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“Would you like to join me in the shower?” Martin asked sweetly.

Gabriella took this in thoughtfully as she looked across Martin’s body while they both stood naked in the upstairs hallway of her row house. Sounds of cooing and giggles could be heard coming from behind Gabriella’s bedroom door where Mary and Brittany were well into the upswing throes of their roller coaster relationship now restored to a loving place more thanks to Martin’s kick and subsequent forgiveness. Downstairs, Trina quietly prepared the instruments she would need to end the life of Martin’s testicles. Maya and Tia spoke in low tones side by side on the couch holding hands as they contemplated the implications of the evening for their own relationship.

Gabriella’s eyes fell across Martin’s slightly stiffening cock and doomed bullocks. Her face brightened as she replied, “absolutely.”

Slight disorientation filled Martin’s mind as he stepped into the brightly colored master bathroom. He knew quite well the location of things in his own bath, but this one had a different layout as well as belonged to girls. As such none of his normal tools were there. He had packed little more than a toothbrush in his overnight bag so that was of no help. Gabriella stepped in behind him and closed the door behind her saying “I just told Mary to have Trina check Brittany out. Based on how those two were already kissing it seems their relationship is patched up well enough.”

“Glad to hear that.”

“I’m glad to hear that you didn’t enjoy hurting her as much as Tia was saying you would. Of course, god knows what a reliable resource Tia is. I was just sitting there thinking about if I would let you hurt me. That is, if you would enjoy it and it would make you happy. I just…” Gabriella said staring down sullenly as she continued “…I decided that I would do it. I would let you pick however you wanted to hurt me because I would know how happy it would make you.”

Martin gently lay his hands on Gabriella’s’ shoulders, and she looked up at him.

“Can I ask you a question? And please, understand, it comes from a place of gratitude.”

“Umm… yes.” Gabriella said with tears glistening on the edges of her eyes.

“Why do you love me so much?” Martin asked gently.

Gabriella looked off distantly.

Martin knelt in close to her saying “Just understand, I am incredibly grateful that I have your love but, I’m so dumb, I don’t even know how I secured something so incredibly valuable as your heart.”

“You shared half your sandwich with me in second year.”

“That… that’s it? A sandwich is all it took?” Martin stammered in surprise.

Gabriella giggled slightly and continued, “no, that’s when it started. Remember how you helped me with my homework later that semester.” Martin shrugged saying, “not much good it did you. I believe we both scored a lower second in that class.”

Gabriella continued “Remember when those big girls were picking on me in the playground during third year, and you stood up to them.”

Martin chuckled saying, “I remember getting my bloody arse kicked. That is made you fall in love with me?”

“It’s not important that you lost, and they still took my lunch money. What’s important is you stood up against them for me. You protected and cared for me. You even started doing the same for my friends. I mean… Martin” Gabriella gestured towards her bedroom saying, “even after all the anguish she caused you, you helped Brittany get Mary back. Not everyone would have done that.”

Martin pursed his lips and said, “Mary is… incredible in ways hard to explain. Brittany was a girl manipulated by her mother. They both deserve happiness.”

Gabriella whispered to him intently, “even though you could have tried to keep Mary for yourself?”

Martin looked down thoughtfully. Gabriella swallowed hard and continued “you had fun with Tia, adventure with Maya, exploration with me, revenge with Brittany, but you had connection with Mary. I could tell by the way she blubbered when she tried to explain what happened between the two of you. You didn’t just casually shag her axe-wound, you touched her heart. A few snide words about Brittany and Mary would have been yours.”

“Why would I do that? I already have one girl’s heart. Trying to steal another is just bloody greedy. If anything, I should apologize. As I think through the night, you’ve been incredibly patient with me philandering about with all our friends instead of spending more time with you.”

Gabriella smiled and nodded towards the shower saying, “you asked me to spend time with you now. Didn’t you?”

“Quite.”

Martin contemplated as absolute rubbish any form of fiction which depicted sex in a shower as a fun, romantic experience as he and Gabriella squeezed themselves into the one-meter-squared stall. Intimate closeness was guaranteed, however finding enough room to position two bodies for anything particularly erotic would require a degree in spatial physics. 

“Ready?” she asked.

“Quite.” Martin replied.

Gabriella turned the handle and icy spray blasted them both from above.

“Waah!” Martin cried out, but Gabriella was wiser as she stepped in close and wrapped her arms about him and he likewise followed suit letting the warmth of her body guard what parts of him could be in contact with her. It did not change the fact that icy water blasted across his left shoulder and part of his back, but it did prevent his core from feeling the chill quite so badly.

“Just give it a few moments for the hot water to reach the pipes.” Gabriella said before she snuggled her face into the wet-matted fur on Martin’s chest. Martin looked down at her. The feeling of her soft body compressed against his as they stood under the icy spray wasn’t exactly sexy, but it was intimate. The fact that they could band together to make the dreadful experience of waiting for the shower to warm more bearable, even in the absence of any specific sexual pleasure, did provide an inkling thought in the back of Martin’s mind. Time would come soon for him when sex wouldn’t mean anything to him at all. He found himself beginning to think about the implications. Gabriella’s buxom chest and warm hips pressed against him but more important that the tits and the ass was the girl herself, a girl who loved him so much as to give him this night of incredible experiences. Martin rested his chin on top of her head as he held her close. In short order the water transitioned from frigid to tepid to comfortably warm and the heat of it helped soothe away the angsty memories of the icy blast.

Gabriella released her grip from Martin and reached over to a shelf on the wall grabbing up a floral-scented bar of pink soap. She began smoothly rubbing this across her body and she cocked her head at Martin saying “I forgot to say anything before, did you bring your own soap?”

“Blast, no. I didn’t.”
 

“Razor?”

Martin shook his head saying “I… got so caught up in worry and such that I only packed a change of clothes and a single toothbrush. Seems I’m quite unprepared.”

“Do you mind smelling like a girl?” Gabriella asked with an apologetic cringe on her face.

Martin chuckled saying, “I suppose it is quite fine for one night. If anything, it might help me fit in. I’ve been swimming in an ocean of birds all evening.” Gabriella began running the soap across his chest as Martin stretched out his arms playfully.

“Maybe it’s a smell I should adopt. Soon enough, I won’t be a boy anyhow.” Martin said.

Gabriella took this in quietly as she spread suds across his body.

“I’ll still think of you as a boy.” She said.

“Really? Even when I don’t have my parts anymore?”

She nodded as she continued cleaning across his abdomen and reaching to his thighs. She rubbed some soap onto her hand and wrapped her sudsy fingers around his erect cock.

“Looks like you’re up again. Would you like to put it inside me?” She asked.

“Yes but…”

“what?”

“I’m not sure how to, I mean, here, that is.”
 

Gabriella began looking around the shower stall herself. She pointed at a wall saying, “I suppose if I bend over and lean against the wall you can thrust into me from behind.”

“I want to look into your eyes when we have sex.” Martin said. Gabriella blinked at him. He continued, “it will probably be the last time. I want to… I want to make love with you. You talked about how I touched Mary’s heart. I want to do that with you, Gabriella, as my final act as an intact man. Just you and I alone. One man, one woman, one love.”

Gabriella’s face drew red with blush as her mouth hung open lightly and her eyes widened.

“If that is quite all right.” Martin offered.

“Oh, that is quite more than all right, Martin.” Gabriella replied with a shuddering sigh.

“After the shower, then.” Martin said. He gestured around the stall saying, “it’s quite too cramped in here to lie down proper.”

Gabriella nodded and said with breathy anticipation, “my rooms as busy as a bloody train terminal this evening but… my parent’s room. We’ll have to put it back exactly the way it was when we’re finished, but… it has a nice bed… away from the other girls…” Her chest shook with her anticipation as she continued, “I will give you my body and you can have your way with it there.”

Martin smiled and leaned in close to her. She looked up at him and the shared an intimate kiss which made Gabriella’s heart melt with delight. She felt Martin’s hand slide up along her waist before fondling her breast warmly bringing moans to her lips before his hand continued its ascent to her cheek where he caressed it before breaking the kiss.

He lovingly held Gabriella’s face whispering to her, “we’ll have our way with each other there. We work together to create a paradise we can live in for the twinkling of a moment. That’s what Mary and I did. That’s what I desperately want to do with you. I’ve had plenty of opportunities to squirt my load into lots of girls tonight but this, this is different. This is an experience I want to have with the girl whose been by my side since primer school. This is something I want to do with the girl…”
 

Martin swallowed hard and continued, “…that I love.”

Gabriella wrapped her arms about him and drew him in close as they passionately kissed once more beneath the hot, sudsy spray of their shower. They stood like that for a long while. If Gabriella’s desperate prayers could have been answered, they would have stood like that forever.

Time moved forward and Gabriella shuddered sadly as she released the kiss. “You… still need to shave.” She whispered reluctantly. She reached over and grabbed a stylish, pink razor from the wall shelf and rinsed it in the spray saying to him, “unfortunately, all I have to offer is my leg razor.”

“It will work, I think.” Martin said twisting his mouth slightly in thought as he continued, “I’ve never shaved down there before. I’m not quite sure what it would be like.”
 

“Would you like me to help?” Gabriella asked.

Martin smiled at her saying “Really? You would do that?”

“Of course.” She replied dropping down to her knees.

“Oh, here…” Martin prompted as he leaned back against the shower wall and splayed his feet saying, “put your knees on my toes, that way you don’t hurt them on the shower floor.”

Gabriella followed his instructions and once more she found herself staring up at Martin as she knelt in front of his erect cock. This time, a spray of water cascaded down over his left shoulder, mostly missing her completely as it splashed against the opposite wall. Gently, Gabriella took Martin’s cock in her hand. He moaned lightly at her touch, but she laughingly chastised him saying, “hold still, silly, I still want to go with you to paradise before my humorless sister gets hold of you.”

She drew the blade slowly along the side based of his cock watching his manly parts flex gently beneath the flat mounted blade. She pursed her lips slightly at this. Some part of her mind imagined his manhood to be some powerful, immovable creation which would probably break the girly little razor in her hand rather than bend. However, watching his cock and upper part of his scrotum gently compress at her touch reminded her that these truly were just body parts made of flesh and blood like any other part of a human body. A mat of his pubic hair quickly filled the blade and a corresponding bare patch appeared where she had just trimmed. She looked up at Martin’s face as he cocked his head to the side lightly to review the bare patch she had just created “is it okay?” She asked.

“quite.” He replied.

She held the blade out into the spray of water letting the spritz wash away his short hairs before repeating the process again. It felt odd to be handling such critically important organs so openly and not utilizing them for the sexual purposes they were intended to be used for. It felt even stranger for a boy to be simply giving her his most private and treasured possession for what was tantamount to janitorial maintenance. The fact that she could feel the pulse of his heart beating along her fingers as she held onto his hot cock which was mere inches from her face did not help her sense of concentration.

“Would you think me quite mental if I said this feels incredibly sexy?” Martin said to her quietly.

That broke the last of Gabriella’s will as she lay the hand holding the razor flat against the shower floor and leaned forward bringing the beautiful purple tip of Martin’s cock into her mouth. She looked up at him with longing eyes as she gently began pulsing her head back and forth, feeling the delicious sensation of his manhood filling her mouth with hot, powerful flesh. Martin gasped and nearly doubled over as he panted in pleasure. He placed his hands on Gabriella’s shoulders and his face looked gaunt as he whispered, “no… not yet.” Gabriella stopped pulsing against his cock, but held it in her mouth as she looked up at him mutely.  He swallowed hard and continued, “God, I want to let you finish me here, but…” he shook his head and continued “if I did I would need time to reset and all that rubbish. I want my last orgasm to be with you, not just because of you.”

Reluctantly, Gabriella released his cock from her mouth and breathed deeply. “You’re not the only one that finds this incredibly sexy.” She said quietly as she took up the razor again and continued her work with hands shaking in anticipation.

Martin leaned back as she continued with her work. “Oh God, thank you Gabriella. If you had continued any further, I wouldn’t have had enough will left within me to stop you. Thank you for fulfilling my final wish on how I want to have my last orgasm.”

“Tell me about this paradise you visited with Mary.” Gabriella said.

“Well, I pretty much already did.”


“Tell me again.”
  

“Why?”

“So that my pussy can be wetter than this shower when you finally get inside me.” Gabriella said with a coy chuckle.

“Well, she’s laying down, I lay down on top of her and slide inside.”

“What was she doing with her arms? Did you pin them over her head? Did she hold them off at the side?”

“No, she had them wrapped around me, same as her legs were wrapped around my legs.”

“Go on.”

“Imagine the most ‘touch’ you could possibly experience with a person, like every bit of your skin which can be in contact with their body already is. That was what we did. We talked a little bit.”
 

“During sex?”

“Well, yes, I mean, I wasn’t quite thrusting yet or anything, but I was deep inside her. We talked about what it felt like, for each of us respectively.”
 

“What did it feel like?
 

“She said it felt like being full when she didn’t know she had previously felt empty. I said it felt like floating inside a tropical ocean of warmth and pleasure.”
 

“Is that where you would like to take me? A tropical ocean?”

“I would. I’m not sure exactly what the experience is like for a girl but, well, a tiny little pocket of paradise we create together with our bodies is the best way I can describe it.”

“Magic.” Gabriella said with a hint of finality in her voice.

She gently lifted Martin’s testicles and ever so trepidatiously slid the razor along the wrinkled bottom of them. She squinted in concentration knowing full well that if she gave too aggressive of a shave in this delicate location disaster would come in the form of doing Trina’s job devastatingly early. After a few more strokes and staring at her progress with a twisted mouth for a few seconds before finalizing a judgement call on where to stop, Martin sported a hilariously misplaced bald patch across his manhood. This bare patch appeared to float alone in an ocean of skin covered lightly with leg and chest hair. Gabriella smirked marveling at how she had created a tropical paradise with him, a single island of pale, naked skin boasting such amenities as a warm, swollen cock and two bullocks protruding jauntily out from it.

She looked up at him saying, “all done.” He reached down a hand and she took it letting him help her back to her feet.  Once free from the cramped stall, they rubbed one-another down with a couple of Gabriella’s striped towels. Martin laughingly whipped his towel around Gabriella’s body and drew her in close as she giggled. Once she was in range, she planted a warm kiss on his lips as she felt his hands slide down along her buttocks sending tickles of pleasure as his fingers explored her warm, rounded, soft flesh. “I always wanted to try something. Do you feel brave?” Martin asked her.

“As long as I’m with you, I do.” Gabriella replied.

His fingers interlaced across her buttocks, and he flexed lifting her body into the air. She gasped and stifled the scream of surprise which threatened to leave her lips as she felt herself rise away from the floor. He supported her, however, and soon she felt the prodding tip of his cock press sweetly against her labial lips. She stared at him wide eyed, and he gently lowered her letting her feel the sensation of being deliciously skewered on top of his cock and powerless to stop it. She let her head fall back with a moan and felt his mouth bring a breast into its sweet lapping tongue to suckle at her nipple. She shuddered and followed a natural course of wrapping her legs around his waist, helping to pin her body to the very frame of the boy upon which it was deeply impaled.

He released the suckle of her breast and pulled her back in close to improve his balance.

“You ready?” He asked her.

“Ready for what?”

“To go to your parents room. I’ll walk, but I need both hands to hold onto you. That means you’re in charge of opening doors. We’ll use my legs and your hands. We work together to get to the bedroom.”

Gabriella blinked in thought at this for a second but then a smile spread across her face. This mad mode of transportation actually sounded like fun, not just thrusting raw sexual pleasure, but rather more like a game where each of them played a role to see if they could accomplish the task of getting to paradise.

She looked over her shoulder at the door leading to the bathroom and stretched out one hand still keeping the other wrapped around the back of Martin’s neck.

“I’m ready.” She said with a dramatic tone of confidence followed by a giggle. The world suddenly shifted and jostled about her as she felt Martin carry her body towards the door. His cock felt warm and comforting inside her as the incredible strength of it helped to stabilize her along with her legs wrapped around him. After a few short steps, She reached down and twisted the handle letting them pass out into the hallway.

“Gabriella?” Tia called into the door to Gabriella’s room from across the hallway. Gabriella and Martin saw her, and Gabriella thought to dismount as Tia turned around and her mouth fell open in surprise. Gabriella’s brief shock of embarrassment caused her to momentarily untangle her legs, but even as she did this she felt Martin’s cock jam only deeper into her not letting her merely slide off from him and pretend like she had not just been balls deep with a boy. Tia spoke with an impressed tone as she said, “Wait! Girls can ride around on a boy’s cock? I didn’t know we could do that. That’s fucking awesome!” She stepped over with a broad smile on her face as Gabriella fought to rewrap her legs around Martin and Martin struggled to hold onto her. 
 

Gabriella blushed but Martin spoke up saying, “Uhh… hi Tia… Gabriella just had one last thing we wanted to do.”

Tia nodded supportively saying, “of course. Give this sweet girl the beautiful ride she deserves. Just when you’re done, Trina’s ready for you. I’ll tell her you guys need five…”

Gabriella gave Tia a death stare and Tia corrected herself saying “uhh…ten more minutes to finish up what you’re doing here.” 

“Thanks.” Martin panted out with a shaking shudder.

As Tia descended the staircase, Martin quickly staggered over to the master bedroom door and Gabriella quickly opened it.

Martin began breathing hard and Gabriella asked, “you quite alright.”

“This, uh…” at last they reached the bed and Martin flopped down onto it. Gabriella held on tight to him as the world spun ninety degrees in her vision and she felt her back sink into the soft covers of her parent’s bed. Martin gasped and panted, “don’t be offended. I probably should exercise more.”

Gabriella cringed lightly. All the fun she had just experienced was quite at Martin’s expense.

“Catch your breath, okay, no rush. Don’t let Tia and her ridiculous schedule spook you. Trina can wait for your bullocks. Besides…” Gabriella gently tilted her head to the side and continued, “…I won’t let her have them until I’m quite through with them.”

“Thank you.” Martin sighed.

Gabriella looked upwards across the bed and saw she lay horizontal across the middle of it. “When you’re rested enough, let me know.” Martin took several deep breaths saying “Okay, doing better now.”

“Let’s get up on the bed proper. I’ll help you.” She said as she uncurled spreading her legs and arms out to the side to grab purchase onto the bed. She looked down at Martin as he lay across her and said, “do you want to see if we can do it with you inside me the entire way?”

“Challenged accepted.” Martin said with a final huff to catch his breath.

Gabriella nodded with a smile saying, “Right, we move on the count of three. One… two… three.”

In unison, she crab-crawled her way up further onto the bed while Martin crawled along with her keeping his cock sweetly enveloped inside her wet womanhood. “Pivot with me this way.” Gabriella said gesturing with her head towards the top of the bed. Working in concert, Gabriella and Martin managed to maneuver their bodies into position without even letting him slip out from her once. For a while, they just lay there with him deep inside her rebuilding his strength as she rubbed her hands along his shoulders and back warming his muscles.

“Do you wonder what it would be like if humans had two heads, four arms, and four legs like, just all the time.” Gabriella asked. Martin chuckled “It definitely makes moving around interesting.”
 

“It was fun though.” Gabriella said with a laugh.

She licked her lips and said, “let me see, two tickets to paradise, right. So, I wrap my legs around yours…” She spread her legs out wide and hooked them around behind Martins pulling him in close. “And I hold you in close with my arms… oh, this does feel good.” Gabriella murmured as her actions drew Martin’s body even closer inside her own. He stared at her lovingly for a second before leaning his head in to share a sweet kiss.

“Ready?” He asked her.

“Always.” She replied breathily.

“You pull me in, and I thrust then let me slide back and I release. We’ll start on the count of three.”

“one

two

three.”

Gabriella felt the incredible sensation of Martin driving nearly impossibly deep inside her womanhood. The tip of his firm, smooth head seemed to bulge deliciously against her cervix as she shuddered with her eyes wide open staring deep into Martin’s face. In the next stroke, he retracted with a pleasured groan as he whispered, “this is what I wanted to share with you.”

“It’s so beautiful.” She whispered before she pulled and he thrust deep inside her again. For a moment, this act pressing out all coherent speech and thought from Gabriella. Like a sandbar on the beach, Gabriella felt her body melt under the waves of Martin’s steady, powerful thrusts. At the same time, she held the ocean of his movements within the coils of her legs and entwined within her arms. She moaned as their pace quickened, same as he shuddered with pleasure. She looked up into his face and he smiled at her before thrusting inside her once more incredibly deep letting her feel his cock spread open her wet, soft walls. Soon the room melted from around them. The house disappeared and the entire universe collapsed into a void of nothingness save for the delicious dance of their lovemaking. They shared kisses when they could, but more often than not they were unable to even conjure up this level of human interaction as their minds and spirits succumbed to ancient powers, older than recorded time itself. In the beautiful twinkling of that moment, they forgot the anxieties, dissonance, and conflict of being human and merely enjoyed each other in the pure animalistic desire of mammals. Gabriella pictured them along the tropical seashore. The waves of sexual pleasure crashing over them as they held onto one another in the surf of the powerful thrusts. She could feel Martin getting close to cumming as well as herself. Gabriella rode his cock up the mountain towards her own orgasm and with one, amazing final draw she pulled him in deep inside her womanhood. He let out an incoherent groan followed by a shuddering shout as she felt them enter a shoal of pleasure. She screamed in no language known to man as they ceased to exist both in the brutal banality of the real world as well as in the imaginary plane of paradise. Here the waves no longer existed, neither did the sun or the sand or the surf. It was just the two of them, floating where time itself seemed to stop as they clung onto one another in pleasure.

Her mouth hung slack in the sheer beauty of the moment. She felt his cock squirting delicious seed deep inside her hungry pussy filling a primal hunger no normal food could ever touch. For a few glorious moments neither of them could conjure a single human thought and for the first time in their lives they were truly, unapologetically happy. Sadly, cruel time would not allow them to linger for long. As their mutual orgasms began to subside, darkness trickled into their paradise as a thin tear began to trickle down from the corner of Gabriella’s eye.

She stared blankly up at the ceiling with un-watching eyes for a moment before sadistic reality burned her paradise away. She clung onto Martin as twisted, illegal thoughts crowded her head. Before these could overtake her, Martin reached up and brushed a loving thumb across her cheek bringing her attention to him. “Thank you for sharing that with me.” He whispered to her.

“France.”

“What?

“Grab your clothes and overnight bag, I’m taking you to France.”

“Are you insane?”

“No, the entire concept of a fucking United Queendom is insane. I… I don’t know… we’ll steal a boat, swim the channel, cross over…”

“Cross over an active warzone?” Martin asked incredulously. He shook his head continuing, “You expect us to sashay between the trenches? Dance across French mortar shells falling on the United Queendom forces dug in at Normandy. Gabriella, one does not simply walk to Paris.”

“I don’t care. I just want to do this again and again and again for the rest of our lives.” Gabriella said as she shuddered clinging onto him and sniffing back a tear.

“I’m… sorry I did this to you. Gave you a taste of something that can’t be.” Martin said with pain in his voice.

Gabriella shuddered in silence as she tittered along the razor’s edge between heaven and hell as her body spasmed in pleasure while her eyes wept with agony.

“I’m not sorry.” Gabriella squeezed her eyes tight for a moment before continuing, “I got to experience this with you, at least once in my life, I got to take a trip with you…” She looked up into his face and continued “…to paradise.”

Martin smiled back at her warmly and they shared a passionate kiss once more.

If Gabriella could, she would have stabbed a magical hat-pin in the clock at that moment and stopped time to live in the beauty of Martin’s embrace for an eternity. Sadly, no such pin existed and the clock clicked on to the moment that Martin, now flaccid and satisfied, retracted meekly from inside her body. Martin looked down at his slick cock covered in bodily fluids and sighed, “do you suppose I need to clean up again?”

Gabriella wiped away the last of her tears and said, “I suppose. Most of it is from me. It’s only fair that I help.”

Considerably less fanfare accompanied their cold walk back to the bathroom where Martin stood tiptoe to dangle his cock and balls over the edge of the sink while Gabriella scooped up handfuls of water and soap to dump upon the doomed manhood washing away her womanly juices. She gently plied at it with her fingers making sure to clean it as thoroughly as she could before dropping to her knees to plant two, loving goodbye kisses one on each of his balls. He smiled down at her sadly and she swallowed hard saying, “I don’t know who is going to miss your bullocks more, me or you.”

Martin helped her to her feet saying, “I’ve known my whole life that this was almost certainly going to happen. You took something that I’ve dreaded since childhood and turned it into something beautiful. If it wasn’t for what was about to happen to me…” Martin stopped. He looked down before shaking his head sadly. “no. I’ll stop there. Some things need to not be said.” He swallowed hard and looked back into Gabriella’s face saying, “thank you for turning the worst thing to happen to me into the best night of my life.”

She drew him in for a hug, making sure to turn her body slightly aside, less she drip some of the trickling residue of their paradise on his cock once more and need cleaning it up again. She sighed and said, “Are you going to be okay with what happens next. Maybe if I beg and pout hard enough, Trina could put off cutting you until tomorrow morning or something.”

“I’m ready, Gabriella.” Martin replied quietly.

Gabriella held him back and looked at him.

“Are you ready?” He asked intimately.

Gabriella sighed saying “I’ll never be ready. I suppose now is as good as time as any.”

Hand in hand, naked and in love, they descended the wooden stairs together towards Martin’s fateful last sexual experience under Trina’s glittering scalpel.

As the descended the stairs, the room partially came into view through the doorway, Martin heard voices. “There’s no permanent damage. You’ll have a bruise for a week, but quite fine afterwards.” He heard Trina saying reassuringly as they neared into the reception hall. A large, light blue blanket, the kind typically seen in surgical theatre had been spread across the floor. Brittany lay with her head on Mary’s lap and splayed across the blanket with her knees up and legs spread open in front of Trina. Martin pondered how the scene of Brittany’s gorgeous naked body propped against Mary’s dark lush skin as Trina gently prodded at Brittany’s crotch would normally strike him as incredibly erotic but, given the context, he felt more shame than sexuality. They were, after all, reviewing the damage he had caused. Mary asked, with a hint of concern in her voice, “You quite sure?” Trina scoffed and said, “I’ve checked several times, nothing is broken, nothing is bleeding. Minor contusion. Ice and rest. Doctor’s orders.” Brittany looked up at Mary saying, “I told you I’m fine.” Mary kissed Brittany’s forehead and replied, “I know, I know, sweetie… but you did this for me. I don’t want my bitter butt to be the reason you broke your womanhood.”

Trina snorted saying, “you should know that you girls got lucky that Martin didn’t put his whole heart into that kick. I’ve seen girls come into the hospital for cunt kicks after a catfight. Ruptured uterus, broken pubic bones, bleeding that takes hours to stop…” Trina shook her head and said, “sometimes you’re looking at months to years to heal. Sometimes you’re sitting next to a teenage girl explaining to her that she’ll never be able to have children.” Trina jabbed a finger at the two naked teenage girls and said, “don’t you two ever do something this stupid in my house again, understand? Did you not stop to think about what could have happened if you had gotten seriously hurt? What if we had taken you to the hospital? With all the illegal stuff that happened tonight, what would be our story then?”

“That I had kicked her.” Mary replied.

Trina shook her head muttering, “bloody teenagers.”

Martin stepped in along with Gabriella and saw Tia and Maya sitting across from them on one of the couches. Maya almost looked a little taller as she whispered something to Tia intimately. Tia’s eyes lay locked wide on Maya and her face had a mix of desire and trepidation plastered against it. Maya pushed her glasses up her nose and leaned in planting a passionate kiss on Tia’s mouth. As she did this, she brought her hand up to Tia’s breast groping it slightly before finding Tia’s nipple between her thumb and index finger. Martin watched in awe as Maya’s hand flexed hard as she brutally pinched Tia’s nipple causing Tia’s body to shudder. He could have sworn he heard Tia’s scream even though it had been muffled by Maya’s kiss. Maya soothingly caressed Tia’s breast as she released the kiss. Tia panted as she stared at Maya meekly with her mouth hanging open. Maya seemed to ask her something and Tia nodded as a sweet, submissive smile spread across her face. The effect on Maya seemed instantaneous as Maya swung her arms open and threw them around Tia’s neck pulling the girl in to a powerful hug.

Gabriella choked up a little bit as she squeaked out, “uh…Trina…”

Trina looked over her shoulder at the two of them and playfully slapped Brittany’s knee saying “Hop off, little bird. My next patient is here.”

Trina rose to her feet and stepped towards Martin as Mary helped Brittany get back up to her feet as well.

“You quite ready?” Trina asked.

At the same time Martin that said “Yes” Gabriella said “No.”

They looked at one another.

Martin sighed and said, “Gabriella, it has to happen sometime, and you have made this…well… bloody amazing. Tonight has been spectacular beyond my wildest dreams. I just hope…”

He turned to Trina and winced as he said, “I didn’t really hurt Brittany that much, right?”

Trina rolled her eyes and replied, “at least you had the bloody sense to give her a little snap with the top of your foot rather than a full punt with your shin. She has a cute little bruise on her labia that perfectly matches the shape of your toes. However, next time an idiot, angsty teenage girl begs you to kick her, just tell her to have a heart-to-heart with her girlfriend instead. No one needed to get kicked tonight.”

“Yes, I did.” Brittany who still leaned against Mary protested from behind Trina.

Trina turned to face her.

“I am so sorry.” Martin blurted out looking at Brittany. She shook her head and shared a loving look with Mary before continuing, “apologize for nothing. You bruised my pussy but healed our relationship. If given the choice, I would gladly do it again.”

Trina held out a restraining hand towards Brittany saying, “Aye, but seriously, don’t.”  This brought a faint chuckle to Brittany and Mary gave her a warm hug from the side.

As they talked, Maya got up from the couch with Tia following behind holding her hand limply with a dazed little smile on her face. Maya smiled happier than a child on Christmas and seemed to have something important to tell Martin. Martin felt his now well used member starting to grow erect again as he stood in an ocean of naked girls with even more approaching. Maya came up and placed a hand on Gabriella’s shoulder saying, “can I speak with Martin, please?”

Gabriella nodded and Maya released Tia’s hand, leaving her behind with the rest of the group as she grabbed Martin’s hand and dragged him out into the entryway once more. Behind them, Trina scoffed “if you bloody shag again, you’ll have to clean him up to maintain sterile field.” Maya ignored this as she drew Martin into the quiet hallway and said to him “Martin, thank you so much!”  Martin blinked and asked, “what did I do?”

Maya stepped in close to him ignoring their respective nudities and his stiffening member. She seemed to glow with excitement and vibrate with energy as she pushed her glasses up her nose again and smiled saying “I just asked Tia to be my submissive and she said ‘yes’!” Maya danced in a small circle pumping her hands in excitement and glee.

"That’s…uh… wonderful news.” Martin stammered out.

“It’s all thanks to you, Martin. I got to thinking about your talk about Christmas and all that and then it dawned on me why I was so rough with you. I have this urge, this desire, this indescribable driving to take a person and take them over completely. I want to guide them through every sensation their body has to offer. I want to control their pleasure and pain as well as the beautiful grotesqueness that is born from the mingling of those two. I…” Maya’s eyes went wide as she trembled lightly looking at Martin intensely saying, “I held it in, though. Every day I held this urge inside me, and it drove me crazy. Tonight, I realized how badly I had let it fester when I...” She sighed and some of the wind seemed to leave her sails as she hung her head slightly in dejection “when I hurt you.”

Martin smiled sadly, and reached out intimately taking hold of both of Maya’s shoulders. She looked up at him and he said, “you didn’t hurt me. I was…” He looked off to the side briefly before continuing, “taken off-guard perhaps, but not hurt. I consider what you did to me as just another experience.”

Maya nodded saying, “I’m grateful you have such an attitude. It’s still going to be a while as I figure all the implications of this desire and what giving into it…” Maya held up a finger saying, “…in small increments at a time will mean, but I know having Tia at the end of my leash guiding me with love, trust, and most importantly feedback every step of the way is exactly what I need on this journey. Thank you for helping to bring us together.” Maya stepped in and wrapped Martin in a warm hug. He felt the trembling, warm flesh of her body press against him. As the curves of her breasts compressed against his chest and the gentle slope of her hips slid in next to his, Martin’s cock responded in the predictable fashion to her feminine presence. Maya giggled and said, “hello there, Martin’s cock.”

She held him back and looked down at his member, swollen and ready for penetration.

“God, Martin, Are you truly that insatiable? You must have had sex at least six to nine times tonight.”

Martin shrugged and replied, “I can’t turn it off. My cock always wants sex.” Maya sighed saying, “I suppose that’s why Trina has to turn it off for you.” Maya bent over and kissed the top of Martin’s member saying, “goodbye Martin’s cock. I had fun playing with you tonight. I wish you had a better fate.”

By the time Martin and Maya returned to the reception room, Trina had organized the girls into a loose circle around the blanket. Tia smiled at Maya and Maya went to be by her girlfriend’s side. Trina turned to Martin saying “finally, we quite ready now?”

“Quite.”

She turned back to the other girls saying “fine, any other last requests with the intact Martin? Speak now or forever hold your peace.”

The girls looked at each other and back at Martin. Gabriella began to raise her hand, but Trina slapped it down “not you, lover girl, if I give you a minute it will be a month. He has to lose them sometime and it’s not like we can get away having parties like this every week.”

Trina gestured towards Martin saying, “Come here, Martin.”

He cautiously stepped into the circle of girls. He turned slowly surveying the ocean of various shades of naked flesh, slightly tossed and rowdy hair, sweet breasts, playful nipples, sweet labial lips some bare, some brown, some hairy, one of them bruised. He looked up from Brittany’s bruised pussy back to her face as she leaned lightly against Mary. To Martin’s surprise Brittany looked back at him with a stare of abject empathy and sadness. Her lower lip quivered lightly, and she raised a hand to her mouth to cover it as her eyes glistened on the edge of tears. Martin bowed his head and slowly turned to face Trina. Her pale, blue medical scrubs and slightly apathetic older face stuck out like a hazmat suit at a nudist colony. His heart pounded loudly in his chest and his hands trembled as shrunk back from her lightly. Still excited by the presence of the other naked girls, Martin’s cock remained rock-hard and ready.

“I know that look.” Trina said as she stepped in close to Martin. She placed her hands on his shoulders and he quivered in terror as she spoke soothingly to him, “Plenty of boys give me that same look at the clinic every day. I’m going to tell you exactly what I tell them.” It took all of Martin’s courage to look into Trina’s face. To his relief, there was not a trace of malice in Trina’s countenance as she continued, “I’m a clinician here to help you.” He watched her eyes shift slightly over his shoulder and knew she was looking at Brittany as she continued, “I’m not a torture maiden like in the days of old.” She looked back at Martin continuing “This is not a punishment. It’s a normal part of growing up. As normal as losing your milk teeth when the age comes. You’ve simply come of age to lose your bullocks. They served their purpose during your puberty years and now you no longer need them.”

She reached in slightly and ran a thumb intimately along Martin’s cheek as she continued “Martin, I want you to know this. I don’t hate you. The only reason I agreed to this whole mad party is because I love my sister.” Trina glanced over her shoulder at Gabriella who stood there with her head bowed sniffing back a tear. Trina looked back at Martin and continued, “and she loves you. I’m not going to do anything to hurt you, understand. But for your sake and hers you will need to comply with the law. This will be a clean, surgical procedure. I will be with you every step of the way from the first incision to the moment I suture your empty sac closed. All the girls here will be. You must admit, Martin, this is one hell of a show of support, much more than the typical boy who finds himself in my surgical stirrups all by his lonely self at the clinic ever receives.”

“Absolutely.” Martin said.

He turned his head and looked from one girl to the next saying, “I am eternally grateful to all of you for…” He blew out a sigh and said, “…well…tonight... all of it. It was beyond my wildest fantasies.” Martin sighed sadly looking down.

Trina looked down as well, staring at his rock-hard cock.

“It won’t ever stop, will it.” She said to him softly.

To Martin’s surprise, she reached down a warm hand and wrapped her fingers round his cock. He gasped, not having expected her to touch him so intimately. He looked at her with eyes wide  in terror. “Shh… it’s okay. There’s no way for me to work on this without touching you. You might as well get used to the feeling, understand?” she said to him softly, and reassuringly.

Martin nodded.

She leaned back from him a bit but still held onto his cock asking, “how much sex have you had tonight?” Martin stammered before replying, “I…lost count. Umm…a lot. Sorry. I didn’t know how many times I had sex would be important for the surgery.”

“It’s not important for the surgery. It’s important for you. You’ve had sex with all these girls, many times over, and yet you still crave more?” Trina said to him.

Martin nodded sadly saying “it’s not me that craves it. It’s my cock… it just… I’m always hungry for more” He cringed as he looked into Trina’s calm face. Trina gave him a small smile and replied “I’ve heard as such from other boys at their castrations. You won’t be the first to have a hard-on right up until the very end.”

Martin shuddered “please, don’t be angry at me for this. I can’t turn it off.”
 

“I’m not mad at you.”

To Martin’s surprise, Trina’s hand began undulating slightly giving him a massage along his cock. He moaned and Gabriella asked “sis, what are you doing?”

Martin shuddered and looked at Trina with a face so submissive she knew she could have him if she wanted to.

Trina stopped moving her hand and held Martin’s cock still as she gritted her teeth saying, “sorry. I quite promised that I wouldn’t shag any teenagers, didn’t I?”

Tia said “are you sure? We wouldn’t stop you if you wanted to.”

Trina looked at Gabriella’s big, brown pleading eyes and sighed saying “I’m sure.” Gabriella stepped in close alongside Trina and Martin.  “I’ve already shared Martin with others.” Her pursed lips hung lightly open as she looked to Martin and back to Trina saying, “you’re a full-grown woman, sis. You might be able to give him a better experience than us girls can.”

Trina gritted her teeth and released her grip on Martin’s cock reluctantly as if she had to mentally pry her own hand open to release it. “God, his cock does feel nice and warm.” She muttered as it fell free from her hand.

Trina muttered before sighing, “It would be wrong for me to do sex things with someone so young. It would be unfair and confusing to Martin for me to take advantage of him like this.”

She gestured towards Martin’s crotch saying to the girls “I hope you girls see that Martin has an insatiable touch responsive machine. One he can’t turn off or even hope to control. If I leave those bullocks on him, they will eventually drive him mad with lust. No amount of sex will ever truly be enough. He will forever be on a quest to slake his never-ending lust.” She spoke to Martin saying, “you understand that, right?”

“I do.”

Trina smiled at him lightly and said “Martin, I’m going to help you with that problem. Understand?”

“Yes.”

Trina stepped over to a couch retrieving a black medical bag and a silver metal tray. Martin winced as he looked at the tray knowing soon enough his manhood would find its final resting place in it.
 

“Good, lie down, the girls said they wanted to…ahem… give you something soft to rest against while I work.”

Martin watched as the girls sat down in a rough semicircle with Mary at the head of it. Mary patted her bare belly as she sat spread-legged on the floor as she said, “come rest your head here on me, Martin.”

Slowly, Martin sat down on the ground between her legs and lay back resting his head right over her sweet womb. He felt her breath and enjoyed the warm sensation of her skin against his own as he looked up between the two rounded hills of her breasts at her supportive, smiling face. “There you go. Comfortable?” Martin looked up at her and smiled saying “yes. Thanks again for letting me tour your womanhood and all the wonderful experiences we shared.” Mary nodded and said, “If I was the one losing my balls, it’s what I would hope someone else would do for me.”

He felt something warm touch his right arm and he looked to see Brittany sliding into position sitting cross legged alongside Mary and letting Martin rest his arm across her thighs. She smiled at him sadly saying “Trina says it takes about a week or two for your surgical wounds to heal.” She chuckled lightly and continued “looks like you and I get to be sore-crotch buddies for the next two weeks.”

“We should get club t-shirts.” Martin replied. This seemed to break the ponderous tension of the room bringing laughter to the girls for the space of the moment, but the glee died as quickly as it ascended. Brittany took Martin’s hand and brought it up to her right breast saying, “if you get nervous, just give a little squeeze and know I’m here for you.”
 

“Thank you, Brittany.”

Likewise, Tia took up a position along Martin’s left arm letting him drape his arm across her smooth, warm flesh. She had a slightly concerned look on her face as she asked, “Martin, after Trina cuts you, do you think you’ll ever stare at my breasts again?” Mary spoke up, “are you kidding, even I stare at your breasts.” This too brought a round of good-natured chuckles as Martin replied, “always.” Tia smiled as he reached up and groped at her lightly. “Good, keep a hold of them, I like to think of my body comforting you during this scary time.”

Martin looked down to see Trina with Maya on her left and Gabriella on her right. Trina said to Martin “fold up your legs at the knee and spread them open.” He did as such and Maya and Gabriella sat down in front of his legs sliding in so close that he felt warm, sensual pussy sitting atop both his feet as the girls hugged their breasts against his knees. Maya soothingly ran her lithe hand up and down Martin’s thighs as Gabriella silently hugged his leg seemingly afraid to let go. Her eyes still glistened on the edge of tears such that Martin said to her,” it’s quite alright.”

“I… know.” She replied sadly.

Martin watched, feeling remarkably comfortable and warm in his near total cocoon of girls who surrounded him. Trina knelt in front of him looking around with a smirk. “quite the boy’s fantasy of a surgical theater if you ask me.” She reached into her medical bag and pulled out a series of white, cloth masks handing them around saying, “put these on girls. This may be an illegal sex party, but I’ll be damned if I’m going to go lax on sterility. Last thing any of you want is to give poor Martin here a bloody infection.” Awkwardly, each girl donned a mask covering the bottom half of her face. The scene suddenly felt more like a hospital than a party for Martin, but the feeling of Tia’s breasts in his left hand and Brittany’s in his right as well as Mary’s abdomen beneath his head calmed him down. Mary looked down at him and spoke through her cloth mask asking, “still doing okay, Martin?”

He nodded while looking up and enjoying the sharp outline of her gentle breasts now cast even more prominently against the white of her mask.

Trina then slid on a pair of thin rubber gloves. She opened a jar of alcohol and pulling out a gauze swab from it. He felt her lift his cock gently with her fingers on one hand as she used her other to rubbing the alcohol pad over his scrotum sending a slight sting and a cooling sensation as the bitter smell of antiseptic filled the air briefly. She then dug through her pack for a bit before saying “blast, I forgot it.”

“Forgot what?” Gabriella asked, half-hoping it was her scalpel and they could call the whole thing off.

“No, my medical tape to plaster his cock to his belly.”
 

“What?” Brittany asked in shock.

Maya replied, “standard medical procedure is to tape the man’s penis into the up position during castration.” Tia gestured towards Martin’s stiff member saying, “but, he’s already up.”

“Quite, but I need him up and flat. Well, we have quite enough hands. Tia…” Trina pulled out another glove and handed it over to Tia saying, “hold Martin’s cock for me.” 

Tia winced as she put on the glove saying, “I didn’t quite expect to be surgical assistant tonight.” Martin felt warm fingers beneath latex rubber press gently against the bottom of his cock pinning it against his belly as Tia turned to him saying with a cringe, “I’m sorry about doing this to you, Martin.”

“I don’t blame you.” Martin replied quietly. She still seemed uneasy so he gave her breast a little squeeze and she looked back at him where he gave her a little smile saying, “It’s okay.” She chuckled saying “hey that’s my line. We’re supposed to be the ones reassuring you, remember?”

“It is absolutely imperative that you keep your hand as still as possible.” Trina said as she pulled up a syringe and drew a clear liquid into it.

“You’re not going to cut his cock off, right?” Tia asked, with concern in her voice.

“No, he gets to keep that part.”

A collective sigh of relief seemed to go up from all the girls at these words. Mary patted Martin’s shoulder saying, “that’s good news, right Martin.”

“Very.” Martin replied with a deep swallow as he knew he was very much so about to lose some body parts.

“Alright Martin, you will feel a bit of a pinch as I place some lidocaine in this nerve.” Trina said. She raised the syringe and cleared the tip by spraying a small stream of liquid numbness into the air.

She bent down and outside his field of view for a moment before a sharp, pain struck him just at the inseam where his right leg met his crotch. Martin inhaled sharply through gritted teeth and Mary rubbed his shoulder gently saying with forced reassurance in her voice, “you’re doing great, Martin. Don’t be afraid.”

Martin blew out the pain before Trina announced, “excellent, one more side, this is quite the worst of it, Martin.”

Once more he felt the pain, this time against his left inseam. Already, however, the pain felt quelled by an uncomfortable, disconcerting sensation of numbness spreading across his balls. Martin’s heart raced and a renewed sensation of vulnerability filled him with the oncoming reality that he was quite prepared to be surgically castrated. He looked up at Mary’s face as she looked on at what Trina was doing. Absentmindedly, Mary brushed her hand down along Martin’s cheek as she said, “that will quite numb him, right, Trina? I mean, please tell me that you won’t make Martin suffer.”

Trina swung back up into view setting aside her syringe as she said “quite. Good job holding still, Martin.” She looked over at Tia saying, “and good job keeping his cock still.”

“It’s starting to shrink.” Tia said as Martin felt her readjust her grip. Trina nodded saying “the nerve block shuts down many processes of his sexual machinery. How are you doing, Martin?”

“A little scared.” Martin replied with a swallow. He blew out a breath and continued, “but I know you’re doing what has to be done in ending me once and for all.”

Gabriella wiped a tear away from her face. Likewise, Brittany bowed her head in dejection. “God, those poor balls. This is so bloody wrong.” Tia muttered bitterly as Maya pursed her lips. Martin felt Mary’s breathing start to fluctuate as she trembled in her own sadness.

Trina looked around at them and scoffed saying, “Girls! Get a hold of yourselves.” She gestured towards Martin’s crotch saying, “I’m not going to bloody kill him.” She waved her hands towards Martin’s face saying “Martin will still be Martin after this. You all are blubbering like it’s a bloody funeral. This is a normal part of growing up as a boy.”

This seemed to have the desired effect on most of the girls, save for Gabriella who bowed her head not wanting to watch what happened next.

The odd sensation of numbness spread and intensified rapidly for Martin as Trina reached down. He felt his skin moving but nothing else.

“Not… really…” Martin replied.

“Do you, or do you not? Or, how about this, how do your bullocks feel?”

“I can feel something tugging against my crotch, like movement, but I can’t feel anything else. It feels like my balls are made of wood for lack of a better description.”
 

“Perfect!” Trina announced chipperly.

She turned to Gabriella and patted her on the shoulder saying “See, sis, nothing to be afraid of. I gave him ten ccs of lidocaine straight to the vasal nerve and it’s working exactly as expected. Your boy, Martin, isn’t going to feel this.” Gabriella turned back to look at her sister with red-rimmed eyes. She nodded silently sniffing back a tear. Trina rubbed Gabriella’s shoulder saying, “He won’t suffer any at all, understand?”

“Thank you.” Gabriella whispered though her voice sounded less than enthusiastic.

Trina looked off thoughtfully for a moment before grabbing Gabriella in close in her ear, “sis, if you love him, be strong for him right now. The more you stress, the more he does.”

“It’s not stress, it’s grief.” Gabriella replied bitterly.

Trina frowned slightly and snorted back, “it’s time for you to grow up, sis.”

“What?” Gabriella protested.

Trina returned her attention to Martin’s crotch. She withdrew a glittering steel scalpel handle and fitted it with a number ten blade. Martin’s breath came in hoarse pants at the sight of the glittering steel which would end his manhood.

Trina inspected the blade briefly before looking past it to Martin who lay in a sea of girls and yet his heart felt terror at the sight of a woman. Even Tia and Mary cringed at the sight of the blade while Brittany looked away. Trina gently placed her left hand on top of Martin’s balls and spoke to him intimately saying “Martin, I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to help you, understand?” Martin swallowed hard and nodded slightly. “I know this is hard to believe after the night you had here but, in the future, these will cause you nothing but pain and suffering. Removing them now will save you from that. Understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good, do you feel my hand on your scrotum?”

“No.”

Trina leaned over beyond Martin’s view. He tried leaning up to see what she was doing to him, but Mary grabbed his head and pulled it down into her lap saying, “it’s best if you don’t watch.”

“Jesus.” Tia muttered in surprise.

“What? What’s she doing?” Martin gasped.

“That’s a lot of blood.” Mary muttered.

Brittany glanced and turned her head away quickly saying, “I think I’m going to hurl.”

Trina called out angrily from between his legs saying, “you stupid little girls are supposed to be keeping him calm. This is why I don’t do castrations in front of bloody fucking children!”

Maya snorted at the other girls saying, “Bloody hell, you pile of twits. Martin, it’s a two-centimeter scrotal incision for a standard bilateral orchiectomy. You’re fine.”

Martin breathed a sigh of sigh of relief through his pants of horror. Maya called out, “just relax your body, Martin, it’s bleeding because you’re so tensed up. Tensing your muscles is bad for surgery. You need to focus your mind on something else and chill.”

“Thank you, Maya. At least one of you girls has some god damn sense.” Trina said. 

Her head popped back into view as she continued speaking to Martin “This is not a grab and slash castration. This is surgery. I’m going to leave you with as much of your body as I possibly can. That means this is going to take some time. At least twenty minutes, including closing. The tighter you hold your muscles the more you will hurt, not from my knife but from your own fatigue.”

She nodded towards the girls saying, “you three need to stop being so panicked and useless. You said you were going to help keep Martin relaxed for this surgery and you had better do it. Lidocaine can handle his pain, but not his fear. You freak him out again like that and he will be no better off than the men who sat above those bloody slots.”

Trina disappeared from Martin’s view and he felt a tugging on his scrotum again.

“What’s that?” he gasped.

Brittany looked back at Trina. Her lower lip trembled, but she forced her voice to remain calm as she reported “It’s okay. She just wiping you with a piece of gauze.”

Tia swallowed hard saying, “I guess it’s not really that big of a cut now that I see it better.”

Mary looked down at Martin and said “Martin, you’re clenching your teeth. Open your jaw up, like this.” He watched her mask warp and bend slightly as she moved her jaw back and forth. He mimicked her feeling how sore his jaw was already from the tension he had not even realized was there. She continued, “go ahead and give Brittany and Tia a little squeeze. Feel the warmth and comfort of their breasts in your hands.” Martin did as she instructed, eliciting a sigh and a small smile from Brittany and a subtle groan from Tia.

“You keep your focus up here with me, Martin. Don’t worry about what Trina’s doing. She knows what she’s doing down there. You just stay here with me.” Mary continued. Martin smiled at her as he felt his own eyes begin to water. “Thank you, he whispered.”

“Know what, Martin, as a castrated eunuch, I might be able to arrange for you to get to see me play.”

“Really?”

Mary nodded saying “I got complimentary tickets to our game against Manchester next Month. Obviously, I can’t give any to a loaded boy, but I think coach might let me bring a certified eunuch.”

Martin felt his body relax as he disappeared into this happy thought of the future. “I would like that.” He whispered back to her.

Brittany mused “that means he’ll also see me, and the squad do our dance routine.” She glanced at Martin as he looked back at her. She continued meekly, “I mean, if it’s not too scary for you.”

“No. I think it would be good to finally see what you do during the games.” Martin said. He looked off distantly saying, “it’s quite a spectacle, isn’t it. The band playing, you girls dancing, Mary dunking over the head of that two-hundred-and-two-centimeter center girl from Manchester.”

Mary, Brittany and Martin shared a laugh at this. Tia spoke up, “yeah, I bet you’ll be glad to finally ditch that stupid red badge they make you wear as a loaded boy.” Martin looked at her and said, “yeah, I guess I will be able to get rid of that damn thing. I’ve worn it for so long, I haven’t even quite thought about it.” Tia cocked her head to the side and said, “actually, can I have it?”

Mary gave her a queer look and asked, “Why? You’re not a loaded boy.”

“I know, but I could pin it on my black dress and wear it around anyhow. My parents would hate it. The teachers would be pissed. It would be absolutely fucking awesome.”

“You’re welcome to it. I’ve got a bloody dozen of them.” Martin replied.

“Dozen?” Mary asked.

Martin looked up at her and said, “well, yeah, every outfit I wear has to have one on it. I’ve had many of those patches over the years. Did you think I just had one?”

“Well, I guess…not. I just hadn’t thought of it before.”

Suddenly Martin gulped and gasped as his chest tensed up and his eyes nearly bugged out of his head. His body shook as the girls quickly placed hands on his chest trying to keep him calm and still.

“Here comes the first one out now.” Trina announced. She looked up at Tia and said, “hold his cock still.” She looked up at him saying, “doing all right, Martin?”
 

“I feel…” Martin swallowed and trembled trying to find words as he continued, “cold… hollow…I feel... empty. It didn’t hurt but I could feel you pulling my bullocks right out of me.”

“Quite normal.” Trina remarked casually.

She reached in again and he gulped hard gasping as he felt the overwhelming sensation once more. He could not quite describe it as pain but rather more akin to the winded feeling of being kicked in the gut without being kicked in the gut.

“I feel nauseous.” He said with a wince and a cringe.

“Also, normal.” Trina announced.

She leaned back and turned to Gabriella who stared at the pathetic sight before her. Martin’s scrotum lay sliced cleanly open on both sides. Trina had pulled out his testicles and they lay as two, beautiful, intricate pieces of biological machinery crudely dumped inside a cold metal tray. Thin pieces of tubing wrapped in bloody flesh ran from the incision down to the testicles. Gabriella’s hands trembled as she watched the obscene display before her. Martin’s testicles, disembodied as they were, still slightly moved in the tray as they lay in a small pool of his blood. It seemed to pulse lightly in rhythm to the beating of his heart. Trina handed over a pair of gloves to Gabriella saying, “put these on.” Gabriella squinted in confusion but did as she was told. Next, Trina pulled up a pair of small, steel surgical scissors from her kit and held them out with the handle towards Gabriella saying, “cut him loose.”

“What?” Gabriella asked in disbelief.

“You love him. You should be the one to free him from his manhood.” Trina pointed to the tubing and flesh extending between testicle and owner saying, “just snip along his spermatic cord and the testicles will fall free.”

Gabriella grimaced and hissed back, “No. You do it.”

“It should be you.”

Gabriella whispered “You’re asking me to kill the very thing that I once hoped would put a baby inside me.”

“That hope died when he failed the paternity exam.” Trina said firmly. She nodded towards Martin saying, “I told you before, it’s time for you to grow up. You’re not a little kid anymore, Gabby. If you really love him then you’ll sacrifice the dream to keep the man.” Gabriella stared sadly at the balls in the tray. They looked so helpless and weak there, out in the cold world all by themselves. What Trina was asking her to do felt like stepping on a kitten.

“Just… go ahead and do it yourself.” Gabriella grunted
 

“No. It has to be you.” Trina said.

“Why?”

“Because you need to know that all things come to an end. All girls grow up to become women. Almost all boys grow up to become eunuchs. I’m offering this to you because you need to take an active role in not just your adulthood but in his as well. You’ve heard of those hetero marriages which start with the tradition of the bride castrating the groom. I’m giving you that privilege tonight, because I know how you feel about him.”

Gabriella shivered lightly.

“Don’t take too long to think about this, sis. That lidocaine isn’t going to last forever. You do not want Martin regaining feeling while his body is splayed open like this.” Trina pressed.

“Okay, I’ll do it.” Gabriella said as she uncurled her body from around Martin’s leg.

She slid over next to Trina and Martin looked down between his legs at them.

“Gabriella?” Martin asked.

Gabriella looked sadly up at him.

“Trina asked me to make the final cut.” Gabriella said solemnly.

“Good.” Martin replied.

Gabriella cocked her head to the side in confusion. “Good?”

“It’s someone I love being the one to free me from my testicles. You’re the woman who is going to welcome me into adulthood and I like that.”

“See sis. Exactly like I told you. It’s an intimate privilege to be the one to take a man’s balls.” Trina replied.

“I just hope it’s not too scary for you down there.” Martin continued.

“No.” Gabriella replied with determination in her voice. She shook her head saying, “I’m never scared with my brave Martin close by.”

She took the scissors from Trina’s hand and said “where?”

Trina ran her finger along the tubing and Gabriella gingerly fed the two tiny little lifelines to Martin’s testicle into the jaws of the scissors.

“I had a dream, but now it’s dead.

Time to wake, and live life instead.”

Gabriella whispered this well-known poem before closing the scissors shut, ending the life of Martin’s testicles forever.

The result felt disgustingly anticlimactic as the little lumpy testicles merely flopped over in the tray and ceased pulsating while the cords, now free from their load, gave a light trickle of blood and retracted slightly back up towards the incision. Martin didn’t react at all, seemingly unaware of what Gabriella had just done to him.

Gabriella looked at the dead little testicle in the tray and then looked back to her sister. Trina said, “you can’t see it under my mask, but I’m smiling. I’m proud of you, sis. You’re growing into a woman now.” She leaned in close and continued, “the kind of woman Martin deserves.”

“I could never make a job of this.” Gabriella said quietly as she handed the scissors back with trembling hands.

“Tis best if you don’t. Working at the clinic is nothing like this at all. It’s just boring and miserable cutting bullocks off strangers all day.” Trina replied as she set to work tying the suture line around the loose ends of Martin’s cord.

“Did she cut me yet?” Martin asked.

“Yes, and a bloody good job of it too. I’ll have you stitched up and back together in no time.” Trina announced.

Martin sighed and let his head lay back down against Mary saying with relief, “oh, it’s over.”

He smiled and Gabriella nearly wept at how free and happy he looked. He spoke with sincere gratitude in his voice as he looked at each girl in turn saying “thank you, Mary. Thank you, Brittany. Thank you, Tia. Thank you, Maya. Thank you so much, Trina.”

“What are sisters for if not illegal castration parties?” Trina replied with a chuckle.

“And thank you, Gabriella. Thank you so much for organizing this whole thing and being the one to take care of my manhood once and for all.” Martin gushed lovingly at her. She smiled back but whispered sadly to herself, “Thank you, Martin. I’ll never forget the magical dream we once shared.”

Tugging of lined string against flesh gnawed lightly between Martin’s legs as he suddenly felt lighter and… calmer than he had in the past. Trina quietly stitched as Gabriella pestered “you will stitch him up proper well?’

“Of course.”

“He will heal fast with not too much scaring, right?”

“Of course. Sis, stop annoying me. I know what I’m doing.”

“Can I let go of his cock? My hand is tired.” Tia asked.

“Not yet.” Trina replied.

“You can rest your arm a bit more on my chest, if it helps.” Martin said. Tia looked up at him and smiled saying “thank you.” She leaned in and he felt her warm breasts press lightly against his abdomen. The smooth ripeness of them felt comforting and sweet.

“Oi, Tia.”

“What?”

“I still like your breasts.”

They shared a laugh which ended with Trina hissing, “stay still!”

Martin sighed and asked, “do you still want one of my balls for your jewelry?”

“I want it, but I think Gabby should get to keep them both. She deserves them more than I do. I’ll be quite happy with your patch.”

Trina muttered “oh, yeah, sis, grab that jar behind you. Later on we can get a nice decorative jar but for now you can put his bullocks in there along with some alcohol.”

Gabriella gingerly picked up the two lumps of flesh from the tray and gently placed them into the jar ironically, making a great effort to not injure them further. She stared at Martin’s blood on the fingers of her glove sadly before she heard his voice asking, “can I see them?”

She looked up to see Martin smiling back down at her. Gabriella trembled lightly but nodded as she said “let me clean them up a little first.”

“Quite alright.”

Blood seemed to fly away like starlings from a shot as the pungent alcohol splashed down on the disembodied testicles. Gabriella gave them a few more rinses occasionally emptying out the jar into the tray before bringing their true form to light. Dangling, bulbous purse-like structures with a trailing cord leading away from each one floated in alcohol as she closed lid over the jar. She quit her position alongside Trina, who now began taping gauze bandages to Martin’s crotch. She slid in next to Tia and held up the jar for Martin to see.

He sighed with a small, sad smile on his face.

“It’s over.” He said with a faint hint of finality in his voice.

Tia said “I hate saying this to you, Martin. But your balls are actually kind of pretty.”

“Thanks, but they are no longer mine.” Martin said quietly.

Mary said, “now the really hard part begins.”

“How so?” Martin asked.

Mary looked down at him and said, “we have to get everyone upstairs to bed.”

“You got the bloke? I got the bird.” Mary called out to Gabriella with a chuckle. The simple wooden steps to the second floor now felt like a grand mountain to Martin as he gingerly ascended them in an awkward, lumbering gait with his legs spread in a wide horse-riding stance around the fresh wounds and bandages. Gabriella held him by the arm while up ahead of them Mary held onto Brittany.

“Forget the club t-shirts Martin. You and I will need bloody club mobility chairs.” Brittany called back to him with a laugh.

“At least you still look nice.” Martin called back. He looked down at the humiliating jockstrap stuffed with gauze bandages that Trina had placed upon him after the surgery.

“I look like I’m in a bloody nappy down here.” He continued with a chuckle.

“It’s not bloody, is it?” Gabriella asked in concern checking over the gauze.

“No, no, I didn’t bleed through anything.” Martin replied. She breathed out a sigh of relief as she shouldered his weight.

They came to Gabriella’s room and a twinge of reticent sadness entered Martin’s heart. How long ago had it been since he experienced pure magical paradise in this room? Not even an hour had passed yet now he no longer even had the organs to manifest that magic.

“We should put the injured on my bed. It will be more comfortable. I can sleep on the floor.” Gabriella said.

“Bloody hell you will.” Brittany protested.

“What?” Gabriella asked.

“You think I’m going to steal your first night sleeping with Martin away from you? You know how special it is for a eunuch to spend his first night with a woman. The first chance he has to hold, warm, comfort, and cherish her while remaining undistracted by sexual desires.”

“But… you’re injured. You need a soft place to lay down and heal.” Gabriella sputtered.

“I’ve had worse. Mary, please sit me down over here next to my bedroll. I can quite handle it from there.”

Gabriella looked at Martin who hung onto her shoulder. He shrugged and said, “For what it’s worth, I don’t think I’ll be much fun to sleep next to tonight either way.” Gabriella gave him a sad smile saying, “sleep doesn’t need to be fun.”

Gently, Gabriella lay Martin out on her bed gingerly sliding his injured body beneath her pink covers “God, I hope I don’t bleed on your bed. I quite apologize in advance if I do.” He muttered to her.

Gabriella frowned thoughtfully at this and replied “it will wash or…”  she lifted the corner of her pink cover and inspected it slightly before continuing “…if not I’ll just get new covers. I’ve had these covers since I was a little girl.” She sighed staring distantly at Martin as she continued, “I think I’m getting quite too old for them.”

Martin gestured towards Gabriella to come closer, and she leaned in close.

He whispered, “Are those your words, or are they Trina’s?”

Gabriella’s lower lip trembled slightly as her eyes grew sad.

Martin gestured towards his crotch saying, “Gabriella, my wounds will heal.” He then placed his hand on her chest, right over her beating heart and continued, “will yours?”

Gabriella’s breath came in a slightly burst of panting as she sniffed back a tear saying, “maybe.”

“I was afraid you would say that. God, I don’t want to be the one to crush the heart of such a beautiful, loving girl.” Martin replied. He rolled slightly over laying on his back looking up at her ceiling. Cut paper stars and hearts trimmed with ribbon decorated the hundred-year-old beams. Decorations once placed by a happy little girl who never imagined herself to be the one to literally draw the steel-cold line between boy and eunuch. Martin swallowed and said flatly, “I rifled through the paternity scores when they came out. Derrick Hunter passed the paternity exam. As far as I know, he’s the only one in our class who did so.”

“Derrick Hunter?” Gabriella asked, twisting her face up in disgust.

Martin turned his head to look at her and continued, “nice, burly bloke. I imagine he could probably produce nice, sturdy children.” 

“Derrick?” Gabriella spat the name out with disgust.

Martin continued, “This is insider information, Gabriella. Once the girls at school find out, he’ll be up to his eyeballs in birds. You could still get ahead of the mob.”

Gabriella glared at him.

“You deserve children.” Martin said sadly. He gave a small smile and continued, “I would be happy to dance at your wedding to him. I would be happy knowing your dream could still come true.”

“Are you bloody mental? Derrick’s an arrogant fucking wanker. He’s been nothing but a douchebag ever since I met him back in second year” Gabriella grumbled back.

“Yeah, well, Derrick has balls and now I don’t.” Martin snapped back at her.

“I got ice.” Tia announced from the doorway holding up two wrapped bags of cold compress. She handed one to Mary who lovingly pressed it against Brittany’s sore crotch as the two girls continued their own quiet discourse about their love. She held one out towards Martin who took it from her hands with a quiet “thank you” before bringing it to his own crotch.

He breathed out a sigh of relief. He had not realized how sore his crotch was starting to feel as the lidocaine from earlier had begun to slowly wear off.

“You shouldn’t have to lose out on your dreams because of my failure, Gabriella. That’s all I’m saying.”

Gabriella took this in quietly.

“You wanted to say something to me earlier.” She replied.

“It’s a moot point now.” Martin replied.

“I want to hear it anyhow.”

Martin turned his head to look at her sadly. “If I scored better on genetic compatibility and physical prowess and passed the paternity exam, I planned to ask you to marry me after we graduate.”

“Yes.”

“What?”

“My answer is ‘yes.’”

“Answer to what?”

“the answer to ‘would you marry me?’ my answer is yes.”

Martin squinted skeptically saying “Really? Even though it means no children?”

Gabriella shook her head saying “I’m not one of those girls who wants to have children just because babies are cute or whatever. I wanted to give you children, Martin. It was always for you.”

She gestured widely about the house saying, “Think about it, Martin. I planned this whole, illegal party for you, even though I knew what I had envisioned for our future together could never be. That’s how much I love you.”

Martin looked down sadly saying, “you shouldn’t though. I’m not even a man anymore. I don’t have bullocks.”

Gabriella glanced over her shoulder at where Brittany and Mary lay together on the floor. Their faces glowed as they shared gentle words and tender kisses.

“Look at Brittany.” Gabriella instructed. With great effort, Martin leaned up enough to crane his neck around to see the two girls lying together.

“Yes. What about her?”

“Would you agree that Brittany in love with Mary, Martin? I mean, she sacrificed her body to your revenge in order to win Mary back. Seems like love to me.”

“Quite.”

“And see how happy she is now?”

Martin smiled and leaned back saying, “I’m glad I’m no longer a wedge between those two. They deserve happiness with each other.”

“So, you would agree that Brittany is madly in love with Mary, true?”

“Of course.”

“And while you were touring between Mary’s legs, did you notice any testicles?”

Martin began laughing but stopped himself as pain threatened to well up in his own crotch.

“No. Mary is definitely bullocks free.” Martin replied.

“So, if Brittany can be happily in love with someone lacking balls, why not me?” Gabriella pressed.

“I suppose you’re right.” Martin replied. He turned and looked at her saying “So, knowing full well what I do and don’t have, would you like to marry me after we graduate?”

“Yes, again.”

“I’ll quite need to ask you the same question a third time. That will be done properly, of course. Down on one knee, ring in hand, quite all that.”

Gabriella leaned in and they shared a kiss before she said, “I’ll be looking forward to it.”
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