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Martin marveled at the glow of his pale hand under the soft, incandescent light as he lay it along Mary’s warm, dark thigh. She gave him a satisfied smile as they lay side by side on top of Gabriella’s pink bed covers. Her warm, brown eyes squinted lightly as she bit her lower lip and compressed her legs together saying “I think I might be leaking a little bit.”

“Leaking?” Martin asked, leaning up. His well pleasured cock flopped limply against his inner thigh as he looked across Mary’s long, powerful, naked body. Sure enough, between the delicate lips of her labia a thin trickle of bodily fluid spread.

“Bloody hell, Mary. Don’t piss on Gabriela’s bed.” Martin protested.

“It’s not piss. It’s your cum.” Mary snorted back. Martin reached down and wiped the sticky fluid away from her lips bringing a gasp of shock and pleasure from her mouth as her head arched back.

“Sorry, forgot about how sensitive you are down there. Was just a drop, anyhow.” Martin said as he rubbed the residue of their lovemaking between his fingers and Mary panted lightly and began giggling. She rolled over and grabbed him tight. She wrapped her powerful arms and legs holding him and whispered, “Oh, Martin, you can feel free to forget anytime.”  Martin blew out a hard breath scattering the curls of her dark hair that had spread over his face. He watched them dance away gloriously in the breeze of his breath only to fall right back where they had started across his mouth and nose. He chuckled at himself. In truth, nothing funny had happened. But also, in truth, the raging endorphins through their well-pleasured teenage veins could have made watching paint dry hilarious.

A faint knocking came to the bedroom door. Both Martin and Mary, lying there in glorious post-coital nudity wrapped up in one another’s bodies, snapped their heads around to look at it.

“Probably Trina here to clear us out.” Mary said.

“Maybe Gabriella or Tia wondering where I am.” Martin offered up.

“May I enter?” Brittany’s voice sounded softly through the door. Her voice quaked lightly as she spoke, lacking her normal bravado.

Martin’s eyes went wide as Mary scoffed lightly whispering, “coward.”

With a bit of grunting effort, Mary and Martin managed to disentangle themselves from one another and sit upright on the bed.

Mary called out in aggravation, “you can enter, if you can quite behave yourself.”

Slowly, Brittany opened the oaken door. She still wore her grey and red cheerleader outfit with her blonde hair up in a ponytail clipped in place by the height of school-spirit fashion. What would have once upon a time been considered scandalously sexy, now made her the most well-dressed person in the room. Despite his terror, Martin couldn’t help but notice the evident pain etched across Brittany’s face as she saw them. Her lower lip quivered lightly and rims around her eyes bespoke to the crying she had done throughout the night. It took his sex-addled mind a second to process exactly how painful this scene must be to her. The boy she used to bully and kick in the balls now sat beside her girlfriend, well, now ex-girlfriend and both of them were naked in a room which bore the pervasive smell of their sex.

They weren’t quite fucking in front of her but they might as well have been for the amount of pain the sight of them caused her. To her credit, however, Brittany put on a stiff upper lip and managed to spit out through clenched teeth “I’m here to do it.”

Mary glared at her mistrustingly as Martin recoiled against Mary for protection. He had a hard time imagining a universe in which Brittany’s words were anything less than a veiled threat against him. His only hope lay in Mary’s protection as both the athletic girls exceeded him in terms of strength and agility.

Brittany swallowed hard and squinted at Mary asking bitterly, “do you want to watch?”

This seemed to knock some of the wind out of Mary’s sails. Her mouth fell open in shock as she said, “you’re bloody serious.”

“I’m not a bloody monster.” Brittany snapped back before controlling herself and continuing at a more even tone, “or a coward. If I can’t prove it to you, I’ll prove it to Martin or at the very least to myself.”

Mary seemed to take this in quietly.

“Do

you

want

to

watch?” Brittany asked again, firmly enunciating each word.

“No.” Mary replied.

Mary looked at Martin who stared back at her in utmost confusion “it’s between you and Martin. It’s for him and him alone.”

“Then go, quickly, please.” Brittany said.

“Quickly?” Mary asked with her voice tinged with suspicion.

“Let me rip this plaster off in one quick go.” Brittany said.

Martin watched as her hands began to tremble while she continued, “at least let me have that.”

Mary gave one last look at Martin whose eyes seemed to bug out of his head in fear. “It will be all right, Martin.” Mary said reassuringly. She slowly rose to her feet and collected her dress up in her hands before sliding it back on quickly. She stepped up to Brittany, whose face quickly drained of all color.

“if you chicken out, I’ll forgive you. No one asked this of you.” Mary said to Brittany quietly.

“Thank you.” Brittany replied with a faint hint of relief.

“However, if you harm him, I will take you up on the offer.” Mary said with a terrifying amount of menace loaded into her emphasis on the word “I.” Brittany looked up at Mary and trembled with a faint nod of understanding.

With that baffling word of threat, Mary left Martin alone with the girl he feared most of all.

Martin instinctively curled up on himself folding his legs up to his chest and wrapping his arms around them as he backed away from Brittany as far as he could on the bed. 

For a terrifying moment, Brittany stared at him silently from where she stood.

“Just do it, you coward. Get it over with.” Brittany whispered to herself.

Her voice turned formal as she spoke to Martin, “tonight is a night for making fantasies come true. I’ve come to make the fantasy you have for my body come true.”

Martin squinted at her angrily with a bitter glare.

She ignored this and continued as her hands trembled. “No protection. No resistance.” She whispered as she reluctantly reached under her pleated skirt and grabbed the thick cloth panel underneath removing it down her thighs. Martin saw that a pair of lace panties was wrapped up in the panel as well. Martin’s eyes darted between her legs and her face. He reviewed her like a field officer contemplating an enemy landmine.

She moved with as much enthusiasm as a child being scolded, although Martin said nothing. In truth, he was more interested in the door behind her than the undressing girl in front of him Whatever trap she seemed to be placing, he wanted no part of it. His mind reeled as he pondered what nefarious plan she might be concocting and why the hell Mary was allowing it. Did she plan to have the two of them ‘caught’ somehow? It’s not like Gabriella didn’t give him explicit permission to sleep with all the girls that night so it would hardly damage his reputation to be with her. Was she hoping to arouse him and cause him to make a critical mistake in combat? Then why would Mary seem explicitly going along with this plan? None of it made any sense.

Brittany folded up her panties and placed them in a neat stack on top of her cloth panel on Gabby’s dresser. She oddly kissed her fingers and touched it to the panties like a pilgrim offering blessing to a sacrament as she whispered to them, “goodbye.” She then turned towards Martin and said, “I’m going to hold my legs apart and put my hands over my head. I’ll close my eyes.” She performed these actions as she narrated them, finishing by folding her arms over her head and closing her eyes and tipping her head back. She stood still like this for a while as Martin stared at her wondering when she was going to hurt him. Finally, he spat out, “if you think I’m falling for some deranged seduction trick of yours, you’re bloody mental.”

Brittany swallowed and kept her eyes closed as she replied, “Martin, you and I both know that the fantasy you have in mind for my body isn’t sexual.” Her voice lowered as she continued with a tremble to her lower lips, “I’m here to fulfill your revenge fantasy while you still have the violent urges of testosterone in your blood to enjoy it.”

“What the bloody hell are you talking about? Are you fucking insane?” Martin gasped.

Brittany swallowed hard and said “No, Martin, this is the first sane thing I’ve ever done in my life.”

“I don’t quite understand.”

Brittany asked, “Do you have even the slightest clue what a girl like Mary is worth? How amazing and valuable the love of someone like that is.”

“I do.” Martin replied solemnly.

Brittany lowered her arms and opened her eyes looking at him with fierce intensity saying, “then imagine the pain when that absolute goddess of a girl stares into your eyes and calls you a coward and a monster. Imagine her asking why you laughed and giggled like a lunatic as you hurt her friend.” Tears began to trickle down her cheeks as she continued, “Imagine being called mommy’s psycho little zealot.”

She gritted her teeth and continued in a hoarse whisper, “and imagine the agonizing pain of knowing that she’s right.”

Martin swallowed hard and began to uncurl slightly. This came more from a sense of curiosity than from trust.

Brittany gestured towards her crotch saying, “I don’t have balls for you to kick, but I do have a pubic bone. It… it will hurt like hell. It may be weeks before I can enjoy sex again. But, if it gets Mary to stop glaring at me like an enemy, I’m willing to do anything.”

She put her arms back up behind her head and closed her eyes saying, “I’m going to let you hurt me the same way I hurt you. I’m going to let you enjoy your revenge fantasy with my body. Mary’s love is worth any pain you chose to inflict.”

Martin’s mouth fell open in surprise. Suddenly the earlier conversations he heard started to make sense.

“Mary agreed to this?” Martin asked in shock.

“She said I would be too chicken to do it.”

Martin squinted at her skeptically as time ticked by and he continued trying to decipher if she had laid a clever trap.

Brittany swallowed hard and continued, “Please, Martin, just kick me and get it over with. I kicked you. You kick me. We get to be even. No more hiding in shame.”

“Hiding in shame?” Martin asked in confusion.

“Haven’t you noticed me disappearing every time you show up?” Brittany asked.

Martin thought about this. He had been so grateful for her to be gone that he hadn’t noticed how much it happened.

“I can’t kick you.” Martin protested.

“Why?”

“It’s illegal for a boy to hurt a girl.”

At this Brittany began laughing mirthlessly saying, “Of course, it’s illegal. This whole fucking party is illegal, Martin.”

Slowly, Martin stood up. The cold air of the room felt prickly and uncomfortable against his bare skin. The vulnerability of his own nakedness combined with her wearing the same cheerleading outfit she had been wearing the day she had kicked his balls made his heart pound hard in his chest.

Brittany stood still as a stone with her legs spread invitingly wide and leaned her head back with her arms folded behind it. He slowly approached her with his knees slightly bent, ready to spring away at a moment’s notice. Like a lion trainer, he stepped closer to her with one hand out towards her while he kept his other cupped protectively around his manhood. He watched her intently and as he drew near. Her chest began to rise and fall rapidly as she panted under the effects of her own fear.

Or… was that in preparation for her attack against him?

Martin trembled lightly as he thought about the situation. He had never heard of kicking a girl in the crotch before. The whole pubic bone thing sounded like it could be rubbish. Perhaps this was some strange trap she had concocted, but the desperation in her voice sounded real enough and the desire to reconnect with Mary made sense given his interaction with the incredible girl.

Brittany quivered and flinched slightly with his every motion. Slowly, he stepped near touching her shoulder briefly as a test before springing back on his already flexed and ready legs.

She let out a yelp of surprise then spat out, “Jesus fucking Christ, Martin, you scared the shit out of me. What’s taking so long? Just get it bloody over with.”

Martin blinked. His surprise came more from what she didn’t do. She didn’t snap a claw down onto his wrist and pull him into her where a buffet of pain awaited his body at her malevolent feet and hands. She didn’t reflexively kick right at his nuts.

She didn’t giggle like she had that night.

She wore no smile of gleeful sadism.

Martin’s eyes went wide as he realized the truth. Brittany was serious. This wasn’t a trap. She was actually going to let him hurt her. Still, her protests raised indignation in his soul as such an act felt hardly fair.

Martin righted himself a bit grumbling “I scared you? How the hell do you think I felt running down those halls like a rabbit chased by a wolf down those halls hearing your horrific giggling getting closer and closer behind me as I couldn’t outrun you?”

Brittany frowned and said quietly, “I accept that what I did to you was wrong. Please, just make it right…”

She trembled and turned her head to the side away from him as she continued “…for both of us.”

Martin braced himself for one of two options. The pubic bone thing was rubbish, or she was serious. He hit upon the only plan of logic that seemed available. One quick kick, then get the hell out of there before she ripped him to pieces.

The world seemed to float around him in a surreal dream as he drew his foot back and thrust it hard directly between her legs. A part of his mind expected to feel his toes shatter against the cast iron body of the hell bound creature which had haunted his nightmares. He felt the pleat of her skirt fold helplessly against his the top of his food offering no resistance to his blow. His foot hit with a slightly damp slap which rapidly transitioned into a meaty thud as he felt it sink deep into her delicate crotch brutally smashing the treasured parts of her womanhood. The transition for her was instant as her eyes sprung open locking with his as her mouth widened into a scream and her hands came down. As his foot came back to the ground so did his former bully collapsing onto her hands and knees briefly issuing a horrific scream. Martin followed through with his earlier plan and leapt over her sprinting towards the door.  As he grabbed the handle, he took one look back to see Brittany fully collapse onto the ground tensed in spasms of pain and clutching her crotch seemingly unable to breath as her eyes bugged horrendously out from her head.

A new emotion, one he never imagined he would feel towards Brittany, welled up inside him as a strange sense of bitter empathy filled his mind. The nightmarish villain of his traumatized dreams dissolved into the very real, and very badly injured, girl in front of him.

She wasn’t laughing at his feeble attempts to hurt her.

She wasn’t sadistically breaking him apart piece by piece.

She wasn’t chasing him down hallways of madness in a never-ending maze.

She also wasn’t…breathing.

Her face turned red, and veins bulged from her forehead as tears formed at the edges of her terrified eyes as her writhing turned weak and feeble. He felt like his mind had been tossed into a blender with the complicated mix of emotions whirling within him, but his recent interactions with Mary skewered a light straight through the chaos with a single phrase:

“What would you do if she was a boy?”

Martin gritted his teeth as he dove in on the ground right behind her where she lay in a curled fetal position. Her eyes pleaded with him as she shook her head clearly horrified at the thought of him torturing her body, even more so now that she was completely powerless to stop him and could not withstand any more pain. He wrapped an arm over her chest and grabbed hold of the V-neck of her uniform’s blouse ignoring the soft breasts beneath it rather focusing on the lungs inside her as he braced his other arm against her back speaking with a commanding tone, “breathe through the pain. Suck in the air. Fill it in your upper chest.” He tugged at her uniform outward away from her chest as he compressed down hard on her shoulder with his other hand helping her to expand her chest and suck in a weak breath of air. She gasped in a wheezing breath, and he let it hold inside her for a second before he pulled his arm in tight compressing it across her chest and squeezing against her back pushing it back out of her again. “That’s one breath. Let’s go for two. Keep breathing. I’ll help you.” 

He pressed outward across her chest and once again, in rhythm, he compressed for her as well. He did this with the patient strength and dedication of a firefighter administering CPR albeit side-ways and improperly. Still, she managed to suck in air under his tutelage. By breath four, he no longer had to forcibly stretch and retract her ribcage for her. By breath ten, she had regained enough strength to sob and cry tears onto the hard-wood floor. Martin said, “you’re doing great. Go ahead and cry it out. That will help. Breath eleven, here we go. You can do it.” At his prompting, she sucked in another breath and let it out as a shuttering gasp of a sob. Martin began to wonder why no one had come charging up the stairs. Surely, they had heard Brittany’s scream earlier. Perhaps Mary had told them what Brittany had planned. Perhaps they had elected to abandon Brittany to his punishment. That thought carried dark implications in his mind, but he quelled these with assertions that perhaps the other girls assumed his constitution too weak in comparison to that of a girl athlete to do any serious harm to her. Obviously, that had not been the case as the whole pubic bone rubbish totally worked and kicking a girl in the crotch seemed to be just as horrifically effective as kicking a boy.

Brittany’s sobs had subsided to whimpers by breath twenty. After this, Martin stopped counting and coaching her through the breathing, rather simply laying there on the floor holding her from behind giving her injured body the support and comfort it needed. They lay like that in absolute silence for several minutes. Martin grew aware of the fact that he could feel her warm back pressed against him beneath the threaded fabric of her cheer outfit and his hips pressed lightly against her buttocks with the hem of her pleated skirt delicately dancing along his cock. He wasn’t as aroused by these observations so much as frightened by them. He might as well be spooning up against a rabid grizzly bear. He made up his mind to leave quickly before she grew healthy enough to harm him.

“this is what… I did to you?” Brittany stammered out between shuddering breaths.

Martin heard his cue. A talking girl is a healthy girl. Time to go.

He sat up and made to leave, but her left hand suddenly left her crotch and clamped down on his wrist. Terror built in his heart for a moment, but she commanded him softly saying, “stay.”

She continued speaking in pauses of pain “this… is… my…gift… to you.”

Her eyes glistened as she stared up at him. She spoke with a strange but deep passion as she continued, “I… can’t hurt… you now. Please…stay.”

She let go of his wrist and reached back down to her aching crotch again as she continued “come…to… front…”

Martin stepped around in front of her and crouched just outside her reach as she lay there in horrendous pain. The writhing had stopped but every breath and every tremble made her cringe and her face blushed crimson against the tears whish streamed down from her eyes.

“Does it… feel good?” She swallowed hard and lifted her tear stained eyes as she whispered “do you feel it? Do you feel… powerful…  more alive than ever before?”

Martin shook his head and replied “no.”

Brittany lowered her head back down and replied sadly, “I did.”

“I really didn’t think that kicking you would work.” Martin said quietly. “I thought this was some twisted plan or trap.” He swallowed and replied, “that’s why I kicked you so hard. I was hoping to distract you long enough to escape.”

Brittany laughed briefly then whimpered in agony and cringed in pain as the experience of laughing for a moment jostled her womanhood painfully.

“Everything hurts.” She grumbled weakly.

“Imagine walking home feeling like this.”

“That would be horrible.” Brittany gasped.

“That’s what I had to do.”

Brittany looked up at him sadly.

“You didn’t kick me again, though.” Martin offered up quietly.

“Once was horrifying enough.” Brittany whispered.

“Horrifying?”

“Do you… dream about me?” Brittany said quietly.

“Nightmares.”

“I have nightmares too.” She replied. Already her voice started to become steadier as the worst of the pain subsided.

“You?” Martin asked in surprise.

Brittany remained curled in fetal position holding her crotch as she spoke softly, “In my dream, I see you running ahead of me. I chase you. I call out that I don’t want to hurt you. You’re hurt and covered in blood. Sometimes I’m alone. Sometimes, Mary is there asking me what I did to you. Every time… by the time I reach you, you’re already dead.”

A preponderous void of thoughtful silence hung between them for a while.

“In my nightmares, the hallways never end as you chase me through them. I hear your giggle around every corner, see your smile imprinted across the ceiling and the floor. Then I wake up, and I have to go to school. Go to the very real hallways of my nightmares” Martin curled up against the base of Gabriella’s bed. “I knew you enjoyed it, and I didn’t know when you would hurt me again. I dreaded the sight of that uniform, that hair, well…you. God, even the smell of your perfume was enough to make me flee in terror.”

At his words, Brittany rested her head on the ground and sobbed lightly. Martin pursed his lips and rose to his feet quickly, finding a box of tissues on Gabriella’s nightstand and gingerly tossing one to Brittany. “Thank you.” She whimpered as she took it in her hand and wiped her tears away.

“No girl wants to become a nightmare when she grows up” Brittany said, “I never imagined that I would become yours.”

Martin watched her for a while before he slowly sat back down again in front of her this time more bravely plopped cross-legged on the floor.

“Brittany?”

“Yes?”
 

“Why did you kick me?”

Brittany let out a long sigh before swallowing hard and saying “Every night, my mom would tell me all about how she used to work the slots. She told me how disgustingly beautiful it was when the soldiers would bring in two-dozen men in chains. Always two dozen, cheaper by the dozen she would say and brag about how she would have forty-eight eggs in her bucket before it was all through. My mom wasn’t like the other women working the mass castration centers. ‘Sad-sacks’ she would call them. Pathetic little girls who don’t know what it takes to change the world for the better. My mom, back when she was young and pretty, would always wear something revealing. She had a tight little nurse’s outfit, low cut top, short skirt. Unlike the other nurses, who would just sulk in the hallways and quietly wait for the start of their shift, my mom would go out to the naked men as they marched along in chains. She would laugh and giggle and flirt with them asking them their names and talking about their cocks. She would flash some skin and see how many of them she could get erect on their way to the slots. She would then leave them off with a sexy little ‘see you soon’ and blow kisses before scampering back to the hallway.”

“Didn’t the soldiers stop her?” Martin asked.

“’Not paid enough to care’ that’s what my mom would say about the soldiers. She hated them as much as the other nurses. They acted as if what they were doing was a bad thing, you know, they were always sullen about how they would take the men in to the room. They would go up a short ramp and there would be a double set of benches along either wall with holes in them right between the men’s legs. Soldiers would chain them down and the blokes would have no choice but to sit there with their cocks and balls dangling through the holes. My mom and the other nurse would be on the other side of the wall, behind the benches. She said it was like seeing a field grow ripe for the picking but upside down. All those cocks and balls filling in to place dangling down through the slots right where she could reach them. She would giggle sexily as she approached the first man. She would even massage his cock and rub his balls a bit to get his blood flowing. She liked them nice and sensitive before she would slit into his sack with her scalpel. She said she wanted him to feel it as his testicles spill out and she snipped them off into her basket. Once the man starts screaming, she would swap from giggling to whistling along trying to harmonize a tune to the sounds of his screaming. Then she would go onto the other. By now the jig was up and the men knew what she was going to do to them so she would take to lying, whispering up through the slot about how their manhood was too beautiful to destroy before cackling that she would do so anyway and slitting it open while whistling to his screams. She loved massaging their cocks and listening to them plead with her for mercy before she would draw her blade along their delicate flesh enjoying the moment their pathetic pleadings turned into shouts of anguish. She said it was so satisfying to walk up and down those slots making the world a better place on set of balls at a time. She would go through and pluck all their fruit, leaving nothing but dangling, empty bloody sacks for the other nurses to stitch shut and a bucket of bloody testicles tucked under her arm.

By now, of course, the men were screaming, cussing, and sobbing. My mom would talk about how the soldiers would stay away, hang out just beyond ear shot. Whenever she would talk to them, they would just stare at her and, her bloody load before turning away from her in shame. Some of the other nurses would even start crying over what they had done. ‘Weak willed and pathetic, the whole lot of them,’ is what mom would say. They were supposed to wait a while, let the men scream out their pain, grieve their loss, and then the soldiers would go in, assure them that the worse was over, and welcome the men to their new lives as eunuchs in the United Queendom. My mom thought this was ridiculous and would barge back into that room of anguish and pain with a basket full of their testicles taunting at the screaming men asking them if any of them wanted their balls back as she laughed at their screams.”

Here, Brittany fell silent.

“’Too soft,’ is what my mom would say. Women were too soft on men. One day the soldiers grew tired of her taunting the men and dragged her out of the room. She got into a fistfight. After that, she was fired from the United Queendom for unnecessary cruelty against men.”

Martin pursed his lips.

“I don’t quite understand why this made you kick me.”

Brittany continued, “as a little girl, my mother was my world. Every night I heard her stories. Every day I imagined I could be like her. I exercised hard, grew strong and fast. I imagined what it would be like to be a soldier or, even better, a castratrix like my mom. I idolized her. When I saw you there trying to peak in at the practice… I don’t know… I won’t say something in me snapped because that wouldn’t be true. It’s more like something in me which had always been there, curled up and ready to go, suddenly sprung into place. Finally, I had a boy who needed to be punished. Chasing you that night, feeling your balls crunch under my foot, watching you crumple to the floor… it was the best feeling of my life. I felt so powerful, so alive, so mature, so amazing. I had done it. I had finally made the world a better place the same way my mother had always done. It was exhilarating beyond my wildest imagination.”

Brittany swallowed hard and painfully shifted her body a bit before groaning back into place on the ground saying, “that’s why I was curious if you felt exhilarated kicking me. I hoped I could give you that feeling as well but...” She trailed off and she shook her head. A small smile rested on Brittany’s face as she continued with a hint of remembered happiness in her voice, “That night, I went home and told my mother what I had done. You might have thought I had just told her I had gotten accepted to Oxford by the way she reacted. She hugged me so hard, crying about how proud she was of me and asked me to tell her every detail. She served me the best pudding and talked about how her little girl had grown up into a powerful woman now. I lay in my bed that night having had the best day of my life with my mother’s love and pride cradling my soul.”

Brittany’s expression changed to a more somber one as she continued, “then I saw you the next day. Sitting there, talking with Mary. I swaggered up figuring you had learned your lesson. I half expected you to thank me for correcting you but… I saw it in your eyes. I saw it in the look you gave me.” She gritted her teeth and continued, “sheer terror. And you ran away. Then Mary looked at me in concern asking what was wrong and I… I felt conflicted. I felt proud of what I had done to a boy, but ashamed of what I had done to a friend. At the time I simply lied to her and pushed away the thought but… you never stopped running away from me. I lost you after that kick and nothing I could do would bring you back.”

Brittany looked up into Martin’s face passionately as she continued, “I know it was wrong for me to feel it, but I missed you. I missed hearing your laugh, seeing you chat excitedly with Mary about court ball strategies, I just… I don’t know. When Gabby introduced us and you fit in with the rest of us so naturally, I had always just thought of you as one of the girls, even though you weren’t.”

Martin took this in thoughtfully. It had been so long that Brittany held terror for him that the faint, vague memories of their friendship seemed to float on a far-away island in the past. For the moment, however, he held his silence.

Brittany sighed and continued “It took time but the thought that you can be both a boy and a human being started trickling slowly into place in my skull. I started thinking for myself, and I didn’t like the things I thought.”

“What kinds of things?” Martin asked.

“The men, in my mom’s stories, they were people too. Humans, just like me, but with different parts. I imagined what it would be like. If things were reversed. I imagined if someone cut out my ovaries and treated me the way my mom treated those men. Laughing, taunting, insulting me while holding up my disembodied sexual organs and giggling at me about it…”

She shuddered and her voice lowered to a whisper as she continued, “I started to understand my mother’s stories in a new light. She was fired by the United Queendom for cruelty against men. The Fucking United Queendom, Martin, the same bloody people who invented the peckertine to make an example of their enemies fired my mom for cruelty against men. And they were right to do so…” Brittany shuddered and continued “my mother is a monster, Martin. An actual fucking psychopath and I idolized her. I worshipped a monster.”

Brittany looked up at him with a strange pleading in her eyes as she whispered, “I don’t want to be a monster, Martin.”

“You’re not.” He replied firmly. He drew a deep breath and continued, “at least… not on the inside.”

Brittany gave a small, sad smile. Martin swallowed hard and asked, “how do you feel?”

“It hurts, but... a little less.” She replied.

“Can you resist your violent urges?” Martin asked.

She twisted her lips and looked at him inquisitively as he continued, “I want to do one more thing to you, but you will need to resist your violent urges.” Brittany’s face fell into an aspect of shock and sadness before grim determination came over it again. “I promised to make your revenge fantasies on my body come true.” She whispered sadly. She didn’t move but closed her eyes and curled inward a bit as she whimpered, “I won’t resist you.”

Slowly, Martin crawled over to where she lay quivering and whimpering lightly curled up on her side on the floor. Brittany felt his warm body draw near as dread terror washed over her as to what he would do to her next. She felt his hot breath against her cheek and confusion came to her mind. Why was he getting so close? Did he plan to grapple with her? She had half expected him to just punch her or something, but new fears grew within her mind. What if he forced her legs open and worked even more violence upon her crushed womanhood? It had taken all of her will to resist the urge to vomit after he had kicked her, and she didn’t know how much more pain she could take. She felt his body hovering over hers and she cringed her eyes shut fearing the future before his warm breath whispered into her ear

“I forgive you.”

Brittany gasped. A part of Brittany’s soul that had lain covered with ice and generational anger, melted at those three little words. She looked up to see Martin, looking down at her. Their faces were close enough that they could kiss, but he only smiled at her. Ignoring the soreness, She released her hands from her aching crotch and leaned up as much as she could wrapping her arms around Martin. This was as far as her plan had gone, and she quickly lost balance from the searing pain in her vagina and began to flop back down on her side. Luckily, Martin caught her and supported her weight by clinging her close to his chest. Tears welled within her eyes once more as they shared a hug.

For the first time in a long time, she breathed freely as she clung to a naked boy.

“You needed that badly, didn’t you.” Martin said quietly.

“Yes.”

Martin sighed and said, “it feels good to no longer be afraid of you.”

Brittany smiled as the tears on her cheek watered his warm shoulder,

“Martin, what if this means our nightmares can end?”

“I would like that.”

“Me too.”

They sat like that, for a while, just clinging to one another without saying a word. “would you like me to take you over to the bed?” Martin asked quietly.

“Huh?”

“It would be just more comfortable than the ground.”

Brittany pursed her lips for a moment before replying “I’m not quite ready for that yet.”

“Do you mean physically, or emotionally?”

“Both.”

“I left you on the ground. Just lay me back down.” Brittany said quietly.

Slowly, Martin shifted his grip and gently laid her back down. She curled in the fetal position with her knees in front of her and holding her crotch as he lay down on the ground in front of her looking into her face. She smiled at him lightly. He chuckled and asked “what?”

“it just so strange to be this close to you and not feel afraid.” Brittany said. She looked down thoughtfully before realizing that her eyes were trailing across Martin’s naked body before she looked back up into his eyes saying, “I spent so long apart from you. Martin, I can’t believe I’m saying this but, over this past year or so, I missed you.”  Martin pursed his lips and stared directly at his nemesis as she continued “that’s weird, right? When I’m the one that hurt you.”

“Quite.” Martin replied. He smiled sadly continuing “still, thanks for missing me. If nothing else I’m learning my nightmares of you attacking me again were unfounded.”

Brittany looked down across her own body and said, “I suppose one way to solve a nightmare is to just let it come true and pick up the pieces when it is through.” She swallowed hard and continued “Now, that my nightmare came true, I get to be with you again. You’re no longer running away, you’re right here…” She cocked an eyebrow and smirked, “naked.”

Martin shifted a bit to cover his manhood with a hand as Brittany shook her head saying “sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

Martin rolled his eyes saying “I suppose I should be quite getting used to being naked in front of girls by now.”

Brittany took this in thoughtfully and asked “Have you had a good night tonight? I mean, obviously not with me, but with the other girls?”

“Beyond my wildest imagination.”

Brittany licked her lips and said “what, of the experiences you’ve had so far tonight, has been your favorite?”

Martin gritted his teeth and replied “I…uhh… probably shouldn’t talk about…”

“It was Mary, wasn’t it?” Brittany cut him off.

Martin shrugged and nodded. To his surprise, Brittany flashed him a winning smile.

“You’re not mad?” Martin asked.
 

Brittany shrugged saying, “Mad that you had sex at a sex party? I’m just proud to know that my Mary was the best shag of the group. I knew she could do it. She is an amazing lover.”

“Very much so.” Martin nodded towards Brittany’s crotch saying, “I can understand why you would do anything to get her back.” Brittany sighed looking off longingly.

“Hey, Martin.”

“Yeah?”

“You’re not scared of me anymore, right?”

“Not really. Not since you explained everything.”

“Would you like to see me naked?”

Martin’s eyes shot wide as he blinked in shock “come again?”

Brittany looked at him and continued “well, it’s just. You’re naked. All the other girls are naked. And I’m just starting to feel like the odd one out here wearing clothes. I know that I’m hurt and that you don’t think of me that way, but I’m still a girl and…”

Brittany pouted and continued, “I guess it feels like I’m missing out in participating in a fun event with my friends. I mean, the other girls have already made you cum and I’m still dressed. It’s like everyone is swimming and I’m sitting beside the pool in a ball gown.”

“You know you don’t have to.” Martin replied.

“I know, but I want to. Obviously, there’s a lot I can’t do in this condition but…” Brittany cocked her head to the side and asked sweetly, “would you undress me? That way I can at least feel like I’m participating in this night.”

Martin nodded saying “well, yes, if it would help, I can undress you.”

Brittany smiled at him and replied, “thank you. It’s something I can do. Also, the idea of letting a boy take my clothes off and see my naked body…” A rebellious gleam glinted in her eye as she continued “God, my mom would froth at the mouth like a rabid dog and die if she could see me like that.” Her smile darkened angrily as she continued, “that monster would deserve it for what she did to all those men.”

“Are you quite sure about this?” Martin asked sensing Brittany’s strange divergence. She shook her head to chase away thoughts of her mother as she replied, “Yes. Martin, this is an illegal sex party. I’ll never get a chance like this again. Not only do I get to be with you,” She smiled, if her pussy was working any longer it would have probably grown wet but the thought itself created a deliciously illicit thought within her mind as she continued “you get to strip me naked.”

Martin smiled at this and gently crawled over to where Brittany lay on the ground. She passively let him take her shoulders and slowly roll her onto her back. He looked across her body and back at her face several times checking to see if this action hurt her. She breathed out a sigh letting the soreness from her crotch flow through her as she settled her body down into the new position before reassuring Martin with a “It’s quite alright.”

His hand ran along from her shoulder down across her arms to her abdomen. As he did so, he felt warm skin over her taught, powerful muscles across her entire body. The surreal irony of touching the very muscles which had once terrified him was not lost on him. Brittany watched his hands move across her feeling the surreal natural revulsion at being touched by another person inappropriately and the simultaneous excitement at being touched by her friend, Martin. Curiosity filled her mind and she asked, “what does touching me feel like to you?”

Martin licked his lips and said “it’s like petting a tiger at a zoo, I suppose. Terrifying and fascinating all at once. I’ve feared these muscles for so long and yet now I get to touch them safely.”

Brittany slowly raised both her arms over her head stretching out her torso deliciously and submissively open to him. Martin watched her face quietly for any expression of pain from flexing her sore womanhood into a new position and one appeared only briefly before she blew out a breath saying, “oh, okay, that didn’t hurt quite as much as I thought it would.” She licked her lips and looked up at him saying, “I can’t believe I’m submitting myself to a boy.”

“How about to a friend?” Martin asked.

“Yes. That’s much better.” She looked down across her body saying, “you said this uniform used to scare you, right?” Martin nodded. She continued, “then open the monster from your nightmares and free the girl trapped inside. I’m waiting in here for you to rescue me.” 

Martin knelt alongside her and lay his trembling hands on her firm cotton blouse. He felt the warmth of her chest along with the rise and fall of her breath as he found the metal zipper clasping the school-colored bodice shut and pulled it down revealing the pale flesh between her breasts. She moaned lightly as he went. She whispered, “why does this feel so… right?” He soon revealed the clasp of her bra and continued cutting a line of pale, warm flesh along the seam of the firm fabric. He reached the end and said to her, “ready?”


Brittany smiled at him saying “yes.” Martin slid his hand in under the panels of her top and spread them open revealing the lacey white bra underneath and the fluid breast held within. Clearly Brittany had full intent to impress Mary with such underwear as her pink nipples compressed sweetly against the see-through mesh of her lingerie. Martin’s eyebrows went up a little at this nuanced detail. Brittany cocked her head to the side lightly saying “I never thought I would say this to a boy but… Do you like seeing me in this bra?” 

Martin swallowed hard and began to feel another body part of his growing hard. Already, just with having her top open, Brittany looked more like a girl and less like a monster. He gave her a reassuring smile and said “quite.”

She beamed at this saying “good. Mary loves this bra. I didn’t know if it would be the same for a boy. She likes my breasts quite a bit, says they calm her down before a big game. I always laugh at her and say she has breasts too, but she tells me mine are better to play with for some reason.” Brittany shook her head saying “ahh, I’m blabbering. Go ahead and unlatch the clasp in the middle there. I could do it myself of course, but it’s more illegal if a boy does it for me.”

Martin saw what she meant about the clasp and gently took up the hard piece of reinforced tag between her breasts and slid it inward and up releasing the tension against her breasts. She drew in a sharp breath, and he slowly let her bra slide open gently releasing her breasts from their elegant cages. She breathed out a sigh of relief. He watched her face as he did this and she smiled at him sweetly with a slight giggle saying, “my breasts are down there, Martin.”

He let his eyes trail along the two, smooth benippled hills on her chest. They lay slightly flatter and more widespread than normal, under the force of gravity but still they jostled deliciously with her every breath.  She licked her lips and said, “go ahead and touch them.” Martin gave her a look of slight concern, but she nodded saying “You’ve touched all the other girls. Now it’s my turn. Besides, I’m curious to know what it feels like to be touched by a boy.”

Martin gently cupped her breasts in his hands feeling their smoothness and warmth. Brittany asked, “do they feel nice?” Martin nodded and gave her a reassuring smile. She swallowed hard and said, “I wish I could arouse you like the other girls but, well, maybe the feel of my breasts can help you calm down at least. I don’t know, a stress reliever or something.” She muttered with a faint hint of sadness in her tone.

“I’ll need you to sit up to get proper naked. Do you think you can do it?” Martin asked.

“will you help me?”

“Of course.”

Martin leaned in and Brittany slid her hands over the back of his neck. He lifted her slightly to get some space then slid his arms in behind her supporting her weight as he leaned back pulling her up to a seated position. With even less elegant maneuvering, He managed to slide her bra and open top off over her arms as she stretched them upwards chuckling slightly at how awkward the whole process was. He set these off to the side as she sat there quietly not daring to rely on her own injured core. He quickly stepped away and returned with a pillow from Gabriella’s bed. He slid this in behind her and wrapped arms around her once more lowering her body back down slowly to the ground letting her head rest on the pillow. The deliciously vulnerable feeling of relying on a boy to handle and position her nude body filled Brittany’s mind. The warm sensation of skin-on-skin touch between her chest with his warmed her heart as he leaned her back into position. As he set her back down, her knees rose slightly in anticipation of his next move.

He looked down at her waist asking “ready?”

“Quite.”

She bit her lip and closed her eyes as she felt his thumbs hook in on either side of the hem of her pleated skirt. She kept her knees tightly closed together as she gently flexed her legs lifting her buttocks off the ground slightly helping him as he slid her skirt off revealing the last vestiges of her body. Painful soreness coursed through her crotch at the exertion and the revelation that he would not only see her pussy but also the damage he had wrought upon it gnawed at the back of Brittany’s mind. Martin slid her skirt over her legs and down past her ankles gently lifting each of her feet in turn to release them from the fabric. He looked back up across her body and she looked back across her body at him with her legs bent and tightly closed. Brittany decided that whether he chose to lust after her most sacred of womanly body parts or to gloat at the damage he had done to her was his decision to make. For her part, she had come too far to give up now.

“In for a pence…” she whispered.

She blew out a sigh, closed her eyes, and slowly let her knees fall open to either side revealing her womanhood fully to him.

“…in for a pound.”

An eternity seemed to pass as Brittany lay there eyes closed and quietly exposing her pussy to Martin. She waited to hear him growl with sexual arousal or to laugh at her well-deserved injury. Neither of these came.

Instead, she grew aware of odd noises in the room.

Creaking of floorboards…

rustling of cloth…

sloshing of water?

Brittany suddenly felt something cold and wet with a fabric texture touch her aching labial lips and her eyes shot open in shock. She saw Martin kneeling over her pressing something against her. She arched her neck and saw that he held a piece of cloth saturated with cold water against her womanhood.

“I’m so sorry. I had kicked you harder than I thought.” He said to her.

With great effort, Brittany leaned up on her elbows asking, “What? What does it look like? Am I going to be quite well?”

Martin pulled away the rag and let Brittany see her own vagina. Her crotch glared angry and red, flush with pain and blood. “You’ll have a nasty bruise. I got you a cold, wet cloth. We could get you some ice from downstairs, but that might be too much for it. Or, at least, I think so. I only was introduced to vaginas earlier today. I’m not quite sure how to treat an injured one.”

Brittany leaned back and panted slightly letting the feel of the cold cloth soothe the pain in her womanhood.

“The cloth is good, thank you.”

She contemplated that Martin had elected a third, and wholly unpredicted third option as to what to do to her naked and injured body.

Empathize with her and heal it.

“Thank you for helping me.” She said with a slight grimace at the memory of what she had done to him.

“I’m just doing what I would do if you had been a boy.” He replied quietly.

“Me mates and I, well, you get quite good at treating groin injuries quite fast in primer school as a matter of survival.”

He wiped her a few more times before squeezing the water out from the rag letting the cool, evaporative balm rest upon her pussy. Brittany sighed and the sigh became a shudder as, regardless of the pain, her womanhood was starting to respond to his touch the way a normal girls would albeit slightly muted. Faint tickles of pleasure danced along the undercurrent below the soreness, and she could not be all together certain that the wetness she felt was entirely due to his soaked rag or due to her own juicy arousal. She moaned lightly and rolled her head off to the side. She pondered how it was too bad he didn’t think of her sexually because-

Her mind stopped mid-thought as she opened her eyes. The previously soft and apathetic cock between Martin’s legs now stood firmly erect. Brittany reached out to inquisitively grab it, but Martin flinched back.

Brittany said with as much earnestness in her voice as she could muster “I’m not going to hurt you.”

She licked her lips lightly and pointed at his erect cock asking, “is it hard because of me?”

Martin stammered and his face reddened.

“No, Martin, it’s fine.” She said reassuringly. She smiled at him saying, “It means you think of me as a girl, rather than a monster. I… I’m glad for that.”

She swallowed hard looking at the utterly alien body part, now swollen and ominously potent, in the promise of what it could do to her body. The very forbidden nature of his boy parts fascinated her curiosity.

“Can I see it closer?” She asked him.

Martin swallowed hard and she continued “Seriously. I promise. I won’t hurt it.”

He crouched a little closer beside as she lay there staring at it. She cocked her head to the side and let her legs relax and slide out so she lay flat on the floor with her legs lightly spread. She marveled at his cock saying “it’s… actually… kind of pretty.”

“Pretty?”

“Well, purple and covered in veins. It’s hard to believe it’s a real human body part because it just looks so out of place but once you get over the uncanny valley of its existence, you quite start to appreciate how pretty it is. Can I see it closer?”

“Uhh?” Martin said, trying to figure out how to get any closer to her.

She gestured towards him saying, “just step over me with your legs spread. I just want to see what you have up close. I was freaking out and you were shrunken when I saw it earlier.”

Slowly, Martin obliged stepping over her body such that she soon felt his warm feet press against either side of her waist as she looked up between his legs seeing his bullocks dangling from their fleshy sack and his veiny extended cock. She cocked her head to the side inquisitively and gestured with her hand saying, “bring it closer.” She looked up at his eyes as he peered down at her behind his cock and she continued, “if that’s okay.”

Martin slowly dropped to his knees straddling her waist and letting his cock rest along the warm middle of her chest. She looked at his cock curiously feeling the odd sensation of pressure and warmth gently pressed against her chest from his manhood.

“Can I take one more piece of clothing off you?” Martin asked.

“I don’t have any left.”

“Just one.”

Brittany watched as he reached over her head. She felt a click coming from her hair. He withdrew her school-colored hair bow and gingerly set it aside.

“Oh,” She said. She had not even contemplated her hairbow as meaningful but removing it seemed to put Martin even more at ease.

“Now you look nothing like the scary girl that attacked me.” Martin said with a smile on his face. Brittany pointed at his cock resting on his chest and asked, “may I touch it?”

“Go ahead.”

She curiously reached up and ran a finger along the warm flesh of it. “It’s… warm.” She said then shook her head lightly with a crinkle of her nose continuing, “of course it’s warm… it’s just.” She continued to run her fingers along his cock inspecting the smooth purple head of it “smooth here but...” she ran her fingers back a bit plying lightly at the loose skin surrounding his head saying “loose and saggy here…” She slid her fingers back to the base of his cock touching the short, wiry pubic hair around it. “Hairy here…” She gently rubbed his abdomen just around his cock saying, “your hair is just like what we girls have.” She smiled and chuckled lightly saying “This is so amazing. What does it feel like having this body part?”

Martin twisted his lips thoughtfully for a second before saying, “depends a great deal on what is happening to it.” He reached down and cupped her breasts lightly clumping them together under his cock saying, “I suppose I could as you what it’s like having these.” Brittany nodded saying, “Makes sense. Breasts feel wonderful when Mary is suckling them but hurt like the dickens when they are chafing in a poorly fitted bra.”

She looked down at his cock for a moment before speaking to it saying, “hello Martin’s cock.” She put her two fingers to her lips and kissed them before touching the smooth tip with her fingers saying, “sorry I hurt you.” Martin’s cock instinctively flexed, and Brittany’s eyes went wide with surprise. She looked up at Martin asking, “did you do that?”

He shook his head saying, “not intentionally. Here, watch.” Brittany looked down as Martin’s cock lifted a few inches up from her chest flexing upward for a moment before falling back down onto her sternum with a funny sounding little plap.

“You can move it!?” Brittany gasped.

“Just a little bit. You pretty much saw the whole range of motion right there. Sometimes, though, it moves on its own.”

“what makes it move on its own? Is it random?”

“No. Mostly when it gets touched.”

“amazing.”
 

“That’s not the part you really hurt, though. That was these…” Martin grabbed his cock with his hand and lifted it letting Brittany see his balls more thoroughly.

“And these are what get cut off from you?” Brittany asked gently, placing fingers against the saggy flesh of his scrotum.

“Yeah.” Martin said with a shocking tone of banality to his voice.  

“But, you get to keep this, though, right?” Brittany said grabbing gently onto his cock with her fingers.

“I should. I suppose that’s up to Trina to decide, but from what I understand most men get to keep their penis. It… well doesn’t work as well without the balls from what I understand.”

“You will no longer want sex, right?”

“That’s what I understand, yes.”

Brittany slid her hand underneath cupping his balls feeling them fill the palm of her hand. It felt like two eggs in a warm, furry sack and she cocked her head to the side inquisitively. Suddenly, his scrotum tensed in her hand. She gasped “it’s moving.”

She looked up at Martin asking, “are you doing that?”

“No, that I can’t control at all.”

She pouted as the sac tensed pulling up the balls away from her touch.

“It… doesn’t like me.”

“Just leave your hand there a little bit longer.”

Brittany waited as she held her warm hand under his balls. After about a minute, the sack relaxed slowly dropping his balls back into the palm of her hand letting her hold them once more.

“It’s relaxing into my palm.” She said.
 

“I’m not sure exactly what controls it. It’s some combination of temperature and how worried I feel, I suppose.” Martin said.

“It’s giving your balls to me.” She whispered in awe.

She looked up at him and pouted lightly saying, “After everything I did to you, your body trusts… me… with your balls?”

“I suppose this means were friends again” he said to her warmly.

Brittany smiled and said, “I do like your balls. They’re warm and firm.”

“Thanks. I’m glad you like them. Well, for as long as I get to keep them, I suppose.” Martin said.

Brittany pursed her lips thoughtfully and said, “thanks for letting me have a tour of your manhood. I suppose you’ve grown quite patient with all us girls asking dumb questions about it.” Martin shrugged saying, “I’ve had my fair share of dumb questions. Mary was quite friendly in answering several for me.”

Brittany’s eyes went wide a bit and Martin realized what he had said as he continued, “uhh… sorry, I quite shouldn’t mention that.”

“No... I know you’ve been with all the girls tonight including her. Would it be strange if I asked you what it’s like being with her… as a boy that is.”

“She’s amazing. Like you get inside her body and she’s so large, warm, and powerful that you never want to leave and the way she-”

Martin stopped realizing he was gushing but Brittany gently prompted saying, “go on.”

Martin swallowed hard and said “I understand why you would do anything to keep her. Even just being with her tonight, I could tell how special she was.”

Brittany smiled dreamily, “She is pretty incredible, isn’t she?”

“I’ll tell her everything of what you did tonight. It all makes sense now knowing your mom was in your head and such. I’ll do what I can to help you get her back.” Martin said.

“Thank you.” Brittany said with a light smile. She pulled her hand out from holding Martin’s balls and said, “I feel like I should do something nice for you. Is there anything I can do for you that you would enjoy while I’m here.”

Martin laughed.

“What? I’m being serious.”

“No, it’s just, I said the exact same thing with Mary earlier tonight.”

“Oh, and what did you do to her.”

“Well, I licked her.”

Brittany nodded saying, “oh, she loves that. Was it fun feeling her shake your whole body back and forth with her powerful legs? I always like that part, it’s like being in an amusement park ride.”

“Kind of. The experience for me was a bit different but I could see what you’re describing and that would be fun. Mostly it felt nice to be able to do something good to one of you girls tonight. You’ve all been so nice to me.”

“I haven’t been nice to you yet. My mother trained me on how to hurt a boy, but are you willing to teach me how to pleasure a boy?”

“How can I say no to a friend?”

Martin held up a warning finger saying, “just so you know, if you please me too much, I will be squirting out cum.”

Brittany nodded saying, “That’s the salty stuff the other girls were talking about earlier, right. That doesn’t sound too bad, especially since they said it tastes like caviar.”

“Quite. Well, you can start by rubbing me here.” Martin gestured towards the bottom of his top and Brittany laid her thin fingers on his frenulum softly massaging it back and forth. “Like this?”

Martin let out an appreciative groan and said “yes.”

“Bloody hell, I’m actually pleasuring a boy.” Brittany said with amazement in her voice.

She watched his cock swell even riper in her hands as she massaged him. It grew closer and closer to her face and her curiosity and desire grew until she said, “can you bring it closer? I want to try pleasuring it with my mouth.”

Martin slid his hips forward and Brittany soon found his cock plunged towards her lips She giggled lightly at his enthusiasm before puckering up to give a long, sensual kiss to his sensitive frenulum. She watched as his shoulders drooped and he sighed with an ecstatic moan. More important than his reaction was the overwhelming smell and taste of his cock as she released the kiss saying, “you taste like Mary!”

“Huh?”

“No, seriously, you had this inside her, right?”

Martin nodded.

Brittany gave his cock a lick saying, “I can tell.”

“Sorry.”

“It’s not bad. I rather like the idea of it.” Brittany said as she gave the tip another kiss.

She mused, “this warm, powerful thing was inside her. That would feel incredible with all its moving parts and such stretching a girl out on the inside. I hope she enjoyed herself with this. Did she?”

“We both enjoyed it.”

“Really?”

“Well, yes.”

“Tell me all about it while I suck your cock.” Brittany said.

“Come again?” Martin asked.

“My pussy is still bruised and sore from your kick. I can’t enjoy physical touch down there, but I can enjoy… I suppose I’ll call it the thought of sex. The emotions of sex. If nothing else, it will be fun to see if I’m any good at it with a boy. In any case, this is as close to sexual pleasure as I’m going to get for a while and a once in a lifetime chance. Please, tell me about all the great things you did to my beautiful Mary with this powerful cock of yours. Let me imagine what it must have been like plunged deep inside her amazing body while I pleasure it myself.”

“That is, if you think I’ve done enough repentance to deserve such a thing.” Brittany offered up meekly.

“You have. If nothing else, I owe it to you for kicking you too hard. The sad part is I’m rubbish at story telling.”

“Just start from the beginning. While I was listening to Maya sobbing about how badly she had dominated you, you came up here with Mary, right? Take me there, Martin. Let me imagine I was in the room here watching you two. What would I see? What delicious things did your powerful manhood do to my beautiful girlfriend as you brought her to sweet submission beneath your masculine force.”

“Huh?” Martin asked in confusion.

“Am I doing it right?”


“Doing what right?” 

Brittany reviewed his cock occasionally giving it licks and kisses as she said, “you know, being one of those weak-willed women that pleases men instead of the government.”

Martin chuckled and said, “Oh, you don’t have to…well… you can quite be yourself. You’re already doing a good job pleasing me.”

“I still want to hear the story, though.” 

“Well, first we just sat on the bed and talked.”

“Talked?” Brittany asked as she continued gently massaging his cock with her fingers occasionally giving the tip of it sweet little kisses with her mouth. “Sexy talk?”

Martin scrunched his face saying, “not quite at first, we talked about how you girls are just as clueless with sex as I am. Mary said it was because everyone here is immature and I suppose she’s right. That’s why we’re all making such rubbish decisions with spankings and failed domination and such. We discussed this and talked a bit about you, but…well… the stuff we talked about you really doesn’t matter anymore.”

Brittany smiled sadly saying, “you’re right, not quite very sexy at all. How did you lay the mood after that, Casanova? What tricks did you pull on my girlfriend to get in her pants? I’m not asking because I’m upset, I’m asking because I honestly want to learn. Pretty soon, I’ll need to kneel in front of her and eat a large piece of humble pie. If she thinks I’m worth enough, maybe I’ll get to follow up my humble pie with a taste of sweet Mary’s pie.”

“Well, I suggested normal sex.”

“Normal sex?”

“Quite. You see, we had been doing all these weird and exotic things, right? Like acrobatics in sex. I’ve spanked girls, been forced to dominate a girl, been dominated by a girl, been inside girl’s mouths, between their breasts…”

“No shit! I can pleasure you with my breasts?” Brittany scooped up her breasts and pressed them around Martin’s cock, but they were not quite as massive as Tia’s and only managed to partially fill in about him. She still tried to thrust her chest up and down only to end up cringing in pain.

“No, you’re not quite the right position for that and I don’t think you’re healthy enough for it either. What you were doing earlier was fine.”

“Okay, go on.” Brittany said as she released hold of her breasts and grabbed up his cock stroking it deliciously with her fingers once more.

“The point is we have been doing all sorts of wild things and so I suggested to Mary doing something normal. Typical sex. She lays down, I lay on top of her, straight, normal sex. I think it’s called missionary but I’m hardly an expert.”
 

“a position only a boy can do.” Brittany said sadly.

Martin groaned lightly as she stroked him.

He said, “you are quite good with your fingers.”

“You think so? Mary always liked them.”

“Maybe you could do this and use your fingers on her instead of a cock.”

“Really?”

“I suppose. Lay her back and then lay on top of her but perhaps reach down between your legs and finger her while you do it?”


Brittany pursed her lips thoughtfully and slowly gave Martin’s cock another soft kiss as she looked off in the distance. “I suppose I could try. Perhaps suggesting normal sex would work on her. Anyhow, you had this nice, veiny tool to work with. Tell me about how you used it on Mary. Please, hold no details back.” 

“Well, first we took her dress off and let her lean back and get nice and comfortable on Gabby’s bed. Then I simply crawled in between her legs and gently lay down pressing myself inside her.”

“What did she feel like?”

“Wet, and incredibly warm. Even though it was just my cock it felt like I was in a hot tub or a tropical ocean inside her. That wasn’t the best part, though.”

“That wasn’t the best part?” Brittany asked breathily.

Her fingers had quickened their pace pulsating delicious ripples of pleasure through his member bringing fresh groans to his lips. She reached her other hand underneath and cupped his balls warmly in the palm of her hand feeling them grow ripe and tight with pleasure.

“The best part was when she wrapped her legs over mine and I lay across her powerful, broad chest. It felt like I was inside her, not just with my cock inside her but my whole body. She was so large that it felt like she was the earth and I resided on her or…almost…” Martin looked of distantly as Brittany continued pumping his cock now fervently trying to bring him to orgasm. A faint trickle of precum formed at the tip of his cock and she licked it away as Martin said “…like Mary was god.”

“And what did god do to you?” Brittany asked. Her eyes grew softly languid and filled with desire.

Martin continued panting through gasps of pleasure, “We decided to work together. She pulled me… in with her legs… and flexed her body to help pull me out again. We worked together in such harmony that it…felt like… we were… one.”

“And did you fill that sweet goddess up with your salty cum.”

“Yes.”

“I remember laying my head on her chest… listening to her heart beat… feeling my cock pulsating cum deep inside her delicious, warm body…listening to her moaning with my every pulse…”

Suddenly, Martin thrust his cock forward in desperate pleasure and Brittany took the tip of it into her mouth as she continued stroking his cock. Martin tossed his head back and groaned loudly as sticky, white salty cum squirted into Brittany’s mouth. She suckled in the first squirt but then pushed his cock back out from her mouth bringing it down onto her sternum where the rest of his sticky, warm cum squirt across her face, neck, and upper chest. Brittany swished his cum around in her mouth savoring the musky, salty flavor of his manly juices as Martin shuddered in the aftershocks of delight as she felt his hot sticky cum spreading across her breasts.

As his pleasure ceded, Martin looked back down at Brittany and panted saying, “oh… sorry… I quite made the mess of you.”

Brittany smiled and moaned slightly in pleasure as she swallowed down his cum. “No need to apologize. I did that on purpose.”

“On purpose. Yes, I’m sure you didn’t want to drink all my cum after everything you’ve been through. I’ll get you a towel.”

Brittany giggled and poked at some of the sticky cum clinging to her neck saying, “No. No. I decided I wanted to wear you. I rather like my fashionable pearl necklace.”

“Fashionable pearl necklace?” Martin asked.

Brittany gave his cock a kiss and said “Martin, this is proof that a boy treated me like a girl instead of as a threat.” Her face turned serios as she rested a warm hand on his thigh smiling up at him saying “I can’t wait to show off my new necklace to Mary. I hope you quite understand.”

“I do.”

Martin thought about it for a moment before continuing, “I’m glad I could give it to you.”

She brought his cock up to her mouth gently kissing the tip and licking away the few drops of cum which dangled from it saying “I can’t understand why our mothers hated these incredible body parts of men so much. Your cum is salty, warm, and tasty. Your cock and balls are warm and firm but soft as well as beautiful with this purple smooth tip and bulging veins and all that.”

Martin chuckled lightly.

“What?” Brittany asked.

“First time a girl ever called me beautiful.”

“I quite hope you don’t mind.”

“Of course not. Besides, how could I possibly be upset with you now after everything you’ve done for me?”

“So, you think I did a good helping you say goodbye to your balls?”

Martin smiled at her sadly saying, “I just wish I hadn’t kicked you as hard as I did.”

Brittany gently caressed his cock as she said, “You had to break the monster to rescue the girl. I just hope Mary feels that you that you kicked me hard enough.” Brittany sighed with a distant stare saying “If she does, she’ll take such good care of me. The thought of letting her baby my broken little body back to health is actually quite romantic. The pain in my crotch is worth hearing that sweet goddess call me ‘girlfriend’ instead of ‘monster.’”

Martin thought about this for a bit and asked Brittany, “would you like Mary to see you like this?”

“Come again?”

Misunderstanding Brittany, Martin replied “No, I need time to reset before I can cum again.”

She squinted and he continued “What I mean is, do you want her to see you with your fashionable pearl necklace and bruised vagina? Right now, you have physical proof of everything you just did for me. You are quite the sight. That is, if you won’t be too embarrassed looking this way.”

“Yes, I suppose I am quite the sight. I would love for Mary to see me like this.”

Martin said, “I’ll run fetch her.”

He stood up saying, “Stay put and…” he grabbed the wet cloth from where he had cast it aside on the ground and handed it back to Brittany saying, “keep this on your pussy.”

“Yes, sir.” Brittany said with a coy giggle.

Martin stepped out into the hall leading to the stairs. He found himself starting to get used to the sensation of running around naked at this point. As he turned towards the stairs, he almost ran smack into Mary’s broad chest where she stood at the top of them. She looked at him grimly with a face that made him shudder. It wasn’t quite a face of anger, rather one of stern contemplation.

“Did she?”

Martin nodded silently.

“Did you?”

Martin cast his eyes down suddenly, feeling ashamed of what he had done but nodded, nonetheless.

“Did it feel good to get revenge on that monster?”

Martin shook his head.

“Why not? Do you want to kick her again? I would gladly hold her up for it.”

“I heard about her mother-”

“Yes, Brittany’s mother, that bloody loon.” Mary said with a sneer.

Martin swallowed hard. It had not occurred to him that getting Mary back for Brittany was going to be harder than he thought.

“Have you ever done something stupid to impress your parents?”

Mary blinked in surprise at this question for a moment before saying, “I suppose.”

“Brittany isn’t a monster. She’s a girl who did something stupid trying to impress her mom. I… I learned that tonight.”

“Martin, she was smiling and giggling when she hunted you down and kicked you.”

“I know but that was because she was thinking about how hurting me would make her mother love her.”

Mary stared at him closely.

“I forgive her.” He said.

“You don’t have to.”

“She proved herself to me in more ways than one. I think you should come see.”

Mary gritted her teeth saying, “You’re not the only person she hurt, Martin.”

“Give her a chance. Hear her out at least.”

Mary dropped her head and whispered, “what if she manipulates me again?”

“She didn’t mean to. She was scared but she’s grown up over the past year.” Martin said.

Mary sighed.

Martin continued, “Mary, you don’t think she took a blow to her groin for my sake, do you?”

“Uhh… yeah?”

“She said nothing I could do to her would hurt worse than hearing you call her ‘monster’ and seeing you look at her with no love in her eyes.”

Mary took this in thoughtfully.

“Give her a chance. Whether you two get back together or not is your call, but you don’t need to hurt her on my behalf.”

Mary thought about it for a moment then frowned slightly saying, “Maybe they were right about those cautionary tales of weak-minded girls losing their will power when faced with a dick. Okay, I’ll go but know that I’m quite doing this because it’s hard to say no to you while you’re standing up there with that beautiful, warm cock of yours waving so close to my face.”

Martin smiled and held out a hand to her. Mary took it and walked back with him into Gabriella’s room hand in hand.

“Mary!” Brittany called from her place on the ground.

She tried to sit up, but pain shot through her womanhood so badly that she gasped and fell back down.

“Oh, shit. I shouldn’t have done that. Not ready for that yet.” Brittany muttered.

Mary’s jaw fell wide open at the sight of her naked girlfriend. She looked back to Martin and whispered, “you didn’t get her pregnant, did you?”

Martin shook his head.

Mary drew near to her and crouched. Brittany looked up at Mary from where she lay.

Mary gestured towards the wet cloth over Brittany’s pussy and asked, “may I?” Brittany nodded and Mary gently lifted the cloth reviewing Brittany’s bruised labia underneath.

“I’m sorry I kicked her so hard. I honestly didn’t think kicking a girl there would do anything at all. I was hoping to distract her long enough to escape.” Martin said.

Mary waved him off dismissively and turned to Brittany asking, “what’s this rubbish Martin’s talking about with you trying to impress your mom?”

“Not rubbish… just… very… very stupid decisions.” Brittany said quietly. She sighed and continued “I spent my entire childhood trying to impress that monster and I’m just now waking up to the simple fact that men are people too.”

“And me?” Mary asked sternly.

“God, Mary. I’m sorry that I lied to you. I was a coward.”

“You were brave enough to make things right with Martin.”

Brittany nodded.

“How was it with Martin?”

“Incredible. Mary, he forgave me. God, how long I’ve been wanting to hear those words. I’ve just been too stubborn and too cowardly to ask for them.”

Mary squinted asking “Did you… fully undress for him to kick you?”

Martin cleared his throat and said, “no. That came after.”

“So, you kicked her and then…just… stripped her?” Mary asked cocking a confused eyebrow.

“No, first thing he did after he kicked me was to take care of me. Help me breath, give me a cold, wet rag to use, stuff like that” Brittany said. She continued, “after a while, I got sick and tired of being the only dressed person at an illegal sex party. Besides, my uniform plays a significant role in Martin’s nightmares, so I wanted it off.”

Brittany reached up and pressed her fingers against her neck and continued, “Mary, he even got comfortable enough around me to treat me like a girl.” She squeezed a bit of Martin’s cum watching it stretch between her fingers. She spoke with a lilting coyness as she almost mockingly said, “See, mommy’s angry little zealot just took her clothes off and pleasured a boy. I even let him cum all over my breasts. Not very gender-revolutionary of me, now is it. God, that monster that raised me would throw me into the Thames if she saw this pretty little necklace that he gave me.”

Finally, Mary cracked a smile. It broadened into a laugh finally she said, “It’s a good look for you. I suppose you are wearing the latest in illegal fashion this evening.”

Brittany smiled back at her on-again-off-again girlfriend in a way that made Martin feel a little bit like a third wheel.  Martin offered up, “I’ll let you two have some time to discuss.”

As he began to leave, Brittany called out to him “Martin.”

“Yes?”

“Thank you.”

Martin felt his heart lighten a bit as the sound of Mary’s voice saying, “I suppose if Martin is no longer angry at you then I can’t be…” just as he was leaving.

Martin closed the door behind him and sighed. A shallow creaking came from the staircase. He looked up to see Gabriella staring at him from the top of the stairs.

“Did you hurt her badly?” Gabriella whispered.

Martin cringed and gave a waggle of his hand gesture to indicate ‘sort-of.’ He stepped over to the staircase and noticed Gabriella was still fully naked as he peered over the railing at her. “I assume Mary told you guys everything.” Gabriella nodded saying, “she blocked off the stairs and stopped us from interfering when we heard Brittany’s scream. She explained it was Brittany’s choice. Is… Brittany going to be, okay?”

“I think so. She’s injured and sore but she’s with Mary now. I think Mary is going to take care of her.”

Gabriella pursed her lips and swallowed hard, “can I ask you a question, as a boy, that is?”

“Sure.” Martin said with a shrug.

“Was hurting a girl fun for you? Did it feel good when you kicked her?” Gabriella asked with a slightly pained cringe on her face.

“Huh?”

“They always talk about how testes make boys enjoy violence. I…” Gabriella hugged herself and shivered.

Martin shook his head and replied, “hurting her didn’t feel good at all. The part that felt good was talking to her afterwards. I understood why she kicked me and also know that she isn’t going to hurt me again. That was the good part, hearing about how she wanted to impress her mom and getting a chance to tell her I forgive her. It felt so freeing, to release the hatred and pain I have felt for so long. Perhaps in a perfect world we could have just jumped straight to that all together but, honestly, I think Brittany felt that she needed kicked. She needed to prove to me, Mary, and most importantly to herself that she could make things fair with a boy even if it cost her some pain.”

Gabriella blew out a sigh of relief and Martin watched her breasts descend lightly as she did so. “I… I don’t know what I was expecting your answer to be. Everyone downstairs was talking about how part of the reason boys have to lose their balls is because they are so violent with them. They were talking about how you probably enjoyed hurting Brittany even more than having sex with us. I mean… biologically… it makes sense, but I just couldn’t…”

Gabriella shook her head and looked intimately into Martin’s face saying, “…think of you, of all people, that way.”

“Before you lionize me too much, I did kick her. I didn’t enjoy it, but I probably kicked her harder than I should have. I honestly thought kicking a girl in the crotch wouldn’t do anything. You guys don’t have anything that can…uh…break down there if you get kicked too hard. Right?”

“I… don’t know. Trina can check her over later. As a clinician, she should be able to help if there’s any damage. Meanwhile, it’s time for you to take a shower.”

“A shower?”

“And to shave.”


Martin pursed his lips and stroked his chin. 

“I don’t mean your face.” Gabriella said with a sad smile.

“Oh, yes… that time?” Martin asked.

Gabriella nodded and replied “yes, time to lose your bullocks.”

OEBPS/image_rsrcGC.jpg
Gabriella
Gelds Her
Guest

l;art 4: Brlttany S Revenge





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




