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The door Martin knocked on bore a gilded “3435” elegantly scripted across the dark-green painted wood. His hand shook as he withdrew it from the knock, but this had nothing to do with the slight chill that still nipped lightly at the mid-April air about him on that Friday night.  His heart pounded loudly in his chest as he nervously shifted the overnight bag about under his arm. He squinted his dark eyes at the door as the breeze fluffed his short-trimmed blonde hair about. Had he been mistaken on the address?

Suddenly, the door flung open and a young brunette with long under-curled fringe that looked as if it threatened to poke her piercing green eyes at any moment stood there. She smiled at him warmly and he tried to not let his gaze drop from her round, friendly face down along her voluptuous body despite the fact that she wore a baby-doll styled blue dress with a skirt that barely extended past her hips leaving her bare legs sweetly exposed. She had clearly prepared for the night as he noticed her soft, pink lipstick and alluring dark mascara.

Martin gasped when he saw her. His eyes widened as he exclaimed, “Gabriella!?”

He then padded absently at his own clothing. The same, frumpy tweed pants and white button-down shirt with knit vest bearing the mandatory red badge indicating he was still loaded felt out of place faced with Gabriella’s beauty. He swallowed hard and said, “you look smashing, but I’m quite underdressed.” Gabriella shook her head saying, “The guest of honor is never underdressed.”

She gestured for him to come inside. Beyond her he saw the common layout of their two-up-two-down row house with its stairs on the right leading up to the bedrooms. These featured a cupboard underneath, which likely housed more crates of junk than boy wizards given housing unregistered boys would be quite illegal and wizards didn’t exist.  From the doorway at the left, soft poppy music with breathy female vocals emanated along with the sounds of light chatter. A sweet, overpowering floral scent filled the air and decorative streamers hung from the walls gleefully placed to bring a sense of joy to Martin’s upcoming castration.

“Are you excited?” Gabriela asked giddily.

Martin gritted his teeth and replied, “Mum says every day is a gift. I suppose today it is socks.”
 

“It’s not socks. This is a party!” Gabriella replied with a giggle. She then did a spin with her baby-doll dress letting the hem twirl dangerously close to revealing whatever lay at her crotch, be it lacey panties or her own bare womanhood. She said as she did this, “I wore this for you.” 

“You… did?” Martin asked slowly in confusion. She stepped in close to him saying intimately, “I wanted to give my mate a proper send off for his last day as a boy.” Martin stared into her eyes as her chest heaved. They were close enough to kiss, but the moment shattered as another girl’s head popped around the corner leading into the main reception room. 

“Bloody Dracula’s ghost! Martin actually came?” the girl cried in shock. Long black hair framed her slender, pale face. Her dark eyeliner and purple lipstick would have been more in place around October thirty-first than April fifteenth. A silver pentagram dangled over her robust cleavage squeezed tightly in a black, leather, sleeveless bodice which gave her a simultaneously spooky and sexual appearance all at once.

Martin took a step back as Gabriela spun around quickly. Another girl joined the first. This one bore thick, round glasses on her face and straight brown hair. She wore a high-necked purple sweater and pressed her glasses up her nose saying “Blimey, Martin, I’m surprised you had the balls to come here tonight.” The first girl giggled, “well, he won’t have his balls for long.”

Gabriella gestured towards the gothic girl saying, “Tia, quite no need for that. Come on, then, say your how-do-you-do’s” Tia stepped around from behind the door and Martin saw that beneath the leather bodice she wore a black miniskirt with a chrome chain belt. His eyes nearly bugged out of his head as he had never seen Tia wear anything nearly this alluring at school. Sure, she usually had goth makeup and the I-wish-I-was-a-vampire attitude, but he had never seen so much of her body before. He shivered in terror and tried to keep his focus on her face as she approached and extended out a hand bearing a thick, silver ring in the shape of a dragon on her pinky finger as if she expected him to kiss it. Rather, he took her hand and shook it gingerly. She smirked and curled her lips mischievously saying, “Gabriela told us to wear something you would like to see us in. At least, for one last time while you still can enjoy the view of us girls.” She looked over her shoulder and called out to the girl in glasses saying, “though some book-learned twot, named Maya, couldn’t quite understand that simple assignment.”

Maya approached hesitantly extending also a hand for Martin to shake as she said, “I’m sorry I didn’t wear anything sexy for you to see me in, Martin.”

Tia scoffed, “maybe if Gabriela had assigned it to you as University Prep homework you would have remembered.” Maya crossed her arms about herself shamefully, and a twinge of empathy filled Martin

.

“Quite all right there, Maya.” He gestured towards himself saying “I didn’t think to even bother putting on anything special at all.” He looked off distantly saying, “I suppose I am quite distracted.” Gabriela offered up “it’s okay to be distracted. It’s a special night for you.”

“Your parents are here?” Martin asked inquisitively.

Gabriella shook her head saying, “They popped out.”

“Oh.”

She lowered her voice and a coy smiled played about her lips as she continued, “…for the weekend.”

Martin’s eyes widened as he asked in surprise, “really?’

Tia chuckled and said, “does that quite scare you, Martin?”

Martin looked at her and shivered lightly.

Gabriella took his hand saying, “don’t worry. My older sister is here to keep an eye on things.”

“That bloody twit actually showed up?!” the shrill, bitter voice emanated down the hall.

All four of them looked to see a short, muscular girl in a sports cheerleader outfit stormed into the entry way. Her curly blonde hair was tied up with a set of red and grey bows which matched her pleated skirt and cotton bodice combo. Despite the purported appeal of a cheerleader, Martin recoiled in fear of her dangerously fast feet and powerful legs, knowing full well how much pain they could inflict. Behind her lumbered in a dark-skinned girl so tall that she had to duck her head to slide in through the door. She looked awkward in her poorly fitting one-shouldered green dress which barely covered her lanky frame. Her dark hair was pulled back in a tight bun. Despite her size, her broad, soft smile let Martin know that she was only of a threat to opposing players on the ball court.

“You invited Brittany?!” Martin hissed out, staring at the cheerleader.

Gabriella shook her head in confusion and said, “yes, she’s our friend too.”

Brittany crinkled her nose at Martin saying, “I only came because I thought you wouldn’t be stupid enough to show up. What boy actually comes to his own bloody castration.”

Tia scoffed saying to the taller girl, “Mary, can you get that rabid attack animal you call a ‘girlfriend’ back under control?”

Mary placed her hands on the Brittany’s shoulders saying, “come on, Brit, you got to admire his courage at taking one for the team.”

“I quite came hoping to spend time with you, not with some…” She glared at Martin spitting out the venomous word “…boy.”

Mary spoke warm and deep as she turned Brittany around to face her. Mary’s arms alone seemed to be the length of Brittany’s entire torso and she wrapped them around the smaller girl pulling her in close as she said, “Brit, it’s just Martin. You know he’s chill.” 

Martin started to feel safety creep into his life as Mary entangled the dangerous Brittany deeper with the bonds of her arms and the confines of their shared love.

Brittany sputtered, “but he’s a boy.”

Gabriella put her hands on her hips and said, “why do you hate boys so much, Brittany?

“He’s a boy. We’re not supposed to like them. You know what our foremother’s went through to conquer his kind.”

Tia groaned loudly as Maya said, “here we go with primer-school history again”

Maya scoffed and repeated robotically as if quoting a textbook “American billionaire Tricia Lorncraft led the women of Britain in glorious revolution against men ushering in an age of righteous female power and introducing several American influences to the isles… blah, blah, blah. We all passed second year history here.”

Brittany squinted angrily, “it’s not just bloody history. Me mum always says…”

Mary leaned in amorously and continued softly, “do you always do what your mother says? Especially after what she said about me?”

Brittany stared up into her lover’s warm, inviting eyes and sighed before whispering, “no.”

Mary smiled warmly at her and continued, “so what’s the big deal about Martin being a boy. He won’t be for much longer. Besides, you know…” Mary gave Brittany’s whole body a gentle side-to-side shake with her long arms, “…aren’t we curious to learn more?” Mary leaned in close and licked her lips saying, “you know… forbidden stuff. Stuff we’re not supposed to know. Stuff that could get us in trouble if your prudish old mum found out.”

Brittany crinkled her nose saying, “I suppose.”

“My mom was right about one thing. You are a bad influence on me.” Brittany protested lightly. Mary cocked here head to the side and said, “and what do you want to do about it? Go home alone and be a frigid little good girl for your mother?”

Brittany rolled her eyes saying, “you’re incorrigible.”

“That’s why you love me.” Mary responded before kissing Brittany sweetly on the lips.
 

Tia muttered quietly, “I don’t quite understand what she sees in her.”

Maya whispered back, “which one?”

Tia rolled her eyes replying, “either.”

Mary released her grasp on Brittany and turned back to Martin saying, “I am glad you came, Martin.” She gestured towards herself saying, “I must admit that I have more sport’s jersey’s than dresses, so I recycled my outfit from our Winter Formal ball dance.”

“That was a very good night.” Brittany muttered absentmindedly with her eyes focused distantly on some delicious memory as Mary stood by her side with an arm wrapped over her shoulders.

“Come on, Brit.” Mary prompted with a nudge.

“Well, Martin, it’s not a formal dress, but I know some people…” She winked at Mary before continuing “like seeing me in my cheer outfit. Apparently, in the pre-war days, these outfits were worn to impress men. That was, before men were barred from playing or watching sports.”

“umm… thank you?” Martin stammered out not sure how to process the surreal blend of sexuality and angst before him.

“Is that the boy I hear?” the older voice called down from upstairs.

Gabriella’s eyes went wide as Mary withdrew her arm from over Brittany’s shoulders.

A woman descended the staircase. Martin’s heart nearly stopped as he saw her pale blue surgical scrubs. She looked quite a bit like Gabriella, however with some more years reckoned on the planet placing her in the early twenties of her life. Unlike her sister’s fanciful fringe, this woman had her brown hair parted against a prominent widow’s peak and drawn back into a simple ponytail. The woman’s mouth fell open as she saw Martin.

“Bloody hell, the bloke actually showed up!?” The woman said.

Gabriella swallowed hard and motioned towards the woman saying, “Martin, my older sister, Trina. Trina, this is Martin.”

Trina came down the stairs a few more steps stopping short of the bottom saying, “I know, I know, you haven’t quite managed to close your mouth about him for months now.” She cocked her head inquisitively and gestured with her fingers to Martin saying in a commanding tone “come here.”

Martin obediently stepped up to her but looked away lightly fearful to make eye contact. “Look at me.” Trina said. Martin looked up at her. She smiled at him lightly saying, “come up stairs. Bring that bag of yours with you.”

Martin’s body shivered as he followed her up. He gave occasional glances back down at his classmates clustered about the foot of the stairs and saw a look of concern cross Gabriella’s eyes.

Impetuously, she shouted up the stairs, “don’t cut him yet!” The silence which greeted her gnawed a pit in the base of Martin’s stomach. Like a man climbing to the gallows, he ascended the stairs seeing the surgical Trina standing in a garishly pink bedroom. Clearly the room belonged to Gabriella as the trappings of an overzealous teenage girl lay scattered about with a blend of cute and rebellious posters on the walls. On the floor, a series of bedrolls lay clustered about alongside various other overnight bags. To distract his mind from the terror in his heart, Martin made a game of trying to guess which overnight bag matched which girl. The black leather one dripping with chrome studs was too easy to match to Tia while the athletic duffel clearly belonged to Mary. Trina distracted him from this game before he could decipher Maya’s and Brittany’s bags by saying, “you are quite obedient. Much more than most men I meet.”

She lowered her voice and continued, “I suppose that’s why my little sister fancies you.”

She gestured at the floor saying “you can put your stuff down here. Tonight, you will sleep in my sister’s room alongside five teenage girls wearing nothing but sleepwear. Exciting, innit?”

Martin set his bag down but gritted his teeth not wanting to step into the bear-trap of a question Trina had laid before him. She stepped in close to him and he felt the warmth of her presence nearby as well as the terror at her medical demeanor and status as the literal adult in the room. She reached up and grabbed his chin, making him look her in the face. She seemed to be studying him carefully.

Meanwhile, downstairs, four friends stared agape at Gabriella at her shocking words.

“What?” Gabriella asked looking back at them.

Brittany scoffed saying, “you sounded like one of those weak-willed women who fought on the side of men during the war.”

Gabriella blushed and bit her lip before saying defensively, “well, we all want to watch, right?”

Tia giggled and replied “watch? I was hoping to get a souvenir. A boy’s testicle to hang on a necklace would be so bloody metal. Besides, imagine all the spells I can cast with it.”

Gabriella gestured up the stairs saying, “but if she just slices and dices Martin now, we won’t get to see anything.”

Brittany scoffed saying, “then go up there and tell her off.”

Gabriella blanched saying, “are you kidding? Sis would bloody murder me!”

Upstairs, Trina finally said, “Many young women go through a brief hetero phase in their teenage years. You know how youth can be. My little sister seems to be hitting her phase harder than most, I’m afraid.” She let go of Martin’s chin saying, “Do you know why she pines for you so badly?”

“She pines for me?”

“Clueless as well. I suppose you are perfect husband material after all. Tell me, Martin, do you think a castration party is quite common?”

“Well, no. I had never heard of such a thing before Gabriela proposed it to me. I had told her I would go to regular clinic, but she didn’t want to hear of it. Something about no friend of hers would lose his manhood in that dreary clinic.” Martin swallowed hard and trembled slightly as he said, “she mentioned something about her older sister working there.”

Trina nodded saying, “First shift, station number five. It’s a busy place, especially since our night nurse, Olivia, is bloody useless. She’s so slow we that always end up dealing with a back log.”

“So, you’ve castrated boys like me before?”

“Hundreds.”

Martin looked down and shivered.

“Most are not as brave as you.”

He whispered, “I don’t feel very brave.”

Trina shrugged saying “brave or obedient... the word doesn’t matter to me. To my eyes you’re braver than the blokes that the soldiers drag in. They kick and scream like idiots. It doesn’t matter. By the time we’re through with our brief interlude, I always end up with their sliced-out bullocks resting in the palm of my hand. I hate doing those, though. It’s so uncivilized. It reminds me of the bad old days.”

“Bad old days? Did you work the slots?”

An offended gasp came from Trina as she scoffed angrily, “how old do you think I am?”

“Sorry”

She calmed herself saying, “Martin, I’m a clinician, not a soldier. I fix what’s wrong with my patients. I don’t mutilate prisoners of war. Before you ask another daft question, no, I don’t use the bloody peckertine either. That antique is so broken, I doubt anyone could ever bodge it back into proper order.”

Martin nodded, not sure how to reply.

Trina offered up, “I suppose you’re handsome enough, for a boy that is, to explain her fixation. It may very well be you did nothing to capture my sister’s heart, but that leaves me in a slightly prickly situation now, doesn’t it.”

“It does?”
 

“I’ll be the one cutting the balls off the boy my sister fancies. Does that not sound prickly to you?”

“Well, I guess.”

“Then, too make things worse, she invites five other squealy teenage girls just as het-curious as herself over to hold a bloody party for the event.”

“They’re het-curious?”

Trina chuckled and sneered “saints be fucked you are as daft as they come? Did you not see the skin parade those languid little girls were showing you down there? Did you not see how they primped and preened and put on their most beautiful dresses for you? Did you not just hear my sister screaming sweet mercy for your balls as you came up the stairs?”

“Well… uh… yeah. I just didn’t think any girl would…” Martin trailed off in a muttering.

“What was that? Spit it out then.” Trina prompted.

“I never thought a girl would like me.”

Trina nodded, “Do you fancy my sister back?”

Martin’s eyes went wide. He wisely held his silence.

Trina frowned and continued softly, “Martin, I’m going to empty your scrotum no matter what you say. Speak the truth.”

“Back when I was a little kid, Gabriella was the only person in the world who was ever nice to me. She is my first and best friend. Of course, I fancied her. I have fancied her my entire life. That is why I am looking forward to losing my desire for her. That way I can be her friend without dwelling on things that can never happen.” 

Trina watched him closely for a moment before speaking, “you wouldn’t do anything to hurt her? Right?”

Martin nodded.

A wry look crossed Trina’s face as she glanced downstairs saying, “how open are you to… illegal activities?”

Martin side-eyed Trina asking, “illegal activities? What illegal activities?”

Trina said, “what happened tonight is I castrated you shortly after your arrival. You spent the rest of the evening with ice on your empty scrotum propped up on a couch talking congenially with the girls about the weather. Then you all went to bed.  Can you agree that this is what happened tonight?”
 

“I… suppose… but…”

Trina held up a finger saying, “No. No ‘but.’ That is what you, me, Gabby, all her little het-curious friends down there, and Saint Bullshiticus Maximus himself will swear happened tonight. Is that quite clear?”

Martin nodded. 

Trina nodded saying, “glad that is agreed.”

“But… what will really happen?” Martin asked.

“At the end of the night, I will remove your testicles. It will be a right proper affair with a number ten blade, catgut suture line, and lots of lidocaine. God knows, if even one yelp of pain escapes your lips during the procedure, Gabby will denounce that she ever had a sister.  Don’t worry. I’ll be proper gentle with your bullocks right until they are no longer yours.”

Martin pursed his lips. Hearing this did make him feel a bit more heartened. It was, after all, a simple medical procedure and knowing that anesthesia was involved helped his nerves a bit. He asked the question on his mind, “so if that is what happens at the end of the night, what comes before.”

Trina stared at him intently for a moment before she continued, “I love my sister, Martin. With all my heart, I love her.” She stepped in close to Martin and stared at him intimately saying “what’s best for my sister is to give her what she wants. Satisfy her curiosity, let her experience what she desires, then help her move on with her life.”

“But that’s…”

“Illegal, I know. What you will know, however, is that it never happened. Quite understand?”

Martin nodded.

Trina smiled and raised her eyebrows with a chuckle, “So, Martin, I’ll be handing your body over to five het-curious teenage girls with open admission of a blind eye to the law. They are going to explore every sight, touch, and taste of you. Exciting, innit?”

Martin clenched his jaw.

Trina cocked her head to the side saying, “Martin, you can start breaking the law now, remember?”

Martin’s voice quaked as he replied, “it does sound exciting.”

By the time they came down, the girls had already retired back to the reception room. Modern sofas contrasted slightly against antique artwork while the post-war pop music contrasted harshly against both.

Gabriella rose with a start as Martin and Trina entered.

“She didn’t-” Gabriella said.

“I’m still whole.” Martin said gently placing his hand over his crotch.

Gabriella breathed out a sigh of relief while staring ominously at her older sister. For her part, Trina stepped over to the record player and turned it off, bringing the music to a screeching halt. She announced, “thank you all for coming, but there might be some slight licensing issues with conducting this procedure in an uncontrolled location. It’s a minor technicality, though there is the chance for some activities to be illegal. I think it’s best if the lot of you go home now.”

The girls blinked at her in disbelief. They turned to Gabriella’s whose mouth fell open in surprise.

“What?” Gabriella asked.

Trina continued, stepping into the space between the couches and staring directly at Brittany saying, “I wouldn’t want any of you good, little girls here, to get caught up in anything which could break the law.” Brittany pursed her lips and stood up to leave, but Mary reached one long arm up and grabbed her shoulder pulling her back down with a wry smile to Trina asking, “who are these ‘good, little girls’ you are talking about?”

Brittany stared wide-eyed at her girlfriend before turning back to Trina, trying to make sense of the situation. Trina shrugged saying, “girls who might like making up stories to their parents. What’s going to happen tonight is I’m going to castrate young Martin right now and he’ll spend the rest of the evening sitting on the sofa chatting with you ladies about the weather. There might be some liars who want to dispute this recollection of the evening’s events. It would be irresponsible to get any poor little girls involved in anything that could cause trouble for them.”

Tia began laughing saying, “Aww Hell yeah! Now you know this is going to be a party.” 

Maya gasped, “is she seriously going to let us…?” She trailed off not wanting to finish the sentence.


“Mary, what the hell did you get us into?” Brittany muttered in shock as she stared at Trina.

Mary replied, “Brittany, stop being so dense. Does she have to fucking spell it out for you? She’s going to let us do illegal shit with a boy and she doesn’t fucking care.” Brittany stared wide-eyed at Mary as Mary continued in excitement, “I love a bird as much as the next lesbian, but do the math girl. Cool older sister, parents gone for the weekend, boy with his balls still attached… this is a once in a lifetime chance here, Brit. Besides…” She gestured at Martin saying, “it’s just Martin.” 

Trina glanced at Gabriella whose eyes laid plastered wide in shock. Gabriella glanced over at Martin and stepped in close to him saying softly, “But… are you… chill… with this, Martin? Really?” She spoke protectively saying, “Because I’m not going to do anything illegal with my friend if he’s not okay with it.”

Martin nodded replying, “I’m… okay with this.”

Gabriella squinted at him and seemed to be scanning his face for any hint of a lie. As she did this, Trina stepped over and got close to them.

Trina snorted and whispered, “For fuck’s sake, sis. You and I both know that this is exactly what you were praying would happen. I could tell by the way your lips have been quivering all night.” Gabriella replied, “My lips aren’t quivering.” Trina chuckled and replied, “I wasn’t talking about the lips on your face, sis. Do you want to tell Martin about your panties or should I?”

“What panties?” Gabriella asked breathlessly.

“Exactly.” Trina replied triumphantly.

Martin’s eyes went wide as his head dropped to look at the incredibly short hem of Gabriella’s baby-doll dress. The lack of any visible panty-line had not been his imagination earlier. Also, the swirling demonstration she had presented to him upon entry felt all the more daring now that he knew what she had at stake. A pained look of shame crossed Gabriella’s face as she whispered, “Martin, please understand…”

Martin spoke up saying, “No, Gabriella” he grabbed up her hands and held them saying, “you promised me a proper send off for my manhood, right?” Gabriella nodded. He smiled at her saying, “and can you think of a better send off for my balls than what your sister is proposing?” She looked down thoughtfully as Martin placed a warm hand dangerously close on her shoulder saying, “First day, first year, you asked me to be your friend and I said ‘yes,’ not knowing that I wasn’t supposed to be friends with a girl, and you weren’t supposed to be friends with a boy. Since then, you have always been there for me. You have always protected and cared for me.” She licked her lips and he continued with a smile, “so now that I’m here, about to lose my balls, and you’re throwing them a farewell party. Why stop now? Why not find out what your sister has in store for us? You’ll be giving me all the wonderful experiences that I can possibly have with these organs of mine before I lose them for the rest of my life.”

Gabriella swallowed hard and choked back a light tear saying with a mirthless laugh, “Quite the wonderful experience indeed. I suppose I assembled four other girls to help me. Well, five if you count…” She looked at Trina who held up her hands defensively saying, “whoa, whoa, no, no, no… I’ll happily help you and your little friends get started on learning his outs and your ins, but I’m not about to start shagging a child.”

“I’m not a child. I turned eighteen last week.” Martin protested.

Trina rolled her eyes saying, “Don’t be greedy, Martin. Five girls are more than enough for any boy. Draining your balls is my sister’s job, my job is just to cut them out. Just make sure to give her what she wants so I don’t have to do your surgery with my little sister giving me those damn puppy-dog eyes of hers the entire time.”

Martin shook his head saying, “I’m not being greedy and I’m not asking you to shag me. I’m just saying I’m not a child.”

“You legally are until you either pass a paternity exam or your balls come off, and I don’t see a high-marked paternity exam in your hands right now.” Trina menaced.

“I thought you were turning a blind eye to the law?” Martin snorted back.

“Enough!” Gabriella barked out, bringing silence to the room.

Gabriella jabbed a finger at Trina saying, “Are you going to let us do this?”

Trina was so damn impressed with her little sister’s guts that she couldn’t even be angry at the tone in her voice.

She gave a cocky little sneer and said, “yes.”

Gabriella pointed at Brittany demanding, “are you going to be a bloody little snitch?”

Brittany glanced at Mary’s excited face and then back at Gabriella before saying, “no.”

Gabriella turned back to Martin saying softly and lovingly, “and are you okay doing this with us?”

“I want to do this.” Martin replied sincerely.

Gabriella beamed at him happily. 

Behind her, Tia licked her lips hungrily as Maya pushed her glasses up her nose muttering “finally I get to learn about something not in our books.” Mary turned to Brittany supportively saying, “you have always been saying we should do more things together as a couple.”

Gabriella turned back to Trina saying “okay, sis, where do we start?”

Trina looked at Martin and gestured at him saying, “well none of you are going to get very far with shagging a bloke while he still has his trousers on.”

“Brilliant! Martin, do take your trousers off.” Gabriella exclaimed excitedly.

“Hold up there, sis.” Trina said. She held up a finger saying, “no one gets to be innocent. We each do at least one part. I don’t want any snitches blabbering about how Martin assaulted them against their will or some other fairytale.” Trina pointed at herself saying, “as the adult, I’ll start the illegal activities by removing Martin’s trousers. Martin, come on over to the middle of the room so the girls can get a good look at you. Lord knows that they’ve given you plenty of an eyeful of themselves.”

The air felt stiff and tense as Martin made his way to the middle of the room followed by Trina. On all sides he was surrounded by the staring eyes of girls. He did vaguely notice a table of finger sandwiches and punch along one wall, but no one seemed to be paying these refreshments any attention as a different kind of hunger filled the room.

Martin felt the eyes of the girls heavy on his body as Trina stepped in from behind and began running her hands around his waist. He reached his hands up a bit awkwardly to let her have access to his pants. Mary asked “so, Martin, you want to do this?”

Martin nodded.

“You want to shag all of us?”  Tia asked.

Martin cringed lightly, but Trina spoke up saying “it’s okay, Martin, we’re all criminals here now. You can tell her the truth.” Martin replied “well, if you are all willing, yes. But…” he looked at Brittany and she looked away quietly at Mary who took her hand and squeezed it silently.

Maya broke the silence saying, “will you shag me, even though I didn’t wear anything sexy?”

Martin chuckled saying, “yes, Maya. Don’t worry.”

Tia asked, “have you ever wanted to shag any of us before?”

Martin replied, “yes… some more than others” as he looked over at Gabriella.

Trina unbuckled his belt and pants letting them fall around his ankles revealing his blue boxers.

Mary called out, “hey, you and I wear the same underwear.”

All of them looked at her as Brittany rolled her eyes in annoyance.

Mary muttered, “oh, uh, sorry… um… go ahead.”

“Nope. One of you go ahead.” Trina said. She reached out her hands saying, “here, Martin, step out from your trousers. Maya, how about you come over here.”

Maya quickly rose to her feet and stepped over as Trina collected up Martin’s trousers and shoes from his stepping feet. She set these aside saying, “don’t worry, Martin, I’ll give these back to you once you’re finished shagging all the girls.” Martin couldn’t help but laugh at this and chuckles emanated from the awkward teenagers. Maya popped up chipperly in front of him and said, “what would you like me to do?”

“Unbutton his shirt.” Maya glanced down at his boxers and crinkled her nose asking, “just his shirt?”

Trina nodded saying “each girl gets an article of clothing.” She looked over at Brittany and then back at Tia saying, “based on how much I trust her.”

Maya pushed her glasses up and reached up unbuttoning Martin’s top button. Her hands trembled slightly as she said, “I would have rather had something a bit more exciting to remove than just your outer shirt.” She twisted her lips lightly as she continued to work her way down his buttons. Despite being relatively mundane, the simple act itself of another person undressing him felt oddly vulnerable and exciting to Martin. Especially such a straight-forward and no-nonsense girl as Maya. The fact that Trina picked her to start the process did put Martin’s heart at ease. He had always felt a sense of trust in her, ever since she had let him cheat off her exam back in the third year. Maya said to him, “maybe this is what I get for not wearing something sexy. I really am sorry about that, Martin. I do hope you can still shag me because I really want to learn what that feels like.” She cocked her head to the side, and she looked down at his crotch biting her lip lightly.

“Don’t worry, Maya. I won’t leave you out. Especially not after all the times you’ve helped me.” Maya chuckled lightly saying, “this isn’t exactly like tutoring your homework, Martin. Too bad I couldn’t be any help to you on the paternity exam. God knows Gabriella would have wanted to have like ten kids with you or something. At least we can make this a special night for you.”  She pouted and looked down sadly saying, “Even though I think some of the other girls will be able to make it more special than I can.”

“Don’t doubt yourself too hard, Maya. From what I’ve seen, you succeed at every task you put your mind to.” Martin replied, supportively. “Thanks.” Maya answered as she spread open his shirt and began sliding his arms out, “don’t think me brazen, but, have you ever wanted to shag me before?” Martin looked off thoughtfully before replying, “a few times.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. I remember back in algebra you sat next to me. You were also so smart and kind to me. Sometimes I would just stare at your body and wonder what it would feel like, underneath your clothes.” Maya smiled broadly as Martin’s overshirt pulled free revealing a plain, cotton V-necked undershirt. “I had no idea you felt that way about me.” Maya said quietly and thoughtfully. She smiled at him warmly before stepping over to Trina to hand over his shirt.

Maya sat next to Tia with a smile on her face and whispered to her friend, “A boy wants to have sex with me.”

Trina nodded at Martin saying, “Mary, you’re up, take off his undershirt.” Mary rose to her feet and gave a quick glance back at Brittany before stepping over to Martin. He looked up at her as she loomed slightly over him. She gave him an encouraging smile saying, “just like shirts and skins on the court, eh?”

Martin replied quietly “quite.”

She gingerly grabbed the lower hem of his shirt and lifted it revealing his chest as he lifted his arms for her to slide it up and over his head. As it came free, Mary cocked her head to the side and gently ran her fingers along his chest with a curious look on her face saying, “your chest hair, it’s… soft.”

She looked back at Trina saying, “oh, wait, am I not supposed to touch him yet?”

Trina rolled her eyes in annoyance saying, “just keep it quite reasonable.”

Mary smiled saying, “quite. Here Martin, hold up your arm, I want to see something.” Martin watched curiously as Mary held up her own dark arm alongside his own pale one. She flexed her muscles and used her fingers to touch her own bicep and then his. 

Tia called out “Stop hogging Martin. You can recruit him for your ball game after we’ve played our games with his balls.”

Mary shot her a dirty look and said, “just checking what they say about boys with balls naturally having stronger arms than girls.”

Martin said, “I’m sure you’re stronger than me. You’re an athlete and I’m, well, just me.”

Mary continued going through the motions of pretending to compare their arms as she whispered intimately, “are you okay shagging me? I mean…” she glanced over at where Gabriella and Tia sat as well as snapped her head back over to her own girlfriend before continuing “I’m not the girliest girl out there. I could probably bench press your whole body and I barely fit in this dress.”

Martin replied quietly “you don’t have to feel ashamed for being you.”

Mary squinted saying “not ashamed, just… nervous, I guess.” Martin answered “Mary, it’s me. Okay.” She looked at him and he gave her an encouraging smile. He continued “remember the times we would meet up together, all of us as a group, and you would talk through play-by-play with me on your latest game. Or how I would tell you that I looked up her stats and the Manchester United center was shorter than you?” Mary laughed and said, “that giant bitch was a solid fucking five centimeters over my head.”

“Yes, but you had confidence going into that game.” Martin answered. Mary nodded saying “yes, I know, Martin. All of this makes you a great friend but doesn’t necessarily mean I have what it takes to be a great fuck.”

“You’ll be fine. Just like a ball-game, it’s all about confidence.”

An uneasy look crossed Mary’s face as she pursed her lips for a moment before continuing “In that case, since we’re talking about being confident, can I ask you for a favor?”

“What?”

“I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be dominated by a man.”

Martin looked at the giant girl in front of him and blinked in surprise.

Mary swallowed hard saying “I know, I know, this night is for you and all that but, I’ll never get a chance to make a sexual request like this again in my life. Later on, just, I don’t know, discipline me harshly, pull my hair, and pin me down. Don’t worry, I won’t fight back. I just want to know what the really illegal stuff feels like. Like started-the-war level shit. This is a perfect opportunity because I know you’re not going to hurt me for real.”

Martin’s eyes flickered to Brittany for a moment before returning to Mary. Mary followed his gaze and chuckled patting Martin on his shoulder saying, “oh, don’t worry about Brit. She’s noisy but harmless. Just think about what I asked for. I’m game if you are.”

Before Martin could reply, Mary stepped over to Trina briefly pulling his under shirt up to her nose and sniffing at it before announcing “he does smell nice” and handing it over to the adult to take care of.

Trina called “Quite, Tia, you may remove his-”

Tia leapt to her feet saying, “Yes! Bloody damn time to see what Martin has in those shorts.”

She nearly scampered in excitement towards him fingers at the ready to grab the hem of his underwear before Trina called out “his left sock.”

Tia spun about and asked, “Come again?”
 

“His left sock.”

“Yes, reveal his cock, heard you loud and clear, love.” Tia snickered, cheekily.

“No! I said his left sock. Bullocks this up and you can go home.” Trina growled back.

Tia stamped her foot in frustration and turned back towards Martin. He smiled at her gothic little tantrum. She collected herself and shook her head saying, “removing a lame old sock to just see your foot, I suppose.” A sly look crossed her face as she said, “she didn’t say ‘how’ I got to remove your sock, however.” She smoothly slipped down onto her knees in front of Martin, and he gazed in awe at her looking up at him. A flirty smile played about her lips as she gave him a wink asking, “lovely view from up there this time of year?”

“quite”

She pressed her arms together raising her cleavage to the point of nearly popping out from her bodice. “I do hope you enjoy the nice view of my hills.”

“very much so.” Martin replied staring down at the sensual display before him.

“Give them a nice, long stare as I have this leg of yours, then.”

Martin lifted his left leg standing on one foot. Tia reached a hand around behind his calf grabbing it to help stabilize him. Her head was mere inches away from the tight bulge growing in his boxers and her eyes constantly flickered back and forth between looking up at his face and down at that bulge. She then took the next, shocking step of puckering up her purple lips and kissing sweetly across his upper thigh as high up as she felt she could get away with as Trina squinted at the display. Martin sighed at the feeling of her soft lips pressing against his flesh and almost began to swoon and lose his balance. “Grab on to me.” Tia said as she withdrew her face from his thigh revealing a set of purple markings in the shape of her lips. Martin worked up his courage and reached down placing his hands on her smooth, pale shoulders holding on just above the beautiful, rounded hills of her womanly prominence. She kissed him once more a little further down on his leg and again and again leaving a trail of purple lipstick marks in a neat little row down along his inseam. At last, she reached the hem of his sock and took hold of it with her teeth sliding it off while staring up at him with a wink.  She finally pulled it free and set his foot back down spatting his sock out into her hand before rising back to her feet. She whispered to him breathily, “If it was up to me, I would leave my purple lip marks on every inch of your body.” She smiled and continued, “but I want to leave some of you for my girl, Gabby. God knows she wanted it long enough.”

Tia sashayed confidently back over to Trina. She spun his sock around in her hand and gave a cocky little grin saying “here’s his sock” as she slapped it into Trina’s open palm.

Trina shook her head muttering, “I’ll never understand teenagers.”

With that said, Tia returned to her seat alongside Maya.

Trina turned to Gabriela saying “Your turn, Gabriella, go take off Martin’s-”

Tia grabbed Maya’s arm in excitement saying “now we’re going to see his cock. Go lover girl! Rescue his sweet man-meat from its cotton prison.”

“…right sock.” Trina finished
 

Tia’s mouth fell in shock as she turned to Trina and said, “Seriously?! You did your own sister the dirty like that?” 

Tina shook her head and replied “it’s based on trust. I trust Gabriella because she’s my sister. I trust a dodgy bird like you, because you look like you were born for illegal activities.”

Gabriela rose to her feet saying sweetly, “I can take off his sock.”

Her face seemed to glow and time nearly slowed for Martin and her both as she almost felt her body dreamily propelled towards him. She stepped in close, and her chest heaved in excitement as her eyes trailed along his nearly naked body. “I can’t do this with quite the theatrics of Tia, I’m afraid.” She bit her lower lip and continued softly “but I’ll get your sock off nonetheless.”

Gabriella gently placed her hands on Martin’s waist feeling the cotton band of his underwear and his hot skin beneath. She looked into his eyes as she slowly lowered herself to her knees and felt her hands slide down along his thighs as she looked up at him dangerously close to his manhood with nothing but thin fabric separating them. She gasped and looked at his bulge. Her eyes widened as if she were looking down at the barrel of a gun or over the edge of a cliff. She looked back up at Martin with her mouth slacked open as she panted thirstily. “Oh my god.” She said, sucking her tongue back into her mouth realizing that her body was already starting to take on a mind of its own. Already the decision to skip panties was starting to feel like a bad one as a trickle of dampness grew between her legs and threatened to outright drip onto the rug beneath her knees. She had to look away, less she succumb to desire by ripping off his shorts and sucking his cock right then and there. Looking up at him with her face so close to his bulge and the heat of his flesh so close to her own felt like kneeling next to the sun.

She looked over at Tia gasping in surprise, “how the hell did you stay so calm and confident while you were kneeling down on him like this?”

Tia giggled and called out, “easy. I haven’t been dreaming of this moment every waking second of my life since our first years in school.”

Gabriella looked back up at Martin who looked down at her with a strange look of concern.  The overwhelming urge to sexually submit to him filled her to her very core. Indeed, he could have picked her up, tipped her over his knee, and spanked her bare ass in front of all the other girls and she would still pull out a red pen to note in her diary later about how it was the best day of her life. At the same time, she recognized the empathetic face of her friend and recognized the task before her.

No matter how terrifying.

No matter how lustful.

No matter how difficult.

She had to remove his sock.

The world around them dimmed to a haze as Gabriella dreamily lifted his foot. She felt the warm muscles of his leg and the fine, ticklish hairs along it as she absentmindedly fished his sock off with her left hand. His foot rested between her knees and with a few tugs she managed to wrench the sock loose before pulling his foot back in between her legs. Unable to withstand the overwhelming biological urge, she knelt a little lower feeling the cool skin of his feet dance lightly against her soaking wet labial lips in the holy place under her baby-doll dress. She looked up at him and his eyes widened in surprise at what she had done. A smile played along her lips as she whispered “what you’re feeling with your toes will be yours tonight.” She closed her eyes and whimpered as he reflexively flexed his toes.

He cringed lightly saying, “sorry.”

She shook her head for he had nothing to be sorry about. She forced her hands to set his leg back down retracting the beautiful toes which had just been in her most sacred of spaces and a twinge of pride filled her heart that she had marked his body with a thin, glimmering streamer of her own, sticky womanly juices still clinging to the top of his foot.

He reached down his hands, and she took them in her own slowly rising to her feet as if waking from a dream. She floated over to Trina staring off distantly the entire time. She quietly placed his black sock in her sister’s hand. She turned around and twisted her lips thoughtfully saying “Trina took his pants. Maya took his shirt. Mary took his undershirt, Tia and I took his socks. The only girl left is…”

They all turned to look at Brittany.

One would be hard-pressed to gauge whose face bore more terror, Martin’s or Brittany’s. Trina set the rest of Martin’s clothing on the end-table behind her and said, “You’re right, sis.”

Tia protested “Dude, you’re letting Brittany do that?”

Maya muttered “that’s not very logical.”

Brittany gasped and asked Trina, “are you bloody mental?”
 

She stepped back into the circle and squinted at Brittany. She spoke in a formal, icy tone as she said, “Rendering full sexual nudity of an unregistered boy for the purposes of romance or pleasure is a class-B felonious assault against the crown punishable by up to five years hard labor or military service.” She took a step back and alighted on the couch alongside Maya saying, “and that’s exactly what we’re all going to sit here and watch you do, Brittany. There will be no playing innocent for you. You are going to commit the felony of revealing his manhood right here, right now, with all of us staring at you. Either that or go home. Those are your choices.”

Brittany’s face blanched as she looked at Mary. Mary smiled at her encouragingly saying “relax, boys are more afraid of you than you are of them.” Brittany shivered as she rose to her feet. She blew out a tense sigh as she nervously ran her fingers along her ears tucking back a few strands of loose hair. She slowly stepped towards Martin. He instinctively turned sideways towards her, covering over his crotch defensively with his hand.

Brittany looked at his reaction and frowned. Her lower lip quivered and she closed her eyes whispering “shit.”

Martin’s mouth fell open in surprise.

“Mary has no idea how right she is, does she?” Martin said to Brittany with weight an intensity in his voice.

Brittany glanced back at her girlfriend and said, “no. But surely…”

“Please don’t kick me in the balls again.” Martin said with a quiver in his voice.

“What does he mean by ‘again’?” Gabriella called out.

“That was over a year ago.” Brittany protested.

Gabriella asked gently, “Martin, what were you doing with Brittany that she kicked you in the balls?”

“I was trying to see basketball.” Martin replied with a shiver.

“A game?” Maya asked.

Brittany shook her head and said, “I caught him lurking around the gym while the team was practicing.”

“How come you never told me about this?” Mary asked in shock. Brittany turned back to her and said, “you were going for regional. I didn’t want to distract you.” 

Maya spoke up saying, “if he was doing something wrong, you should have just gotten a teacher.”

Brittany’s face burned bright red and she hugged herself tightly saying, “I shouldn’t have come to this. I just want to go home.”

Mary rose to her feet and stepped over to Brittany saying, “Brit, I had no idea about this when I said you had to stay.”

Likewise, Gabriella came to Martin and said, “I’m so sorry, Martin, I didn’t know she had hurt you so badly.”

Brittany, nearly in tears, confessed to Mary saying “I couldn’t tell you. I just… couldn’t. For the first time in my life, I felt proud, like a brave national hero, but the next day I saw you two sitting in the cafeteria talking about the game and Martin ran away like a deer the moment he saw me. I didn’t feel like a national hero of the gender wars then. I felt like a bitch who had hurt a friend.”

Martin shivered as he spoke to Gabriella saying, “I’ve been terrified she would come back to hit me again. She’s so fast, agile, and strong it would be nothing more than a flash of red and grey from her cheer outfit followed by excruciating pain and the sound of her horrible laughter.”

Trina cut them all off with a bitter sneer, “sounds like a lovely excuse to leave.” She glared at Brittany. She cocked her head to the side and squinted continuing, “time enough to fetch a bobby, start telling tales about illegal parties, catch us all in the act. That your plan?”

Gabriella hissed back at her older sister, “Trina, stop it!”

“No, she has a point.” Brittany offered up. She looked down sullenly and said, “If I was you, I wouldn’t trust me either. Yes, I want to leave, but even if I went home and straight to bed the whole lot of you would be quaking in your boots expecting flashing lights in the window any second.” She looked up at Gabriella and said solemnly, “I don’t want to ruin this special time for you.” She looked back at Martin solemnly saying, “either of you. I’ve done more than enough damage to my friends already.”

She pursed her lips and announced, “I’ll commit the felony.” She looked at Martin and Gabriella continuing “then, I’ll sit the rest of this out.” She looked at Trina continuing, “I’ll stay where you can see me the whole night. Hell, you can handcuff me to your wrist, if you like. Whatever gives my friends a feeling of safety in this special moment. I just don’t want to ruin things any more than I already have.”

“Brittany, no.” Mary pleaded grabbing either side of her girlfriend’s face. Brittany ran her hands up and over Mary’s hands saying “Mary, I love you. I want you to enjoy this. Please, have this once in a lifetime experience and enjoy every second of it. You’ve always been a good friend to Martin. I… haven’t.”

Gabriella stared intently into Martin’s face and whispered, “I’m only good with this, if you are good with this.”

Martin frowned bitterly saying, “your sister is right. If she leaves now, there’s no way we can trust her. If we leave her out, she’ll be a witness. If she’s involved, then she’s less likely to talk.” He blew out a breath saying, “I’m not good with it, but I don’t see any other choice.”

Gabriella looked off sadly in thought for a moment before nodding her head.

She looked at Brittany and glowered hissing out, “If you hurt him-”

“I won’t.” Brittany vowed quickly. She looked up into the solemn, warm face of Mary and whispered, “I promise.” Mary nodded and released her as Gabriella let go of Martin. He turned back to face his nemesis. He did not see a cheerleader. Instead his brain saw Brittany as one hundred and sixty-five centimeters of red and grey decorated agile strength packed into a hunt-and-destroy instrument of his own testicular pain.

Brittany whispered to herself, “commit the felony, sit on the couch. You can do this, Brit.”

Martin still held his body sideways towards her and covered his crotch nervously. Brittany stepped up to him as slowly as a soldier approaching a landmine.  She let her eyes flicker down along his body for a moment before looking up at his face. She swallowed hard and swept her hair back saying, “I’m sorry I hurt you, Martin. I’m not going to take tonight away from you. Understand?”

Martin nodded.

Brittany trembled as she expertly lowered herself to her knees without using her hands to balance her perfectly proportioned body. Martin did not feel encouraged by this act of agility and strength, but a twinge of safety pinged in his mind as she looked up at him submissively. She quietly and solemnly said, “I’m ready for you.” She gestured towards her folded legs saying “I can’t kick you like this. I hope that helps you feel safer.”

Martin trembled lightly as he turned towards her and stepped closer but still kept his hands clamped over his own crotch. “Just please don’t hurt me.” He whispered to her. He trembled as he continued, “if not for me, do it at least for the sake of the other girls.” Brittany stared at his hands before letting her gaze travel up along the thin trail of hair across his abdomen and up to his chest and finally to his face. “I won’t.” She said solemnly.

Slowly, and reluctantly, Martin released his hands from his crotch. He flinched defensively as she raised her hands, but she made no move to punch him, rather only brought her fingers up towards the hem of his shorts. She looked up at him with a slightly annoyed grimace.

“Stop being a baby. You’re not the one who has to strip a boy.” She huffed at him.

“Jesus fucking Christ stop acting like it’s eating bloody vegetables and realize some of us would love to be where you’re at right now!” Tia shouted out.

“Tia, you’re not helping!” Brittany replied through clenched teeth.

She turned her attention back to Martin. Her eyes kept trailing over the bulge in his shorts and the proud urge to cock her fist back and punch it floated through her mind. To combat this, She decided to look up into his face. This helped. Granted, Martin didn’t look very happy to have her removing his shorts and even Brittany would have stated that the honor belonged to Gabriella, but neither of them had a choice under the watchful glare of Trina. Brittany slowly clamped her fingers onto the hem of his underwear, feeling the hot boy flesh brush across her hands. It felt shameful, like she should wash her hands from the wretched touch and yet something else, something powerful, something primordial filled her in that moment. As she looked up into his eyes, hands poised to pull his shorts down and see his manhood for herself, some soft, submissive, and effeminate urge floated through her mind. A strange pull, an urge, to sweetly suckle on his cock before turning her body over to him for penetration filled the hormonal crevasse of her unthinking, instinctual impulses. She knew this desire to be ludicrous, but still it made staring up into his face from her place on her knees feel like staring up at the sun. Even worse, because she had already besmirched that sun and injured the very parts she wanted to feast upon, an odd fear that he would reject her, cast her out, and leave her weeping and gnashing teeth in the darkness came over her. The conflicting, discordance of her own emotions and intellectual dissonance overpowered her and she shivered looking away saying, “holy shit, seriously, Tia, how the hell did you stay so calm in this position?”
 

“Easy, I never kicked him in the balls.” Tia replied.

The other girls all looked at Tia and she continued, “You all have such complicated back stories with Martin, I’m starting to feel left out.” She turned to Maya saying, “Please don’t tell me that you and him were part of an international spy ring or some shit.” Maya laughed and the mood of the room lightened a little.

Brittany smiled weakly at this and worked up the nerve to refocus on the task at hand. She swallowed hard as Martin stared back down at her. He wasn’t so much expressing emotion as much as watching her like a hawk for any moves which might injure him. She let her eyes trail back down along his body and back to his shorts. Suddenly fear overcame her at the implications of what she was about to do. She told her hands to pull down, but they wouldn’t move. She knelt there, frozen in place, unable to move.

Tia squinted oddly and leaned over towards Maya asking, “does Martin’s bulge look different to you?”

Maya pouted her lips saying, “I think, it’s… less?”

Brittany whispered, “If my mom saw me like this, she would murder me. I’m not exaggerating. She wouldn’t even bother making it look like an accident. She would be proud of the fact that she had killed her weak-willed daughter.”

Martin’s look turned slightly empathetic as he said to her “your mother isn’t here.”

She looked up into his face and her lower lip quivered.

“You’re surrounded by friends and criminals now. No one who cares is watching you. You don’t have to be her violent little zealot right now.” Martin said quietly. Brittany gritted her teeth saying “you’re right. She’s not here.”

Brittany drew in a deep breath as a determined look crossed her face. Oddly the thought of doing a backflip filled her mind. This was just like that. There was no ‘half-way’ to doing a backflip either you commit fully to the flip or accept the broken bones which would come from screwing it up. Brittany gritted her teeth and balled her fists along his him.  She plunged her body forward jerking down Martin’s underwear shouting out “go to hell, Mom!”

She knelt there for a second panting staring at the blue piece of cloth wrapped around Martin’s ankles before her.

“I did it. I’m a criminal.” She looked back up.

Hairy crotch…

Veiny flesh…

Smooth purple tip…

wrinkled balls…

She gasped as her eyes went wide in terror at beholding Martin’s cock. She fell back onto her butt crawling away from him backwards muttering in fear “Oh shit, I’m a criminal! I’m a criminal! I’m…”

She stopped and cocked her head to the side looking up at Martin with shock and concern in her eyes, “why is it so small?”

“Not to be a negative Nelly, but I would have done a way better job at de-pantsing a boy than whatever that angry mess was.” Tia muttered.

Maya asked Tia, “do you want me to psychologically unpack the whole screaming ‘go to hell, mom’ while ripping a boy’s shorts off?”

Tia shrugged replying, “If I had a mom like Brittany’s, I would be screaming ‘go to hell, mom’ even while doing algebra homework.”

Brittany shuddered and asked, “is it because I broke your cock when I kicked it?”

Martin stammered saying, “It…um… was bigger. Especially when Tia was kissing my leg, but the whole uh…” he gestured broadly in Brittany’s direction saying, “…well… this… made it shrink.” Brittany blinked in surprise.

“Yeah, it normally grows and shrinks based on how a boy feels. Not too surprised Martin got a bit of cold feet with that wretched stripping performance.” Trina announced casually.

Brittany rose to her feet with a puzzled stare on her face and looked at the older woman, same as all the other girls. Trina looked back at them and snorted in annoyance saying, “Bloody hell, is this the state of education these days? Yes, girls, boy’s cocks will grow when they are horny and shrink when they aren’t.”

Brittany glanced back down at his cock and back at Trina saying, “but, there’s a way to fix it, right? Like it won’t be small forever. I mean, that thing is not even the size of my thumb.” Trina cocked an eyebrow saying “Aye, a boy’s cock can be fixed. But only by a weak-willed girl who has no appreciation for the sacrifice of her foremothers or the glory of the revolution.” She nodded her head saying, “you know, someone like Gabby, Tia, or Mary.”

“I’m right here.” Maya called back in annoyance.

“Sorry, yes, maybe even Maya, perhaps if she ditches that ugly sweater, but no proud hero of the revolution will ever swell a boy’s cock. But, that’s the price of glory now, innit?”

“So, I committed a crime for… nothing?” Brittany muttered sadly as she stared down at Martin’s shrunken cock. Trina spoke up saying, “of course not. You committed a crime so all your friends could enjoy the evening. That makes you a better friend than patriot and, if you ask me, it makes you a better person as a whole. Don’t fret about Martin’s cock. I’m confident that a few purple lip-prints left in unspeakable places and my little sister’s depraved fantasies will bodge that thing right up to massive gain.”

Brittany reached down and silently collected Martin’s shorts as he stepped out of them. She stood back up and said “then… I should leave… Oh, God, what have I done?” 

Trina gestured for Brittany to follow her saying, “come, now, come now. You did your part right proper. You did what is right by your friends and I’m proud of you for it. No more terror for you tonight. Follow me to the kitchen. Let’s have a cuppa hot tea. Would you like milk and sugar?” Brittany stepped towards her wiping away tears with one hand and clinging to Martin’s shorts with the other. She began sobbing as Trina placed a warm arm over her shoulders. Trina twisted her lips saying, “Aye, I’ve heard that order before. I’ll fix you a nice tea and whiskey and hold the tea then.”

“Maybe I should go after her.” Mary said as they watched Trina lead Brittany back towards the kitchen. Gabriella replied, “You can if you need to. Don’t worry about Trina with her though. Trina just acts mean and scary. She’s quite nice when someone’s down in the dumps. I know she’s helped me through a few tears before. Brittany will be fine. It seems to be a nasty situation with her mom, though.” Mary nodded sadly saying, “Her mom makes a porcupine look cuddly.  Very old-fashioned, if you get what I mean.”

Gabriella replied, “I gathered that.”

“Guys, are we literally going to just sit here like bumps on a log and do nothing with the illegally naked boy in the middle of the room?”  Tia cried out in frustration.

Maya rose to her feet and grabbed at the hem of her sweater lifting it up. “What are you doing?” Tia asked. Maya nodded towards Martin saying, “Trina said the only way that I could get a boy hard is if I took off my ugly sweater, so I’m taking off my ugly sweater.” Tia stood up as well watching Maya pull the sweater up over her head and struggling for a few seconds before finally prying it free from her face. She stumbled a bit and reached down grabbing up her glasses which had slipped off from the sweater and putting them back on her face. Beneath the sweater she wore a plain white cotton bra.

“There we go.” She announced.

She asked Tia, “is that better?”

Tia shrugged and gestured towards Martin saying, “ask him.”

Maya turned towards Martin saying, “oh, yeah, of course. Why didn’t I think of that? Martin, is it better for me to be in a bra than a sweater.”

Martin stammered a bit before muttering out “bra… is better. I’m so sorry that I’m small.” And demurely covering his crotch.

“Don’t worry, Martin, I’m sure we can fix it.” Maya said encouragingly. She looked down at her chest saying “gah, this old bra is ghastly. I should probably just take the whole lot off. That’s the only way I’m going to even hope to have a chance at growing a boy’s cock.”

She began unclasping her bra but Tia protested, “Maya, what are you doing?” Maya nodded towards Martin saying “We’ve got to fix him, don’t we? Think of poor Gabby if he stays small all night. Think of how wretched that would be for her, for all of us, if he can’t grow. Come on, Tia.”

“But… he’ll see your breasts.” Tia sputtered feeling, a bit shocked that the oddly prudish words were leaving her mouth, of all places.

“In for a penny, in for a pound. We’re already felons. Let’s make the most of it.”  Maya said as she slid off her bra letting her smooth, soft breasts fly out free. Despite her relatively small cup size, Maya did her best to flex her shoulders back to present her womanly features as best she could. To Martin’s view, it almost seemed like her small, pink areola’s and perky little nipples were smiling at him. Maya said “ah, that’s better. Now I finally feel proper dressed for this event. Come on, Tia. You heard Trina, leave a few more of your purple lip prints on his skin. I’ll let him play with my breasts a bit. We’ll work together to get his cock back up.”

As Martin watched the surreal view of Maya and Tia stepping towards him a twinge of fear entered his heart. The fear mostly stemmed from the place where amazing stuff like this simply never happens in real life and he dreaded that he had lapsed into a strange fantasy. Maya’s behavior, more than anyone else, was the most shocking of all, but she seemed perfectly comfortable completely topless with her smooth, pale skin cutting a beautiful silhouette against the darker walls of the reception room. For her part, Gabriella blushed hard and seemed like she was going to explode with emotion but remained seated staring at him. He looked up into her eyes and she smiled at him softly, seeming to discover a strange sense of relief in his gaze. In that moment, Martin felt strong arms wrap around his chest him and a warm body press against his back. He snapped his head to see Mary holding him from behind.

“I am so sorry for what Brittany did to you.” Mary said quietly.

“Don’t be. Not your fault.” Martin replied softly.

“I do hope your cock can get bigger. That tiny little, soft thing is just sad looking. I’m worried maybe Brittany just broke it permanently when she kicked you” Martin shook his head and said “I… just got scared.”

Mary gave him a slight squeeze and the feel of her warm arms wrapped around him provided comfort. “I can tell. That’s why I’m going to hold you close and keep you warm and comfortable. I’ll leave it to the short, pretty girls to fix your cock. God knows that I would be bloody rubbish at seducing a boy.” 

He felt both terrified and enthralled as the two girls closed in on him. Maya spoke up encouragingly as Tia fell to her knees in front of him. Maya stepped off slightly to his left while Tia knelt and placed her soft lips against his inner leg just below the knee. “You don’t have to be scared, Martin. Your friends are here to take care of you.”

She looked down at her chest and back at him before asking with a cringe of self-doubt “do you like them?”

Martin smiled and replied “quite.”

He felt Tia’s head move and her lips place another kiss slightly further up on his thigh.

“It’s working.” He heard Mary say and he glanced down to see his own cock starting to swell. “Wonderful.” Maya said with a gleeful smile.

“Would it help you to feel my breasts?” Maya asked.

Martin nodded and Mary adjusted her hold to let him run trembling hands against the hot, smooth skin of his friend. “They’re so…soft.” Martin murmured quietly.

Mary asked, “did you think they wouldn’t be?” Martin swallowed hard and continued massaging Maya’s breasts as Maya smiled at him permissively.

“I don’t know, I have only seen breasts in a bra, you know, so I thought they were firm… I guess. They are almost like water but solid.” He cupped her breasts gently in his hands and slid his thumbs across her soft, pink areolas and gently slid them over her nipples. Her nipples stretched under his push but then sprung back to their original, perky shape. Maya gasped and her eyes sprung open. “Oh, no, did I hurt you?”

“No, no. Doesn’t hurt.”

“Tits feeling sensitive today?” Mary asked.

Maya nodded.

“Today?” Martin asked. 

Mary replied, “yeah, some days they are really sensitive, other days not so much. Now the question for Maya is did that hurt in a bad way or a good way?”

Maya blushed lightly and said “sensitivity occurs on a twenty-eight day pattern.”

Mary smiled and said, “you didn’t answer my question.”

“I won’t do it again if it hurts you.” Martin said with a dejected sigh.

“No. Do it again.” Maya said to him. She looked down at her breasts in his hands saying, “I’ll be ready this time.” Before he could move his thumbs, Martin whimpered slightly with a sigh, and they all looked down to see Tia kissing her way up his inner thigh. She now held an incredibly impressive, rock-hard cock in her hand as she looked up at the lot of them and smiled as she planted a kiss right onto the warm, veiny flesh of his nut sack. Absentmindedly, Martin began running his thumbs over Maya’s nipples again as Tia licked her lips and called up to them “he’s rubbing your nipples again.”

“Uh-uh” Maya replied closing her eyes.

“Do you want him to stop?”

“Huh-uh” Maya shook her head.

She panted slightly whispering “I want him to take off my pants.”

Tia chuckled saying, “so much for being ‘smart.’ You know what we could do to us.”

Mary reached down and held up her first two fingers next to Martin’s member saying, “holy shit, it’s over ten-times the size it was before.” She continued while checking her fingers against his cock, “I’m not jealous of you being a boy, but I am a bit jealous of your cock. Look how much longer and thicker it is than my fingers. Look at those thick veins on top of it. Imagine what I could do to a girl with this hose monster.” Mary then pursed her lips and chuckled saying, “well, I’m a girl and I guess I’m about to find out exactly what someone could do to a girl with such a hose monster.”

Tia stared intently at the purple tipped dagger pointed right at her lovely face. She pursed her lips and summoned up every ounce of love of friendship to call out, “Gabriella, your cock is ready. If you don’t hurry, I’ll forget about our friendship and make this beautiful, smooth purple tip even more purple.”

Like a flash, Gabriella scampered over as Tia held onto Martin’s cock for her. Maya stepped off to the side to make room as Martin let go of her breasts as Gabriella knelt in front of him. Tia pointed to the glistening end of Martin’s cock saying, “not sure why but he’s a little wet on the tip.”

Maya spoke up saying “oh, that’s precum”

“Precum?” Gabriella and Tia asked.

Maya hugged her soft bare chest onto Martin’s side feeling the comforting warm of human flesh from his arm as well as Mary stacked right behind him as she looked down at Tia and Gabriella saying “yes, precum, didn’t you guys pay attention in biology.”

“Lot of rubbish that did. Those stupid cartoon diagrams don’t look a damn thing like an actual cock. Also nothing about it growing and shrinking.” Mary grumbled.

“It’s yours.” Tia said holding Martin’s cock over towards Gabriella. The friends smiled at each other and briefly hugged as Tia said, “make your dreams come true, my friend.”

With trembling hand Gabriella took Martin’s cock from Tia and lined herself up on her knees directly in front of him. Tia slid off to the side and shifted her stance lowering herself down into more comfortable, half- seated position as she watched in elegant profile the magical moment of Gabriella bringing Her mouth up to Martin’s cock, and bringing the smooth purple tip lightly inside.

Tia watched Gabriella commit an act punishable by death.

Martin groaned and leaned back against Mary as Gabriella suckled lightly at the tip of his cock. “Does that hurt?” Mary asked Martin as Maya asked Gabriella “what does that taste like.”

“Feels incredibly good.”

And

“tastes…salty?”

Served as answers respectively.

“Really?” Mary asked. Martin nodded and they both looked down at Gabriella. Mary said, “talk about a beautiful view of that sweet girl taking care of your cock.”

“Salty?” Maya asked.

“Mmhmmsfph” Gabriella, tried to reply even though she had already returned to the task of pleasure.

Tia laughed “Maya, stop asking Gabriella questions. You know she can’t talk with her mouth full.”

Martin smiled too with a light chuckle.

“What’s so funny?” Mary asked him.

“It tickled when she tried to talk with my cock in her … oh my god.” He gasped as Gabriella worked up the nerve to press forward and swallow in his cock deeply. She raised up her hands and gently cradled his balls inside her palms while fervently thrusting her head back and forth suckling sweetly along his cock as she went. Martin collapsed back into Mary and began panting as Tia’s mouth fell open in surprise.

“That feels so amazing.” Martin gasped out as he tried to look back down at where Gabriella was pleasuring his cock.

“Maya, what happens if Gabriella keeps pleasuring him?” Tia asked.

“A complex biological process starting with release of testosterone in his testicles which triggers contractions in his prostate that leads to-” Maya began to explain.

“Shit. I forgot. Even with your tits out, you’re still a twot.” Tia snorted, dismissively.

Suddenly Martin moaned loudly as his whole body shivered and his legs nearly buckled. Tia watched in awe as his testicles flexed and tensed up against his cock and Gabriella’s eyes went wide with surprise as she started to gag on something before refocusing her eyes up at Martin and intentionally swallowing something down. He jolted and shook for a few more seconds before falling limp into Mary’s arms. Gabriella gasped for air as she rubbed her fingers against her sore cheek muscles for a moment. Tia reached out and grabbed her friend’s arm to steady her asking “are you okay?”

“That was a lot of precum.” Gabriella remarked with a tell-tale swallow to clear her throat.

“No. That was just cum.” Maya replied.

“He came? It was so… salty but warm and…” Tia held onto her arm as Gabriella rose to her feet.

“Martin, did that feel good?”

Martin rose out from Mary’s grasp and stood back up on his own two feet. “That was a dream come true.” He staggered forward and wrapped Gabriella in a warm hug. She felt his cock press against her dress and a faint hint of wetness about its tip from the manly juices she had not managed to lap up earlier. She didn’t care. If a dress this short, worn without underwear, ends up just as clean when the night is over than when it began, that means the dress failed. More importantly she felt her friend’s warm body pressed lovingly against her, and a satisfied smile rested on her face. The joy in her heart more than made up for the soreness in her jaw.

“I had fun too.”

“Really?” Martin asked.

“Yeah, you’re smooth and warm and when I looked up at you and I knew what I was doing to you it just…” Gabriella shivered as another trickle of wetness that was not from Martin began to descend her thigh slightly. She released the hug and held him back saying “God I hope that helps make what has to happen later less painful and not more.”

Martin spoke intently “Gabriella, you gave me an experience that I never had before in my life. You broke the law for my pleasure. My only fear is that, for the rest of my life, I will never be able to repay you for this amazing act of kindness.”

“You can start by shagging her friends.” Tia announced, leading to some hearty laughter.

Maya licked her lips and said “that was so fascinating. I want to see it happen up close. Real close.”

Mary mused, “that looked so easy. I want to try.”

They all looked at her and she continued, “I mean, she made him cum in what, a few minutes, tops?”

Gabriella chuckled looking around at the group saying, “Well, I suppose I did bring in several flavors of girls for you, Martin.” She reached up and wiggled her jaw saying “I won’t lie. My mouth is a little sore.”

Martin gave her a concerned look, but she waved it off saying, “don’t worry, I’ll just take a little break but I’ll be fine. As Maya pointed out, we’re already felons so let’s make use of the time.” Gabriella giggled and gestured saying, “pick out a girl. Your best friend Gabriella did provide you with a buffet.”

Tia prompted, “by ‘pick out a girl’ Gabriella means me. What she actually meant to say is fuck Tia all night until your nuts fall off so you don’t even need to get them cut anymore.”

Martin smiled at her saying, “how can I refuse? But, would it be okay if I sat or laid down?” He looked at Mary saying “don’t get me wrong, you were a good sport to support me and all but it would be nice to sit.”

Mary gestured demurely saying, “of course.”

“Sitting’s better for what I have in mind anyhow.” Tia said. She casually wrapped her fingers around Martin’s cock and frowned lightly at its softness asking, “did something scare you?” She looked around briefly to make sure Brittany hadn’t returned, but Martin shook his head saying, “I…uh… need a few minutes to reset after cumming.”

“Amazing. So, there’s a cool-down period between fucks?” Maya asked.

He looked at her saying, “well, yes.”

Maya turned to Tia asking, “can I do some science on you guys while you shag?” Tia rolled her eyes saying “as long as you don’t get in the way. Keep in mind, Martin doesn’t have his balls for much longer. We got to make use of the time that we have.”

With a gentle push, Martin collapsed on the settee and Tia stood over him as Maya seemed to glow with excitement. Tia gently reached down and grabbed up his cock briefly with a frown. “Sorry it’s small. It will just take me a few minutes.”

Tia shrugged and sat down on the couch next to him. Her ample bosom bounced and heaved as she sat with her breasts springing about like buoys tossed about on the waves. “I suppose I’ll just need to wait until you’re ready.”

“Can I research your manhood while you’re waiting to fuck Tia?” Maya asked.

Martin looked over at her standing in front of him. He still had flashes of imaging this whole event to be a dream as he beheld the topless girl begging to hold his cock.

“umm… of course.” Martin said spreading his legs open letting his cock and balls flop out freely. Maya slid in between his legs falling to her knees. He felt her delicate fingers pick up his flaccid cock and begin prodding along it as she pressed her glasses up her nose slightly and examined his manhood like it was an amazing research find.

“Maya.” Tia said.

“mmm?” Maya replied looking up from his cock.

“If it gets hard, let me know. Okay? I’m excited to make use of it.”

“Sure thing. This circulatory architecture is amazing. These veins are absolutely massive. I want to trace where they all lead.”

Martin felt Maya gently press curiously down on the vein on top of his cock slightly with her finger for a moment before letting it go.

Tia spoke up saying, “don’t worry. As long as the nerd doesn’t break anything down there, I have something I’ve been wanting to do for mmm… I think about three years now.” She leaned in close to him letting her cleavage swoon gently into his sight.

“Three years?” Martin asked.

Tia nodded saying, “three years, that’s when my breasts grew in nice and ripe like you see them now and like I know you’ve been staring at them for about three years.”

Martin stammered lightly but Tia smiled saying “oh, Martin, come on. You weren’t even subtle about it or nothing. Besides, it’s not like I wasn’t wearing low-cut tops and bending over in front of you every chance that I got. I loved getting the attention from you and, well, all the boys actually, but mostly you because you were a friend and a part of me liked to think that I was giving you something nice to see and enjoy.”

Tia looked up at the ceiling briefly saying “I liked imaging you lying in your bed at night, jerking off your cock and picturing my breasts while doing so. Probably just a fantasy-”

“uhh…” Martin started.

“Oh, he is starting to grow down here, Tia.” Maya announced. She cocked her head to the side saying, “his left testicle is also lower than his right. Not sure if that’s natural or if it’s a result of his injury from Brittany.”

“God, I want to trash that bitch.” Tia muttered angrily before shaking her head to chase the unsexy thought away turning her attention back to Martin asking, “so, Martin, did you ever wank one off thinking about my breasts?”

Martin bit his lip and nodded.

Tia smiled broadly and said, “good. I hope it felt wonderful. God knows I took every opportunity to show them off to you. For three years I’ve been tantalizing you with these things and now I’m finally going to let you make proper use of them.” She gestured towards her own chest saying, “I’m finally going to get to use these damn things for something more than just show and tell.”

“So you’re going to take your top off and let him play with your nipples?” Maya asked.

“Nope. Even better.” Tia said with a coy smile.

Maya cocked her head to the side in confusion asking, “better?”

“I’m going to let him fuck me right between the tits.”

Maya pushed her glasses up her nose and grumbled, “boys can’t fuck tits.”

Tia said “well not with that attitude they can’t. Think about it, all you need is something tight, soft, and warm and when I squeeze my breasts together like this, see…” Tia compressed her arms together on either side.

Maya turned her attention away from Tia’s demonstration and announced, “oh, wow, that perked him up. He’s good and hard now.”  

“Wonderful.” Tia said as she unzipped her bodice. At first, she had to hold it up with one hand as she slid it down from around her torso with the other in a bit of an awkward dance of woman and clothing, but in short order her large, ample breasts came free, and she sighed at the release of tension in her chest. She smiled at Martin saying, “I really hope you like this.”

Tia stood up over Martin wearing nothing but her black minidress and prodded at Maya’s shoulder saying “Out of the way there, B-cup. Let a real woman handle this cock.” Maya scoffed but dutifully quit her position from between his legs and alighting onto the couch next to Martin.

Maya sidled up next to Martin pressing her chest deliciously against him as she reclined on the couch. She said to Tia, “I’m still not sure this breast plan of yours is going to work, but I suppose you can still color his cock purple if it doesn’t.”

Tia’s tits naturally shimmied back and forth as she slid into place between Martin’s legs. She ran her fingers lovingly along his cock with a smile on her face. “This has got to work.” She bit her lower lip and carefully shifted her torso to arrange his cock directly between her soft, ample breasts. Martin watched in appreciation especially as his cock came to rest gently against the side of her breast while the under portion of her bobs rested softly on top of his balls. It seemed like every touch of the deliciously smooth and previously forbidden skin sent shockwaves of pleasure through his system. He watched as Tia stuck out her tongue and licked her three fingers. She smiled at him and pressed her saliva covered fingers against her own chest right between her breasts. “I’m just getting my tits nice and lubed for you, my friend.”

Suddenly, he became aware of two small fingers pressed against his neck and he turned to see Maya holding them over his jugular and counting silently to herself.

“What are you doing?” Martin asked. Maya replied, “collecting your heart rate during sexual stimulation.”

Tia scoffed, “bloody nerd.” She then compressed her breasts inward pressing her hands against them and sandwiching Martin’s cock right into the beautiful hollow between the delicious mounds of beautiful flesh. Martin smiled happily at this and Maya announced, “his heart rate just increased ten-beats-per-minute.”

“Maya, I love you, but you’re fucking ruining this shag. Either stop it or wait your turn.”

“Just hold his cock there in your breasts, but keep it still for fifteen seconds while I test something. I’ll go away if you want me to.”

Tia snorted saying, “your time starts now.”

Maya leaned over letting her breasts compress sweetly across Martin’s chest as she puckered up and kissed him gently. Martin kissed her back and soon she pressed his lips open with her own, pressing her sweet little tongue into his mouth. He opened his eyes, and she smiled back at him with her own. As she continued to massage the inside of his mouth with her tongue for a few seconds before retracting it back into her mouth. She said nothing but gestured with the hand which wasn’t holding his blood pulse and he recognized her gesture as inviting him in. Martin pressed his tongue into her mouth where she suckled on it intimately and sweetly making his heart melt. Tia watched this with an impressed stare on her face. Maya released the kiss with a gasp announcing, “that brought his heartrate up another fifteen beats per minute.”

“Bloody hell, a mouth that kisses like that shouldn’t be spewing science in the same breath” Tia protested. Maya gave her friend a smug look saying, “just you wait.” She looked back at Martin with a broad smile continuing “before the night is done, I’m going to mathematically calculate the most powerful orgasm you could possibly experience and then I’m going to make it happen. That will be my parting gift to your balls.”

“Ugg! More science! Put away the textbook and let a couple of double-D’s show you how to pleasure a boy.” Tia began raising and lowering her chest stroking his cock deliciously between her breasts as she went. “Kissing is more than half the pleasure by heart-rate, just so you know” Maya protested in annoyance before returning her lips to Martin’s.

Mary and Gabriella watched the sensual show from across the room. Gabriella cringed and shifted her hips constantly grabbing furiously at the hem of her short dress as horrific, punishing desire tortured her body. She squirmed helplessly on the couch simultaneously wanting to not watch and also unable to look away at the same time. She felt a long, warm arm snake behind her neck and suddenly a warm, powerful hand slid up between her legs and strong fingers flexed against her clitoris. She began to scream but the arm behind her clamped a powerful hand over her mouth clamping it shut as Mary leaned in and whispered into her ear “don’t scream.”

Gabriella shivered as waves of pleasure emanated from her core, but she had to admit that she finally felt a sense of peace within her soul at the beautifully sexual touch happening deep within her treasured area. Mary continued speaking gently into her ear even while she deliciously massaged Gabriella’s clit “Bloody hell, you got it bad, girl. Your pussy feels wetter than the fucking ocean. I’m sorry to come on so strong, but I hate to see a girl like you suffer, especially after this wonderful thing you put together for Martin.” Gabriella panted as her chest heaved. Mary continued, “You’re getting close, but I want to talk with you just a little bit before your mind goes blank and you scream like a wild animal. I want to make sure that what I’m doing is something you want. If I let go of your mouth and slow down on your clit, do you think you can manage to talk with me a little bit before you cum?” Gabriella nodded and the hand came away from her mouth. Mary also adjusted the pace of her fingers to a slow, circular swirl of delicious pleasure around Gabriella’s clit. Unlike the frantic pace of overpowering pleasure from before, this was merely to maintain Gabriella’s level of sexual pleasure until it could be consummated.  Like sharks circling an injured seal, Mary’s fingers delicately danced around Gabriella’s sensitive core of pleasure.

“Oh, Mary, if Brittany saw you doing this… she would dump you on the spot.” Gabriella panted out.

Mary breathed out a sigh of relief saying, “Thank god you didn’t say ‘get off me, bitch.’ I knew grabbing you like this would be a gamble. Yeah, about Brittany. I’m on the edge of dumping her as it is.”

“Because of what she did to Martin?”

“Martin is our friend. I can’t imagine why she thought it was okay to hurt him like that. Worse still, she lied to me about it. Every time she showed up, Martin would pop out really quick. She told me she thought it was because he liked her. But she knew exactly why he turned tail the moment she came into the room. God, that poor boy couldn’t even tell anyone what she had done to him. He just had to hold the pain inside and cry himself to sleep at night.”

They watched as Tia cocked her head down and watched the swelling purple tip slip in and out, like an eel at an ocean exhibit, between her rounded breasts. Tia panted and asked, “Why does this feel good to me? His cock feels like it’s sexually massaging my tits and I feel his nuts tightening up against my sternum.”

Mary whispered to Gabriella, “He’s not going to last much longer. Would you like to cum with him? You’re already close so a few more strokes with my fingers should push you over the edge.”

Gabriella shivered and asked, “can you give me some penetration as well? My pussy is aching to feel something inside it.”

Mary adjusted her hand and pressed her middle two fingers inside of Gabriella making Gabriella flop her head back with a gasp of sheer pleasure. Mary whispered in her ear, “I know girl, I know. I can feel how badly you needed that. I know my fingers aren’t his cock, but if it helps you just pretend that they are. You feel good and ready, so I’m going to close your mouth with my left hand and turn your brain off with a stroke of my right thumb. All you have to do is let go and give yourself permission to have that orgasm you’ve been wanting your whole life. I’ll keep your mouth covered, so you don’t embarrass yourself. You’re safe here with old Mary. Time to let yourself go.”

To Gabriella’s delight, Mary did exactly that. A strong, firm hand clamped over her mouth compressing it shut tight as a warm, gentle thumb stroked lightly against her swollen clit. The moment the touch happened Gabriella felt her heart stop. The room disappeared around them. She existed in a space which defied time and existence itself. Pleasure beyond her wildest imagination short-circuited her brain ending her internal monologue for the moment. She bucked and writhed in Mary’s tight grasp, feeling eternally grateful that the larger, stronger girl prevented her from doing anything embarrassing out there in the unseen epochs of the real world which existed beyond her body. It felt like an eternity of dancing in the waves of the most beautiful ocean anyone could ever imagine before her body started to return once more to her mind. Gabriella realized she was staring vacantly into Mary’s face. Gabriella couldn’t remember the last time she had blinked and hoped it hadn’t been too long, but suspected it may have also been that she had her eyes shut tightly until just now. Mary smiled down at her warmly as Gabriella started to become aware of her own breathing, heaving her chest up and down within the confines of her dress. Mary spoke something to her, but Gabriella was only vaguely aware of it as she felt infinitely more awareness of Mary’s fingers wiggling around inside her pussy. Mary’s fingers stretched deliciously against the aching, pulsating smooth muscles inside Gabriella caressing and soothing the poor, hungry things.

“I’m going to pull out from you. Take a deep breath and brace yourself.” Mary instructed. Gabriella nodded as she felt Mary slowly retract her fingers out from within Gabriella’s womanhood. Like some bizarre, suction cup from a deep sea creature, Gabriella’s pussy screamed angrily at such abandonment and tugged back at Mary’s fingers yearning for them to stay probably for the rest of Gabriella’s life, if her pussy could have its way. The shocking wash of cold loneliness caused her to give one more shuddering gasp as her pussy closed back in upon itself with nothing to hold it open. Mary slid her hand soothingly out from under Gabriella’s dress and released her grasp over Gabriella’s mouth.

“You good?” Mary asked.

Gabriella nodded weakly. Mary smiled at her saying “you deserved that. In fact, you deserved better. It should have been Martin’s cock making your leg shake, not my sorry ass fingers tickling your lonely clit.”

“Thank you, Mary.” Gabriella whispered out between pants. She noticed her leg was shaking even though she did not give it any signal to shake mentally. It continued to spasm sporadically beyond her control as Mary shifted herself back over and surreptitiously wiped her sticky fingers on the soft, absorbent cloth of the settee. “Looks like our boy, Martin, got nicely taken care of too.” Mary said.

“I told you it would work.” Tia said proudly holding her breasts tight together with her left hand. A puddle of white sticky liquid sat between them as well as clung to across her face, neck, and upper chest where Martin had sprayed her in his fit of ecstasy. Tia stepped away from the settee where Martin lay sprawled with his chest heaving in exhausted exhilaration. Maya followed Tia saying, “oh, let me taste. I want to know how salty it is.” Tia stuck her finger in the cum puddled between her breasts and brought it to her mouth saying “No. I pumped my tits all over his cock for this treat. Go get your own cum.”

“I kissed him while he came. I did half the work, I get half the cum.” Maya protested.

Tia rolled her eyes but obediently stepped up to her friend holding her breasts out saying “Fine. Have a lick if it will stop you from pestering me about it. For my part, I plan to never wash my chest again.” Mary watched as Maya ran a finger along Tia’s left breast collecting up some of the sticky, white cum before sticking it into her mouth saying “wow, that is salty. I mean, not fine dining by any stretch of the imagination but when you ignore where it comes from it’s not really a terrible flavor at all.” Tia took up another scoop and slurped at it saying “Do you have any clue how few men are left uncastrated? This shit right here is rarer than caviar. If it wasn’t so fucking illegal, we could sell this stuff and girls would pay top dollar for it.”

Maya grabbed up a little more and squeezed it curiously between her fingers watching the cum form streamers saying “Martin’s fully loaded and intact. That means there’s millions of sperm in this single drop. One drop inside our vaginas and we could end up pregnant with an illegal baby.”

Tia muttered, “bloody shame too. This is fun and all, but I do want to know what that quivering cock actually feels like inside of me, not just my mouth or breasts. Alas, some evidence of illegal activities is harder to hide than others.”

Mary stepped past them saying, “my turn with the Martin.”

Maya said “sorry, the Martin is temporarily out of order.” Tia laughed saying, “yeah, that boy is going to need a lo-o-o-ong reset time after what we just did to him. I think he just left half his balls on my chest here.”

Mary smiled congenially saying “I can wait. Besides, what I want to experience doesn’t involve his cock anyhow.”

Continued in “Gabriella Gelds Her Guest Part 2: Mary’s Fantasy”
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