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“Mr. Houghton!” Miss Briana White’s voice thundered harshly across the classroom.

Miss White shifted her voluptuous hips as she adjusted her stance alongside the tripod bearing a diagram of male reproductive organs. The air crackled like a whip against flesh as she slapped her leather-tipped pointer against the paper commanding, “name this part.”

Ken’s face blanched and pale sweat broke from his brow. Of everything she could have pointed to, she had to point at the little squiggly rubbish on top of one of the testicles. His panicked mind blanked and his mouth grew dry in terror. Miss White fixed the gaze of her brilliant blue eyes upon Ken causing him to shiver. Unable to withstand her glare, he shifted his gaze downward, but immediately regretted this decision as her white button-up blouse, stretched taught by her full, well-rounded breasts came into view. The top portion of those beautiful hills lay bare with a sensual gully cleaved between them. This beautiful scenery came courtesy of a few buttons on Miss White’s blouse that she perpetually neglected to fasten. He quickly dropped his head and stammered “uh…um….”

At the front of the class, Kendra’s lips spread into a malevolent smile so wide that it crinkled her cute, upturned nose as she glanced over her shoulder to gleefully witness the agony of the doomed boy. Alongside her, Audrey also smiled, making sure to glance back and forth between Kendra and the other girls so they could see her smiling, in keeping with the mandatory fashion of the moment.  “Ken, you bloody have this part. You’re so daft as to not know its name?” Kendra snickered from the front row.

“That’s enough from you, Kendra!” Miss White snapped as she quit her post from the front of the class and stepped in ominously towards Ken’s seat. A few strands from her dark, taught bun swayed in the air as she walked. Those strands looked like tentacles reaching out to destroy any boy unlucky enough to get close. Ken watched in horror as she tapped the pointer stick into the palm of her left hand while black leather shoes clacked against the linoleum floor conveying the body of his erotic doom closer to where he sat helpless to protect himself. 

“Say ‘epididymis’” Jessica hoarsely whispered to him from behind. He dared only a brief glance over his shoulder at her. Pensive, sympathetic eyes tucked behind thick glasses glistened back at him from below an unkempt shock of mousy brown hair as Jessica seemed to mentally will him to say the one and only word which could secure his protection.

“Epi-do-er…I mean di-dem-er-us!” Ken stammered out as he locked eyes with Miss White. Miss White frowned at him as she stood before his desk. The knee-length black skirt she wore shifted slightly as she shifted her view to look behind him. She seemed to almost perch upon the end of his desk, as she leaned against the corner of it letting her powerful, hot body rest terrifyingly close to her prey. Ken looked up at her briefly, but it felt like looking straight into the sun as she towered over him cutting a spectacular figure against the beams and plaster of the school room ceiling.

Miss White glared over Ken’s shoulder causing Jessica to shyly look away. “Mr. Houghton, if I had wanted Miss Browne to answer the question, I would have asked her.” Both Ken and Jessica cringed silently as Miss White gave a disgusted harumph, turned around and slowly walked back to the front of the class purposefully crossing one foot over front of the other so that her rounded buttocks sashayed deliciously back and forth beneath the taught fabric of her skirt.

Ken glanced up at Miss White’s gorgeous buttocks, but Jessica hissed out from behind him, “for fuck’s sake, don’t bloody gawk at her!”

Ken averted his gaze and looked over to where Clarissa sat scribbling away at something in her notebook just as Miss White snapped around with fierce eyes ready to bear down hatred and shame on any boy foolish enough to gaze at her body. 

“Many decades ago, a war was waged in this land over these body parts.” She snapped her pointer against the paper and then continued, “this war shapes the lives of each and every one of you to this day.”

“Well, not the girls, though.” Colette offered up meekly. Miss White stared suspicious daggers at the young, French-descendent girl same as the other students in the class.

“Girls need to know this too, Miss Dubois.” She snorted and continued as she turned back to the board muttering out loud enough for the class to hear, “weak-willed French girls, doubly so.”

Cruel chuckling broke out across the classroom which Miss White seemed to allow. Colette’s face reddened as she muttered out, “but, my family lives in the United Queendom now. I’m no longer French.” Beside her, Jeff whispered, “don’t let Miss White’s nationalism get under your skin. She doesn’t speak for everyone.”

“Epididymis, vas deferens, testes… all these parts work together to force a woman to endure pregnancy. The testosterone produced here is a venomous poison which renders men slaves to crude, lower desires such as violence and sexual perversions. Women, naturally, do not suffer such a biological drawback which is why all boys…” She turned to scan across the tables carefully as she continued, “boys… about the age of this class have their testicles surgically removed, save for a small minority who pass paternity exams and are eligible for controlled breeding.” 

She nodded towards the class saying, “have any of you boys yet been to the castration clinic?” Next to Ken, Bill sheepishly raised his hand. From the back of the class, Jeff said, “I’m…uh… scheduled to go over summer break.” Miss White nodded saying, “excellent. Bill, do you feel better now that you no longer have testicles poisoning your bloodstream?”

Bill gritted his teeth and stammered, “Um… I…uh…guess so.”

She smiled as she sashayed over to him. She slowly bent over in front of him, letting him have a full view of her breasts all the way down to where the clasp of her bra clung desperately against the outward expanding forces from the warm, fleshy hills of paradise.

“You feel better, right?” She asked cocking an eyebrow up.

Bill glanced apathetically at her breasts than back up at her face giving a small, sad sigh before saying softly, “yes.”

She patted his shoulder encouragingly as she said, “it’s for the best, Bill.” He stared down at his desk and nodded weakly.

She stood up fully and strode powerfully back up the middle aisle between the seats. She abruptly stopped next to Ken. She swung out her pointer stopping it right under Ken’s chin causing his heart to race and his eyes to widen.

“When is your castration scheduled, Mr. Houghton?”

“ohh… uhh…”

Her body held perfectly still as she turned her head to look at Ken while applying gentle pressure under Ken’s chin forcing him to look up at her.

“Have you passed the paternity exam?”

“No, ma’am.” Ken replied quietly.

“Then… are you scheduled?”

“uhh… my mom’s been meaning to…”

“Your mom!?”

“Well… uhh…schedule…me…for…”

Miss White gave a twisted smile as she released her hold on his neck with her pointer stick. The disgustingly happy look across her face disquieted Ken in a manner that caused his bowels to churn.

Miss White spoke as she walked to the front of the class. “Education, class, is what makes this land great. While the rest of the planet was worshiping trees and drinking pig’s blood, we British were constructing steam engines and devising the laws of electricity. Some may accept the rubbish state of education that has befallen our beloved United Queendom, but I, for one, have not.  I will not endure such disgusting ignorance as this class has displayed. Unless the future generations of our glorious homeland are properly educated, we shall become as stupid as the Piltdown French.”

“I’m literally right here.” Colette mumbled angrily under her breath.

“But, Miss White, we’re not ignorant.” Kendra sweetly sang out. She gave a smug little grin as she continued “only the boys are.”

Miss White snapped her pointer against the male anatomical diagram and jabbed a finger into the air at Kendra as her eyes burned with passion. She hissed out “Not ignorant? Then tell me, Kendra, have you ever seen an epididymis in real life? I do not mean some pathetic rendering on paper but a real, live epididymis. Have you seen one?”

“No… of course not. That would be-”

Miss White cut her off saying, “Then you are no more educated than the boys you enjoy maligning so much.”

Kendra scoffed, “I know what I need to know.”

“What a disgusting attitude to have? Do you think Rosalind Franklin said ‘I know what I need to know’ before she took a picture of DNA? Do you?”

Kendra’s jaw hung open aghast at the surprising rebuke.

“Are you quite proposing I find a boy and…do what? Ask him to show me his epididymis?


“Stop being daft. Of course not. You will see a real, live epididymis here in class tomorrow.” 

A collective murmur of confusion rose from the classroom. Even Clarissa, the aloof girl who normally paid no attention, looked up from her drawing.

Miss White continued, “we shall have a live demonstration combined with a hands-on laboratory practice in which all your questions regarding male sexual organs will be answered comprehensively. This exercise will include both demonstration of functionality and a live vivisection of the subject organs.”

“Are you bloody mental?” Audrey blurted out.

“Not mental enough to send ignorant youths into the workforce of this great land at the end of the school year.”

“What do you mean by ‘demonstration of functionality’?” Jessica asked suspiciously.

Miss White narrowed her eyes at the girl. “Tomorrow, each of you is to bring an essay regarding something you want to learn about the male anatomy. You must bring at least one specific question about male anatomy and explain why you wish to know it. This is your homework. This question must be something which cannot be answered by our textbook, nor anything discussed in any class prior to this. This is the homework for every single member of this class, except for you, Ken. You receive a free pass on this homework and do not need to do it.”

“Uhh… I don’t have to do the homework?” Ken asked warily.

Miss White looked at him. Her eyes narrowed as she replied, “you are to shave.”

Ken absentmindedly touched his scruffy cheek with a puzzled stare.

“I don’t mean your face.”

“What?” Ken asked in shocked confusion.

Miss White’s eyes flashed sadistically as she shifted her body sensually jutting her hip out and resting her pointer menacingly against it as she continued.

“Tonight, you are to prepare your body for my live demonstration on castration.”

Ken felt his heart sink into the floor beneath him as Jessica muttered, “Bloody fucking hell, she can’t be serious.” The rest of the class sat in shocked silence.

The bell rang out loudly cutting harsh reality through the pathos of insanity.

“Additionally, Mr. Houghton, receiving answers from others is unbecoming of a gentleman. Return here at the end of the school day for detention.” Miss White said as Ken felt the world spiral around him while he stood up slowly from his desk.

“This can’t be happening.” He muttered as Jessica rushed in behind him and grabbed his shoulder saying “she’s not really going to castrate you, right? Like, she can’t do that.” Kendra roughly shoved Jessica aside and sneered at Ken saying, “guess we get to see your epididymis tomorrow, loser.” By her side, Audrey also sneered, but her eyes conveyed a different message as a quizzical look of insincerity danced across her thespian face. The moment Kendra passed out of earshot, Audrey’s face turned distraught as she whispered to Ken, “I’m so sorry for your loss.”

They pushed on out of the class as Jessica returned to his side saying, “Oh, my god, she really is going to castrate you.” Ken sighed and said, “it had to happen sometime.” Behind them, Bill rose from his desk and began bagging up his books. Ken said, “excuse me” to Jessica as he quickly stepped over to Bill.  Her hands trembled as she looked between where Bill and Ken spoke and back up at the front of the class where Miss White had alighted at her own table. Her heart wanted to stay close to Ken, but her mind still whirred with possibilities of maybe talking Miss White out of hurting him. She could not decide which way her feet should go, however the decision was made for her as Miss White called out saying “Miss Browne, come here.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You seem troubled.”

“Uhh… you… you’re joking. Right? About tomorrow?”

“Do I look like the kind of woman to make a joke?”

“No ma’am.”

“I do hope you paid attention in Miss Branson’s history class.”

“umm…yes?” Jessica stammered feeling unsure of the relevance.

“Then you know what happened to weak-willed women who fought on the side of men during the revolution, right? You know that their skeletal remains still hang from the tower.”

Jessica’s eyes went wide in terror as Miss White glared at her ferociously.

Miss White spoke with deep malevolence as she continued, “You’re a bright girl, Jessica. I would hate for your future to end before it even begins. Especially over a boy.”

Jessica hung her head and sniffed back a tear.

“Right, then. Off with you.” Miss White snorted out dismissively.

Jessica trudged like a man to the gallows as she made her way back over to Bill and Ken who had already stepped out into the hallway. She followed them closely behind and listening as they spoke to one another. Bill reassured Ken saying “it’s not that bad, really. I mean, I don’t know what it will be like for you, but for me, it was pretty quick and simple. I just went in the clinic, a soldier woman chatted with me a bit thanking me for doing my part for the country and stuff. I mean, not like it bloody matters, if you don’t go, they’ll just drag you in. She looked scary, but she didn’t do anything to hurt me. She explained that the peckertine was a bloody museum piece and they don’t do cruel shit like the slots anymore.

Anyhow, I went back and there was this table like a doctor’s office and this blonde nurse lady named Trina. She told me to hop up on her table and to put my feet in a pair of stirrups on either side to hold my legs open for her. I felt scared, but she was really nice to me, you know, chatty and reassuring me. She told me everything was going to be fine and that she had done this hundreds of times before and I shouldn’t worry and stuff. She wasn’t even mad when she saw that I…uhh…”

“What?” Ken asked.

Bill cringed and said, “had a hard on. You know, an erection. She told me it was normal, and that it happens and not to worry about it. It went away once she injected me with lidocaine anyhow, so it wasn’t a big deal. We just kind of talked while she worked on cutting me open and stuff. It didn’t really hurt any. Felt like she was cutting cloth on top of my skin rather than cutting my skin. It was fine all except for one part that is.”

“What part was that?” Ken asked with a tremble in his voice.

Bill waved a dismissive hand saying, “it was my fault, I think. Well, we were talking about castration of course and I told her a story I heard once about a boy last year who had his castration done at a slumber party.”

“Slumber party?” Ken asked in surprise.

Bill nodded saying, “Yeah. You haven’t heard this one? The story has been going around. Calvin told the guys in the locker room last semester that his cousin’s brother’s friend said he heard it from a drunk girl last October that there was a boy who had a castration slumber party a year or so ago. She said there was like ten birds at it and that every single one of them got on her knees and gave his cock a goodbye blowjob before they cut his balls off. She said there wasn’t hardly anything left to cut after all those girls drained his nuts out like that. According to Calvin, the lucky bloke still has a smile plastered on his face to this day.”

“Bloody rubbish.” Ken muttered angrily.

“I don’t know. Calvin swears it’s real. Anyhow, I told Trina this and she suddenly got quiet. Then her hand slipped or something and she nicked my… like…” Bill pointed to the side of his crotch saying “inner thigh... That bloody hurt like hell cause only my bullocks were numb, not my legs. She apologized and gave me a band aid for it before asking me if I knew the drunk girl’s name. I saw her hand all tensed up around the scalpel and her eyes seemed to glow with anger.”

“Wait? You don’t think she believed Calvin’s stupid story, right?” Ken asked.

Bill shrugged and said “I don’t know. I just explained it was Calvin’s cousin’s brother’s friend, but she cut me off and rolled her eyes in annoyance before getting back to work and quickly changing the subject.”

“Spooky.” Ken muttered.

“yeah, weird, right?” Bill offered back.

“Damn it! I should have hosted you a blowjob party!” Jessica muttered out from behind the boys causing them to spin around and face her.

“Eavesdropping much?!” Bill hissed out accusingly.

“I want to help.” Jessica blurted out. Her eyes glistened as she continued, “It’s not fucking right that you boys have to get castr-”

Ken quickly pressed his hand against her mouth to quiet her as he looked around the hallway suspiciously. Several students wandered along on their way to class. Mercifully, none were paying attention to the trio.

“Bloody fucking hell, Jess. Don’t let anyone hear you talking like that. You’ll get in trouble.” Bill whispered to her hoarsely.

Ken suddenly realized he was touching a girl and quickly pulled his hand back from her lips saying, “sorry.”

“It’s still not right.” Jessica whispered back.

“It’s just the way things are, Jess. It’s a natural part of growing up for us boys.” Ken said. He looked to Bill and an empathetic gaze of understanding passed between them. Ken gave a sad smile as he reached up tugging on the red ‘loaded’ badge pinned to his jacket saying, “good news is, after tomorrow, I won’t have to wear this bloody thing anymore.” The ugly badge looked like two circles, representative of balls, with black marks slightly irregularly placed around the outside and the bold warning “Loaded” in the interior. Purposefully asymmetrical, and jarring in its appearance, merely looking at the badge seemed to enact pain into the eyes of the beholder.
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Bill nodded saying, “aye. Once you got that thing off, birds are nicer to you. Well, as nice as birds ever get, which is to say they are less mean to you. Uhh…no offense intended, Jess.”

“I don’t know why I thought I would have more time.” Jessica muttered sadly with a far-off stare.

“More time?” Ken asked in confusion.

“Nothing.” Jessica muttered with a pout.

Bill squinted at her oddly for a second before turning to Ken saying, “are you worried about the castration?”

Ken shook his head saying “Not as scared of the procedure, but I am nervous about everyone seeing me. It’s embarrassing.” Ken clamped his legs together and shielded his groin with his hand saying “everyone will see my balls. Even Kendra will get a good look at see my cock and bullocks.”

“Kendra?” Jessica seethed out angrily.

“Why? Do you fancy her?” Bill asked.

Jessica’s face boiled red with hatred.

“Bloody hell that I do. She’s as nasty as they come. I’m just afraid she’ll point at me and laugh or probably punch me in the balls or some shit. You know god-damn psycho-ass Miss White won’t fucking do anything to protect me.”

Jessica blew out a sigh of relief and offered up, “I’ll protect you.”

“Against Kendra?” Bill asked with a snort “good bloody luck.”

“No, Jess, don’t. You’ll get your ass kicked by her and that goon, Audrey.” Ken waved.

“No. I’m serious.” Jessica said. They came to a stop in front of their next class, and she slid up in front of Ken. Her voice quaked with bravado as she continued firmly, “it would be an honor to get my ass kicked for you.”

Ken stared at her in dumb confusion.

Bill stammered saying, “I…uhh… it looks like you two need a moment here. I’m going to go into class.” He quickly stepped in through the door.

“Uhh… Jess… you, okay?” Ken asked slowly.

Jess gritted her teeth and said, “I wish I was like the other girls, you know, the pretty ones. Perfect glossy hair, full pouty lips, no bloody glasses, skinny little waist with those big ripe breasts they kept telling me I would get after puberty, but which never came.” She shook her head with a frown saying, “I wish I could be beautiful for you.”

“Whoa, whoa, Jess… don’t get down on yourself. Your better than some pretty, stuck up girl.” Ken replied. He nodded towards the door saying, “outside of Bill, you’re my best friend. I mean, bloody hell, all the times you’ve saved my ass before. Back in grammar, algebra, history class… hell… I would have probably flunked out of this place if it wasn’t for you helping me. You damn near did it again today, if I wasn’t so fucking daft as to forget how to pronounce that epido-whatever-the-bloody-fuck-it-is word.”

Jessica hung her head and Ken lowered his to meet her at her level saying, “but that’s not your fault. That’s mine. I appreciate everything you’ve done for me. It’s not normal for a girl to be friends with a boy, but you did so anyhow.”

“I want to be more than your friend.” Jessica replied.

Ken’s eyes went wide as he said “What?”

Jessica gritted her teeth and absentmindedly reached up to toy with her hair as she continued, “I’ve wanted to be more than just a friend for quite a while now, but I never worked up the bloody nerve to say anything and now I’m out of time. After tomorrow, you’ll be…”

She trailed off with a grimace unable to finish her sentence.

“Jess, It’s like I’m going to die tomorrow.”

“Yeah, but part of you will and you’ll never have it again.” Jessica shook her head and continued “I wanted to talk Miss White out of it, but she fucking threatened me with royal execution before I even had a chance to speak. What if you just don’t come in too school tomorrow?”

“I have to. Trying to dodge a castration could get me in a lot of trouble.”

Jessica hung her head and said, “I can’t just do nothing and let that nationalist bitch carve up your balls in front of everyone like it’s a fucking dissection class.”

“Anything you try to do to stop it will just get you in a lot of trouble though.” Ken offered up. He checked quickly up and down the hall to make sure no one was around. Passing period was running short and almost all the students had already filed into their classrooms such that they now stood alone. He placed a comforting hand on her shoulder saying, “Jess, I don’t want you getting hurt on my behalf. Please understand that.”

She looked up at him and he sighed saying, “I failed the test, Jess. I knew that I would my entire life. You’re a wonderful girl whose always been nice to me. If I dreamed there was a chance for any kind of future together, maybe… well… maybe… things would have been different. But there isn’t anything we can do about it now anyhow. It’s too late.”

“Let me give you a blowjob.”

“What?” Ken asked in shock.

“You know, like the girls in Bill’s story. I’ve never done one before, but how hard can a blowjob be, right? Surely, I can figure it out enough to give you at least one happy memory with your balls.” Her face brightened slightly as she said, “maybe I could even put a smile on your face that lasts for the rest of your life like the girls did for that boy in the story.”  A smile spread across her own face as she continued with her voice turning romantic as she continued, “that would be something.”

“Jess, no. Get serious. Calvin is full of bullshit, and I trust his cousin’s drunk brother’s girlfriend or whatever even less.”

“That castration nurse, Trina, didn’t seem to think it was rubbish.”

“She probably just wanted to turn the lot of them over to the police for illegal activities.” Ken continued more softly “and what you’re asking to do is illegal too. God, Jess, I don’t want you getting in trouble over this.”

The bell rang and Jess glared at it. She opened the door to class saying, “ten minutes into class, ask for a hall-pass to use the bathroom.”

“But…”

“I’m doing this, Ken. I’ve wasted so much time already and I won’t waste any more. Meet me in the back hallway girl’s bathroom. The one nobody ever uses.”

“Why not the boy’s bathroom?”

Jess crinkled up her nose and said, “The girl’s bathroom smells better.” 

As they stepped into class Ken stammered out, “Jess.”

“Yes?”

“Thank you.”

Sideways glances furtively snuck between their eyes as the clock ticking away the seconds of their lives sounded painfully loud across the class. Miss Branson sketched a crude timeline on the chalkboard as she droned “…in the wake of the glorious women’s revolution, some things were lost. One of those being computer technology, which is reliant on imports currently hampered by the French blockade…”

“Miss Branson.” Ken interrupted.

“Yes?” She huffed out as she turned her portly frame around to face him.

“I need to use the bathroom. Can I get a hall pass?”

Her face twisted sinisterly. Ken’s heart fell into his stomach. Did she know? Her second chin shook as she spoke in a pedantic tone, “Can you or-”

“May I have a hall pass?” Ken corrected.

Ken clutched the thin piece of paper in his sweaty hands. Should he be caught in the hallways, this paper was the only thing that could save him. Should he be caught with Jess’s mouth around his cock, nothing could possibly save either of them. His heart pounded loud in his chest and his breath came in pants as he made his way back to the rear hallway. Like much of the school, this hallway’s purpose existed back when thousands of students attended the school, instead of the hundreds who attend it now after several decades of net negative birthrates. Fear hounded his footfalls as he dreaded any second looking over his shoulder in time to see the Principal or another teacher laying hold of him to demand why he had travelled so far for a mere bathroom trip.

At last, he came to the darkened back hallway. The corridor appeared as if it belonged in a gothic horror rather than a school. Most of the incandescent lights had burned out leaving only dim bulbs sporadically scattered which illuminated the unused hallway. He stepped over to the sign marked “water closet” and paused. Two doors presented themselves before him, one clearly marked for him, the other clearly marked to be not for him. His breath came in ragged pants. He didn’t dare walk into a girl’s bathroom, even one in this unused back hallway such as this. But how could he explain pausing such as he did. For the first time on the trip, the entire ordeal felt ridiculous. He didn’t want to get his cock sucked that badly. As he pondered these things, a hand grabbed him by the shoulder.

He spun around nearly shouting with terror before Jessica clamped her other hand across his mouth. He closed his eyes and breathed out a sigh of relief. “It’s okay. I don’t think anyone followed us.” She whispered to him looking suspiciously over her shoulder back down the hallway.

“I was scared you were a teacher.” Ken offered up sheepishly.

Jessica smiled at him and said “lucky I’m not. Now come on, before I think about it too much and change my mind. God, I’m freaking out.” She grabbed his hand and bravely pulled him towards the girl’s bathroom. She pushed the door open slightly and peaked inside before turning back to him saying “it’s all ours.”

“Are you sure you want to do this?” Ken asked as he followed her in through the open door. Ken paused briefly to take in his surroundings. Unlike the hallway, the bathroom had received some modicum of renovations such that a bank of white bulbs blazed over a mirror across a row of sinks opposite of which a line of toilet stalls stood. The muted pink walls and fresh, floral scent blended with faint ghostly odors reminiscent of tuna made Ken feel like he had stepped inside a girl herself. “What, show the boy I like how I feel about him? Absolutely.”

“No, I mean, actually suck my cock. If you’re really that scared maybe you shouldn’t-”

“I’m not scared.” Jessica replied.

She took him over to the wall opposite them at the very end of the row of stalls. She released his hand and shook her head lightly cascading her messy brown hair about. She pulled a stretchy band from her wrist and smoothed her hair back into a ponytail in preparation for oral sex as she continued, “I’m terrified.”

She brought her shoulders up and then rested them back down as she took a deep breath and continued, “but for the first time in my life, I actually feel like I’m doing something other than just following instructions. I’ve never felt so alive as I do right now.” She pushed her thick glasses up her nose and turned to Ken saying, “Okay… how do I look? Am I…uhh…sexy enough to pleasure a boy?” She cringed slightly at this knowing such things would be a long shot.

Ken gritted his teeth. Same as himself, she wore the customary mauve blazer embroidered with the school’s coat of arms on the breast pocket. Beneath this she wore a white button up blouse and a knee-length blue and green plaid skirt paired with knee-high white stockings and brown flats. His outfit was similar save for black trousers instead of the skirt. These school clothes coupled with her overall appearance failed to elicit much sexual desire. Naturally, Ken couldn’t bloody tell her that. Such words would break her heart. He smiled at her and opened his arms. She pursed her lips briefly, but then recognized the invitation as she stepped in, and he wrapped his arms around her in a warm hug that melted her soul a little. “You’re better than sexy. You are a wonderful friend and I’m grateful that you’re doing this for me.”

“Damn it. That means ‘no.’ If I had known I would be doing this today, I could have at least put on some lipstick, eyeshadow, and conditioned my hair this morning.”

“You’ll be fine without those things.”

“I just wish we had more time. I would have rounded up a big-titty goth girl, an athletic black girl, a kinky nerd, and a bratty blonde cheerleader that you secretly hate. We could have really shown you an incredible time.”

“That’s a surprisingly specific set of girls you described” Ken mused quietly.

She sighed and drooped her head saying, “I’m just imagining male fantasies. Unfortunately, we don’t have time, so you’ll have to make do with me.”

“Hey.” Ken said as he gently stroked her cheek.

She looked up into his face and he smiled at her supportively as he continued “I’m glad it’s you. I would rather do this with a girl I’ve always liked, rather than some weird menagerie of strangers.” He leaned in and tilted his head slightly. She parted her lips lightly and there in the back hallway bathroom they both shared their first kiss. She sighed longingly as they released. “I should get my knees.” She said quietly. 

“Umm…yes… here, I’ll help you down.” Ken said as he put out his hands out on either side of her helpfully.

She took them in her own and slowly lowered herself down. She watched as his blazer slid by her view rising upwards as she descended. She came to rest on her knees and bit her lip lightly at the near instantaneous pain which shot up through them from the hard, unyielding concrete floor below. Ken saw the transition in her face and asked, “are you okay?”

“I’ll be fine, just the floor is hard…” She scoffed lightly and smiled, “I guess I’ll get to have bruises on my knees for a boy after all.”

“Rubbish.” Ken muttered as he slid his feet out from his soft, leather loafers. He gently pushed them over to her with his socked feet saying “you’re taking enough risk doing this as it is. I’m not going to make you suffer for my pleasure. Slide these under your knees.” She held onto his thigh with one hand while she used her other to situate the shoes beneath her knees feeling the warm leather cradle the flesh of her legs. It felt a bit awkward balancing her body upon his loafers. However, resting on the leather felt like kneeling on a cloud compared to the cold concrete below. She looked up across his body at him and a strange sensation overcame her. He seemed so large, so powerful from this vantage point. The bizarre fantasy that he would sweep her off her feet, fertilize her body to bring forth children onto the planet, and reshape her life to fit his dreams for the future fluttered through her mind.

“Unbutton?” He asked reaching for his trousers. She nodded mutely not wanting to speak her mind and ask something stupid about where they should retire together after having enjoyed a long and happy marriage…

Jessica pushed the thought away from her mind. Dwelling on how terrible things were soon to become would do little more than ruin what they are now. She owed it to poor Ken to give him something pleasurable to at least hold onto as a memory of having had balls. Of course, the fact that she absolutely had no idea how to suck cock and that she was woefully underprepared for any kind of sexual activity impressed itself painfully upon her mind. “Just try your best.” Jessica whispered to herself under her breath.

“Huh?” Ken asked as he unbuttoned his trousers.

Jessica shook her head saying “nothing. What’s your cock look like anyhow? I’ve only seen diagrams of it.”

“Well…” Ken said as he slid his trousers and underwear down his legs leaving them coiled about his ankles “like this.”

Peeking out from under the tails of his white shirt, where a vagina ought to have been, a veiny, fleshy rod protruded out towards her. The skin around it seemed saggy but the tip of it swelled a brilliant, smooth purple. Like a bishop’s hat, it sweetly recurved up towards a slightly bifurcated end which bore a trailing flap of flesh which connected to the saggy flesh encircling it. Far back and below this unique construction hung a fleshy sack covered with small scraggly hairs. It bulged slightly on either side.

Jessica cocked her head to the side in confusion at what she was witnessing.

It seemed…

wrong.

It just felt weird for a human to have an appendage that wasn’t an arm or a leg or some other common thing. Still, this is what boys had and, despite the significant differences between diagrams and real thing, she was starting to understand some of the similarities. She reached up her hand and gingerly grasped the shaft of his cock with her fingers. It felt incredibly hot, significantly hotter than any human body part had right to be. More importantly it felt velvet soft on the outside with some bulging, firmness within. Ken groaned appreciatively at her touch, and she looked up at him in surprise.

“Feel good?”

“It feels good even being touched.”

“Glad to hear that.” She said working her fingers up the shaft towards the tip. She pressed lightly on both top and bottom of the tip and suddenly it sprung open revealing a small hole which seemed to penetrate incredibly deep within the flesh. She remembered how this was connected to the tubular structure she felt underneath his cock and a disturbing memory from class came to her.

“You won’t pee in my mouth, right?” Jessica said looking up at him in ardent hope.

“Of course not.” Ken replied with a scoff.

“I just remember boys pee out of this too.”

“Well, yeah, but not now.”

“Okay.” Jessica said. She ran her fingers along his cock a little longer, but knew her time to play tourist had drawn short. The odd realization that this wasn’t just some random, weird body part started to creep into her soul.

This thing had been designed by nature to make her pregnant.

The firm shaft, smooth tip, open bellend, veiny, muscular appendage had one purpose and one purpose only. It served to penetrate a girl like herself and fill her body so full of sperm that she would have no choice but to bear his child. She shivered lightly as something very old and very terrifying called out to her. Some force urged her to quit her knees and strip off her panties so that Ken could fulfill his destiny with her body properly. A man penetrates and consumes the life of a woman and Jessica felt urge to submit her life to him. She stood on the precipice of that void and only by staring into it did she garner enough nerve to open her mouth and slide her head forward taking the smooth, purple tip sweetly between her lips.

A chorus of groans and whimpers escaped from Ken’s mouth as he leaned against the wall behind him for support. Jessica had prepared herself to taste practically anything but, mercifully, his cock really just tasted like skin, same as if she had licked her arm or something. A slight, salty aftertaste pervaded the background of flavor, but this was not particularly unpleasant. The only downside came from the sheer size of the bloody thing. She dared not nick him with her teeth, and she began to have worried thoughts about if all those stories about girls making boys happy by sucking their cocks were bloody rubbish, and that no such thing was really possible. Clearly, she could not fit the entirety of his cock into her mouth. She stretched her jaw as wide as it could go, which felt all the more difficult due to the stress of hiding and fear of being found which made her yearn to clamp down and grit her teeth. She fought against this urge and forced her head to slide back and forth feeling his cock fill warmly within her mouth as it massaged her cheeks and tongue from the inside.

Ken looked down at the incredible sight beneath him. Jessica submissively knelt before him using her beautiful face to bring sexual pleasure to his cock as she slowly bobbed her head back and forth. He felt everything, the sides of her wet cheeks sliding along his stretched flesh, the comforting warmth of her mouth surrounding his cock, the trickling sensations of raw, unadulterated pleasure which emanated from her soft tongue deliciously massaging his sensitive frenulum. This pleasure spread from his crotch throughout his body making him yearn to shiver and shout with joy. Still, he muted his voice to soft groans and leaned his body hard against the wall to stabilize his weakening legs as his body yearned to buckle under itself through the sheer power of her tongue.

More beautiful than the pleasure was the incredible, sacrificial act that she was performing for him. She used her power as a woman to bring him pleasure in ways that, he suspected, she would never be able to fully comprehend the depth and scope of how sensational the experience felt for him. After years of sexual interactions with girls being described with the single word ‘no,’ the jarring experience of suddenly having a girl who exhibited determination to give him the very experience that he had been shamed since birth for desiring, made the mere act of a bathroom blowjob all the more intense. Gratitude so overpowering that he thought he might die from it swelled within his heart as logic and thought began to leak out from his brain. He grabbed at it and scooped together enough will power to crumple himself forward and whisper to her “oh, god, Jess, that feels incredible.” Mutely, she looked up at him with pretty eyes as she continued thrusting sweetly with her mouth. He couldn’t see her smile with her mouth, as it was full of his cock, but the corners of her eyes turned upward slightly with a squint indicating that she did indeed smile at his compliment.

He swallowed hard as a renewed shudder of pleasure coursed through his veins. He waited for it to pass. He wouldn’t be able to take too many more of those. He knew he had to tell her something important before his body completely betrayed him in a glorious ecstasy of masculine pleasure. He gasped and continued “if you keep doing this, I will cum.” Jessica continued her course of bobbing back and forth, but she looked up at him and made eye contact.

“Is it okay if I cum in your mouth?” Ken asked as his face grew flush and hot.

Jessica’s eyes momentarily flickered thoughtfully to the side as she continued suckling along his cock. She brought them back up to look in his eyes and he felt his cock flex up-and-down slightly along with her head as she nodded while still holding his manhood in her mouth.

“Oh, god, you are the bravest and most wonderful girl ever. Thank you so much for this.” Ken said as he leaned his body back up slowly leaning his weight more fully against the wall behind him. “I can’t…I can’t hold back…” Ken muttered before clamping a hand over his mouth to stifle the shout building within. His body convulsed violently threatening to throw him to the ground and he used every effort of his will to hold himself up, even going so far as to clutch a hand down on Jessica’s shoulder supporting his weight on her body as his cock and balls pulsated raw, magical pleasure through him. He only felt vaguely aware of Jessica whimpering lightly. Ecstasy soon overtook this minor sound as it coursed through him causing his head to snap back and a gasp to flee from his mouth. To his surprise, sweet Jessica bravely held on giving light tickles to the bottom of his cock coaxing out the last few drops of his pulsating cum into her waiting throat. This final straw of glorious pleasure broke control over his knees and Ken collapsed to the ground feeling his wet cock slide out from Jessica’s mouth, as he used the last of his will to flop sideways rather than crash over the top of the poor girl. He lay there sprawled along the cold concrete floor panting in raw pleasure as Jessica sat back resting her buttocks on her feet while she panted and massaged her sore cheek muscles.

“Did that… help?” She asked quietly while as soon as they had both caught their breath.

“Oh, God, Jess, that felt incredible. Thank you.” Ken replied. He sat up and threw his arms around her pulling her in for a tight, warm hug against his chest. Quietly, Jess wrapped one arm around his shoulder as she lowered her other hand and wrapped her fingers around his still glistening wet cock which still stood at attention between them. She told herself that she did this to keep him from accidentally leaving a wet spot on her clothing. In truth, however, feeling the pulsations of his heart through the powerful veins in his cock started to fill her mind with ideas. Ideas that felt especially dangerous given that the powerful, emotional consummation of his cock pulsating within her mouth had caused her panties to grow damp in anticipation of other places that powerful cock could go inside her body. She shivered lightly as multiple thoughts, desires, and feelings overwhelmed her.

“As long as I live, I will never be able to repay you for this kindness.” Ken whispered warmly into her ear.

The phrase “you could repay me right now” followed by an image of herself stripping off her panties and laying sprawled open before him flashed devastatingly close to action in her mind. Jessica quivered lightly knowing that if he merely asked for access to her pussy, she couldn’t possibly defend herself. She would watch helplessly as her body took control of her future and passionately consumed the very cock that would destroy it through a very unwanted and extremely illegal pregnancy.

He released the hug and held her back. She sat still and quiet as a stone. She felt his hand pat her shoulder supportively as her mind waded in the brackish mar between desire and destruction. “Are you okay?” Ken asked forcing her to snap out from her mind.

She shivered lightly and said “I…uhh…”

“Oh no, I hope I didn’t hurt you. God that would be horrible if I hurt you with what you did for me.” He reached up empathetically and massaged the side of her neck lightly saying, “just let me know where it hurts. The least I can do is try and fix the damage I caused.”

“No, no…I’m fine.” Jessica replied much to Ken’s relief.

He bowed his head and said “oh, thank god for that. I was afraid maybe this was illegal for a reason. I was afraid that while I was in paradise you were suffering through hell.”

“I wouldn’t call it hell.” Jessica mused quietly.

“So, you were suffering?”

She tightened her hand slightly around his cock feeling it flex and move within her grasp. “I want it inside my body so badly that it hurts.” She whispered to him.

“But I’m loaded with sperm. I could get you pregnant.”

“I know. Even though I know… I still….” Jessica began panting in desire as her fingers began dancing almost of their own accord along his cock. Ken reached down and took hold of her hand saying “Jess, that could ruin your life. I won’t do that to you. Especially not after what you just did for me.”

Like a social worker quietly pulling the loaded handgun out from a suicidal man’s grasp, Ken slowly lifted Jessica’s hand up off his cock. He shuffled his pants up his legs awkwardly standing up halfway as he reclosed the cloth around his doomed testicles.

Internally, quiet gratitude filled Jessica’s heart for the friend who had just rescued her from herself.

“Thank you, Ken.” she whispered.

“I’m still going to have to find a way to repay you for this.”

“How about have a smile on your face for the rest of your life?” Jessica offered up with a small smile.

Ken laughed as he reached down and helped her to her feet as he said “oh, you definitely gave me something to smile about for a long time.” He pulled her in close and she enjoyed the sensation of love between them. “Not my cock, but maybe I can do something good for you with my fingers or tongue.”

“Ooh…” Jessica purred. Before she could give further voice to her words a soft gasp and a shuffling of feet emanated from the far side of the bathroom. Terror filled them both as Jessica spun around to look and see who it was while Ken dove into a nearby stall.

The fact that no one stood at the far end of the bathroom quelled the terror in neither of their hearts. “Had it been a teacher, we would both already be in big trouble.” Ken reasoned softly to her from his hiding place.

“Must be a student. I’ll check it out. Stay hidden until I give a signal.” Jessica said quietly. She shifted her body about and straightened her clothing trying to appear as if she had not just been administering oral sex. She turned around searching for any remaining incriminating evidence but saw none, save for a pair of boys shoes on the floor which she kicked over to Ken’s hiding place and heard his quiet “thank you.” in reply as stealthy hands reached down from where he stood on top of the toilet and retrieved the shoes from the floor.

Jessica tried to act casual as she opened the door to the girl’s bathroom, but Collette offered her no such easy out as she immediately asked “Jessica, did I just see what I thought I saw?”

Jessica blinked in surprise as terror caused her hands to shake. Her voice squeaked nervously as she replied “No! Of course not. I mean…uh…what did you think you saw?”

Collette flashed a broad, toothy smile and lifted the pocket flap on her school uniform jacket. The badge of a loaded boy had been secretly sewn in on the underside of the flap. “I never knew you were part of the Trade Gang. Was that Ken in there with you? God, I hope so. With what that ghastly bitch, Miss White is planning to do to that poor boy tomorrow, he deserves some time with a Trade gang member. Speaking of which...”

Collette looked over her shoulder and hissed out, “Steve, it’s okay. You can come on out.”

A nervous looking young man with flush face stepped out from the darkened hallway.

Collette nodded towards Jessica saying, “It’s cool. She’s one of us.” Collette turned back to Jessica saying “There wasn’t anyone else in there, right? I mean, other than the boy you were pleasuring.”

“Uhh…come again?” Jessica stammered out in absolute confusion.

“I mean the coast is clear. Right? Steve and I are cool to have sex in there?”

Jessica swallowed hard and replied, “I…uh…guess so. Can I ask you a question, first?”

“Sure.”

Jessica leaned in close and whispered, “please don’t hurt me for asking this, but what is the Trade gang?”

Collette’s face fell in shock, “The Trade gang, you know, the girls who upkeep this useless bathroom back here. Surely you don’t think the janitors are the ones replacing the bulbs and cleaning it up periodically.”

Jessica stared at her blankly.

Collette’s eyes drifted to the side and then slowly refocused back on Jessica “you’re… not part of the gang?”

Jessica panted lightly in fear and shook her head.

Collette smiled and gave her a reassuring pat on the shoulder before standing back up. A smug look rested across her face as she looked over her shoulder saying, “Steve, come on over here.” Steve drew close and Collette shifted her hips sensually back and forth enticingly as she lifted her arms out to the side saying “wrap your arms around my body. Don’t be shy. You won’t get in trouble for being a boy around me and Jess here.” Slowly, Steve complied pulling Collette’s thin body into a hug from behind. She moaned lightly as one arm crossed over her chest and the other wrapped around her waist pulling her in tight to himself. Steve’s head peaked over Collette’s shoulder from behind. He had a dazed, placated look on his face and he moaned lightly in pleasure as she ground her buttocks in an alluring circular motion against his crotch.

“The Trade gang, Jessica, is an exclusive club for powerful girls who have opened their eyes and seen the deep and powerful truth that our foremothers worked to hide from us. Do you have any idea what that truth may be? I’ll give you a clue.” With that Collette reached up with a lithe hand caressing Steve’s face and turned her head towards him sharing a sweet kiss with the amorous boy.

“That… being with boys…is good?” Jessica replied slowly.

Collette released the kiss. She continued a slow and sensual dance with Steve as his hand descended to fondle her breast through her shirt as she replied, “Boys aren’t our enemies. They never were. They’re the other half of our species. They’re warm, loving, powerful, and sweet. The way they adore our bodies is nothing short of magical. Their cocks are fascinating and delicious. I don’t what demon in hell drove those hideous, asexual slags of our mothers to hate these amazing creations.” Her voice tensed angrily as she continued “when I die, I plan to kick its ass because the thought of all those ruined man parts sitting lifeless in those wretched castration clinics.” Collette’s eyes glistened on the verge of tears of rage and pain as Steve shushed her saying, “it’s okay.”

Collette nodded and gave him another kiss as she directed his right hand down to press fingers firmly against her crotch. She gasped and her tongue stuck out lightly as she continued, “…we can’t change the way things are. Hell, we can’t even wear our loaded badges openly in public. The senior girls who started the Trade gang last year tried doing that and nearly got expelled. That’s why we must hide them inside pocket flaps and such.” She leaned in lovingly towards Steve and smiled as he enjoyed feeling her body and she enjoyed him feeling it. She closed her eyes and continued, “we help the boys that we can. We can’t get to them all, but...” Collette smiled at Steve the way a rescue shelter worker smiles at a lost puppy as she continued, “we can make a difference for the ones we do get the opportunity to help. Boys deserve to have at least some joy in their life before the United Queendom takes away their precious family jewels. That’s why the Trade gang makes it a priority to give them all the beautiful experiences they’ve been denied in life.”

“you aren’t afraid of getting pregnant?”

Collette laughed, “Of course not.”

“Really?”

She shrugged coyly and replied, “I’m French. I take it in the ass.”

Steve’s eyes lit up behind her as Jessica’s mouth fell open in shock.

Collette continued, “if you and Ken need more time we can-”

“No. I uh… we should probably get back to class soon before the teacher gets suspicious. But…”

She leaned in and whispered to Collette, “should I let Ken put it in my ass?”

“That depends. Did you pleasure him fully? I mean… did he squirt?”

“Well, yes. He did say that he could never repay me for this kindness after I…uhh… sucked him.”

“Then you’re fine. I’m just glad one of us took care of him.”

“But, I’m not part of the gang, technically.”

“Jessica, you may not have been a member of the Trade gang when you walked into that girl’s bathroom, but by the little bit of semen on your chin, you sure as hell are one now walking out of it. You’ve earned the right to wear Ken’s loaded badge after he loses it. That’s how it works in the Trade gang. I’ve already earned three badges, and I’m about to make it four.”

Jessica blinked and gritted her teeth as she rubbed her hand against her chin to remove the incriminating semen as she said, “damn it! I forgot Ken! He’s probably fucking terrified in there. I need to go get him.”

“Go on then, girl. Rescue the poor boy. We can wait our turn.”

Jessica pulled a very nervous Ken from the bathroom as he asked, “are you sure they’re not going to turn us in?”

“Yeah, they’re totally cool. Apparently, there is a gang of girls who…uh…do the same kinds of things we just did.”

Ken felt apprehension as he stepped out from the bathroom holding onto Jessica’s hand. They came out to find Collette with her blouse completely unbuttoned and Steve’s hands slid under the hem of her skirt as the two of them kissed passionately in the hallway. Collette broke the kiss and smiled at Ken warmly saying cutely “Hi there, Ken.”

Jessica gritted her teeth and stood determinedly between Ken and Collette. Collette saw this display of territoriality and chuckled, “calm your tits there, Jess. You earned his badge, not me. Besides, stealing boys from fellow gang members is strictly forbidden. Now if you don’t mind, I’m going to let Steve take my sweet little body into the girl’s bathroom and make his dreams come true with it.”

With that said, she tugged Steve who passively followed along behind her with a dopey, lust-struck look on his face.

“We shouldn’t go in at the same time. The teacher will get suspicious.” Jessica whispered as they speed-walked side-by-side down the halls.

“For what it’s worth, I’m glad it was you who gave me that experience. Not Collette or some other girl?” Ken replied.

Jessica gave him a sideways glance and asked “you sure about that? Collette would have let you put your cock in her ass.”

“Yeah, but she would have just done it as some weird gang ritual. You did what you did because you actually love me.” Ken replied as he reached out and squeezed her hand. She smiled back at him as he continued softly with sadness in his eyes saying, “I hope tomorrow isn’t too hard on you. I may be the one getting cut, but I fear you may be the one saying ‘ouch.’”

Jessica swallowed and tried to compose her feelings, “are you happy with what I did to you today?”

“Yes.”

“Then I’ll hold onto that. I…” She bit her lower lip and continued “I don’t think that I’ll be able to watch. God knows that bitch Kendra would be fucking up close, but I just… don’t want to be part of your humiliation tomorrow.”

“I understand. And… thank you.” Ken replied as they came to the doorway to the class. Jessica went in while he counted out an appropriate length of time desperately hoping no one saw him lurking in the hallway until the time came for him to enter as well. Silently, he slipped into class and turned in the pass just in time for the teacher to give him a scornful ‘harumph’ and go back to lessons.
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