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Continued from “Gabriella Gelds Her Guest 1: Gabby’s First Taste”

Martin smiled at Mary weakly as she stood before him. Sitting there naked on the couch, with his freshly drained cock still bearing a few drops testifying to the incredible experience Tia had just given his manhood between her breasts, Martin felt small looking up across Mary’s tall, athletic body. Her dark, beautiful skin and taught powerful muscles seemed oddly mis-matched to her one-shouldered green dress that fit her poorly.

Martin took a deep breath saying, “I’ll need a moment.”

Mary replied, “quite alright.” He watched as she took a seat next to him on the couch and waited patiently for her turn to have a sexual experience with the boy and his doomed testicles. They sat in silence for a few seconds, neither one sure how to start. Normally their conversations consisted of court ball statistics and Martin excitedly asking Mary for the play-by-play of the very games she played center position in and him, as a boy, was not allowed to participate in or attend. Holding such a conversation felt improper to both of them during an illegal sex party.

Finally, Martin spoke up, “have you ever had a moment where every beautiful dream you could ever imagine came true all at once and the only regret you feel is that you can’t take this incredible pleasure, bottle it up, and spread it out more evenly across your life?”

Mary watched as Gabriella, sitting on the couch across the way from them, slowly regained enough control of her body and righted herself. She began to shift over for Tia and Maya to join her on the couch. As Gabriella moved, a dark stain on the couch between her legs became evident and so she sat back down on top of it, hiding the evidence of her pleasure at Mary’s fingers as Tia proudly showed off the evidence of Martin’s pleasure which now lay cloying onto her supple breasts.

Mary muttered, “some old habits die hard.”

“Come again?” Martin asked.

Mary shook her head and said, “I’ve had pleasure before. A girl’s fingers, a girl’s tongue... Of course, never anything as intense as what you’re having tonight.”

“I don’t deserve it.” Martin muttered. Mary looked at him closely. He continued, “you girls are all so powerful, beautiful, and amazing. You girls have magical abilities to create intense pleasure using your bodies and all of you are using that amazing power up on me, when I’m just an average bloke with nothing special.” He reached down and cupped his own balls thoughtfully for a moment saying, “pretty soon, I’ll be even less special. I don’t deserve the lot of you.”

“You also didn’t deserve to be kicked in the balls by my girlfriend.” Mary said quietly.

“I’m sorry about my behavior earlier tonight. Brittany was right. That kick was over a year ago, I should have grown up and moved on. Just, seeing her tonight wearing that same outfit as she was at the time and now I have to expose the very parts of me she almost broke with her foot…” Martin shuddered saying, “I’m sorry you had to see that freak out. I thought you knew. In part, I felt that kept me safe. Despite my terror, she never kicked me again. I just have this memory of running down the school halls, desperate to get away. Pleading with her to stop. I felt myself running out of breath watching her tight, powerful body closing in on me with that manic smile on her face. That hard foot and feeling the cold linoleum floor as I lay upon it crying in pain…” He curled slightly inward and muttered despondently, “and that horrible giggle of hers letting me know much she enjoyed hurting me.”

“I’m breaking up with her.” Mary said firmly.

Martin looked over at her. Mary’s lower lip quivered as she said, “You were her friend, and she did that to you. I thought it was bad enough that she lied to me about it, but knowing that she was smiling and giggling about it too. Martin, that’s sociopath territory. Yes, you’re a boy, but you’re also a person, and she knew you. She knew you personally and she laughed at your pain. I no longer care how fucking gorgeous she is on the outside, I can’t date a monster.”

Martin shivered lightly and said, “I didn’t mean to break you up.”

“You didn’t. She made her own choices. All you did was tell me the truth. Thank you for that.” Mary said with a hint of finality in her voice.

They sat there for a moment watching Gabriella, Tia, and Maya chatting with each other on the couch opposite from them.

“I’m not exactly giving you a very sexy conversation here, am I?” Mary said with a mirthless chuckle. She reached up and smoothed back a piece of errant hair from her face saying, “I suppose it’s a lost cause anyhow. I never grew big, soft breasts like Tia’s. Of course, up until right now I would have considered boobs nothing more than a painful annoyance slowing me down on the court. I guess I can at least keep you company until one of the pretty girls can come back over here and pleasure you again. Maya seemed to be a good kisser, I bet her mouth will feel nice for you.”

“That’s just as well. I don’t feel like taking you rough right now anyhow.”

“Oh, that’s right. I did ask you to take me rough earlier, didn’t I?”

Martin chuckled saying, “Yeah, I’m not quite sure where that came from.”
 

“A book I read.”

“That must have been one hell of a book.”

“Damn well better be. I bought it for twenty quid from the Bestwood Cartel.”

Martin’s eyes went wide, “holy shit, an illegal cartel book?”
 

Mary smiled mischievously, “Very pre-war and very illegal. The cover and first few pages were ripped off, so I don’t know the title. It’s about a young woman who falls in love with a mysterious billionaire man.”

Martin sat up a bit, “Mary, a book like that could get you in trouble.”

Mary waved a dismissive gesture saying, “Don’t worry I hid it well. Anyhow, in the book, the billionaire ties the woman down to a specially made bed in a pleasure room so she’s unable to move. He then wraps a blindfold around her eyes. She’s scared, but she trusts him and the thought of giving her body over to a man makes her wet. Then, he starts spanking her. At first the spanking hurts, but after a while she starts to enjoy it. Eventually, he spanks her so much that she orgasms. By the time he’s done, she’s begging him to tie her up and spank her again. She ends up agreeing to be his sex-slave so he can dominate her body as much as he likes for the rest of her life. The last page leaves with a cliffhanger so, I think there’s a sequel. I asked the cartel girl about it, but she only offered to eat me out for ten quid.”

Martin nodded and said, “I doubt the cartel has a comprehensive library in that alley behind the liquor store. Please don’t tell me you took the cartel girl up on that offer.”

Mary twisted up her face saying, “Martin, you know me better than that. I’m not paying some hepatitis-infested criminal for a lick in the old axe wound. Besides, for me, sexy birds are available on tap. Imagine all those screaming groupies cheering me on after slamming down a game-winning dunk. Any one of them would love to scream between my sheets at night. Of course, the one bird I did pick to warm my bed turned out to be bloody mental, so maybe I don’t have that good of taste in girls after all.”

Martin shrugged and Mary gestured towards him continuing, “The important thing is that book made me think about something new. Something I had never even imagined before. The words in that book brought the image to life in my mind and, to this day, I still can’t get that picture out of my head. I imagine myself there, tied up on that billionaire’s pleasure bed, screaming as he spanks me over and over again.” Mary’s face turned soft as she trembled lightly and her breath quickened. Her voice dropped to a whisper as she continued “Martin, I don’t know why I like that thought so much. It makes me wonder if there’s something wrong with me perhaps or maybe that’s why books like that are illegal in the first place. They make girls like me start to think weak-willed thoughts. Still, the thought of giving my body over to a man, the image of myself being helpless while I lay there feeling him punish me over-and-over again…”

Mary’s whole body began to shiver. She bit her lower lip and pressed her legs tightly together continuing, “the way my body feels when I think about it…well… that doesn’t lie.” She looked at Martin and continued, “I always thought that this fantasy would never be anything more than just that. However, sitting here next to a boy with his bullocks still attached, at an illegal sex party where anything goes. I just got to thinking that…”

Mary trailed off as she looked across the way at the other girls. Pale little beauties, with perky pink tits and soft, delicious bodies lines in a row ripe for Martin to pluck one out and have his way with her. A wave of self-consciousness flowed through Mary’s mind. The girl in the book was cute and helpless, not an athletic giant. Mary gritted her teeth as she contemplated how the only times she ever got ‘punished’ by another person was when an opposing center would body check her mid-dribble. That sure as hell didn’t feel orgasmic.

She sighed and said, “I… I don’t know what I was hoping for.”

Martin shrugged and opined, “It’s too bad that I’m not a billionaire with a pleasure room.”

Mary asked “Wait… you’re… willing?”

Martin looked at her as she reached up tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear nervously. Her delicate ego hung on a thread.

“Uhh…yes, I mean, tonight’s a night for making fantasies come true, is it not?”

“Have you fantasized about spanking me before?” Mary asked with glittering hope in her voice.

Martin gritted his teeth and said, “uhh… no, not that... specifically.”

Mary dropped her head dejected but Martin bravely reached over and placed a warm hand on her thigh. Her eyes trailed up along his arm and naked chest to his face as he said, “but I have fantasized about you before.”


“Really?”

Martin nodded and he continued, “Mary, this sounds like something you would really enjoy. If I can give an experience to a friend that she wants to try out, then I say let’s bloody do it. Besides…” He gestured towards his stiffening cock as he continued, “it’s starting to sound a bit appealing to me. Like a strange reversal of the natural order of things. Unfortunately, we’re at a disadvantage already in that I don’t quite have a billion pounds and a pleasure room.”

Mary quivered in anticipation as she spoke, “Maybe just a simple spanking, only to see if it even works. I mean, hell, me mum spanked me when I was a small child, and I sure didn’t orgasm then.” She frowned lightly and continued, “there’s a good chance that book is bloody rubbish. Still, this will probably be my only chance to find out if getting spanked by a man really does feel amazing.”

Martin gritted his teeth saying, “One other problem. I have no idea how to spank a woman to orgasm. I just assumed it would hurt.”

Mary turned towards him on the couch saying, “It’s like a ball-game, right, Martin. It’s all about mind-set. Think of it this way. I…” She held up her hands and began counting on her fingers. She reached ten and then started counting on them again occasionally looking up and muttering in memory “…had sex twenty-three times…er… oh, yeah… last Tuesday. Twenty-four times with the monster that hurt you so badly. You should give me one good, hard spanking for every time that I had sex with your enemy.”

“Yeah, but she lied to you. You didn’t know.”

“I still feel bad about it and either way it works. If I orgasm on your lap, I will have a good time orgasming. If I don’t orgasm, then well…” She blew out a sigh and said, “maybe we can both feel a little better with you getting some justice for what she did to you.”

Mary’s eyes began to twinkle as her lips curled up at the edges. “But think of it, Martin. If this works, I’ll lose all control. You’ll have my helpless, orgasming body writhing around pathetically on your lap.” Mary’s eyes went wide as she continued, “I’ll be completely unable to protect myself. I’ll be fully at your mercy, the mercy of a man with throbbing, powerful testicles attached to his body filling his blood with lust and hate.” Mary began to shiver and looked over at Martin who gave her a surprised look. She regained a bit of control over her fantasy forcing her mind back into the real world as she whispered to him in breathy anticipation, “have you ever seen a helpless girl writhing in orgasm on your lap before?”
 

“Seen a girl orgasm?” He gestured around the room saying, “this is the first night I’ve ever even seen a girl naked.”

Mary beamed at him, “I’ve had a girl shivering in helpless orgasm in my lap before. It’s bloody beautiful. The thought of being that girl for you…” She trailed off with a far-away look.

“Sounds lovely.” Martin offered up.

Mary nodded “If there’s going to be any kind of chance for this to work though, I need you to do it just like the way he does it in the book.”

“How… did the billionaire bloke do it in the book?”
 

“First, I need to be tied up. At least a little bit.” Mary said, looking around the room. Martin reached over and plucked his long, black sock off the end-table and frowned at it, “not quite a pleasure dungeon. At least it is quite fresh. I grabbed socks from the laundry right before coming here and you girls stripped me of them soon after my arrival.”

“It will work.” Mary replied.

She held out her hands wrists together and Martin pulled the sock out as tight as the cloth would allow wrapping the black fabric around her wrists before looping the remainder between them and tying the sock together as tight as he could muster. Mary sat quietly watching Martin bind her wrists together. Her eyes grew wide, and a smile spread across her face.

“It feels so strange to tie you up.” Martin muttered.

“This feels so exciting to get tied up.” Mary replied.

She gave her new sock-cuffs a few provisional struggles and smiled at how well her hands were bound together even from the simple, stretchy fabric. Deep down inside she knew she could probably flex free from the binding if she really needed to, it was just a sock after all. Hardly the leather and chain bindings of a billionaire’s pleasure dungeon. She lifted her bound hands and looked across them at Martin asking quietly “is it a little bit sexy to tie me up?”

Martin twisted his lips thoughtfully and replied, “a little bit. I’m still getting used to this fantasy. I’ve never really thought of forcing you to submit to anything before. But, for your sake, I’ll give a good honest, effort. What should I do next?”

“Command me. Order me to lie across your lap and tell me how badly you’re going to punish my naughty ass.”  Even feeling the words leave her mouth excited Mary as her face flushed at the prospect of even having the nerve to attempt such a deranged fantasy with a boy.

“Mary Jessica Williams…” Martin said sternly. Mary’s heart skipped a beat as she heard her full name spoken with deep authority. It had come. Time to be punished for what she had done wrong. Her fate was in the hands of the powerful man. She told herself these things and tried to imagine that she was face-to-face with a confident billionaire rather than a teenage boy about to be castrated.

He continued with as much bravado as he could, “lay across my lap and prepare to have your…”  He chuckled then recomposed himself saying, “…naughty ass punished.” 

“Yes, sir.” Mary replied with as much breathy submissiveness as she could manage.

Martin slid a bit forward on the couch presenting his knees and his slightly stiffening cock as Mary stood up alongside him holding her tied hands in front of her. She looked down the unnervingly long distance at the boy beneath her and a twinge of bodily regret filled her heart once more. She wished she could be a lithe little thing, a small and submissive creature that the larger, dominant man would just pick up, drape over his lap and punish mercilessly. However, multiple healthy growth spurts combined with years of chasing higher vertical leaps and faster rebounds meant that the upcoming ‘punishment’ was going to look almost comical as she would lay her expansive, powerful body across Martin’s merely average-sized frame. Still, tonight was the closest she would ever come to having the experience of the book’s fantasy, and she wasn’t going to waste it.

She carefully slid her body over his lap perpendicular to him extending her tied hands in front of her. Her chest and arms sat propped up by a few helpful throw pillows, but her torso extended such that her head leaned off the edge of the couch itself. Still, she felt her hips rest warmly on his lap and the delicious vulnerability of her short-skirt stretching ever-so dangerously across her thighs. She started to wiggle her hips lightly feeling the delicious warmth of his body beneath her midsection. Even more promising, the faint bulge of his cock pressing slightly upward into her abdomen through the fabric of her dress. Her initial instinct was to flex away fearing that some residual dampness might still reside there from Tia’s earlier ministrations, but she forced this instinct away from her mind. The dress would dry and, if nothing else, having a spot of boy’s semen on it would be a nice souvenir from the evening. Internal conflict wrestled briefly within her mind as she contemplated a simple decision…

dress on or dress off.

On one hand the cloth would deaden the blow a little bit and make the spanking hurt a bit less. On the other hand, it would be sexier if Martin’s hand directly landed on her ass itself and she knew for a fact that the ‘doomed to submission’ heroine in her book had been fully naked when the billionaire spanked her.

“yell at me for trying to protect myself during my punishment and hike up my dress.” Mary whispered to Martin.

“Mary, this is a wretched showing. When I say prepare for a spanking, I mean your dress should be proper hiked. There’s no point in trying to protect yourself, young lady. Your ass will be singing in pain soon enough.”

Mary frowned. Martin’s impromptu script was clearly more inspired by bitter nursemaids than billionaire sadists.

“Stand up so I can lift your skirt. You are to present your ass to me properly prepared to receive its punishment.”

Mary bit her lower lip and a faint twinge of excitement warmed her abdomen at those words. The commanding tone in his voice felt more comforting to her fantasy than his initial admonishment. She pushed herself back up to a partially crouched position and looked down at Martin who was staring hungrily at her hips. Her heartbeat loudly in her chest as she realized she was going to let him do it too. He was going to lift her skirt and see her underwear. Slowly, Martin gently pinched the hem of Mary’s dress with trembling hands. A strange irony filled Mary’s mind, she had presented her ass to girls before, gorgeous girls at that, but now she quivered like a virgin in front of Martin’s longing eyes. With a bit of effort, he slid the skirt of her dress up over her rounded buttocks feeling the stretch of the fabric slip over her skin. Pride entered her heart as she watched his eyes light up. She glanced down between his legs and saw his cock growing full stiff.

“Holy fuck, I made a boy hard.” Mary whispered to herself. She smiled warmly to herself as she stretched her body, now with skirt hiked up around her belly and her smooth, round ass deliciously exposed directly across Martin’s lap. She slid her legs out alongside the settee and rested the curled tips of her toes on the floor supporting the bulk of her body weight directly on Martin’s lap. She felt his hard cock prodding warmly against her lower abdomen, just bare centimeters away from her damp, labial lips.

Martin stared at the incredible sight before him. Mary’s dark, rounded buttocks were adorned with a thin, lacey thin-sheer panties which boasted little more than a thin strip of embellished ribbon descending delicately across the middle of her butt crack and connecting to equally thin and elegant strip of ribbon wrapped about her waist. He only saw it briefly before she lay back down across him but the fact that these connected to a sheer panel barely a millimeter thick which covered her most sacred of womanly spaces was not lost on him. Of all the things he desperately wanted to do to the gorgeous body parts laid submissively across his lap, punishing the sweet mounds of powerful flesh didn’t even rank in the top ten. He felt the incredible heft of her body weight pressing sweetly against his lap and his ripening cock pressing upward expectantly into her soft, warm flesh. After decades of being nowhere even close to having access to a girl to have one just so openly and freely offer her body to him like this felt thrilling beyond even his wildest imagination. Beating such a magically sensual offering felt anathema to all the organized will of any sane universe and yet, that was oddly what was expected of him.

“What you said earlier was rubbish. You do not wear the same underwear as me” Martin murmured breaking from his character of domination.

Mary smiled and replied, “I only wear boxer-briefs on the court, Martin. This is a special night, called for special panties.” She adjusted herself a little and rested her dark face on top of her bound hands feeling the strangely comforting sensation of the fabric against her cheek.

“Your panties are beautiful.” Martin murmured.

Mary gasped as she felt the caress of warm knuckles press slightly against her buttocks and trembling fingers slide beneath the lacy hem of her panties. His fingers danced dangerously close to the crack of her buttocks for a moment and all the playful bullshit about pretend billionaires and sock-bondage disappeared in the moment that a boy was touching her ass and she could do nothing about it.

She swallowed hard as dangerous thoughts swirled in her mind while he toyed with the lacy string of her panties. She reminded herself that a good athlete like her should spend the next few years playing under a college scholarship, not raising an illegal child. A baby would be one party souvenir she couldn’t afford to have. The thin sheer panel of her panties was all that protected her from such a disastrous fate as Martin’s fully intact balls and fertile sperm could almost certainly make a mother out of her. She couldn’t trust her pussy. If it had the chance, it would gladly swallow the ripe, delicious cock and enjoy the glorious sensation of ruining her life. As Martin caressed her buttocks making her salivate from both ends, Mary prayed that her womanhood would remain in the thin cage of fabric that protected it.

He slid his hand back from her buttocks saying, “Sorry. I suppose I’m quite distracted.”

Mary shook in nervous anticipation saying, “don’t be.”

“Can I ask you a favor?”

“What?”

“Before I spank you, can I explore your body just a little bit first?” Martin whispered to her. He continued softly “I’ve never seen the… well… inside of a girl before. I quite mean, under her clothing that is.” Mary pursed her lips in terror for a second. She felt more afraid of herself than Martin. It wasn’t like having sex with a girl where she could do whatever the hell she wanted. Here there was legitimate danger. One quick swing of the hip, a slide over of her panties, the delicious warm feel of his cock sliding inside her body and… bam…

Welcome to motherhood.

“Just be very careful.” Mary instructed.

“Oh, don’t worry. I won’t hurt you… I mean, not until we do that book-billionaire spanking thing you were talking about.”

“I mean be careful not to make me pregnant.” As the words left Mary’s lips, she closed her eyes. A war raged wild and free throughout her body. Her mind congratulated her on being smart enough to avoid obvious danger. Her womanhood scolded her for ruining the beauty of the moment. She could not think clearly, trapped as she was between the unstoppable force of desire and immovable object of prudence. Her fate now rested in the fingers, cock, and balls of a boy. If he chose to penetrate her womanhood for his own pleasure, she knew she could not muster up the will to stop him given that so much of her body would want him to succeed.

“oh.” Martin said sounding a bit surprised at the implications of her words.

She felt a warm hand rest softly on her ass and her desire trembled at his touch. Her mind railed against her, and her eyes already began to grow misty as she felt like she rested her neck on an executioner’s block awaiting the delicious, sweet sensation of her life coming to an end.

Martin whispered lightly to her “Oh God, Mary, I wouldn’t want to do that to you. I didn’t even think about how close I am to your womanhood and how dangerous this could be.”

Her mind breathed a sigh of relief as the ax lifted away from her neck and a pardon was placed upon her soul. At the same moment, a strange animalistic desire for him to impregnate her welled up in her heart. She imagined feeling a small beating heart inside her own abdomen knowing that it was the magic of her own feminine power keeping it alive. She pictured panting her way through pressing out a beautiful child, new life borne into a cold universe. She fantasized about bringing the helpless little creature sweetly to her own breast and completing the cycle of rebirth. These primal urges, borne from eons of species-level survival instinct tugged at her mind shredding away at both the billionaire fantasies in cheap paper-back novels and the firm knowledge that all she imagined would come to pass during her incarceration for unlicensed sexual intercourse. Mary whimpered as her body shivered. Terror and desire simultaneously ripped at her mind leaving her feeling helpless as she lay there on his lap.

She felt his warm hand rest gently against her buttocks and massage them softly as he spoke “It’s just amazing to me because a woman’s power has always been something so remote and so rare that I had never even prepared for the possibility of seeing one in person. Yet, here it is, a woman’s sexual core just lying here right on my lap like a birthday cake or something.” She felt his hand curve slightly lower along the curve of her buttocks with his warm fingers coming to rest between her legs right on top of the thin veneer panel over her pussy. Her lips salivated at his touch, but not the lips on her face.

“Thank god you’re so smart, Mary. I wasn’t even paying attention to what could happen here. If it had been up to my idiot mind, I might have ruined the future of my close friend. They are right that women really are smarter, stronger, more responsible, and just better than men.” His fingers quivered lightly across her labia neither leaving nor proceeding inward or sliding around her panties to lay grasp of her delicate prize. He suddenly withdrew his hand back to her inner thigh as he continued speaking.  “Oh, shit that was close. It’s good that I’m going to lose my balls. Thank you for protecting me from making a horrible decision. God knows what damage I could have done to a wonderful girl like you who is just being nice to me. The test was right. I’m not responsible enough to have testicles.”

In the moment, Mary didn’t feel particularly smart or responsible. She bit down hard on her tongue to keep herself from begging him to put a baby inside her. Her only hope was to let her final words to Martin play out their remaining roles.

She felt his hand slide back and rest on her thigh as he said, “I should do what you told me to do. Just know that slapping your beautiful body feels like being handed the most elegant piece of rare crystalline jewelry and then smashing it with a cricket bat.”

Mary let out a shuddering sigh as a core reality entered her mind crystallizing the deranged and borderline mental thoughts running through it. She saw herself clearly now, laying there with her ass and womanhood exposed and vulnerable. She did not lay across the lap of a billionaire or just some sperm-loaded boy. She lay across the lap of Martin. With this fresh insight she finally found words again.

“Martin.” Mary said quietly.

“Yes, Mary?”

“You’re a horrible billionaire.”

She looked back over her shoulder at him and smiled broadly holding back tears as she continued, “but you are a wonderful friend.” He smiled back at her, and she swallowed hard.

That had been too close.

Somewhere, out in the multiverse, the terrifying tango they just performed together along the razor-sharp cliff’s edge of desire had failed. In that universe, Mary’s mind had succumbed to the sirens call of ancient, primal urges. Gabby pleaded with them to stop as Mary mindlessly rode Martin’s cock to her own illegal motherhood.

She returned to looking forward again and said with a chuckle, “let’s find out if I lost twenty quid on a book of absolute rubbish.”

“Ready?” Martin asked.

“Don’t ask, just do it.”

Slap!

“What the fuck is he doing to her?” Tia gasped looking up to see Martin slapping Mary’s bare ass and hear her whimper out a stifled scream.

“Oh, my god! He’s hurting her! Has he gone fucking mental!” Gabriella gasped, but Maya calmly said, “nah. They’re just doing that one scene from ‘A Billionaire Bullied My Buttocks.’”

Both girls looked at Maya in shock.

She looked back between them before blushing and turning away.

“So uh, yeah, about the-” Maya stammered, desperately trying to change the subject.

“Maya?”  Gabriella asked, letting the word catch slowly in her mouth.

“Yes.”

“What book did you say that was?”

“ummm… A Billionaire…uh… Bullied My…ummm… Buttocks” Maya stammered out.

“And you saw this book where?” Gabriella asked.

“Oh, you know, places where there are books.”

“Like, a library?” Gabriella asked with a skeptical cringe.

Tia said, “That’s no book I’ve ever seen in the library. And I would have definitely noticed THAT book in our library.”

“Well, yes, it’s not in the school library.” Maya replied.

Gabriella asked slowly, “then…how did you get this book?”

Maya shrugged saying, “I like to read. You know, I read everything and anything and…”

Tia cut her off saying, “What Gabby is asking is which street gang you bought it from of so she can get a copy for herself.”

“Am not.” Gabriella protested.

“Uh-uh, yeah, sure.” Tia scoffed, sarcastically.

“Doesn’t matter. And before you ask, no I don’t have it anymore. The cover got ripped off when some mugger stole it from me. It’s probably all just bloody rubbish anyhow.” Maya said with a disdainful snort.

Tia leaned in close asking, “tell me more about this bloody rubbish.”

Gabriella asked, “Yeah, what the hell is Martin doing to Mary?”

Maya sighed saying, “Fine. According to the book, if a woman gets spanked enough times by a man she will orgasm.”

“Spanked?!” Gabriella asked in shock.

“Does it work?” Tia asked with a twinkle of excitement in her eye.

Maya gestured towards Mary and Martin saying, “I suppose we’ll find out.”

“Did that feel good?” Martin asked.

“No, that hurt like hell.” Mary gasped as she panted into her tied hands as she leaned over the edge of the couch.

“This is bloody rubbish, Mary. You got scammed by the cartel. I don’t want to hurt your ass like permanently or something.”

“That was just the first hit. In the book it took several.” Mary replied.

“But what if I hurt you for real?” Martin protested.

She regulated her breathing and continued, “I have a vertical leap of forty-eight centimeters, Martin. There’s no way your hand is going to permanently damage my ass.” She continued quietly to herself saying, “which is too bad because it would be sexy as hell if I couldn’t sit down for a week.”

“Fine then, Ready?” Martin asked.

“Don’t ask me if I’m ready. This is supposed to be a punishment. You’re supposed to hold your hand over my bare, delicate ass until I can’t withstand the tension anymore. Then you swing it down arcing electric sparks of pain through the core of my womanhood driving my soul from my body in ecstasy. Then you dangle your powerful hand it over my vulnerable ass leaving me in suspense not knowing when to expect the next deliciously brutal strike.”

“Damn, this sounds like one hell of a book.” Martin mused.

“For twenty bloody quid, it better be.” Mary grumbled.

Mary lay there for a moment staring over the edge of the couch at the ornate rug on the floor wondering if Martin had just outright changed his mind and wasn’t going to spank her anymore. She started to turn around to ask him about this when.

Slap!

She clamped her teeth down on the scream turning it into a hiss of pain followed by a wide-eyed gasp.

“Count for me, wretched girl. How many times have I punished your ass?” Martin spoke firmly to her in his best, fake billionaire voice.

“Two.”

“And how many times have you given your treasured womanhood over to a psychopathic monster.”

“Twenty…four.” Mary gasped out. Fear filled her heart and at the same time a rousing sensation of accomplishment. Finally, Martin was getting into the character and her fantasy was coming true. The only downside was his hand slaps legitimately hurt, but she couldn’t wuss out now. She had to take all the pain he could dish out if she was going to reach the orgasm at the bottom of the spanking of her bottom.

“Good girl.” He purred inside her ear, and she closed her eyes letting her mouth fall slack at those incredibly beautiful words. Any bodily orifice she owned at that point could have been his to penetrate and she prayed he wouldn’t take advantage of the incredibly unfair power he had over her. For all his blabbering about the magic of womanhood and the beauty of her ass, Martin clearly had no clue how much powerful magic he had himself.

“Keep counting for me. If you lose count, we start over. Now to decide, will I just spank your left butt cheek over and over again until it is swollen and bruised or will I alternate between left and right maximizing the searing pain in each. Perhaps I’ll slap right down the middle between them and punish the very womanhood you shared with a monster. Your powerful muscles might protect your butt cheeks but there’s nothing to protect your delicate little asshole and pussy. That monster gave you pleasure, but I’ll repay your naughtiness with agony. Regardless the decision as to what to do with your beautiful ass and pussy is mine. All you can do is wait there in terrified suspense until I pick the part of you that I’m going to punish next.”

Mary felt her legs, all of their own accord, begin to spread open. Her mind dreaded the prospect, but her body clearly had masochistic hopes that Martin very much would agonize her brutally with a spanking of her sensitive womanhood. She shivered wondering what the experience of his fingers sending shockwaves of pain through her swelling clitoris would be like as she whispered “oh, my god, Martin.”

His voice shifted to normal as he asked “what? Too much? Aye, yeah, this feels like it’s too much.”

Mary shook her head and panted back “No. I think you might actually be able to spank me to orgasm.”

She arched her head back and panted at the air whispering, “keep me in agony until we find out together.”

Slap!

Mary sang out with an agonizing shriek the word “Three” as her left butt cheek danced under his powerful blow and pain whistled through her buttocks. Some inexplicable exhilaration followed behind the pain. It felt like plunging into the icy ocean and coming up into the crystalline air. It felt like a breeze that blew a dark cloud away from her body.

Slap!

Mary gasped “Fo-ur” sucking in the final syllable as her right butt cheek exploded in pain. It felt so wrong, so deliciously wrong and she wondered if the others were watching her humiliation. She dared not turn her head to look at the pretty short girls who had just sucked and titty-fucked Martin through his own glorious experiences. She didn’t want to have to explain herself to them as she had only barely managed to explain her deranged fantastical desire to Martin.

For a moment, nothing happened. Every few seconds Mary felt her body tighten in horrified expectation of the agony which was to befall it. Martin shifted slightly and she whimpered in expectation, but the dread-desired pain remained tantalizingly just outside her body.

Sla-orp!

Mary bucked her head down and bit hard onto the arm of the couch beneath her. The very fabric of her existence seemed to unravel in a glorious, insidious blow. Her arms and legs did nothing to protect the very core they were designed to keep sacred at all costs as Martin slapped his hand down hard right across the middle striking the delicate taint splaying a wave of pain through her buttocks and womanhood with his strike. Her body instinctively crumpled in on itself. The pain came accompanied by a disgusting tickle which threatened to turn into a loss of bladder control. True terror sank deep within her heart as she realized she still had nineteen more spankings to go. There was no way she would survive another blow down the middle without wetting herself.

“Too much, too much.” Mary pleaded weakly. She sniffed back the tear growing in her eyes as she turned to look at Martin over her shoulder saying, “I’m not woman enough for that yet.” Martin replied “I’m sorry, I thought you were…” Mary shook her head and said “I thought I was strong enough for it too. That’s probably how he spanked her in the book, but I guess I’m too young, too weak, or my pain tolerance is too low, for me to be spanked to orgasm by a man.”

She shivered and said, “all I know is that my womanhood can’t take another blow like that.”

“I’ll stop spanking you then. I’m sorry your evening got spoiled by some cartel rubbish book.”

“I didn’t say ‘stop.’” Mary replied.

Martin twisted his lips and looked at her in confusion. She reached up and wiped a tear away from her eye saying “I’m not upset at you for hitting me in the center. I didn’t stop you because I wanted to find out what it would feel like and, well, now I know that it’s too intense for me. But… the cheeks… the cheeks are good.”

“Really?” Martin asked.

Mary licked her lips before biting them lightly saying “it’s not… orgasmic…  in the traditional sense of the word. It’s more like I feel like I’m being cleansed. It’s like the pain is purifying me in some strange way. I don’t know how to explain it. Perhaps that sounds quite mental.”

Martin said soothingly “doesn’t sound any more mental than the fact that spanking you is making me hard. You’re my friend and I like you but the thought of punishing you feels incredibly erotic. I suppose you can quite feel it poking your belly now.”

Mary nodded saying “I feel it. Your cock feels comforting and terrifying all at once. It’s comforting knowing that my body can make a boy hard. It’s terrifying because of how badly I want to open my womanhood to the very thing which can ruin my future.”

“I wouldn’t want to do that to you.”

“I know and I appreciate that because I’ve already felt myself grow weak even just lying here.  I do want you to continue spanking me though. It feels like every blow is taking my soul on a journey. I want to find out what this purifying feeling is leading me to. You can drop the billionaire act, and just be yourself. My friend who is helping me discover sensations beyond my body. Let me travel nineteen more steps down this strange route of purification.”

Mary turned back to look over the edge of the couch saying, “I trust you to guide my journey by controlling my pain.”

“You ready for six then?”

“Yes.”

Pain coursed through Mary’s body. This time, she closed her eyes so she could appreciate it more fully. Not simply the feeling of pain but rather the total sensation of it. For a split moment, it felt as if her mind was separated from it. The room around her disappeared and she found herself, in some unreasonable mental state, standing on a rocky shore alongside a broad, crystal-clear lake. She stood there completely naked. Icy, crystalline sensations of cleansing pain flowed through her. The image began to fade from her mind, but Martin revived it for her with another slap across her buttocks. Some strange sensation of wetness trickling vaguely tickled the back of her mind as she knew somewhere back in the tortured body that she had just left, the crude, fleshy womanhood began to trickle vaginal fluids submissively making itself ready to be used by the man who had defeating her in battle and would soon take her life and make it serve his will by using her as a vessel for his child. Just as she began to consider where this bizarre thought came from, the pain returned again bringing her back to the lake. She knew her body was fine. Martin would take care of it for her. She had important business to do here as she needed to find out what the pain was teaching her. Her mind’s eye revealed she stood naked on the beach.  Not just naked of clothing but naked of… well… everything…

every desire

every plan

every sin

every emotion

every thought

She wondered if she was supposed to go swimming in the cold water as the image began to fade once more briefly before being brought back by a fresh dose of pain by her sweet Martin. Fear threatened her heart as she realized she had lost count of how many times he had hit her. She may not have many more blows left to journey along this vision quest. She became vaguely aware that, somewhere back in the real world, her body was whimpering and panting. Thankfully, Martin was ignoring this and letting her proceed. Her thoughts turned to Martin and with the next slap she opened her eyes more fully there on the beach and saw him standing before her too…

Completely naked.

She stared at him.

He wasn’t a man.

She wasn’t a woman.

They were both…

human.

Beyond the veil of desires, plans, sins, emotions, and thoughts, they looked exactly the same.

And he was beautiful.

She smiled at him in her vision and out in the real world a smile formed across her lips as tears trickled down her face.

The vision faded.

It didn’t come back.

“Martin… Martin…” She pleaded as she reached back a trembling hand towards him unwilling to open her eyes to the wretched crudeness of reality. She knew somewhere back in the disgusting real world she was nothing but a pathetic teenage girl getting slapped about in a cheap two-up-two-down as part of a disgusting, illegal sex party. She didn’t want that reality. She wanted to return to the beach.

“Please, please…” She pleaded.

“That was twenty-four, Mary.” Martin said to her quietly.

“I’m not ready to come back.” She whimpered. She shivered saying “Coming back is scary. I want to be there. I want to be with you.”

“I’m…uh… right here, Mary. What are you talking about?”

“I went… there.” Mary said finding it difficult to articulate the nature of her journey. Soreness began to spread through her buttocks. It was not the purifying kind of pain, just the regular, miserable kind. She knew that Martin was right to stop. No matter how amazing the journey had been for her mind, her body wouldn’t be able to sustain the damage required to stay there any longer.

She shivered and slowly opened her eyes, but everything appeared blurry through the tear-stained vision before her.

“Where is ‘there?’” Martin asked curiously.

“You were there. I saw you. In…a…place. A place beyond pain, beyond pleasure, beyond everything.” She wiped her tied hand against her tears and slowly began to rise up from his lap feeling twinges of pain trickled through her legs with her every movement. Perhaps the fantasy of having the innate souvenir of not being able to sit down for a week from the night’s activities would in fact become hers to own.

She slowly rolled over and held out her hands towards him. “I don’t need this anymore.” She whispered, nodding towards his sock tied about her wrists. Martin watched her face, wide-eyed and fanatical as he untied her hands. She immediately placed a shivering hand against Martin’s cheek. She felt his cock quiver slightly beneath her flesh. “I saw you. You’re a person. A human being just like me.” Mary whispered intensely as though this was a deep, metaphysical truth.

She smiled at Martin, and he smiled back. “Oh, god, it’s too bad you had to hurt my body for me to see this. But, my body, my body…” She whispered. She swallowed and continued “You’ve never even seen a pussy in person. Even sore, my body could make you so happy. It’s such a small thing and you would like it so much. What kind of friend am I for not sharing it with you, especially after you guided me so gloriously to see what I saw?”

Mary rose to her feet slowly but remained slightly hunched over from her sore ass. She unzipped her dress letting it fall to the floor without any hesitation. Martin briefly beheld her in the lingerie she had picked out earlier specifically to ‘give her confidence’ for the night as embossed white lace encased delicate brown curves of breasts, hips, and sweet pussy. Her beautiful sexuality fell only barely second to her power as he witnessed her long, muscular legs and strong arms towering over him. Her eyes remained glazed over and distant as she spoke “my underwear is pretty, but you’ve had plenty of cloth in your life. It’s time to give you the girl.” As quickly and casually as if she had been alone, Mary unlatched her bra and let it slide off displaying absolutely no fear or humiliation at letting her small breasts free and quickly slipped her panties down off her hips revealing her smooth, naked body to Martin’s amazed eyes.

She slowly lay back and merely sprawling her long, powerful body across the ornate rug on the floor. She let her legs fall open and swung her arms outward into a submissive T-pose spread across the floor. She closed her eyes and said, “my body is my gift to you, my sweet friend, Martin. Explore, learn, discover, enjoy whatever parts of it you want. It’s yours to have.”

Martin stared in amazement at the delicate lips of her vagina staring right at his face. For the benefit of Brittany, Mary always kept her body meticulously shaved and her beautiful, tight pussy was no exception. Terror filled his heart at how easy it would be…

Just get up…

Slide over her…

Shove it in…

Take from her the sweetest fruit of forbidden pleasure her body had to offer any man.

To his terror, his body began to move through this, too. He felt himself rising to his feet in order to ruin his friend’s life. A warm hand suddenly clamped down on his shoulder and he looked over it to see Gabriella staring at him intently. Tia and May stood by her side.

“Oh, God, Gabriella.” Martin gasped. He turned to look at where Mary still lay submissively sprawled open. “I almost…” He whispered.

“It’s okay.”

“Did you spank her to orgasm?” Tia asked quietly.

Martin shook his head. Apparently, the billionaire spanking orgasm thing was something all women intuitively knew, but never talked to him about. He said, “she said she… went somewhere, felt purified of her sins, and then…well… took off her clothes off and offered her body to me.”

“You okay, Martin?” Maya asked.

“I almost impregnated her.” Martin whispered shivering in fear.

He continued gesturing towards Mary saying, “Oh, god, she’s just… there… open… and… giving me her body. I almost put my cock inside her. I so badly want to find out what it feels like but… oh god, if I did. I would ruin the life of my friend. But still… If you hadn’t stopped me… I would have.”

Gabriella stepped in close to Martin staring at him intently as he continued, “they’re right. They’re right about us men. I can’t control it. It’s like it controls me. Even after all the wonderful things you all have done to me, my greedy manhood wants to destroy Mary’s future just to find out what she feels like on the inside.”

Gabriella looked down at his hard, quivering cock thoughtfully before looking back up into his eyes. He continued “Thank god your sister will be castrating me soon, that way I can’t hurt anyone. But I’m scared, Gabriella. You girls are in danger. I don’t know if I can protect you from myself. What if I hurt one of you girls tonight? What if I get one of you pregnant and ruin your lives? I don’t want to do that to you, but I may not be able to stop myself.”

“You’ve never felt around the inside of a woman with your fingers before, have you?” Gabriella asked quietly.

Martin shook his head.

“Never tasted a woman before?”

Martin shook his head.

“Never…seen…a woman orgasm before?” Gabriella asked, haltingly.

Martin shook his head and asked, “when would I have?”

Gabriella breathed out a sigh of relief. Clearly, he had not bothered to look up earlier in the evening to see how Mary herself was putting Gabriella in paradise.

She continued with a warm smile saying, “She gave her body to you as a gift. Imagine how hurt she would be if you refused the ultimate gift that any woman could give to a man. You should experience these things with Mary. Find out what her vagina is like. Discover how it feels to make a woman orgasm. See the incredible amazing sights of her womanhood that she is offering you.”

He began to speak saying “but what if I-” but she raised a finger saying, “We’ll go along with you as tour guides. I mean, what better people to help you explore a girl’s body than other girls.” She turned to Tia and Maya, both of whom remained topless. Maya still retained her pants while Tia had the black-leather thong under her skirt to protect her pussy. This wasn’t ideal, but still better than Mary’s complete nudity and Gabriella’s lack of panties beneath a too-short hem. Gabriella smiled at them and said to Martin, “We’ll protect you from yourself. We’ll make it so you can safely explore her womanhood and experience the new things with her body that you can without ruining her future.”

Martin asked, “you would do that…for me?” Gabriella smiled broadly saying “Of course. That’s what friends do for each other.”

“That’s so incredibly nice of you. Yes, I would love to experience what I can, but please make sure I don’t hurt her.”

Gabriella turned to Maya giving firm instruction “you’re the most responsible person I know. Do you think you can make sure his cock never enters Mary?” Maya swallowed hard and turned around wrapping her fingers around Martin’s cock. She said “Yes. I can help keep Mary safe. Martin, I’ll be keeping a hold of this for you, okay. I’ll keep you safe from penetrating her.”

“Thank you, so much.” Martin replied quietly. Maya instinctively brushed her thumb across his sensitive frenulum, and he shivered in pleasure.  She continued, “maybe I’ll find a safe way to give your manhood what it wants too. That might help you get control of yourself again, at least for a little while.” Martin smiled at her warmly. Gabriella turned to Tia saying, “can you be his tour-guide? Show him around Mary’s womanhood, introduce him the parts he doesn’t know about yet?” Tia replied chipperly saying, “sure, but what will you do?”

“I’m going to go talk with Mary a bit. I want to let her know about our plan. You guys go ahead. It’s not polite to leave a naked woman waiting to be touched for long.”

Tia looked at Martin and said, “Well, you’ve learned plenty about breasts from Maya and me, ah…who are we kidding…” Tia chuckled as she shimmied her impressive bosom lightly saying “...mostly from me but let me introduce you to Mary’s pussy. You got good control of his cock over there, Maya?”

“Yeah, I got my hands and eyes on it.” Maya replied.

“Great, come on down Martin and let’s check out Mary’s pussy.” At Tia’s direction he knelt between Mary’s sprawled open legs. He felt Maya shift and briefly adjust her hold so that she knelt behind him with her arm wrapped around his thigh and her hand wrapped protectively over his cock. He stared at the small plump lips protruding lightly from beneath a soft bulge right at the nexus of her crotch. It bore a small, wrinkled sliver of pink flesh protruding through the crack between them. “You did the right thing, by the way, telling us the truth here.” Tia said.

She reached over and placed her hand on Mary’s lips saying “This isn’t just some mouth or tits we can play about with. One drop of your sperm inside her here and she could very well become a mother to your child.”

“I almost did that to her too.” Martin said with a shudder.

“Don’t worry, I have a good hold of you back here, Martin. You’re not going to knock her up.” Maya spoke up.

“Thank you, Maya.” Martin replied. He swallowed hard and said “Okay, Tia, please teach me. What am I looking at here?”

Tia gently squeezed the plump lips and Mary moaned lightly above them. Gabriella looked up from where she sat next to Mary’s head saying, “she said she’s okay with you guys giving Martin a tour. The only thing she asked is don’t hit her butt. It’s obviously sore.”

“I kind of feel bad about that.” Martin said.

“It’s okay, you only did what she asked of you. Go ahead and give her lips a feel. Some of the parts underneath them are extremely sensitive so be gentle.” At Tia’s direction, Martin reached up and slowly massaged Mary’s labial lips feeling their flexibility and tension. Inevitably he spread them gently open seeing a complex overlapping of smaller, inner set of lips, double-triangular shaped flaps of flesh, and a small, dark hole descending deeper into her body.

“Holy shit.” Martin said.

“What?” Tia asked.

“You girls are built more complex than nuclear rockets or something here.”

Tia began to chuckle, and Maya laughed lightly as well.

“To think she asked me to slap this. God, this all looks so elegant. What if I had broken something?”

“Relax, it’s tougher than it looks. Remember, it’s designed to give birth to a baby. A few slaps from your hand aren’t going to permanently damage it. Especially not a large, Strong girl like Mary.”

Martin nodded saying “good to know. Can you point out a few points of what I’m looking at here?”

Tia nodded saying “well, we’ve got her inner labia here, her clitoral hood, her …”

Martin felt warm, soft flesh press down softly against his shoulder.

“Uh, you got a question in the back of the classroom there, Maya?” Tia said.

Martin peered over his shoulder to see Maya looking just as intently curious as he was at Mary’s sexual organs. “I’m just here to learn too.” Maya said using her free hand to push her glasses up her nose while keeping her other one wrapped around Martin’s cock.

“Learn? But… you’re a girl... You already have a vagina.” Martin said in confusion.

Maya nodded saying, “well, yes, but I’ve never seen it at this angle and in this good of lighting before. Besides, it’s not like I walk around with my head between my knees checking out my own vagina all the time.”

Tia rolled her eyes in annoyance.

Martin turned back to looking at Mary saying “Quite. Where does a man go in, though?”

Tia slid a finger across Mary’s spread open lips pointing to her vaginal opening saying “oh, that’s here.” Mary flinched at Tia’s touch. Tia looked up at her saying “sorry, Mary.”

Gabriella conversed with Mary quietly for a second before announcing “she says it’s fine. She hopes Martin is learning lots and having fun.”

“Yes, we are.” Maya announced chipperly before realizing just how deranged the response sounded.

Martin cringed at the sight of Mary’s vaginal opening whispering, “that’s it?”

He gestured for Tia to lean in close and Maya followed suit. He whispered, “Please don’t tell Mary I said this, because I don’t want to hurt her feelings, but Mary’s vagina is barely a centimeter wide.” He continued quietly saying, “Maybe she wasn’t in as much danger from me as I feared. There’s no way my cock would have fit inside that tiny thing.”

He twisted his lips thoughtfully for a moment before he continued “Wait! I get it. She’s just relaxed. When you girls get horny your vagina grow wider the same way I grow larger. That makes sense. God, I shouldn’t be judging poor Mary on her size when I grow and shrink so much myself.”

Maya laughed saying, “Mary literally ripped her clothes off, spread eagled her ass on the floor in front of you screaming ‘take my womanhood,’ and you think she isn’t horny?”

“That’s not the way it works, Martin.” Tia said with a chuckle. “We get wetter, not larger.”

“Then how would any man fit in this unless, am I… the wrong size or something?”

“No, no, your cock is fine.” Maya said giving his manhood an encouraging little squeeze.

Tia spoke up saying “It’s very stretchy. Just stick your fingers inside her and you can feel how stretchy she is inside.”

“What? Stick my fingers in her? Are you mental?”

“What do you mean?” Tia asked in confusion.

“It’s Mary’s body not a tub of biscuits. I can’t just go groping my hand around inside of some girl’s body.”

Maya said, “you were about to stick your cock inside her.”

Martin stammered, “yeah, but that… um…is different, I guess.”

Tia said “She’ll be fine, she’ll probably enjoy it a little bit. Just reach inside so you know what a girl feels like, at least with your finger.”

Martin held up his hand and peered at it thoughtfully with a frown saying, “shouldn’t I at least wash my hands first.” Tia snorted in annoyance saying, “just reach inside her already. It’s impolite to let a naked girl get bored.”

Martin said, “fine but if she gets an infection or some rubbish, it’s your fault.” Slowly Martin pressed his index finger into Mary’s vaginal opening, feeling the hot, pink flesh part invitingly around his finger. “bloody hell, it just keeps going.”  Mary groaned and shifted her hips forward a bit, chasing after his touch and helping to drive his finger deeper inside of her body. “Holy crap!” Martin said seeing his finger swallowed directly into his friend’s body up to his knuckles.

“See what I mean, stretchy?”

Martin slowly flexed his finger around inside her feeling the smooth, wet, muscular flesh inside. “So… wet. So… weird.” He murmured.

“Weird?” Tia asked. Of all the responses a boy should have to his first experience with a girl’s vagina, ‘weird’ didn’t seem to register as one of them.

Martin said “I mean, I’ve got my finger knuckle deep inside her body, but she’s okay, right? When the hell else could that possibly happen? Typically, just stabbing your finger deep inside of a person’s body would hurt them badly.”

Gently, Martin extended his middle finger as well and slowly pressed it into Mary. Mary groaned pleasurably and Gabriella gave him a sweet smile letting him know it was alright. “It almost feels like her body is sucking my fingers in slightly.” Martin said, feeling the subtle contractions of Mary’s womanhood closing about his fingers. He felt around a bit saying “it’s amazing how soft and spacious it is. Mind if I ask a daft question?”
 

Tia replied “oh, Martin, there is no such thing as a daft question.”

“As a girl, do you ever wonder about using your vagina for storing stuff?”

Tia squinted at him saying, “that is the daftest thing I’ve ever heard.”

Maya spoke up at the same time saying, “I’ve wondered about using mine for storage sometimes.”

Martin looked back and forth between Tia and Maya as Tia shook her head. Maya continued “I mean, it would have to be something relatively soft and very clean, but I always figured my vagina could be used for holding something very precious, if I needed to use it that way.”

Martin pulled his fingers out and Mary gasped with a shudder. “Oh, shit, what did I do?” Martin said. Tia said “dude, you got to warn a girl before you just leave her like that.”

“But I didn’t warn her when I was pushing my fingers in?”

“Going in is easy, coming out can be unpleasant. How to explain it? It’s like you suddenly go from feeling full to feeling empty and that’s a cold and scary feeling to face so quickly.”

“Should I put my fingers back in her?”

Tia shrugged saying “If you would like, but let’s keep this reasonable. Mary is being incredibly patient with the three of us are fucking around like tourists down here. Don’t let my casual demeanor fool you, you are literally staring at the most sacred and precious body part Mary owns.”

“You’re right, I should be respectful of the gift she gave me here.” Martin cocked his head to the side and continued. He spoke as pleasantly and casually as if he was purchasing a souvenir for a friend, “You know, I really should do something nice for her. Is there anything down here that I could do which she would enjoy?”

Tia gave a cunning little smile and Maya giggled.

Martin looked between the two of them and continued, “it’s a serious question. She was really hoping to get an orgasm from spanking, but it didn’t work, and I feel bad about letting her down. It would mean so much to her if I could find at least something pleasant to give her while she’s letting me have this incredible level of access to her womanhood.”

“Eat her out.” Maya and Tia said in unison.

“Eat her? Ouch? Come on you two, I’m being serious. Maybe I should just ask Gabriella for advice. God knows there has to be at least one girl who understands women in this room.”

Tia scoffed saying “No, eat her out means to lick her clitoris.”

“The… what?”

Tia gently plied Mary’s labial lips open a little further until she found a nub of flesh saying “yeah, this right here. Lick it with your tongue. Mary will love it, I promise.”

Maya spoke up saying, “that looks a little too far down to be the clitoris?”

“Of course, it’s the clitoris. Besides, I thought you were learning as well little miss back-of-the-classroom.” Tia scoffed.

“Well, if it will make her happy, I suppose I can do it.” Martin said before leaning his face forward and running his tongue along the subtle piece of flesh. Mary moaned and muttered something to Gabriella.

“Mary says Martin’s tongue feels nice and warm, but she wants to know why he’s licking her urethra.”

Martin made a quick spitting sound saying, “licking her what?”

Maya reached over Martin’s shoulder pointing saying “I told you that’s too low. That’s not the clitoris.” She pointed to a fold of flesh a little further up saying “That’s the clitoris.”

Tia protested “Are you kidding, that’s way too high to be anythi-”

Maya poked gently with her finger touching the tiny, pink nub of flesh. Mary instantly sang out in pleasure as her entire body shook.

“See, clitoris.” Maya said triumphantly.

Tia’s mouth fell open as she stammered in shock “holy crap! That is the clitoris.” She looked off thoughtfully saying “but… if I was licking too low then… oh my god, maybe that’s why Samantha broke up with me.”

Martin scoffed saying to Tia, “some tour guide you are.”

He then adjusted his position a little bit and licked a little further up. Mary quickly began moaning as Gabriella gently patted the side of her face. Martin stopped licking and rubbed at his tongue saying “tastes uhh…strange.” Maya said “don’t think about the flavor of it. Think about Mary. You’re doing this for her, same as when us girls suck your cock it’s something we’re doing pleasant for you.”

She continued saying “here, I’ll show you. Get up on your hands and knees and spread your legs a little.” Martin followed her instructions and brought himself up to a higher hands and knees position. Maya rolled over on her back and slid her body around beneath him lying between his legs. She scooched her body until her head was between his knees. His cock dangled just above her head as she held it in her hand. She looked up at him from the shadowed interior beneath his abdomen and said “think of Mary’s clit as like the bottom of your cock. It feels good when I do this, right?” She gently brought his cock down close to his mouth and lovingly ran her tongue along the sensitive frenulum on the bottom side of it.” Martin moaned saying “Yes. That feels wonderful.” Maya said “good, now do that to Mary’s clit up there. Trust me, she’ll love it.”

Maya watched over head as she saw, rendered upside-down due to their relatively awkward position, Martin gently licked Mary’s clit following the same pattern Maya had just done for his cock. Far away from her confines between Martin’s legs, Maya heard Mary’s moans of appreciation.

“Wonderfully done, Martin. Look down here.” He arched his back to look beneath his abdomen where Maya lay holding onto his cock. Maya said “I’m going to continue licking and sucking your cock. I want you to follow my lead, do everything I do to you but do it to Mary.”

“But I can’t really suck her though?” Martin said.

Maya replied, “For a suck do more like a kiss, big pucker of your lips, like this.” She puckered her lips and gently kissed the bottom of his cock. She continued “I’ll suck because that just makes more sense for a boy’s cock, but you plan to lick and kiss. Oh, one more thing that’s really important.”

“Yes?”

“If she looks down at you, look up and make eye contact.  Give her a nice smile if you can. Let her know with your eyes that you’re doing this for her and that you’re doing it because you want her to be happy. Eye contact is big in oral sex. It conveys intentionality. Like this.”

Maya stared directly into Martin’s eyes as she brought his cock into her sweet, small mouth and sucked in the smooth, tapered head of it before lapping at it longingly with her tongue. She let go of his cock with a kiss saying, “do you think you can do that for her?”

“I’ll try, but I think you girls are better at this than I am.”

“Just focus on how happy you want to make her, and you’ll do fine.”

Tia watched the surreal train of pleasure as down in the shadows beneath his body, Maya brought Martin’s cock into her mouth and up above, Martin pressed his pink tongue against Mary’s delicate clitoris.

The sounds of Mary’s moans and shuttering pants coupled with Martin’s own pleasured groans created quite the chorus.

“It’s… beautiful.” Tia muttered as she watched her friends pleasuring one another.

After a few licks, Martin gasped in pleasure and said to Tia “can you help?”

“Of course. What would you like me to do?” Tia replied. Martin shifted his arms a bit saying “can you hold Mary open for me. I need to support myself better.” Tia smiled as she reached in with her hands and used her fingers to gently spread the trembling labial lips of Mary apart. Martin began licking in earnest again and it seemed as if the earth itself moved as Tia, who was leaning against Mary’s thigh, felt the powerful girl begin to thrust and buck beneath the pleasing laps of Martin’s tongue.

“Martin is looking up at you, would you like to watch?” Gabriella asked her friend who was climbing along the delicious pathway towards paradise. Mary craned her head up slightly to see Martin and a broad smile widened across her face at the sight of him giving her a passionate stare as he repeatedly licked her clitoris sending delicious ripples of pleasure through her body.

“Here, lean your head on me.” Gabriella said sliding her leg in beneath Mary’s head propping it up as Gabriella sat there looking across the long frame of the powerful girl. A veritable party seemed to be going on at her pussy as Tia held Mary’s lips open for Martin who was himself getting suckled sweetly by Maya as he licked at the powerful girl’s pussy.

“I hope you don’t mind me enjoying your boy’s tongue so much.” Mary panted out. Gabriella stroked the side of her head and said, “are you kidding, after the amazing thing you did to my body earlier, I’m happy I can share Martin with you.” Mary’s breath caught in her throat as her core began to quiver uncontrollably.

“Would you like me to clamp my hand over your mouth?” Gabriella asked.

“no.”

“Are you sure? You might get loud.”

A bitter sneer came over her face as Mary said, “I want Brittany to hear me orgasm. I want her to know I’m in here fucking a boy and loving it. I want her to…”

Gabriella replied, “Shhh…shhh… Okay. Just give me your hands then.” Mary reached her hands up and Gabriella pinned them as best she could against her chest wrapping her arms around the big girl’s hands. “You’re too big and strong for me to pin down completely, but at least you won’t hurt anyone with your hands when you lose control. We’ll just have to hope Tia can take care of keeping your legs under control down there. You ready to let go and have a nice big orgasm.”

“Yeah.” Mary panted out.

Gabriella called down to Martin saying “Martin, press two fingers inside her and keep licking.”

Gabriella looked down at Mary whose eyes went wide at what she had just said.

“You’re welcome.” Gabriella said to her with a broad smile.

Martin stopped with a gasp. The wet delicious feeling about his cock continued as Maya applied her expert kissing skills towards meticulously massaging beautiful sensations of pleasure into his manly flesh. With her delicious little fingers, she clung onto his testicles caressing them spectacularly by opening and closing her fingers around them in intricate sequence. He began to reach up to reach into Mary but stopped short as his body shuddered and he groaned loudly as he collapsed his head against Mary’s hip.

“Martin, you can’t stop now. That would totally blue-ball Mary. You got to finish what you started here.” Tia said with the same tone as if she was coaching a marathon runner.

“I want to but what Maya’s doing feels so damn good. I just want to cum in her mouth so badly.” Martin whimpered out. Tia called down underneath him “Maya, cool it. Let Martin focus.” Maya looked up at her and slowed her suckling down to just maintaining deliciously warm mouth contact. Tia looked back up at Martin who drew in a shuddering breath, and she said, “okay. Let’s make Mary orgasm.”

“How will I know when she orgasms?”

“Don’t worry. The entire fucking city block will know when this girl orgasms. Don’t think about that. All you do is just keep licking.” Tia said.

Martin brought up his hand and slowly pressed two fingers inside of Mary listening to her moan at his touch. “God, I wish it was my cock going inside her.” Martin said sadly.

Tia replied “At least Maya’s mouth is keeping your cock warm and wet. That has to be helping.”

“It is.” Martin said.

He knelt in once more and began licking in earnest.

“Tia.” Gabriella called from up above. Tia looked up to see Gabriella holding Mary’s hands over her head.

“Get ready.” Gabriella said firmly.

Tia shifted her body around to rest the bulk of her weight on Mary’s leg while she extended an elbow as best she could over onto Mary’s other thigh while holding the powerful girl’s womanhood open for Martin to lick at.

The moans and groans turned to animalistic screams.

The shakes and quakes turned to writhing bucks. It took every ounce of Gabriella’s strength to hold Mary’s hands pinned against her chest and Tia felt her body rise and fall with the writhing of Mary’s leg.  Martin looked up in terror at what was happening.

“Don’t you dare fucking stop!” Tia hissed at him, and he quickly returned to licking. Even Maya, encased as protectively as she was beneath Martin, felt a bit nervous at what the powerful girl might do to them both. Finally, Mary arched her head back and let pure ecstasy howl out from her lips as her body flexed violently against the people holding it down. In a desperate bid to help, even Maya released her grip from Martin’s doomed balls and spread out her arms over his legs like a T-pose and wrapped her hands over Mary’s shuddering lower legs trying to help pin the powerful woman to the floor. 

For almost a solid minute they stayed like that, Martin dutifully licking away as all the friends did their best to batten down the hatches. Mary’s mind blanked into worlds beyond dimensions imagined and unimagined while the storm raged about and through her.

At last, Mary gave one, final, raspy shuddering yelp before collapsing in exhaustion. Her breasts rose and lowered as she panted. Aftershocks and tremors fluttered randomly through her body creating random spasms. Eventually, even these died down as such so that Gabriella let go of her hands letting her arms flop down outward away from her body.

Martin stopped licking and gasped for breath. Beads of perspiration grew around his forehead as he panted. “Is Mary, okay?” He asked Tia. Tia stared at him wide eyed saying “Mary is very okay. In fact, this is the most okay Mary has been in a long time.” Martin whimpered and began to retract his hand “whoa, whoa, stop.” Tia said “don’t pull your fingers out of her just yet. Trust me on this.”

“Maya’s mouth feels so good though.” Martin gasped.

Tia let go of Mary’s lips letting them close back around Martin’s knuckles as she righted herself a little more. She gently touched the side of Martin’s head guiding him to lie down on Mary’s thigh. “Stretch out your body and lay down.”

“Maya, Martin’s going to lay down a bit. Let go of him so he can re-adjust then you go to town on him, girl. God knows this boy has earned himself some pleasure after creating Hurricane Mary up here.”

Mary giggled in a sex-drunk fashion at these words.  Martin kept his right hand next to his face with his fingers protruding deep into Mary’s vagina as he rested his head right on top of her smooth lower abdomen. He lifted his leg as Maya let go of his cock with her mouth for a bit and slide out as he laid down partially on his side, but also letting his body twist slightly to face upwards for his lower half to give Maya better access to his cock. The sheer magnitude of womanhood which surrounded him felt overwhelming as he lay on top of a girl with his fingers in that girl, his cock in the mouth of another girl, and Tia’s large breasts resting on Mary’s hip with her nipples staring delightfully in his face. He thought about all the years that the sexuality of women seemed to be completely locked away from him and the bitter irony that now, after he had calmly accepted that sex with women would simply not be part of his life, he got to literally swim in an ocean of beautiful, female sexuality.  He gasped as he felt Maya lay a hand on his hip to help twist his lower half upwards so she could better reach his manhood. Soon sweet wetness returned to his cock as Maya brought him in deep into her mouth.

Now, no longer fettered by an awkward position or divided attentions, Maya was going to have her way with his cock and Martin knew he was going to love every second of it. He looked across the top of Mary’s vagina at Tia who leaned against Mary’s other hip. The smell of Mary’s vaginal juices now trickling down his fingers and onto his palm filled his nostrils. The sight of Tia’s deliciously pale flesh pressed sensually against Mary’s muscular, brown thighs filled his sight. The feeling of Maya’s wet, longing mouth filled his sense of touch. The knowledge that Gabriella had organized all of this as an act of love for him filled his soul. He pondered if the girls truly understood the magnitude of what they were doing to him,

Since she was the closest, he reached out and caressed Tia’s cheek with his free hand gently and she looked at him curiously, “you girls have put me in heaven.” He whispered to her intimately. The words felt awkward in his mouth, but his sex-addled brain could not conjure up elegant words in the moment. An earnest smile, without the faintest hint of her trademark sarcasm, spread across Tia’s face as she replied “that was exactly what Gabby wanted to do for you. Enjoy, my friend.”

He gasped, feeling his manhood tighten even further in Maya’s mouth. She did not simply thrust to take him right away. Rather she exquisitely timed the lapping of her tongue as well as alternating between shallow and deep strokes within her mouth to maximize the pleasure he could experience along the way. He felt a warm hand fall across the top of his head, and he looked over at Tia but realized it wasn’t hers. He looked up at Mary, who stared down at him between the rounded hills of her breasts and over the plateau of her belly. She looked to be a goddess of the earth itself. The very being of primal creation upon which he lived for the moment.

“Imagine Maya’s mouth as being inside of me.” Mary said with shuddering breath still ragged from her own recent orgasm. She reached down with her other hand wrapping it loosely over the wrist of his hand which had fingers plunged deep inside her vagina. She held it firm pulling his fingers in even tighter to her own womanhood. “do you feel it, Martin? Think of it as being inside my pussy. Can you feel my pussy tightening around you… thrusting against you… caressing you sweetly with its wetness? Do you feel it. Just imagine it. Feel Maya’s mouth as my pussy.”

Martin gasped as he instinctively began flexing his fingers deep inside of Mary’s womanhood. She groaned lightly and asked again “do you feel it. Can you see it?”

“Yes.” Martin replied. It didn’t take too much imagination given he already felt as if he had been deep inside Mary’s womanhood in ways perhaps even more intimate than simply sex itself. That coupled with the beautiful suckling of Maya made easy connection to ignore the fact that his sex was divided between one girl’s mouth and another’s vagina.

“Good… good… Martin. I want you to do something for me.” Mary panted out.

“Yes?” Martin asked.

“Impregnate me, Martin. Fill my womb with your seed. Make me a mother. Use my womanhood the way it was meant to be used.”

She clung onto his hand, driving it deeper into herself as Martin moaned in ecstasy. She continued “please, Martin, impregnate me.” Martin gave a shuddering gasp as he saw his cock deep within the powerful, magical caverns of sweet, powerful Mary. He exploded in orgasm and Maya whimpered slightly at the salty seed which filled her mouth. Dedicated to her task, however, Maya held Martin warm and wet in her mouth letting him finish pumping warm loads of the rarest caviar in the United Queendom onto her tongue.

Tia watched Martin shake and moan as he orgasmed deep into Maya’s mouth. She swallowed hard. Her own pussy salivated at the thought of having him, but she knew this couldn’t happen right at the moment. She awkwardly clambered over the side of Mary’s leg feeling her soft breasts drag deliciously over Mary’s muscular thighs before she leaned over Mary’s leg to reach Martin. He looked up at her panting with exhaustion and pleasure. She kissed him sweetly.

“I’ll never understand how our foremothers came to hate men,” she whispered to him sadly. She looked down across his body and continued “you’re beautiful.” She swallowed hard and looked at his hand still plunged inside of Mary. Mary relaxed her grip on it, letting her arm slide away. Tia gently took Martin’s wrist with her own hand saying “You did good, Martin. Mary’s very satisfied now. You can pull your fingers out of her. We’ll do it together, slowly.” Martin peacefully let Tia guide his hand as it slowly slurped out from Mary’s pussy dripping with her glistening, womanly juices.

Martin breathed out a sigh of exhausted exhilaration. Tia sat up and looked down across the three of them. Mary with her head propped up on Gabby’s lap, Martin resting his head on Mary’s thigh, Maya down below him still occasionally squeezing drops of cum out from his slowly shrinking cock and licking them away happily as she went. Tia crawled up over to Gabriella and said “Gabby, you throw one hell of a party.”

This brought up a chorus of chuckles from the sex-drunk participants. Tia watched as Maya finally satisfied herself that no more cum was to be made for the moment and released her grasp on Martin’s flaccid cock returning it back to its owner saying, “mathematically the most powerful orgasm any boy could ever experience.” Likewise, Martin slowly staggered to his feet in a drunken fashion. Maya stood there wiping her lips and licking her fingers when suddenly Martin wrapped his arms around her in a massive hug. Her eyes widened at the feeling of his arms around her. She readjusted her arms and hugged him back, feeling the comforting sensation of his bare, warm chest press sweetly against her own. and he said, “thank you, Maya. Thank you so much.” He let her go and held her back as he said, “that felt incredible. I could never thank you enough for the experience you gave me here.” Maya smiled broadly at him and replied, “it was my pleasure, Martin.”

Beneath them, Mary groaned, and Martin said to Maya, “we should help her back to her feet.” Maya nodded and the two of them reached out hands to Mary. She took them in her own large hands and very slowly rose to her feet. She hunched slightly with a whimper and Martin caught her letting her lean on his shoulder. She gave him an intimate stare and Martin smiled at her warmly. He pulled her into a hug, but Maya called out “Martin, your cock, watch out.”

“Oh, bullocks.” He muttered before turning his hips sideways to give Mary as close of a hug as he could do with his cock pressed lightly against her thigh. More important than that was feeling the warm, powerful body of his friend wrap her arms around his chest and pulling him in close to her bosom. It felt so incredibly comforting and reassuring. The strange thought that perhaps she would never let him go, maybe she would find a way to protect him from his castration, that she would marry him and make him her husband for the rest of his life floated through Martin’s mind. He knew these things wouldn’t come true. There was nothing Mary, as large and powerful as she was, could do to protect him. No matter how much fun the girls had with his balls, none of them would be able to save these glands of his from dangling over the razor steel edge of a scalpel.

Mary shivered lightly and whimpered. Martin ran his hand across Mary’s back and reached down gently sliding his fingers over her buttocks as he asked, “are you going to be, okay?”

“No.” Mary replied darkly. She let go of him and held him back. He saw tears welling up in her eyes again as she said, “I’m not going to be okay. I’m going to be god damn fucking inconsolable when Trina drops your manhood into a steel pan.” She grimaced and trembled with anger as she said, “it’s not fucking fair.” She shook her head and nodded towards Gabriella saying, “if I didn’t get to have you for myself, I could be consoled by sweet Gabriella getting to be your lovely little wife, happily barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen breastfeeding the fruits of your love for the rest of her life. Or maybe you could howl into the night air with Tia screaming madness at the full moon and getting kicked out of every pub in East London, or maybe you could settle at Oxford and plumb the depths of human intelligence discovering new scientific wonders hand-in-hand with your wife Maya.”

Mary shook her head continuing “If that had been the case, I would happily put on an ugly-ass bridesmaid dress and cry at your wedding. I would have slept well at night knowing that somewhere, out there, a girl was living the dream of her life with you by her side as her husband. But, no, Martin…”

Mary shivered saying “I am not okay. I am not okay because no girl gets to marry you. No cute babies, no wild nights, no scientific wonders. You’re a fiancé is a fucking knife. A god-damn piece of cold fucking steel is going to be your wife. Not me, Not Tia, Not Maya, not even sweet Gabby. A knife, Martin. A fucking knife is going to marry you for the rest of your life. How did you describe it before? It’s like being handed the most elegant piece of crystal and smashing it with a cricket bat.”

Martin took all this in and whispered back softly, “I was asking about your arse. After the spanking, is your butt going to be, okay?”

Mary drew in a deep breath and shuddered saying, “My ass will be fine. My soul... I don’t know.” She clung to him saying “right now, I want to march straight to god damn Buckingham and punch that hideous bitch Queen Lorncraft right in her ugly fucking face. I want to…”

Gabriella spoke up saying “whoa, whoa, Mary…” Mary looked at her and Gabriella gave her a calming hand gesture saying “please, don’t do anything stupid.” Tia frowned saying, “Buckingham, are you crazy?” Maya continued, “you wouldn’t even survive past the first perimeter of soldiers.”  Gabriella spoke softly saying “Mary, they would string your body up on the poles as an example of what happens to weak-willed counterrevolutionaries.” She stared off sadly saying, “please don’t make me look at your lifeless body hanging on one of those poles.”

“Mary.” Martin said firmly.

She looked at him and he offered up a sad smile saying “I’m grateful for the incredible access you gave me to your womanhood. You let me see, touch, even taste things tonight I thought I would never get to experience in my life. I…know… it’s not fair. The world isn’t fair. Life isn’t fair. But we don’t control the world. We can’t change those things. All we can do is decide what we do with ourselves. You already broke a lot of laws giving me an incredible, once-in-a-lifetime experience and I can never repay you for that.”

Mary chuckled sadly saying “yeah,” she continued with a hint of sarcasm in her voice saying, “I was the one who gave you a once-in-a-lifetime experience.” She shook her head and continued, “Martin, do you even realize what you did to me?”

“Something…good?” Martin offered up weakly.

“life changing.” Mary said firmly.

They stood in silence for a moment as the weight of what had come before and what was soon to come filled the room with its mass as ponderous as an eight-hundred-pound gorilla whose name no one ever speaks.

Gabriella cleared her throat and awkwardly said “uh, how about we take a little break for a bit and have some…um… snacks.”

Tia seconded the idea saying, “uhh…yeah… good idea. I’m famished.”

Maya asked, “Did I see you have marmalade sandwiches? I’m hungry for something sweet to balance out all the saltiness of tonight.”

They wandered over towards the punch and snacks leaving Martin and Mary alone.
 

Martin said to Mary softly, “don’t let your regret at not getting to have me for the rest of your life ruin what parts of me you can have tonight.” He continued more quietly, “god knows that’s what I’m trying to do.” Mary managed to right herself a bit more in her stance.

She took this in quietly for a moment.

“I suppose you’re right. At least we get to have tonight.” She said.

She sighed and a smile spread across her face as she said, “I can’t break Lorncraft’s face, but at least I can break her laws for you. Perhaps that will just have to be enough.”

“It is. Are you hungry?”

“Quite.” Mary replied with a soft smile.

Martin wrapped an arm around her waist as she rested an arm across his shoulders. They followed the others over to the snack table.

Continued in Part 3: Maya’s Domination
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