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Old-style bulbs cast a weak orange glow over the small, back kitchen complete with old English oak cabinetry. Ominous, yellow wallpaper with faint vertical stripes decorated the walls while outside the pane glass windows the world lay so dark as to make one wonder if it even existed. In the middle of the room sat an antebellum worktable that had seen thousands of meals prepared upon its surface. Trina, in her blue medical scrubs, stared empathetically at Brittany who sat there in her grey and red cheerleader outfit staring vacantly into space. Between them lay a menagerie of tools scattered about the table. A home-concocted balance, mortar-and-pestle, sugar, and a simple press. Most damning of all, an empty glass vial with the residue of Trina’s womanly juices along its side borne out of its clandestine journey. The creations they had recently wrought upon the table would make every woman who ever pounded dough upon the table’s surface blush in shame briefly before surreptitiously asking if they could partake in the illicit creations.

“Are you going to be okay, love?” Trina asked, placing her hand on top of Brittany’s wrist. Brittany’s third cup of ‘tea and whiskey’ sat half-drunk in front of her. A well saturated napkin sat beside her as dried tear stains crusted lightly on her cheeks like ocean spray on the white cliffs of dover.

“I don’t want to be a monster.” Brittany whispered.

Trina lifted a small, white, crudely constructed tablet and said, “a monster wouldn’t have helped me make these for her friends, knowing full well she wouldn’t get to participate in the fun.”

Brittany frowned whispering, “I don’t deserve fun.”

Trina asked, “would you like to help me take them in?”

Brittany shook her head.

“I think you should.” Trina said.
 

“I can’t face them.” Brittany whimpered lightly.

Trina prodded saying, “what will it take for you to be able to face them again?”

Brittany cocked her head to the side thoughtfully before saying “perhaps revenge?”

Trina shook her head and said, “let’s start with an act of kindness. Come, now. Grab the other two tablets while I take these.”

Reluctantly, Brittany delicately pinched up two of the tablets. They felt terrifyingly crumbly in her hands, and she dreaded damaging the incredible, precious, and extremely illegal chemicals inside the terrifyingly terrific creations of her and Trina’s (mostly Trina’s). She rose to her feet as Trina said, “I don’t think you’re a monster. You’re a girl who fell for a lie. Some girls are lied to by boys, others by governments.”

Brittany looked at her closely and replied, “can you explain that to Mary?”

Trina shook her head and said, “only you can do that.”

Brittany moved through a dream, perhaps a nightmare, as she stepped into the reception room behind Trina. The sounds of laughter and chatting could be heard even coming through the door. As the cozy, warm reception room came into view, Brittany’s stomach churned in terror at the sight. Clothing lay scattered haphazardly about on the floor. Maya and Tia, casually topless, sat together on a couch conversing while Gabriella refilled a cup of punch. Worse of all, on the opposite couch sat her beloved Mary. Her tall frame and dark skin cut quite a figure against the cream color settee upon which she reclined. Giggles came from her mouth as she held up a marmalade sandwich pinched between her fingers in front of Martin who sat naked upon her lap. He leaned for it, laughing. Brittany’s heart felt as if it would melt into her shoes as her, now potentially former, girlfriend caught Martin’s mouth with a quick kiss before giving him a bite of the sandwich.

“Blood hell, sis. You throw quite the castration party.” Trina said in amazement.

Silence and terror fell over the room at her words.

“You’re not going to cut him now, are you?” Gabriella sputtered out at her older sister.

Trina shook her head saying, “No. I thought you and your friends would like some very special party favors. Brittany was instrumental in helping me make them.” The girls glared at Brittany who sheepishly hid behind Trina.

Martin began to demurely slide off Mary’s lap to sit beside her, but she grabbed him around the waist and rebelliously held him astride her legs squinting at Brittany.

“What, party favors?” Gabriella asked slowly with confusion.

“Levonorgestrel” Trina announced with a broad smile.

Everyone stared at her blankly, except for Maya who said “holy shit! How did you get that?”

Trina continued “oh, you know… a few favors… a few quid… convincing Marion to distract the hospital chemist with a kiss while I play sticky fingers in the pharmacy storage closet.”

Gabriella gasped “you stole drugs from work?”

Tia raised her hand and said, “yeah, question from a normal person. What the fuck is Levo-nogo-minstrel? That’s no street drug I’ve ever heard of.’”

Maya answered, “morning-after drug. Very pre-war, very illegal.”

Tia asked, “morning after what?”

Gabriella said, “but, how did you sneak it out? Surely, they search you for contraband when you leave work.”

Trina gestured towards her crotch saying “dropped it in a glass bottle and slid it up the old axe-wound. Soldiers were none the wiser.”

“Women really can use their vaginas for storage.” Martin called out.

They all looked at him. He shrunk back on Mary’s lap saying, “sorry, I’ll be quiet.” Mary gave him an encouraging rub on the back.

Trina continued, “Stocks were low, so I managed to only steal six milligrams of raw powder. Brittany was gracious enough to help me divide it out and prepare four tablets. Just enough for four of you.”

“But there’s five of us.” Martin said.

“Doesn’t work on you, love. But you will definitely enjoy the effects of this drug, trust me.” Trina replied.

Maya leapt to her feet and stepped up to Trina saying, “Lovely, I’ve been wanting to get out of these bloody pants all night.”

Trina handed her a pill and she popped it quickly downing it with some punch.

The other girls looked at her waiting to see the effects of the strange drug. She looked back at them and gestured asking “what?”

“Do you feel any different?” Tia asked.

“No. Of course not. It’s not like you feel the effects of levonorgestrel.” Maya replied.

“Then what does it do?” Tia asked.

“You won’t be able to get pregnant for about the next twenty-four hours no matter how much shagging you do.” Trina said.

Gabriella gasped and shouted, “you are the best sister ever!”

Trina handed her the other pill saying, “don’t you forget it.”

Brittany stepped over, handing a pill to Tia. She took it from her hand saying, “thank you, Brittany.”

Tia scowled lightly saying, “but, if there’s only four pills then.”

Brittany muttered “I don’t need one.”

The world seemed to blur around her as Brittany’s feet took her towards Mary. Brittany could no more look into the face of the girl who she had loved, and lied to, any more than she could bear to stare directly into the sun. She stared at the ground as she held out the final pill.

Nothing happened for a second.

Brittany shivered and spat out quickly “Good God, Mary. Take the bloody pill. I don’t want you ruining your life tonight.”

“This is the first night my life hasn’t been ruined.”

Brittany looked up into Mary’s face and almost wished she hadn’t. It didn’t help having Martin sitting there looking between. He seemed to be the lone girl in town looking between the sheriff and the outlaw wondering who was going to win the gunfight and have her way with him.

“I heard you screaming ‘impregnate me’” Brittany said.

The weight of silence between them burdened the air with its preponderance.

“Yeah, uh… paper thin walls.” Brittany continued.

“Hate me if it makes you feel any better. I just don’t want you getting hurt.” She continued talking directly to Mary. Mary reached out a strong hand and plucked the pill from Brittany’s outstretched palm. Brittany hung her head sadly as she turned and walked away.

“Brittany.” Martin called out to her. She looked back at him.

“Thank you.” Martin said.

She gave him a small, sad smile, but it was a smile, nonetheless.

“So, how long does it take to work?” Tia asked Maya as Trina and Brittany returned to the kitchen.

“It’s working already.” Maya replied.

“Time to live out my dream.” Gabriella said, putting the punch down and stepping between them.


She stepped over to where Martin still sat on Mary’s lap and held out her hand. Martin briefly looked at Mary, but Mary nudged him forward saying “go, be with her. God knows she’s waited for this opportunity even longer than I have.”

Martin took Gabriella’s hand, and she gave him a loving smile. “Where are we going?” Martin asked her.

“Paradise”

The smooth, polished wood of the dining table felt cool and hard beneath Martin’s back as he lay his body across it. He briefly looked up into the blazing candelabra over his head which gave a warm, comforting orange glow to the room. Tia, Maya, and Mary dutifully took seats around the table, and he turned his head to see each of them in turn. Once again, he felt that vulnerable, exposed feeling as all the girls stared longingly at his naked body. A strange, disconcerting feeling that this was a meal, and his body the main course, floated through him. He felt the table creak and he looked down to see Gabriella crawling slowly up onto it to join him. She slid a hand up to his knee as she crawled in between his legs. She stared at her quarry between his legs as she crawled closer in. She stopped as she reached right between his thighs, and she knelt on her feet letting her knees slide in just south of his balls. She smiled at him and wordlessly grabbed the hem of her babydoll dress lifting it slowly revealing her thighs. Beneath the dress, smooth curves converged onto a dark little triangle of pubic hair which contained her womanhood. She continued lifting her dress revealing her smooth belly, lower ribs, and finally her warm, full breasts came into view as she lifted the dress up and over her head stripping it free from her body.

“Martin’s enjoying your show, Gabriella.” Tia said pointing at Martin’s erect cock.

“Wonderful.” Gabriella said reaching down and wrapping her fingers around Martin’s hard, veiny shaft. She smiled at him saying “the thought that my body can bring pleasure to my friend makes me happy. Are you ready to lose your virginity for real, Martin?”

“Yes.” Martin whispered breathlessly.

“Me too.” Gabriella replied.

She lifted herself up and slid her legs over his, so they were on the outside. She propped herself on one hand giving Martin an impressive view of her gentle breasts pulled sweetly downward by gravity making them look even more impressive. She continued to hold onto his cock with the other hand as she slowly brought her body down onto it. Martin watched in awe as the small tuft of magical, curly hair touched the smooth purple tip of his cock briefly. She bit her lower lip before sliding herself down a bit enveloping the first inch or so of his cock. Both Martin and Gabriella gasped at the incredible sensation this produced.

“Wow.” Maya said in amazement.

“Gabby, what does it feel like?” Mary asked.

“Warm… filling… I…want more.”

“What does it feel like for you, Martin” Maya asked.

“Wet, warm, like she’s sucking my cock but with her lower lips.”

These words brought a mischievous little smile to Gabriella’s lips as she began lightly lowering and raising her body seductively massaging the bare tip of Martin’s quivering member as he moaned.

“I wish I could do this forever, but I can’t resist finding out what it feels like to be fully pierced.” Gabriella said. She loosened her grip and lowered her body slowly swallowing away at Martin’s cock inch by loving inch until she came to rest directly sitting on his hips. The air filled with the pleasured moans of the lovers and the curious gasps of their friends watching their performance.

Martin looked down in surprise to see his cock entirely gone. Only Gabriella’s soft fuzz rested on his crotch where it used to be. Gabriella reached down and stroked his chest saying “yes.” He looked up at her and she continued “it’s inside me, completely.” She bent down letting her breasts warmly press against his chest as she placed her arms on either side of his body. Gabriella sweetly cocked her head to the side and Martin gladly shared a warm kiss with her.

“You’re going to fill me up with your cum.” She smiled as her eyes twinkled in realization “oh, my god, you’re actually going to fill me up with your cum.” She slid her body up slickly running her delicious pussy along his cock as she moaned to the new sensation. She then slid it down bringing his cock deeper inside her giving Martin a shuddering gasp. Gabriella lovingly repeated this process, thrusting her womanhood over-and-over again on top of Martin’s yearning cock. For his part, Martin reached up and grabbed onto her deliciously smooth buttocks and pushing his thighs up as much as he could to enjoy even more of the amazing experience of having his cock slickly devoured by the sweet pussy of his best friend. After several thrusts, pleasure built within Martin the likes of which he couldn’t contain and Gabriella whispered in his ear saying “let it out. Enjoy the feeling of filling my body with your sweet cum.”

Martin did exactly that. Writhing and groaning as Gabriella continued riding his cock watching her best friend have the most amazing time of his life beneath her body. She could find no other words for the experience other than to mimic what he had called it earlier, magical. The commonality of her own sex blended with what he considered to be the commonality of his sex in one, beautiful, intricate dance of sensations beyond their wildest imaginations. In her mind’s eye, Gabriella saw them there, together, swimming together in the infinite depths of the warm, sweet pool of sex.

It was her pool.

It was his sex.

It was their paradise.

Paradise exploded into a maelstrom of overwhelming pleasure such that the room disappeared from around them and nothing more than the sweet sensations of smooth, soft skin caressing secret, inner places existed. Gabriella felt Martin reach deep inside not only her body but also her soul and caress it lovingly with the tender-sweet tip of his purple cock spreading it open and tasting the pleasure which resided inside. Suddenly, the meal commenced, as his manhood devoured her. It deliciously skewered her body open and, to her amazement, she felt the very things she had imagined earlier when she had suckled him gently to consummation. His cock swelled even larger than she thought possible spreading out the sensitive walls of her womanhood. He grunted loudly as his head fell back in an exultant moan and she felt his body tense and tremble as, somewhere deep inside the secret places of her womanhood, she felt an irregular pulse which was not a heartbeat. Rather instead, it was the random, chaotic spurts of Martin filling her pussy with his cum. She quivered and whimpered as she collapsed onto his chest with her world disappearing into the sacred nothingness which seemed to surround them in that moment of ecstasy.

Reality slowly spun back into focus as Gabriella lay there, panting, with her head resting on Martin’s shoulder and her breasts squished against his warm chest as both their bodies took turns spasming occasionally in aftershocks of pleasure.  Around them the three other girls sat quiet and unmoving, as the sacred act which they had witnessed felt more reminiscent of church than an illegal house-party.

Slowly, Gabriella lifted herself back up from Martin.

Martin whispered to her “I love you.”

Joy emanated from Gabriella’s face lighting up the room even more than the chandelier over their heads.

“Well, now you’ve gone and done it, Martin.” Tia said with a smirk.

Mary nodded saying, “nothing will take that smile off Gabby’s face for the rest of the week.”

Maya replied, “try the rest of her life.”

Martin folded up his arms and held up his hands about chest high. Gabriella took these with her own to stabilize herself as she slowly lifted her body feeling his wet, slick cock gently flop out from her. She cringed lightly, sliding her legs together as best as she could while drips of cum and womanly juices trickled lightly out from between her lips. She quietly slid off the table as Martin slowly began to sit up. Tia and Maya pulled Gabriella into a warm, group hug congratulating her in their own, goofy, loving ways as Mary stared blankly at Martin.

“It almost doesn’t feel real that I’m going to get an opportunity to experience that.” Mary said, staring off distantly.

Martin replied, “Bloody good luck that Trina pinched that Levono-what’s-it-powder.”

Mary smiled saying, “Bloody good luck indeed. For us girls and for you. But I really want to know, what does sex feel like for a boy?”

Martin asked, “what did it look like? Watching it from the outside?”

“like magic.”

Martin nodded saying, “it felt like magic too.”

He looked up at the candelabra and around the room saying “it’s like this whole, dumpy row house just disappeared. The entire United Queendom vanished. The world and the universe all ceased to exist, and it was just Gabriella and I, here, alone and yet together. I’m not sure how to explain it.”

Mary said, “I think I know what you mean.”

“So have you thought about what position you want to get fucked in?” Maya asked Tia as the four friends made their way back to the settees. The girls were all too eager to press fresh, sugary punch and sandwiches back into Martin’s hands to build up his strength for each of them to get a turn. Tia cocked her head to the side and said, “you know, up until tonight, I never even considered it happening. I always pictured a boy would take me from behind, though.”

“Really?” Maya asked.

Tia nodded saying, “I don’t know why. I just always figured that’s the way it would happen.”

Maya looked across the way to where Gabriella and Mary sat on either side of Martin chatting sweetly with him and filling him up with sugar. 

“In that case, we should probably get you ready.” Maya said. Tia cocked her head and asked, “get me ready?” Maya nodded saying, “yes, because I think you should be next.”

“Really? I would figure either you or Mary?”

“Are you going to argue like an idiot or say, ‘thank you, Maya.’”

Tia scoffed saying, “fine, thank you, Maya.”
 

Tia rose to her feet as Maya fell to her knees. Maya reached up and casually unzipped Tia’s skirt tugging the dark, leather piece over her friend’s well-rounded ass. “Wait, wouldn’t Martin enjoy taking that off of me?” Tia protested.

“Of course, but the less time he wastes fucking you the more time he can spend fucking me.” Maya replied. She rose to her feet and unbuttoned her pants casually sliding them, along with her panties, in one fell swoop before stepping out from them. Tia scoffed, “wow there, eager beaver and I do mean eager, and I do mean beaver.”

Maya shrugged saying “I’m not being eager. I’m being efficient. If anything, we should be talking about how to best maximize the amount of time each of us girls have with Martin’s cock inside. These pregnancy drugs only last twenty-four hours and his balls aren’t even going to survive that long.”

“Bloody hell, stripping each other down already.”  Martin muttered looking at the two of them.

Tia pointed at Maya saying, “it was her idea.” 

“Tia, look.” Maya whispered with a cunning smile.

“What?” Tia snorted back. Maya pointed at Martin’s crotch where signs of life fluttered back into his well-used cock.

Maya grabbed Tia’s wrist saying, “come over here. I have an idea.”

Maya dragged the confused Tia over in front of Martin, Mary and Gabriella.

“Kiss me.” Maya said to Tia.

“What? Maya? You and I have never been girlfriends. What makes me think I want to kiss you?”

“Just, trust that I know what I’m doing.”

Reluctantly, Tia leaned in and lazily puckered for a quick peck but Maya would offer her no such accommodation as she grabbed onto her friend’s face and pulled it in passionately kissing Tia with deep penetration of her tongue just as she had done for Martin. Tia struggled lightly at first, but Maya lowered her hands and grabbed onto Tia’s shoulders reassuringly.

“What the hell are they doing?” Gabriella asked in confusion.

“I thought you said they were just friends.” Mary replied.

Gabriella nodded saying “yes, they are. I mean, we’ve all been friends since primer school but why is Maya wasting her time kissing Tia when Martin is right here.”

Gabriella glanced down and saw Martin’s cock growing large and erect as he stared intently at Maya and Tia making out with each other.

Mary noticed it too and asked him, “Is that… sexy to you, Martin?”

Martin swallowed hard and replied, “I don’t know why it is, but… Yes. You girls are so powerful and beautiful. Seeing two of you together, it almost makes more sense as a matched pair than someone as pathetic as a boy, you know, someone like me being with a girl.”

Gabriella mused, “did Maya know this, somehow?”

Mary reached down with her hand and wrapped her fingers around Martin’s cock and started stroking it lightly as he groaned. “It’s okay, Martin.” She continued slowly and methodically pulsing her fingers on his cock saying, “I like seeing it too. It makes me think of the good times I’ve had with girls.”

Maya wrapped her hands around Tia’s waist pulling her in tight. Tia’s large breasts rested slightly compressed on top of Maya’s with their nipples nearly touching as their warm, sensual bodies danced together there in the middle of the floor. Tia had abandoned any resistance by this point merely letting Maya have her way with her and Maya took full advantage, even going so far as to slide a lithe hand down across Tia’s hip and bringing her fingers in towards Tia’s crotch quickly finding her clitoris with her fingertip and massaging it gently. Tia jolted in surprise. As Maya would not release the kiss, Tia tried desperately to shake her head ‘no’ at this new touch, which had not been part of their relationship. Maya responded by nodding her head and slurping her tongue ever deeper into Tia’s mouth with every nod. Seeing that she could not win this argument, and with her will to win said argument waning with every stroke of Maya’s finger, Tia relented letting her body hang limp onto Maya’s finger as the young Maya took full advantage rubbing Tia’s clit so sweetly that Tia’s body began to shiver, and her eyes rolled up in her head.

“Holy shit.” Mary whispered as she absentmindedly stroked Martin’s cock. She turned to Gabriella saying, “Does Maya have a girlfriend?” Gabriella shrugged and replied, “up until right now, I would have said ‘no.’”

Maya released the kiss and Tia collapsed her head onto Maya’s chest panting in pleasure. Maya called out “All right, Martin. I got her nice and ready for you. I cooked up a sweet dish of Tia just for you. Wet as hell and freshly forced into sublime submission.”

Mary finally let go of Martin’s cock giving it a few encouraging pats saying, “go get her, tiger.”

Martin rose to his feet as Maya spoke to Tia. Tia stared weakly up at Maya’s face from her shoulder still riding the delicious waves of pleasure that Maya expertly delivered with her fingers.

“You did a good job submitting to me, Tia. But now it’s time for you to submit to Martin. Flop your body over the head of this settee here so Martin can fuck your beautiful, sweet ass.”

Mindlessly, Tia rolled out of Maya’s hands and collapsed headfirst over the nearby couch. Her legs hung over the back of it with her beautiful, rounded buttocks and sweet pussy right at the top of the couch. Maya took Martin’s hand as he approached and smiled at him sweetly saying “good, Martin. I hope you enjoy your dinner course of Tia tonight. Her mind and body are well cooked into a weakened state of submission right now.”

“Sometimes you scare me, Maya.” Martin replied.

She gently placed her hand on his buttocks as he lined up behind Tia. Maya licked her lips as his cock pressed wetly into the waiting pussy of Tia. She stepped in behind Martin as he moaned at the beautiful, warm, wet feeling of Tia’s delicious interior. Maya wrapped an arm around Martin pressing her chest against his back and whispered into his ear saying, “don’t worry, Martin. I only use my powers for good.” She slid in behind him lining her hips up behind his buttocks as she whispered, “…and sometimes for awesome.”

She pressed her hips forward shoving Martin’s buttocks and making him thrust into Tia in turn. Tia moaned as Martin pressed deep inside her. Maya held onto him wrapping her body tight around his back and peering over his shoulder.

“God, her ass is beautiful, isn’t it?” Maya muttered as she again pressed her hips sweetly against Martin’s buttocks shoving him deep inside Tia and watching her respond to his delicious touch by flexing her hips longingly in his direction. Maya continued whispering in Martin’s ear as she used her body to guide him through fucking Tia sweetly from behind.

“I wish I had a cock, not that I was a boy but simply that I had a cock. I would make Tia scream my name every night until she fell asleep and then wake her up just to feel me stretching out her insides once again.” Maya reached around spreading her lithe fingers across Martin’s abdomen just at the base of his cock letting it protrude deliciously between her middle two fingers as she continued “I would make her my girlfriend and fuck this gorgeous ass every day of her life.” Martin groaned in pleasure at the feeling of a girl behind him as well as a girl’s behind in front of him. Maya continued, “too bad I don’t have one myself. For now, I’m going to use your cock and we’ll make sweet Tia submit her cute little pussy to us together.”

Martin groaned as Maya continued using his body to thrust deep into Tia’s sweet, wet pussy. Maya lifted her hand and pressed her glasses up her nose before giving Tia’s round, firm buttocks a slap which made Tia squeal and gasp. Tia rolled her buttocks forward slightly clenching them tight in fear. Maya said “you know you like that. Bring your ass back out here so I can slap it again.”

Tia whimpered, but obediently shifted her hips relaxing them open and swallowing ever more of Martin’s cock. For her part, Maya reached around Martin with her left hand and grabbed hold of Tia’s round soft hip pulling tight and ramming Martin’s cock ever deeper inside her friend. With her right hand, she slapped Tia’s buttocks again making them jiggle and dance deliciously around Martin’s cock as Tia whimpered. “Good girl. A little pain with your cock is exactly what you need.” Maya said with a surprisingly low, gravely tone.

Maya held up her right hand to Martin’s face. She extended two fingers saying “lick my fingers, Martin. Get them good and wet with your slobber.” Not sure why but experiencing far too much sexual pleasure to care. Martin did as she instructed slurping away at her thin, lithe fingers.

“Good job, Martin.” Maya said as she kept thrusting against his backside.

“How you holding out?” She asked.

“I’m about to cum.” He replied. She let go of Tia’s buttocks with her left hand and grabbed onto Martin’s thigh with it instead bringing him to an abrupt stop on thrusting as she said “not yet, Martin. Hold out for me as best you can. Here, look…” He turned to look at her and she stuck out her tongue and squinted her eyes at him before giggling. He laughed a bit at her silly face as she said, “that’s good. Let me have a little more time to play with your cock and Tia before you cum. For now, however, let’s get her completely filled.”

Maya pressed her wet fingers against Tia’s exposed butt hole. “You’re not going to penetrate her there, are you?” Martin asked in surprise. “Yes I am. Thanks for lubing me for her.”

Martin watched as Maya slowly pressed her fingers into Tia’s ass stretching it open as she went. Tia whimpered and shuddered bringing a bit of wobbling pleasure to his cock which was still inside the submissive girl. “No, Maya, I’m not ready for that.” Tia protested weakly as her body shook.

“Martin’s about to cum. We don’t have much time left. You know you’ll never get to experience being double penetrated again.” Maya said firmly.

Tia shivered and began to shift in agitation trying to get away from Maya’s fingers. Martin whispered “Maya, I think you’re hurting her.” Maya shushed saying, “breath through the pain, Tia.” Tia took a deep breath and let it out whispering, “God, Maya, it feels like you’re going to break my ass.”

Maya chuckled saying, “this is just my fingers, Tia, imagine if it was Martin’s cock shoved in back here. Now, focus your mind on relaxing your body.”

“Can Martin thrust inside me again? That felt so wonderful.” Tia asked.

“No. He’s too close to cumming. Or…” Maya spoke to Martin asking “how are you doing, Martin? Can you thrust inside Tia for a little bit longer, or are you too close to cumming? Be honest, please, because I really want this to be just right for her.”
 

“I’m calming down a little bit.” Martin said. He still felt rock hard but now his cock was growing accustomed to the wet interior of his friend. Sitting still, as they were, he could really appreciate how incredibly comfortable she felt on the inside. Being inside her felt like having his cock floating in a hot tub where the temperature was absolutely perfect. Martin pondered if there was any way to replicate this kind of sensation but for his entire body.

“Okay, good.” Maya said. Martin watched as she slowly worked her fingers, pushing two of them slowly into Tia’s ass as Tia panted and whimpered.

“Are you sure you won’t hurt her?” Martin whispered to Maya over his shoulder. “Don’t worry, I’m almost all the way in.” Maya replied.

“I don’t want to hurt Tia.” Martin said quietly.

“You aren’t. This is something that she and I had discussed before. It’s an experience she wanted to have. Of course, she would have preferred two boys, but we only have your one cock to work with so I’m improvising.”

Finally, Maya worked her first two fingers all the way into Tia’s ass up to the knuckle. Tia whimpered lightly and sucked back a sob.

“Maya, please, don’t hurt her.” Martin pleaded.

“She’s fine.” Maya said. She let go of Martin’s hip and reached around grabbing hold of Tia’s buttocks pressing him deeper inside of Tia again. At the same time, She somewhat curved her hand a little giving Martin the impression that she was hooking her fingers inside Tia’s ass and pulling on Tia that way.

Tia shuddered and moaned.

Maya purred, “Perfect. Got her submissive little ass right where it belongs. Double penetrated and longing to be filled with cum.”

“All right, we’re going to fuck your ass good and hard now. Understand?”

“uh-uh” Tia muttered weakly as she pressed her face down into the cushion of the couch.

“I’m going to start thrusting with you, Martin. Every second you can hold off on cumming is one more second in paradise Tia gets to spend. I want you to think about cricket.”

Maya pressed her hips against Martin shoving him deliciously inside of Tia.

“brown socks”

Maya pulled her hips back sweetly sliding Martin’s slick cock along the sugary interior of Tia’s pussy.

“stock market”

Maya thrust, again but this time Tia howled.

“Good job, Martin. Let’s see how much noise she can make. Don’t look at the gorgeous, stretched out girl’s ass in front of you. Look at that vintage portrait on the wall over there. Focus on it. Think about the painter and his brown socks he wore while playing cricket.”

Martin stared at the portrait as Maya took over thrusting his cock deep into Tia. At the same time, Maya began flexing and wiggling her fingers inside her friend’s ass massaging the delicate nerves along the tight opening making the feeling of Martin’s cock inside her vagina feel even more intense. For his part, Martin tried focusing on everything except for the beautiful girls around him using his cock to fuck one another. Despite this, he started to feel the pressure to orgasm welling up inside him. It didn’t help that Tia screamed and writhed back and forth as he penetrated her.

“I’m… sorry… Maya… I… can’t….hold…much…longer” Martin panted.

“Shhh… I know. Bite your lip. Clench your jaw. Anything, please, she’s so-”

“Oh, fuck, fill me up!” Tia shouted.

Maya said, “Go ahead and release inside her, Martin.”

Martin groaned loudly as Maya gave him no other choice by thrusting her hips against him so hard that he nearly shoved Tia up and over the couch all together. He felt his cock pulsing deep inside the gloriously sweet, hot, wet pussy of his friend as Maya whispered in his ear “there you go. There you go, Martin. Let it all out. Fill her body up. Let her feel your sweet sperm swimming around deep inside her womb.”

Martin finished cumming deep inside Tia and gasped in exhausted pleasure. For her part, Tia lay nearly motionless collapsed across the back of the couch. Finally, Maya released her grasp and stepped out from behind him. He watched as she slowly pulled her fingers out from Tia. Tia’s legs shook slightly as Maya did this and she whimpered. Martin clenched his teeth as he saw brown streaks along Maya’s fingers.

“Thank you, Martin.” Maya said patting his shoulder with her clean hand. She carefully kept her fingers away from everything else saying “I’m going to clean up. Take care of Tia for me. She needs some aftercare. Keep her warm and comfortable while you reset. Okay?”

Martin nodded lightly and watched Maya step out of the room in search of a water closet.

Tia slowly slumped backwards collapsing weakly towards the floor behind the couch. Martin caught her with his arm, and she gasped saying “oh, Martin. Thank you.”

“Ah, bloody hell, let’s gets you on the couch over here.” He said. He helped support her as they staggered around to the front of the couch and collapsed onto it. They lay in a tangled pile on the couch with Martin underneath Tia. She eventually shifted until she lay roughly on her back across the top of him as he lay across the sofa, He felt the comforting warmth of her body on his and the lightly, annoying tickles of her hair prodding his face and neck as she rested her head across his shoulder. He lay a warm arm across the front of her body reaching from her shoulder to her hips. She shivered and sighed saying “Oh my God. That was incredible.”

“Are you quite all right?” Martin asked her gently.

Tia shifted her body a bit saying “it hurts but, fucking Christ, is Maya a god damn expert or what? She knew exactly how much pain to inflict to maximize my pleasure.” Tia breathed heavily as her body danced along the precipice of extasy and exhaustion. Martin watched her massive breasts heaving up and down slightly as she panted.

“That was a little bit scary, to be honest.” Martin said quietly to Tia.

She chuckled saying sarcastically, “you were scared?”

“Well, I was quite scared for you. I had no idea what Maya had in store for your body.”

“Me neither.” Tia said. She smiled and continued, “that’s what made it so brilliant.”

She craned her neck and looked up into his face asking, “how was it like for you, though?”

Martin smiled at her saying, “I felt you.”

She cocked her head to the side lightly as he continued, “taking a moment to stop thrusting and just be inside a girl for a bit. You’re like the most wonderful spa imaginable on the inside. Perfectly warm and perfectly wet. Even though it was just my cock inside you, it felt like you were enveloping my entire body. I suppose it’s quite hard to explain but the sensation was absolute paradise.”

She smiled and turned over onto her side. She pressed her head against his chest enjoying the tickle of his body hair against her nose and listening to his heartbeat.

“I’m glad I got the opportunity to share my paradise with you.”

The feeling of the warm, comforting girl on top of him coupled with the exhaustion from an evening of so much sex made Martin’s eyes begin to feel heavy. Soon the world went dark. He wasn’t sure how long he drowsed there, likely no more than a few minutes, but soon enough he felt a gentle hand press on his shoulder which made him wake with a start. He saw the flash of pale skin and dark hair as Tia rose from him. As she did this, she gave him one parting kiss on his lips and spoke to someone who was over his head at a place where he could not see. As Tia left his body, Maya swung into view.

“You holding up quite well, Martin?” She asked with a hint of concern in her voice.

“Quite.” Martin managed to squeak out slowly, finding his voice again after his nap. Maya nodded at him and said “Trina made some tea. Would you like a cuppa?” 

“uhh… quite.” Martin stammered as he slowly sat up. He saw Gabriella and Tia sitting on the couch across from him chatting lightly with cups of tea in their hands. Their pale, naked bodies looked as delicate as the porcelain they held, and he grew nervous they might spill the hot drinks on themselves with no cloth to protect them.

“You stay here. I’ll get you one.” Maya said with an encouraging pat on his shoulder. He watched her naked ass gently gliding side-to-side as she stepped over to the serving table pouring out a cup for herself and for him. She turned to face him casually letting her soft breasts swing into his view. She called to him, “sugar and milk?”

“Yes, both.” He muttered. He knew he could use the sweetness and calories. He watched as she plunked in two lumps of sugar and poured a generous helping of milk. She pressed her glasses back up her nose before grabbing the cups. He couldn’t help but stare at her delicious little lips tucked neatly between her legs growing larger in his view as she approached him. She held out the tea as he continued staring.

Maya followed his gaze down to her own crotch and flatly asked “Would you like to have my pussy now?”

Martin shook his head and took the cup of tea from her hands. She demurely took a seat next to him casually crossing her legs and sipping her tea as if they weren’t both completely naked. “No rush. Seeing you snoring there underneath Tia reminded me of how physically demanding tonight must be on you. Us girls are just having sex once or twice each, but you’ve orgasmed five times now by my count.”

Martin looked up in the air and did the mental math briefly before replying “aye.”

Maya looked at him pressing her glasses up her nose again saying, “I feel I should apologize to you.”

“Why?”

“I might have gotten a bit too intense there with you.”

“You were quite a bit more intense with Tia.”

“True, but she’s a girl.”

“And… that changes something?”

“Quite a bit. Girls are tougher than boys. Think about it, Martin, if I slapped you around and stuck my finger up your ass…”

Martin shivered, but Maya continued, “Oh, Martin, I won’t do any of that to you. You get my point, though. Boys are simply not built to handle that kind of treatment. That’s why I’m quite worried I was too abusive with you. Forcing you to hold back your cum and such. I hope that didn’t hurt too much.”

“’Hurt’ is not quite the word for it. If anything, it made it feel a bit…”

Martin shook his head and sipped tea unable to place words to describe how he felt.

“Please finish. I’m quite fascinated. Nothing you say will insult me.” Maya replied as she sipped her tea.

“It felt weirdly comforting to just let go of myself and let you take complete control over me.” Martin said quietly.

“Aye, it was fun for me too, having control over a cock.” Maya said. She giggled lightly saying, “like driving an auto for the first time and feeling the power of its engine at your fingertips. Thank you for letting me experience that.”

Martin shrugged with a coy smile saying, “your welcome...I...uhh…guess.”

Maya sipped her tea and continued looking about the room “I do want to ask, though, on this most illegal of evenings. What has the overall experience been like for you? Is it quite everything you ever hoped for?”

“Beyond.” Martin said letting his eyes trail along her lithe, naked body. She leaned towards him and pressed saying, “please, tell me more.”

He looked at her beautiful face, still pretty even with her dorky glasses on, and smiled at her saying, “imagine if you lived your whole life without ever having a Christmas. No gifts, no trees, no bows, no wrapping, no pudding, nothing. Can you picture it?”

Maya nodded.

“Now imagine if one night, not Christmas day, but just some bloody Tuesday or whatever, your parents barge in and say, ‘we’re having every Christmas you ever wanted today’ and just handed you hundreds of wrapped gifts under a tree that filled the entire room while egg-nog rains from the ceiling.”

He gestured towards Maya saying, “I mean. I’m bloody talking to a naked girl. Do you realize how many years I’ve dreamed of seeing a naked girl? How many nights I would have sold my soul to the devil for even a little peak at a girl’s breasts? And now…” He gestured around the room saying, “Christmas… all at once. All the naked, beautiful, magical girls I could ever want but all…”

He looked at his tea sadly saying “all at one time and one time only. God, I wish I could bottle this night up and make it last my lifetime but…” He shook his head sadly.

“I know how you feel.” Maya replied.

Martin blinked at her in surprise.

She glanced down at his cock saying, “How many times do you think I’ve had sex before tonight?”

Martin twisted his lips and replied, “well not likely with a boy but I assumed you’ve had some girls before.”

Maya pushed her glasses up her nose and chuckled bitterly saying, “hardly.”

She continued with a hint of sadness in her voice saying, “I’m not good with relationships. In fact, I’m such a coward that I couldn’t even show the girl I fancy how I feel about her without having a boy sandwiched between us.”

Martin cocked his head asking “Tia?”

Maya gestured frantically saying, “shhh! Keep it down.”

Martin laughed saying incredulously, “after everything you did to her.”

Maya put her face to her hands groaning, “I know! I overdid it and blew my chance.”

Martin replied, “I don’t think you overdid it.”
 

Maya peeked out from between her fingers, “really?”

“I talked with her about it afterwards, and she was quite alright. I should have expected as such. Tia has always been one to go hard rather than go home.”

Maya blew out a sigh of relief saying, “I hope you’re right.”

“Quite.”

Martin looked about the reception room and asked, “where’s Mary?”

“Oh, she went to talk with Brittany.” Maya replied.

Martin frowned saying, “seems I made a bloody mess of their relationship.”

“That mess was long before tonight. I don’t think it’s quite the standard break-up talk, however.”

“Really?” Martin asked in surprise.

Maya squinted and continued, “Not as much screaming and sobbing as that would entail. Obviously, they went up to one of the bedrooms for privacy and obviously I strained my ear at the base of the stairs to prevent said privacy. Brittany’s voice sounded… determined. She mentioned something about making your fantasy come true tonight.”

“Bloody rubbish.” Martin snorted before taking another sip of his tea to calm the shiver in his heart.

“Quite. You’ve already shrunk a bit just at the sound of her name.” Maya said nodding towards his cock.

Martin looked down at his member and back at Maya saying, “bad memories.”

Maya downed the last of her tea and said, “well there I go, spoiling your one and only Christmas. Don’t be afraid, Mary can usually control her attack girlfriend. I’m sure she’ll stop whatever daft lunacy Brittany has cooking up. Meanwhile, it is my turn with you next. It would be a sore waste of multiple felonies to not make use of it.”

She set her teacup down and slid her hot body in close to his on the couch letting the warm skin of her hips touch his. She lingered there for a moment before nodding to his cup saying, “after your tea, that is.” Martin looked back at his cup to and smiled at her lightly before drinking it quickly. She pushed her glasses up her nose saying, “Don’t worry, Martin. I may be a criminal pervert, but I’m still British. I know better than to get between a boy and his tea.”

With a last draining drop, Martin downed the final, sugary, bits of his tea feeling a bit refreshed by the drink as it went through his veins. He set it down and then turned to face Maya who licked her lips. “I feel like you want to kiss m-.” Martin said but his words drowned in sweet surrender to Maya’s expert lips. Before he could do anything more, he felt Maya’s hands sliding deliciously all over his body as she pressed into him. She released the kiss and Martin gasped, “are you going to do to me what you did to Tia?”

Maya smirked and replied, “no. But I am going to fuck you.”

Martin felt the world spin as Maya shoved him back against the couch and then spin again as she rolled him over onto the ground. With shocking deftness and the agility of a wrestler, she stopped him mid-roll and mounted over his waist. Before he could even contemplate where exactly he was, Maya grabbed both his hands and shoved them up over his head. He stared into the shiny glare reflecting off her glasses dangling from the tip of her nose as her lips parted with surreal, coy, malevolence. Fear began to enter his heart as she licked her lips hungrily and he felt her warm, soft body pressed against his own. He wasn’t inside her, yet, as she sat upon his belly.

“Struggle.” She whispered to him.

“What?” Martin asked in disbelief.

Her soft red lip raised lightly on one corner into a sneer as she said “I want you to struggle. I’m already a fucking felon. I want to feel like a real bad guy. I want to take you by force.”

“Are you bloody mental?” Martin asked.

“Martin, relax. We both know it’s just pretend. I just want to know what it feels like to take someone by force.”

“But… I’m stronger than you.” Martin protested.

Maya cocked an eyebrow and asked, “are you sure about that?”

Martin tried to move his right arm but Maya held it fast. The same was the story for the left. He jerked but she wouldn’t let go.

“Come on. It’s like you’re not even trying. I’m going to fuck your brains out unless you can stop me.” Maya teased.

Martin jerked hard to his left but Maya folded down her elbow pinning him harder and blocking his escape. Finally it dawned on him to use his legs and he lifted these up trying to get leverage kicking hard to build up momentum. Maya laughed at his attempt and slid her feet in between his thighs bringing them dangerously close to his balls. She cocked an eyebrow at him seeing his fear, but instead of crushing or damaging his delicate manhood she flexed her feet outward forcing his legs apart and his cock to come up in the middle.

“You failed. Now I’m going to take what I want from your body and there’s nothing you can do about it.” Maya laughed. A faint, sinister tone filled her voice, and it was one Martin did not like.

She wrapped a surprisingly strong hand over his mouth and strange fear entered his heart as he realized he truly was at her mercy. She lined her hips up and he felt her soft lips caress the tip of his cock briefly before she sat back bringing his cock fully plunged inside her.

“Oh, good boy. See how your body betrays you. Deep down inside your cock always knew it belonged to me.”  Maya crowed softly as she began thrusting her hips on top of him bringing terror and pleasure with every move. Martin’s mind felt ripped in twain. This was fucking Maya, just Maya. Tia’s nerdy little friend from the front of the class. She was still wearing her thick glasses for fuck’s sake.

So why did the terror in his heart feel so real?

Why did he feel agony in his soul as she mocked him during the fuck?

Why did he dread the rising orgasm within his loins as she moaned and bent her head down panting at both the exertion and her own pleasure. She stared deep into his eyes and smiled wickedly as he shivered and felt his groan of pleasure explode into her hand. As he came inside her, she closed her eyes and moaned lightly saying “holy fuck, I can feel your cock pumping cum inside my body.”

She shivered lightly and then drew in a deep breath before smiling at him sweetly. The mask of brutality slipped from her face as quickly as she had put it on and she kissed him on the forehead saying “thank you, Martin.” She released her grasp from his mouth, and he gasped in fear, struggling away from her.

“whoa, whoa, Martin.” Maya said in surprise. Her expression shifted to one of concern as she released his arms, and he began flailing trying to push her away. She grabbed onto him saying, “I was just screwing around, Martin.” Martin panted and blinked at her in terror.

Her face slacked gauntly as her mouth hung open in shock.

She said, “Holy shit, Martin. You’re actually scared?”

Martin shivered and nodded.

Maya looked down sadly saying, “You know that I wasn’t really going to hurt you, right?”

Martin forced himself to calm down before saying “uhh…quite.” He blew out a deep breath saying “quite, quite… I... know.” He didn’t sound convincing even to himself.

Maya shivered lightly and placed a hand on Martin’s chest. She patted it reassuringly saying, “deep breath, Martin.” She guided him through taking and releasing a deep breath and his terror began to subside. Maya’s face twisted with guilt as she muttered “bloody hell what have I done?” She lifted her body up and off his releasing his cock from within her womanhood. She knelt in front of him and held out a hand. He looked at it and then back up at her face mistrustingly. “I’m just going to help you up. I’m not going to hurt you, I swear…” Her face turned sad as she continued “please.” He took her hand, and she helped him sit up. He leaned against the bottom of the settee. Martin curled up his legs and wrapped his arms around them defensively.

Maya pursed her lip and pushed her glasses up her nose.

“I shouldn’t ask Tia out.” Maya said looking down at her hands.

“come again?”

“God, I just… her… and… you.”

Maya shivered and flexed her hands saying “I was joking, but what if its right. I am a natural born sexual criminal. It’s just, whenever I think about sex, I want to…” Maya’s eyes went wide and then narrowed as she gritted her teeth.

“Want to… what?” Martin asked.

“Hunt” Maya replied with a shameful gleam in her eye.

Maya hung her head and said “I made a bloody rubbish of this Christmas for you. What the hell was I thinking making you struggle and…well… raping you like that?”

Martin swallowed hard saying, “you didn’t really rape me, it was your… fantasy? I guess?”

Maya bowed her head onto her knees saying, “Martin, I’m a fucking menace. A god damn predator. I shouldn’t be allowed in society.”

They sat in silence for a moment. Finally, Martin broke it saying “I’m not really afraid of you. I’m afraid because…when you took me… I felt so helpless. If you could do this to me then, well, I can’t even bloody protect myself…”

Martin shivered feeling unsure how to continue.

Maya swallowed hard and replied, “you shouldn’t have to protect yourself. That’s why you have friends.”

She sighed and continued, “It’s not your fault. Mom says a strong mind needs a strong body. I do fifty sit-ups, thirty pressups, and run a mile every morning. That’s because I....” She pursed her lips and continued, “always do what my mother tells me to do.”

Martin took this in thoughtfully and replied, “You aren’t doing what your mom tells you to do tonight.”

“No. Now I’m doing what my deranged lunacy wants me to do.”

Martin looked down sadly at his own cock, slickly wet and growing flaccid.

“Did you enjoy taking me by force?” he asked quietly.

“God, Martin, don’t ask me that.”

“But did you?”

Maya looked at him sadly and replied “I wish now that I hadn’t. But the sick, evil part of me loved every second of watching you struggle.”

Martin spoke slowly, “tonight is as much for you girls as it is for me. I’m glad my body was able to give you a good time.”

Maya’s eyes glistened as she whimpered out, “T-thank you. I… I have… to go… cry now.”

Sobs began to burst from her as she rose to her feet and raced out of the room. Tia and Gabby looked up from their conversation at this in shock. Martin clambered to his feet and looked back at Tia and Gabby in surprise.

“What the hell happened?” Gabby asked.

“You two didn’t notice?” Martin gasped.

Tia shook her head.

Martin muttered “bloody hell, someone really can get raped in broad daylight and no one would help.”

He rushed off after Maya.

As soon as he entered the hall he collided with Mary. She had slid her green dress back over her tall, powerful dark body some time earlier. She caught him with her powerful arms and held him tight. Further down the hall, he saw Maya crying as Brittany consoled her.

“I didn’t-” Martin started to protest. He feared they assumed he had hurt Maya somehow.

“Are you okay?” Mary asked Martin with her eyes wide in terror.

She held him back and seemed to be inspecting his body for injuries.

“I’m fine… I’m fine…she…” Martin blubbered to Mary before calling out to Maya “Maya…”

Brittany looked back at him as Maya glanced over her shoulder.

“He’s… not hurt?” Mary announced in confusion.

She shook her head and muttered, “the way Maya described it I thought you were ripped to pieces.”

Maya composed herself and turned back to Martin saying, “Martin just go.”

“I’m not angry at you.” Martin pleaded.

“I know. I’m angry at me. I gave in to my desire and hurt a friend.” Maya replied, morosely.

“Come upstairs with me, Martin.” Mary said quietly, but firmly.

Martin looked up into her face and then back down the hallway. Under the pallid, incandescent bulbs Brittany’s cheerleader outfit seemed even more out of place than it had before. Her face bore the same demeanor as if she had been at a funeral.

Mary grabbed Martin by the hand and guided him up the stairs. He followed her in a strange trance-like dream borne of the emotions and experiences of the night. She pulled him through the door at the top of the stairs, stepping into Gabriella’s brightly decorated room.

“Mary, please, believe me. I don’t mean to be causing so much trouble.” Martin whimpered.

“I know, Martin.” Mary said as she closed the door behind them. She gestured towards the bed and spoke in a commanding tone as she said, “sit.”

Martin picked his way over the cluttered floor feeling wondering whether he should dig through his overnight bag for his pants. It felt strange to be running around his friend’s house while naked and even more awkward to be entering into what felt like a serious conversation with a clothed girl while in a state of complete undress. Mary, however, did not seem to notice this as she perched on the bed beside him and turned her body to face him with one knee bent over the bed and her other foot resting on the ground. A quick, natural glance at her legs proved instantly that the dress she wore was placed on rather hastily as she had not bothered to put on any panties underneath it. Beyond these desires and nuances, his mind still reeled from what had happened with Maya.

Mary placed a hand on his shoulder comfortingly and the warmth of it felt grounding to his soul.

“Please tell me you’re not going to burst into tears or screaming right now.” Martin begged.

“No.”

“I wasn’t trying to hurt Maya, I swear-”

“I know, Martin. You’re not the one making trouble.”

Martin looked up into her loving face as she smiled weakly back at him saying “It’s us girls, Martin. We’re the ones making trouble. We don’t know how to handle sex with a boy. We’re clumsy, teenage girls who have no idea how to cope with the secrets we’re unlocking much less control the magic of the experiences we’re having.”

She dropped her hand back down to her own lap and snorted saying, “look at us. reading smut books, arguing over who gets to take off what piece of clothing, little girls play-acting at dominatrix…” She shook her head and continued, “we’re absolutely ruining your last night as a man because…” She pursed her lips and continued, “we’re not very good at being women.”

She blew out a sigh and said, “we should have just handed you over to Trina, I don’t know, paid her or some shit, and just told her to take care of you sexually. At least that way you could have experienced a real woman in your life other than us pathetic girls.”

“But, this has been the best night of my life.” Martin protested.

He gestured downstairs saying, “yeah, it’s clumsy, it’s emotional, it’s messy… but tonight has still been a dream come true for me. That’s what I wanted to explain to Maya. Sure, she caught me off-guard with how rough she was, but she didn’t hurt me or anything.” He gestured towards Mary’s hips saying, “I was more worried about her crying. I mean, it was like spanking you. I was just so worried that I would hurt you.”

Mary replied reassuringly saying, “Martin, you shouldn’t be worried about us. We should be worried about you. I’m pretty much already healed. Maya will get over it soon enough. More importantly, we’re not the ones losing our balls. Tonight, is supposed to be about you.”

Mary looked off gently saying “us girls made it about us. That might be part of why we’re screwing this all up.”

Mary looked across the bed for a moment before asking Martin, “would you like to lay down?”

Martin looked at the bed and frowned thoughtfully.

“Just… you must be exhausted by now.” Mary said cautiously. Martin nodded and she stood up letting him lay out across the bed. He looked up at her looming tall and powerful over him. She gave a small, sad smile and lay on the bed next to him curling up on her side and sliding her hand smoothly across his stomach. He felt her fingers touch the top of his flaccid cock, but she did not wrap them around it or do anything else.

“If you get to a point where you want to put this inside me. I’m here for you. You tell me the position. You tell me what you want me to do, and I’ll do it. But, and this is important, you don’t have to.”

Martin began to speak but Mary cut him off saying, “just because Trina stole some meds and we’re all not supposed to be at this illegal party doesn’t mean you owe us anything. Trina made that choice on her own. All of us girls are here on our own decision.”
 

“Even Brittany?”

Mary paused for a bit before saying, “yes. Even Brittany is here on her own. Trina told her she could leave after she helped with the pills. She’s staying because…well… she says she wants to give you something.”

Martin looked over at Mary. Mary rolled her eyes in a strange expression of annoyance.

“You’re not going to let her hurt me, are you?”

Mary shook her head saying, “she’s not going to hurt you. It’s a bit complicated to explain.”

“Please do. If she’s planning to give me another kick in the ba-”

“No. No, nothing like that.” Mary replied quickly.

“You’re not in any danger from her, Martin. I’m sorry for what she did to you earlier and, well, she is too. I suppose she also was a stupid little girl playing at something she didn’t understand. She recognizes that now and claims she wants to give you something as an apology.”

“What?”

Mary snorted saying, “doesn’t matter. It’s something she’s too cowardly and selfish to provide it anyhow.”

“Did you break it off with her?”

Mary lay there quietly for a while.

“Yes.”

“Did she… uh… take it well?”

“She’s convinced that she can win me back.”

“So…. She didn’t take it well?”

Mary shrugged saying, “I’m not sure. Even I’m afraid that she’ll just flap those beautiful eyelashes at me, and my heart will melt again into her hands. It’s just terrifying to think of what she’s like on the inside but...” Mary rolled over and lay on her back looking up at the ceiling and sighed continuing, “maybe I am being too rash. I shouldn’t make snap decisions like this in the heat of the moment. Bloody hell, she might be right. At this rate, I’ll have her back in my room, on her back with her legs spread, by this time next weekend.” Mary turned her head to look at Martin asking, “would you hate me forever if I caved like that to her?”

“Of course not. I didn’t even hate you before.”

“Yeah, but now I know what she did. I didn’t have that excuse before.”

Martin took this in thoughtfully for a moment before replying, “I should just let it go. It was a long time ago now and, although I’m still terrified of her, she never did attack me again in real life.”

“In real life?”

“Well… I mean… I have nightmares about her.” Martin muttered weakly.

He felt a warm arm slide in under his neck and he lifted lightly as Mary pulled him in for a tender hug. His naked flesh felt a reprieve from the chill of the room in the cloistered sanctuary of her body pressed against his. She simply held him like that for a while, neither of them saying anything.

Finally, Mary spoke up saying, “Lying here makes me wonder something.”

“What?”

“How many times do you think Gabriella masturbated while thinking about you in this very bed?”

Martin laughed. Mary chuckled and continued, “I can’t change what happened to you and I can’t change what’s going to happen to you, but it makes my heart proud to still be able to make my friend smile.”

She sighed and continued “but, seriously, I bet she spent so many nights in this bed strumming her fingers along her pussy thinking about you, wondering what you had in your pants, stuff like that.”

“Do you think I helped her tonight?” Martin asked.

“Absolutely. More importantly, did you help yourself tonight? Gabby will still have all her sexual organs to play with and enjoy come tomorrow. You, not so much.”

Martin thought about this for a bit and said, “I… did have a good time tonight… but… there is something I would like to have.”

“What?”

“Normal sex.”

Mary sat up and looked at him. She cocked her head to the side thoughtfully as he continued, “no spanking, no bondage, no dominatrix, not with bloody half-a-dozen people watching me, not with like three girls at once or some crazy thing, just… normal, average typical sex. The kind married people probably have on a Tuesday night or whatever.”

Mary smiled and said thoughtfully, “you’re right. That would be nice.”

Her eyes lit up as she said, “Hold on, I could do that for you.” Her voice turned optimistic and cheery as she continued, “Martin, would you like to have normal sex with me?”

Martin’s cock grew hard at the casual invitation, and he said, “yes. I would.”

Mary slid off the bed and stood next to it. She grabbed her dress and began lifting it saying, “well, I would be proper naked of course.”

“Naturally.” Martin replied as he shifted over and raised up on an elbow.

He watched as Mary calmly unsheathed her powerful, elegant body. His eyes trailed along her soft, brown breasts to the slender curve of her ribs, along the faint ridges of her muscular abs, to the wide set of her powerful thighs. He pondered that the only abnormal thing about the situation was a pathetic little wimp like him having a girl with top tier athletic prowess. Still, this nuance did not seem to bother Mary any and so he decided to push it out of his mind. She let the dress fall to the floor as she quietly mounted into the bed. She seemed to ponder her options for a moment as she hovered there on her hands and knees beside him before she rolled over onto her back and laid her body out smoothly across the top of the covers. She lay there for a second before snorting in disdain. She reached up and pulled out her hair tie letting her pony tail fall out into a splay of soft hair which spread across the pillow beneath her head as she lay it back down with a sigh. She quietly looped the tie over her wrist.

She looked back at him from where she lay and said, “That’s better. Let my hair relax.”

“Your hair gets stressed?”

She chuckled lightly saying, “sometimes I forget how little you know about us girls. We’re as much a mystery to you as you are to us.”

She swallowed hard and continued, “would you consider kissing a part of normal sex?”

“of course.”

She asked, “would you like to start there?”

“Yes.”
 

Martin slid in next to her and kissed her lips sweetly. He felt her warm body pressed invitingly close to his own and he slid up his left hand to cup her breast into it bringing a murmur of content to her busy lips which danced and played about with his own. His cock grew ever firmer, slowly stretching across her upper thigh as it reached towards its goal and her ultimate prize.

Mary reached up with her hand and gently lay it across Martin’s cock curling her fingers lightly around the prized body part feeling the smoothness of his tip in her palm and the veiny ridges of his shaft passing softly beneath her fingertips. She released the kiss with a gasp saying “oh god. And to think, of all the things we could have done, I asked you to bloody spank me.”

Martin smiled at her as he continued fondling her breast gently caressing her nipple with his thumb and sweetly massaging the heft of it with his fingers.

“Is this better?” Martin asked.

“Infinitely.” Mary gasped.

She continued, “I should have just done this with you the first time. No bloody theatrics or street-gang billionaire smut. Just a boy, a girl, and a bed.”

She released hold of his cock and reached her hand up to caress his cheek as he leaned over her. “It’s like I said, clumsy little girls playing at sex with no clue what they are doing.”

Martin smiled replying, “we’re the same age, you know. It’s not like I’m some Don Juan expert on all this.”

Mary nodded saying “true, but this, this feels like it’s working. Does it feel like it’s working to you?”

“Yes.”

Mary asked softly, “Then, let’s keep it working. Would you like to kiss me some more or would you like for me to spread my legs for you? Your choice. I’ll do whatever you ask.”

Martin thought about this for a second. His impatient cock bulged against her warm thigh begging to plunge inside the pussy it smelled so close by and so available. He also knew that once he was inside her, it would only be a matter of minutes before he would cum and have to reset.

“Actually, I would like to kiss you some more.” Martin said.

“Really?”

“Once I’m inside a girl… well… it doesn’t take long for me to cum and then I have to go through the whole reset process and usually something bad happens and…” Martin stammered slightly towards the end before continuing, “I just want this moment to last.”

Mary nodded saying “okay. We’ll make it last. Kiss me as long as you like. When you want to do something else, just let me know. No rush. I’m here for you, Martin.”

“Thank you.” Martin replied. He leaned in and they shared another, sweet tantalizing kiss. This time his lips did feel a desire to explore more of her body. He kissed his way down her cheek. She submissively leaned her head back as he kissed along her long, elegant neck. She reached her hand across to hold gently onto his arm as he kissed his way down across her upper chest and came to where he held her breast softly in his cupped hand. He paused a moment to admire where he was with a wry smile before he brought the small morsel of her nipple into his mouth suckling at it with gentle massages by his tongue.

Mary panted lightly and groaned whispering, “god to imagine…you as my husband…doing this every night of my life.” Martin released his suckling of her and looked into her face. Her expression had grown soft and languid from his sweet ministrations.

“Can I say something to you which sounds horrid, but you trust that I mean it in a good way?” Martin asked.

Mary swallowed hard and seemed to brace herself as she said “No matter what it is. I’m here for you, Martin. Go ahead and say it.”

“our skin looks really beautiful together.”

He nodded towards where his pale fingers wrapped around her dark brown breast as he continued saying “just… how pale my flesh is and how dark yours is creates this really visual contrast. At least, well, to me it does. Sorry if that sounds offensive.”

A look of relief washed over Mary’s face as she gasped out, “no that’s not offensive at all.”

“What did you think I was going to say?”

Mary cringed and replied, “that my nipple tastes funny.”

“funny?”

“I don’t know. Feels leathery or tough or maybe isn’t quite as sweet as the other girl’s nipples. It’s…” Mary pursed her lips before continuing, “understand, I am quite proud of who I am and I know this worry is ridiculous, but when I see girls like Tia with their cute little pink nipples on their big, beautiful, pale breasts and mines… well… small breasts with darker brown nipples on my brown skin and just…” She trailed off shaking her head at her own immature insecurity.

“Your nipples are fine, Mary. They feel and taste exactly the same as the other girls. They’re just a different color. That’s all.” Martin said supportively. He looked down at his hand cupping her breast and leaned in giving her nipple a small kiss letting Mary watch his pale lips caress her brown nipple. “Nothing but a different color.” Martin said.

Mary sighed and stared off lightly saying, “color…African…European…that used to be a big deal, didn’t it? Back when race was how we divided ourselves.” She let go of his shoulder and reached down and laid a hand on his cock continuing, “before gender became the big issue. Now that’s how we divide and rank the people of the land.” She stared off wistfully saying, “if only I could turn you into a girl. You would be safe, protected, no longer on the government’s bloody shit-list.” Empathy blazed in her eyes as she spoke with passion “you deserve to feel safe, Martin. You deserve to feel loved by the country you live in.”

Martin thought about this for a second before he replied, “you can’t change how I feel living in Britain. You can’t make me feel safe or patriotic.” He cocked his head to the side and continued, “but you can let me feel you.” Mary nodded as an optimistic smile spread across her lips which clashed lightly against the glistening sadness in her eyes. “yes. That is something I can do.”

“Ready to spread your legs?”

“Very.” Mary replied.

Martin shifted to give her space as she centered up her hips on the bed and slowly spread her legs open letting him kneel in between them. He looked across her sprawled, large, beautiful body and felt that strange, opulent sensation of unworthiness. He didn’t deserve such an amazing, beautiful body to have as his plaything. But here she was, giving it to him without hesitation. At least this time he didn’t have to spank her. Slowly he crawled over her as she quietly watched holding her legs open inviting him inside the very womanhood he had earlier explored with the awkward ridiculousness of tour-guide-Tia and pregnancy-guard-Maya. Such an act now felt utterly disrespectful, and his stomach churned at the things he had done to Mary. Still, she gave her body to him once more. This time he vowed to do better.

No tours

No spankings.

No weirdness.

Just a man, a woman, and a bed.

He felt his cock penetrate sweetly inside her as he slid into position. She moaned and whispered, “oh my god, it feels just as amazing as I imagined it would.”  She looked up into his eyes and said, “come on inside. Let me envelope you completely.”

Martin moaned at the sweet wetness of her and settled his body in on top of her feeling the tender warmth of her sensual touch spread across his body. He contemplated what felt better, his cock inside her pussy or simply lying there with the amazing warmth of skin-to-skin contact with a beloved friend. Mary either succumbed to her own desire or sensed his contemplations as she wrapped her powerful arms around his back and weaved her legs around his own clinging onto him tight with ever appendage she had. The sheer magnitude of touch deliciously overwhelmed him. He gasped not only at sexual pleasure but also in the sensation of being inside Mary. Sure, he was ‘inside’ Mary, in terms of vaginal intercourse. However, with her arms and legs wrapped around him and he felt fully enveloped by her, he felt even more as if he was ‘inside’ of Mary. He appreciated that she could do this better than the other girls simply owing to her overall height and size. He laid his head down across her chest. His cock buzzed with desire, but he didn’t even feel like thrusting. He simply wanted to be…

there…

inside her…

forever.

A strange thought floated through his mind that if he was going to die, this would be a good place to do it as it was so incredibly warm and comfortable. This thought merged slowly into the fantasy that somehow, he could ‘meld’ himself inside of Mary, like he could just become part of her body and she could go about doing her day-to-day thing but now with him forever inside her as her new…

…organ?

…parasite?

The fantasy dissolved as the biological impossibility of it crashed through his mind.

“You needed this badly, didn’t you?” Mary asked.

Martin mutely nodded letting her feel his answer by the motion of his head against his chest.

“Me too. It feels so good to have you inside. It feels even better to be able to give you this.” She shifted her arm slightly and, lay a hand flat across the left center of his back saying “I can feel your heartrate going down from being inside of me. You stay inside of me however long you want, okay? A part of me just wants to tell Gabby that her bed is occupied for the night. We’ll just sleep like this. You can just stay inside of me…”

“…forever?” Martin murmured from her chest.

Mary chuckled “God, I wish. Hell, I’m already starting to no longer feel your cock inside me, at least, not in the normal sense of the word ‘feel.’ It feels like my body just has more to it now, like it’s fuller, but that part of it was always meant to be there. Almost as if I was born without some extra body party I’m supposed to have and now you just returned it to me making me feel more complete on the inside.”

Mary knelt her head down and kissed Martin on the cheek sweetly saying, “you’ve only been in me for a minute or so now, but it feels so incredibly natural that it’s already getting hard to tell where I end, and you begin.”

Martin replied, “your body feels like paradise.”

Despite his relaxation and comfort, Martin’s sexuality could not be denied forever. He stayed right where he was, face planted firmly against Mary’s chest wrapped up deliciously within her arms and legs, but he slowly began rhythmically pulsing his hips forward and back. He had little freedom of motion wrapped up inside her such as he was. Despite this, faint trickles of pleasure worked their way up his cock as it dipped lovingly deep into Mary’s languid pussy.

“Does that feel good to you?” Mary asked him. Martin nodded. She continued “would you like me to help?”

“How?” Martin asked. As soon as he asked the question, Mary answered it by flexing her legs wrapped around his helping to drive him in with every thrust and stretching her hips back away from him with his every retraction multiplying his movement within her far beyond anything he was able to achieve.

He gasped and she moaned as they both felt the innermost parts of her sex tantalizingly dance with his fully engorged cock. She reached a hand down and stroked his cheek as they continued their delicious dance. He looked up at her face and she smiled at him saying through pants of pleasure, “we’ll… do…this…together.”

Their bodies, flexing in near perfect unison like a singular muscle, worked in harmony to drive and retract his cock deep within Mary over-and-over again. Their dancing pulse became more frantic and discordant as they converged towards climax. Martin took one last look at Mary’s warm face, now strained in the throes of pleasure, before he released his will and filled his seed deep within her womb with a shuttering gasp. It felt as if the earth beneath him moved when her entire frame flexed and spasmed with pleasure as she gasped. With surprising force, she folded down and pulled him up planting a mad, wet, sloppy kiss across his lips as his cock finished the last of its magical pulsations deep within her core. Exhausted and exhilarated, she collapsed, and her arms flopped off to the side as she simply let Martin lie there on top of her chest.  He panted there for a while listening to the powerful, rapid thumping of her heart through her ribcage.

“that was… amazing.” She muttered.

Martin simply lay there for a while, listening in silence. He heard her panting breath, listened to her beating heart, and then began the odd ritual of seeing if he could match her. His own heartbeat felt a bit faster than hers, so he focused on deep breathing and calm thoughts to bring it down. After a few tries, he managed it and closed his eyes feeling the perfect synchronization of his heart to that of the girl he currently resided in. The desire to enter her, to become part of her, felt stronger now than ever. At the same time, he pondered how much this desire came from his own wish to simply disappear and not exist versus a true urge to become part of Mary herself.

Martin slowly raised himself up on his arms and looked down at her face.

He hadn’t ‘taken’ her.

She hadn’t ‘fucked’ him.

They had just had sex together.

She panted the same as he did. She felt the same exhaustion and pleasure he had just experienced. They had worked together on a mutual goal and that felt better than all the spankings and oral sex in the world. He had never felt more kindred with another human before in his life.

“We are the same.” Martin said to her.

Her dark breasts jostled lightly as her breath caught lightly in her throat.

She asked, “you saw it too?”

Martin squinted asking “Saw…it? What?”

A disappointed look crossed her face as she continued, “never mind.”

“No, tell me, please.” Martin protested.

“Earlier, while you were spanking me, I saw something. It was you and me standing beside the cool waters of cleansing pain. We were both stripped of everything that makes us different, no race, no gender, no body types, nothing. We were… just humans. And I saw that we were the same.”

She turned her head to the side and grumbled, “god, now it all sounds so stupid as I’m trying to explain it.”

“No, it doesn’t sound stupid at all.” Martin said.

She looked up at him and he continued, “just now, as we finished having sex, I was seeing if I could match my heart rate to yours and I could. I thought about our flesh being together, my cock being enveloped inside your body, our hearts beating as one, and…well…” He frowned saying “no, I guess it’s just ru-”

“We came to the same conclusion by different paths.” Mary said.

Martin thought about this for a moment before replying, “that we did.”

She wrapped her arms around him giving him a powerful hug saying, “I am so glad we got to share this together.”

Clearly Martin lacked the power to stop time, for if he had such abilities he would have done so right then and there. He would have gladly lived out the existence of the universe sweetly embedded in Mary, but no such accommodation could be afforded to him. As time wore on, his satisfied cock shrunk flaccid again and the paradise between their bodies grew to minor aches of uncomfortable positions and sweaty compressions. Eventually he slid off Mary and lay down on the bed alongside her. She sweetly placed her hand in his, and they shared a smile together.

“When you heal up, I would like for you to come see me play basketball.” Mary said.

“I would like that.”
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