pushed in fast, slid out fast and pushed in again, momentum getting a second inch of his penis into Anastasia, his efforts making a steady sound of wetness and provoking a series of soft grunts from the girl.

A dozen thrusts later, Anastasia’s personality changed. Something different was happening. New. Terrible.

Flat on her back, she stared with suddenly glazed eyes at the ceiling, and all of her began to shake. Thighs, buttocks, belly, breasts, shoulders, arms, head. This is how people look when they’re being electrocuted to death. Her mouth was open, her tongue emerging. Her legs, almost flat against the bed and bent at the knees, pulsed like the wings of a just-emerged butterfly.

Are you dying, Anastasia? Is this the end? Or is this the moment your body’s been waiting for all its life?

What was happening to Martens was far easier to interpret, all three of the females bunched in his doorway familiar with the phenomenon. Something about this moment with Anastasia had triggered his completion. Maybe her vagina was vibrating with the same intensity as the rest of her, delivering an irrepressible stimulation to the short length of his maleness he’d managed to push into her, and now he was climaxing, desperately and unstoppably.

Tassa and Zia looked on, their emotions hard to read, leaving Mundi to investigate the success of this operation on her own. Whatever else was going on in Martens’ bed, there was also at least one orgasm underway, and someone with their wits fully under control needed to gather some information.

That information was, quite literally, immediately forthcoming. Indeed, the semen shot so forcefully from between the tight union of lips and shaft that it was almost as though Anastasia was doing the ejaculating, and everything downstream of her extended hole was doused in cream—Martens’ scrotum, the insides of both their thighs, a huge expanse of his bottom sheet, and even his knees and her calves.

The vibrations animating the bodies of both partners ebbed slowly until, as Tassa and her daughters watched, the couple disengaged, Martens easing his penis out of Anastasia’s body, fluid continuing to pour from her slot, and he squatted on his hams and looked awkwardly at the girl.

Done staring at the ceiling, she raised her head to look back at him, turned to regard the three females who’d witnessed everything, and she closed her legs and drew them up slowly, cautiously and sat up at the edge of Martens’ bed.

“I need to go now,” she said, rising a little shakily and heading to the bathroom, where she dropped to the toilet and began wiping.

“Everything okay?” Tassa asked, stepping over to peer in at the girl.

“It’s fine,” Anastasia said. “Thanks for letting me come over. It helped to have that experience.”

“You did it for a school project?” Tassa said.

“I’m in the Breeding Club, at Harrison High School,” Anastasia said.

“So . . . breeding,” Tassa said.

“Yes, reproduction,” Anastasia agreed. “The goal is to keep the United States population from declining too much. They want us to be comfortable with everything you have to do.”

“Is that part of club meetings?” Mundi asked.

“Not really,” Anastasia said. “Just one or two there do intercourse.”

“You have sex at a club meeting?” Zia asked. “At school?”

“For demonstrations, yeah,” Anastasia said. “But they want us to get experience outside meetings too.”

“Do you go naked to club meetings too?” Mundi asked.

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “I’m naked at school all day.”

“They let you do that?” Zia asked. “At Harrison High?”

“Yes, because they’re doing the Breeding Club there. It’s a rule.”

“Martens could go there!” Mundi shouted. “Martens, you wouldn’t have to be online all the time!”

“About 30 people come to the meetings right now,” Anastasia said, and she flushed the toilet and returned to Martens’ bedroom, holding her anal plug. “But they’re always looking for new members. They’re doing a breeding camp this summer, and they want people to do that too.”

“And you can be naked there too?” Mundi said, excitement growing.

“Yes,” Anastasia said. “They’re still figuring out all the rules, but I’m sure you can.”

“So you go naked everywhere?” Zia asked.

“Wherever I can,” Anastasia said. “The mall’s considering allowing it, so I’d do it there.”

“This would be perfect,” Mundi said. “Martens, doesn’t this seem perfect?”

Martens was nodding, but his eyes expressed disbelief. Maybe the new information struck him oddly, or maybe it had to do with Anastasia, whose body seemed to be holding most of his attention at the moment.




Chapter 22: Another Call From Galma

Martens’ mother called that afternoon. He wasn’t masturbating or being stimulated by anyone else in the home. He picked up his phone with a grimace.

“Hello, Mother.”

“Martens? You need to come home now.”

“No,” Martens said, jaw clenched.

“What?”

“No,” Martens said. “I’m staying here.”

“Martens!” his mother nearly shrieked into the phone. “You are coming home. Tomorrow. Or the next day. As soon as we can buy you a ticket. Your father says you have to. Everything . . . it’s brought us a lot of shame. The way they talk at the temple, you wouldn’t believe your ears.”

Martens’ face hardened. He’d been preparing for this moment for days. And now that he’d realized what he had to do, it seemed to come easily.

“I’m staying here,” he said. “This is my home.”

“It’s alright if you still have your problems,” she said, pleading now. “We can work—”

“They’re not problems,” Martens barked.

“You’re cured?” Galma asked, voice lilting hopefully.

“What do you mean ‘cured’?” Martens asked.

“You know . . . better.”

“What do you mean ‘better’?”

“You know.”

“No, Mother, I don’t.”

Silence.

“You want my penis to get smaller?” Martens asked.

“Auughh!” Galma gasped.

“Because that’s not going to happen,” Martens said. “If anything, it’s bigger. And that’s fine with me. I like it that way.”

After a long pause, Galma spoke again, her voice ice cold. “I want your aunt to call me.”

“I’m sure she’d love to hear from you,” Martens said.

“Tell her to call me,” Galma said. “I’m going to tell her everything you just told me.”

“I’d rather not get involved in this,” Martens said. “Call her yourself.”

“I’ll just do that,” Galma said, and the line went dead.




Chapter 23: Anastasia and the Boy

Anastasia had a peculiar imagination.

The girl from Harrison High School had created her own personal planet in her mind where she’d lived alone in naked bliss before all the people showed up from the other planet and built their cities, but they let her keep her own little patch of wilderness, where they could visit her and take their clothes off and she could visit them in their cities and never put her clothes on.

Eventually, in the story that unfolded in her mind through her formative years, she learned to do something interesting with the boys, to let them put their penises in her vagina, and she liked doing it because they liked doing it so much, and sometimes she liked doing it too.

She went to a doctor in the city and got put on birth control, and found out about a high school club called the Breeding Club, and she joined that and learned more about sex, but didn’t think she wanted to breed.

One thing she never found though, even though she looked for it, was parents covering up their children’s genitals to keep them from touching them. Her brother had told her about it, but he wasn’t sure it was real either, so she decided it must not be happening and lost interest in it.

And there was one boy who was very big, but very gentle, and he gave her a feeling she’d never had before, and it seemed like a good thing, and she hoped she could be with him again, and he could get more of his penis inside her. Maybe he’d join the Breeding Club. Maybe he’d go to Breeding Camp.




Chapter 24: Another Visit From Tassa

“Hey, Martens, ready?” Tassa asked at Martens’ door after the girls had left for school

She hadn’t bothered putting anything on this time, since it was just going to come off anyway. But she had trimmed her pubic hair.

Martens rose from his PC and turned. He hadn’t bothered putting anything on either, all his sleeves in the bathroom, drying, and his bare penis aimed high with arousal.

It was only their second time together, Tassa’s second effort to work as much semen as possible from Martens’ copiously producing loins. But both parties knew their roles this time. Martens pulled down his sheets, went to the bathroom and retrieved a towel, and Tassa dropped down on her back, opening her legs, the lubricant glowing on her lips.

Martens knelt between her thighs, smiling, and she took his tip in one hand, spread her lips with the other and eased him into her chamber, grunting as his head and then the first few inches of his shaft stretched her female doorway.

She didn’t have to tell him to proceed slowly, to move cautiously within her. The carnal knowledge that Martens was receiving in this household had come instantly and naturally to him.

“Spend awhile inside me,” Tassa said between groans. “I’ll let you know when I’ve had enough.”

Martens was moving slowly, almost torturously so, getting his first eight inches within his aunt before his tip hit her cervix and he slid back out at a snail’s pace.

“Zia’s very worried about you,” he said huskily.

“You told her?” Tassa said, not sounding particularly concerned.

“She figured it out,” Martens said. “I’m not a good liar, and she was asking questions.”

“Why is she worried?”

“Because . . . because she doesn’t want me to break you, I guess.”

“Did you tell her, oh god, oh god . . . I was okay?”

“I tried to, but I think it would be better coming from you.”

“What did you do with her?” Tassa asked. “Go a little deeper, okay? Ahhh yeah yeah . . .”

“She said I could tell you,” Martens said, pushing in and forcing out a squeak of what might have been pain, or pleasure, or both. “It was . . . it was oral.”

“Mutual?”

“Yes.”

“You came, uhh! . . . okay, okay, not quite that deep . . . you came in her mouth?”

“Yes. Down her throat, sort of. She had it in . . . that way.”

“Okay . . . tell her whatever you want about me.”

“I will, if she asks again.”

“And Mundi?” Tassa inquired.

“No, nothing,” Martens said. “She hasn’t brought it up.”

“That girl,” Tassa began, gasping. “A little faster nowwww a-eeee. Yeah yeah.”

“Do you want me to ejaculate now?” he asked.

“No,” Tassa grunted. “Just like that. That fast, that deep. Yeah, just like that.”

For another ten minutes, aunt and nephew communed in silence, each lost in their own pleasures until it was time. Tassa went suddenly rigid, legs up, hands around Marten’s biceps, wide-open eyes fixed on the ceiling, and she writhed around Martens’ penis the way she had the week before, her pelvis shaking and oscillating while she issued a long, consonantless groan.

Martens, for whom resistance at this moment would be impossible, answered with his own climax, filling the woman’s body—already burdened by his penis—with a thick cream that immediately began oozing out her vagina and around his shaft.

Their movements slowed until both went still and Martens eased himself out of Tassa’s chamber. Unlike Anastasia, whose sheath disgorged almost all the semen, Tassa was able to store much of it, or at least to hold it for a time before her vagina’s restoration pushed a portion of it out onto the towel he’d laid down for her.

Martens moved to the edge of the bed to sit and collect himself, and Tassa sat up and crossed her legs, looking down as another dollop of Martens’ cream oozed out.

“So, check-in time,” she said, finding her voice. “How’s it going?”

“Would you believe me if I said I’m in heaven?” Martens asked with a husky laugh.

“Yes,” Tassa said. “There’s more to life than this. But when you go years not getting the thing you need the most, finally getting it can be life changing.”

“That sums it up, I think,” Martens said. “Speaking of which. Did my mom call you?”

“She did, while I was at work yesterday.”

“And?”

“I lied.”

“What did you say?” Martens asked.

“It was probably one of the dumbest lies I’ve ever told,” Tassa confessed with a laugh. “And she believed it.”

“Tell me.”

“I said we’d gotten your penis down to about half the size it was when you got here, but you had an impure dream the night before she called and your penis went back to its original size, and you were really upset about that and you really regretted what you’d said to her.”

Martens’ face went blank as he pondered his aunt’s words, and then he looked up at her and smiled.

“That is quite possibly the funniest thing I’ve ever heard,” he said without laughing.

“It was the only lie I could think of that would make her leave you alone, and not disown you,” Tassa explained. “And not scream at me. Because, if she had any idea . . .”

“I wish it didn’t have to be this way,” Martens said.

“When life gives you insanity,” Tassa said, “you do what you can to neutralize it. You can’t make it sane.”

Martens nodded, struck by his aunt’s wisdom.

“New topic,” Tassa said. “Have you been charting your orgasms?”

“I have, on a spreadsheet,” Martens said. “Average four a day now.”

“That’s all you need?”

“I’m doing it whenever I want,” he said. “Always when someone offers to help, of course, but on my own once or twice a day too.”

“The girl who stopped by had some interesting things to say,” Tassa offered cautiously, because this was the first time she’d brought it up.

“Breeding Club?” Martens said. “I’m going next week.”

“Oh,” Tassa said, clearly surprised. “I didn’t know.”

“I looked it up,” he said. “I talked to the advisor there. Ms. Mulkey. I told her about my condition. She told me—”

“Your endowment,” Tassa corrected.

“That’s how she saw it too,” Martens agreed. “She told me to please come to the next meeting. They’re going to have a few more before school’s out for summer, and she wants to let everyone see it.”

“Makes sense.”

“And she asked me about Breeding Camp.”

“The summer program?”

“Yes,” Martens said. “I’d like to go.”

“I’m sure we can afford to send you,” Tassa said.

“It hardly costs anything,” Martens said. "Uncle Sam pays for most of it.”

“Maybe the girls would like to go.”

“Ms. Mulkey asked me if I had any family that might be interested.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Yes.”

Tassa laughed, rose to her knees.

“Go again?” she asked.

“Could you?” Martens asked, penis immediately stiffening.

“Yes,” she said, turning over and getting on her hands and knees.

“But real slow, and not as deep as the first time. This one’s for you.”

Martens didn’t argue, just got behind his aunt, pushed his shaft down to line the tip up with Tassa’s vulva, eased forward gently. The hole, still stretched and wet from his first visit, accepted him easily, and he pushed in until Tassa grunted.

“Just to there,” she said.

“Okay,” he grunted back, sliding out and sliding back in, gasping through his version of heaven.

END
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