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With a grunt, Luke felt his balls contract and his seed drool out of him. Panting and sweating, he opened 
his eyes. 

“Did you get off?” he asked exhaustedly. 

Megan raised her eyebrows in bored expectation. Luke swallowed; he knew that look. He hurriedly pulled 
out and scooted down to bring his nose to her sex. 

“Don’t…don’t worry about it,” Megan said. 

“No, I—” 

“Just…” Megan said, giving him a significant look. 

Luke sighed and moved up to sit beside her. 

“Look, Luke…” she said, pursing her lips as she tried to formulate the words. 

“There’s someone new, isn’t there?” Luke asked morosely. “Someone with more than a slender, three-
inch prick to work with. Someone you can feel inside—” 

“No, it—it’s not about that,” Megan lied. She sighed. “Look, you’re a really sweet guy, and good-looking, 
and funny, but…” 

“But you want to be able to feel it when I penetrate you,” Luke finished. He shook his head. “You don’t 
have to let me down easy. I’ve…heard it a hundred times.” 

“Come on, Luke, stop putting words in my mouth,” Megan pleaded. “It…”  

Her eyes darted side-to-side as she thought up an excuse. She sighed again and caught a whiff of Luke’s 
cologne. Her eyes widened.  

“It’s your cologne,” she said quickly. “It’s just too strong, and you know we wolves have a strong sense of 
smell.” 

Luke blinked. “That’s the reason you’re breaking up with me?” he asked dubiously. “Why didn’t you say 
anything?” 

Megan shook her head and put her hands up in a futile attempt to silence him. 

“Megan, I can stop wearing it; no big deal! Just please, don’t do this!” Luke protested. “Think of all the fun 
we’ve had! The trip to the park, seeing The Nutcracker on Christmas Eve, the thousand texts we’ve sent 
saying, ‘I love you’! Are you really going to throw that all away over some cologne?”  

Megan got out of bed and put her clothes on, sighing exasperatedly. “I’m sorry, Luke,” she said, giving 
him an expectant look and gesturing to the door with her head. 

Luke exhaled slowly, nodded, and got dressed. 

“I don’t suppose I can change your mind, huh?” he asked over his shoulder. 

Megan said nothing. 

“I’m sorry, Megan,” Luke said, his hand on the doorknob. “I—I wish I could give you what you need.” 

He opened the door and stepped out just as the sky opened up. 

“Of course,” he said. 

He began walking, tears streaming down his cervine face and mixing with the rain.  

Were the last four months for nothing? I should have known it would end this way! They all end this way! 

His chest heaved. It was 3:00 AM and nobody was out. Who cared if he cried in public? 

Ever since Chelsea in high school. Three years we dated! Three fucking years! And then we had sex. 

He swallowed, his throat beginning to burn. 

And then it was over. Just like that.  
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The rain dripped off his antlers as he trudged along. His chest felt tight, and his face twisted into an 
anguished grimace. 

At least she was honest. At least she didn’t try to let me down soft. I should have given up then and there!  

He scoffed bitterly. Or I could have given up after Julia. Or Lynne. Or Amy. 

“Fucking damn it!” he yelled, punching a telephone pole. “Why does it have to be like this?!” he cried, 
collapsing to his knees and resting his antlers on the pole. 

“I know I’m under-equipped,” he said dully, “Smallest guy in the locker room, but I tried to compensate, 
didn’t I? Didn’t I work harder than all the other guys to try to make it good? I—I’m not a bad guy! What did 
I ever do to deserve this?” 

He sighed, his whole body feeling like lead in the growing puddle that had formed around him. 

They wanted to get off while I was mounting them. 

He knew that. He got heavily to his feet and began walking again.  

“Why do I keep doing this?” he murmured. “Why do I keep getting my heart broken?” 

He scowled abruptly, his chest heaving in anger. “I didn’t ask to be like this! If I could change it, I would! 
That doesn’t mean every girl I like has to dump me!” 

He felt his jaw clench. 

“Chance never has these problems,” he muttered bitterly. “That lucky elk has the girls lining up around the 
corner for him!” He scoffed. “And Chance isn’t even relationship-oriented! Psh, even if he did get dumped, 
it’s not like he’d have much invested anyway.” 

He swallowed hard. The thought crossed his mind that he could do that, just sex and no relationship. 

“But I don’t want to be like that!” he shouted into the night air as he stopped abruptly. “Why can’t I be like 
every other guy? Why does it have to be like this? Why did I have to get stuck with this stunted dick?” 

He gritted his teeth and punched his crotch and then grimaced and doubled over as his knuckles made 
grazing contact. 

“I just want a fair chance,” he pleaded. “Just a fair chance.” 

But as the rain continued to pour down on him indifferently, he looked up into the dim glow of the 
streetlights and suddenly felt utterly, completely alone. 

“Fuck it, then,” he said, beaten. “I’ll stay by myself. Relationships…are for losers anyway.” 

He straightened up slowly, took a slow breath and let it out, and walked home. 

************* 

“No, let me tell ya, you’ll never find a nicer guy than Chance here,” Luke said to a pretty doe, who looked 
over at the elk with what had to be a thrill of anticipation. 

Luke resisted the urge to roll his eyes. He’d been Chance’s wingman for years. Not that Chance needed 
a wingman—he was tall, muscular, extremely good-looking, and charming—but Luke knew the right 
things to say to allay any fears that Chance’s future conquests might have, sealing the deal. 

“His last girlfriend was very sorry when they broke up,” Luke said, affecting a saddened expression. 
“Chance just…wanted her to find someone who could give her a better life than he could.” 

“Ohh, that’s so sweet!” the doe said as she looked longingly over at the elk, who sat smiling, laughing, 
and drinking a shot, surrounded by adoring females. 

“You should go talk to him,” Luke suggested, looking up, subtly catching Chance’s attention, and equally 
subtly beckoning for him to come over. 

“Ladies, please, one at a time!” Chance laughed as he rose. 
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Luke felt the bitterness of a few nights ago surface again, and he quickly forced it down. Just because he 
couldn’t find any luck didn’t mean that he had to make Chance’s life hard, too. 

“Hey,” Chance said to the doe. 

“Hey,” the doe replied, looking breathless and a bit shy. 

“Chance, this is Zoey. Zoey, this is my best friend, Chance,” Luke said, stepping up from his barstool and 
making space for Chance to take his seat. 

“Very nice to meet you, Zoey,” Chance said in his usual easy-going and earnest manner. “Luke’s right; 
you do have pretty eyes.” 

Zoey blushed and smiled. “Oh, thank you,” she said. 

Luke took his cue to split off and leave Chance to work his magic. He looked around at all the pretty 
females and sighed. 

Don’t do it, he warned himself. You’ll just get hurt again. 

He found an empty barstool at the end of the bar, ordered a beer, and took a long draught as soon as it 
arrived. 

“What’s a good-looking guy like you doing all by yourself?” a voice asked. 

Luke turned to see an attractive horse standing behind him. 

“Is this seat taken?” she asked. 

Luke swallowed, sighed, and shook his head. 

“You’re far too handsome to be sitting here by yourself,” the mare prodded. 

“I—came with my friend,” Luke replied, gesturing across the bar to Chance, who at that moment gave him 
a thumbs-up and walked out, his hand around the doe’s shoulder. 

“Seems your friend is leaving without you,” the mare observed. “Looks like he’s gonna get lucky.” 

Luke snorted into his beer. “Well, if I did my job right, he is,” he replied. 

The mare raised an eyebrow. “And what about you? Don’t you want to get lucky, too?” 

Luke put down his mug and looked at her quizzically. “That’s a pretty bold question, isn’t it?” he asked. 
“Miss, uh…?” 

“Sandy,” the mare replied, extending her hand. 

“I’m Luke,” Luke said, shaking it. 

“Pleased to meet you,” Sandy said, smiling. 

Luke pursed his lips. “To answer your question, though, of course I want to get lucky—what guy doesn’t, 
deep-down? But…” He trailed off, shaking his head. 

Sandy frowned and cocked a questioning eyebrow. 

Luke sighed. “Look, I—there’s just something about me that probably wouldn’t make it all that good. I’m 
flattered, but…” 

“Oh, come on,” Sandy prodded, nudging him. “I’m not looking for you to marry me! Just a little fun: eager 
horse like me, big, strapping buck like you… We could have a good time!” 

“Yeah, no, I don’t think so,” Luke replied, shaking his head. “You’d—” 

“Are you turning me down?” Sandy asked, frowning. 

“No, I—well, yes,” Luke said, feeling miserable. “Look, it’s not you—it’s definitely not you—it’s just…it’s 
me, okay?” 

“Are you gay?” Sandy asked. “It’s okay; I have lots of gay friends. They—” 
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“No, I’m not gay,” Luke said hurriedly. “It’s just, I know that you’d end up disappointed, and I just got out of 
a relationship and can’t take disappointing anyone else right now.” 

“Wow, she sounds like high maintenance!” Sandy said. “But I’m not. I just want to go back to my place, let 
you ride me with that big, thick cock of yours until I float, and then kick you out.” 

Luke snorted. “Well, at least you’re direct,” he said, shaking his head, “But as for ‘big, thick cock…’” He 
trailed off; he couldn’t say it. 

“Do you think you’re undersized or something?” Sandy asked, shrugging. “A lot of guys feel that way. 
Most of them grow out of it, though.” She cocked her head and frowned. “Is that what this is all about? 
You don’t think you’re big enough to satisfy me?” 

Luke swallowed hard and averted his eyes. “I never grew out of it,” he said at last. “Because my dick 
never grew.” 

“Oh, come on, Luke!” Sandy said, nudging him encouragingly. “Everybody knows it’s not the size that 
matters but what you do with it!” 

Luke clenched his jaw. “Bullshit,” he muttered under his breath. 

“Excuse me?” Sandy asked, putting her hand to her ear. 

“I’m sorry, but that’s bullshit,” Luke said again. “You’ve got to have something to work with before you can 
do anything with it. And you girls don’t seem to care about how much time I spend eating you out or 
fingering you. You’re all about my ‘big, thick cock.’ I do the best I can with what I’ve got, but…it’s never 
good enough.” 

Sandy looked at him skeptically. “What, have you got like a 4-inch dick or something?” she asked. 

Luke huffed. “Three.” He gave her a significant, pained look. “Three damn inches. That’s all I’ve got to 
work with.” He took a gulp of his beer. “And now that you’ve made me talk about it in great, humiliating 
detail, will you please take ‘no’ for an answer and leave me alone?” 

Sandy sat, stunned for a moment. Then she snickered. “Three? Really? Three inches is all you’ve got? 
Wow, no wonder you’re sitting here all by yourself!” 

She got up, shaking her head and chuckling as she walked off. 

“Another round,” Luke said hastily to the bartender. 

“You poor guy,” the bartender replied, setting the mug down. “This one’s on me.” 

Great. Now I’ve even got the bartender feeling sorry for me! 

************* 

“Closing time, guy,” the bartender said, putting a hand on Luke’s shoulder and looking into his eyes. “You 
okay to get home? Should I call you a cab?” 

“N…no…I’ll… Home…I’ll walk,” Luke replied, his eyes bloodshot. “Keep the change,” he said, handing 
the bartender a $20. 

“Uh, buddy, your tab is $67,” the bartender replied. 

“Oh…” Luke slowly dug around in his wallet and produced some more bills. “Here you go. Keep the 
change.” 

The bartender sighed, took one of the hundreds Luke offered him, made change, and handed the rest of 
the money back to him. He didn’t think it would be right to take a tip from someone so clearly inebriated. 

“Can you walk?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” Luke replied, getting up and shuffling towards the door. 

“Have a good night; be safe out there,” the bartender said. 
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Luke waved over his shoulder and stepped out into the cool night air. As much as he’d drunk, at least he 
wasn’t feeling the burn of the humiliation he’d had talking to that mare anymore. Mostly, he was doing 
well to focus on putting one foot in front of the other along the darkened sidewalk. 

He began to pass a row of one-story townhouses, one he’d passed a hundred times. But something 
was…different. A warm, yellow glow emanated from their midst, and in his drunken stupor, he came to a 
complete stop, turned, and looked at them. A red, green, and gold-painted shack stood in the middle of 
them. Luke squinted quizzically. He was certain he’d never seen that shack there before—how could he 
miss it?—but there it stood nevertheless. Across the top was a large banner that said, “Madam Drina” in 
ornate, red letters outlined in gold. 

Luke blinked. It was strange to see this shack here, completely out of place. Yet as strange as it was, his 
curiosity and lack of inhibitions spurred him towards it. He crossed the deserted street and trudged up to 
the ramshackle structure. The door felt as light as air and swung silently on dilapidated hinges. 

“H—hello?” Luke called as he poked his head inside.  

The space inside was short, short enough that he had to be careful not to hit his antlers on the ceiling.  

“Ahh, a customer!” a voice croaked excitedly. 

Luke caught movement out of the corner of his eye and turned just in time to see a jackalope wearing 
colors that matched the building’s exterior hop over to him. She seized his hand in hers and squeezed 
with bony yet warm paws. 

“Tell your fortune for $10,” she said, eagerly examining his palm. Her eyes widened. “Ahh, yes, a very 
interesting fortune you have! Come!” 

She whirled, shockingly sprightly for someone with such a wizened face, and hopped towards a curtain. 
She passed through the silken purple flaps breezily, leaving Luke a bit perplexed. 

“Well, come on, silly boy!” the jackalope said, poking her antlered head through the curtains. “Come, 
come!” 

Luke blinked and snickered. Why not? What’s it gonna hurt? he thought. The fact that it was 2:00 AM and 
that he was in a shack that he’d never seen before didn’t seem to matter in his drunken state. Throwing 
caution to the wind, he followed the jackalope through the purple curtains and found himself in an even 
lower space. He took a seat atop a round cushion facing the jackalope, who sat at a round table draped 
with a red-and-gold tablecloth and atop which was a crystal ball. 

“You must be Madam Drina?” he asked at last. 

“Yes, yes. Madam Drina. Now, $10,” the jackalope said, beckoning impatiently with her hand. 

Luke fumbled into his pocket, found a bill, and handed it to her. She looked down, frowned, and then 
handed him a $10 in return. 

“What’s this?” he asked. 

“Change,” Madam Drina replied. “But now, let me tell you what I see…” 

She seized his palm again with surprising grip for such frail-looking hands and looked intently at it, the 
shadows from the flickering candles giving her intent expression an austere countenance. 

“Ahh… Yes, I see,” Madam Drina said, glancing at him. “A gifted boy, smart, good-looking, good with the 
ladies.” 

“Thank you for the compliment, but—" Luke said, rolling his eyes as he started to retract his hand. She 
clearly didn’t know anything about him. 

Yet her hand was like a vise, and Luke was shocked at how much she resisted giving his hand back. 

“But!” the jackalope interjected, “He is throwing it all away. Such a bright future! Why is he squandering 
his gifts?” 
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She looked hard at him for an uncomfortably long time. Finally, her eyes narrowed, and she went back to 
his palm. 

“He sees people with better futures. He envies them, a mortal sin!” 

Luke gasped. “Envy? How could you—” 

“For all the gifts he has, he would give them all up to have what his friend has,” Madam Drina said, 
looking piercingly into his eyes. 

“Whoa…hey,” Luke said, suddenly feeling very nervous as he tried once again to pull back and was once 
again held fast by the jackalope’s iron grasp. “How do you know all of this? Who are—” 

“He is a fool!” Madam Drina charged. “He offers all of his gifts—his good looks, his brain, his charm—for 
an easy lay! Foolish boy!” 

She abruptly let him go and whacked him on the head with a paper fan that appeared out of nowhere. 

“Ow! Hey!” Luke protested, rubbing his head. 

Madam Drina said nothing. She only stared at him with wide, penetrating eyes, her nose quivering with 
intensity. 

“Look, you don’t understand,” Luke pleaded. “It’s not just an easy lay. All I’ve wanted is a steady girlfriend, 
someone I could make happy. But they always dump me because my dick is too small. They don’t care 
about my other gifts, so why should I? And who are you, anyway? How do you know all of this?” He 
hesitated. “And why am I telling you about my sex life?!” 

“The boy says he wants a girlfriend, but is that really true?” Madam Drina asked. 

Luke waited for her to continue and then realized that she was waiting for an answer. He shifted 
uncomfortably. 

“Girlfriends come with sorrow, don’t they, boy?” the jackalope asked. “Your friend doesn’t have such 
problems, does he, boy?” 

Luke swallowed. How does she know all this? It’s like she’s in my head! 

“Look, what’s it to you?” he asked, suddenly really frustrated. “Girlfriend, hookup, it doesn’t matter! I can’t 
pleasure any of them! At least with a girlfriend, we have other things we can do, other things to focus on 
besides the really bad sex! They can’t feel me, it takes me forever to get off—ugh, just thinking about it 
makes me tense! Why does it always have to be so hard, huh? Why can’t I have a fair chance just like 
everyone else?” 

A faint smile traced across the jackalope’s wrinkled face. “A fair chance, he says?” she asked. 

Luke abruptly stopped his rant and frowned. “Y—yeah, a fair chance. Is that too much to ask? I’d give 
anything for a fair chance!” 

“Anything, the boy says?” 

Luke glanced at her, suddenly feeling weird, even in his drunken state. 

“Well…maybe not anything,” he reasoned. “I mean, I’m not gonna kill someone for it or anything.” 

“Well, the boy is in luck! For a fair chance, all it takes is money,” Madam Drina said. 

Luke raised an eyebrow. “Really? You’re gonna make my dick bigger?” Maybe it was the alcohol or 
desperation, but he really wanted to believe her. “How…how much bigger? How much money?” 

“Money makes the world go ‘round,” Madam Drina said. “A buck from the buck.” 

Luke’s eyes bulged. “A buck? Seriously? Just a dollar? What’s the catch?” 

“No catch, boy. Everybody deserves a fair chance.” 

“But how big will that make me?” Luke asked. “Are we talking, like, 5 inches or six? Ten?” 
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“A fair chance,” Madam Drina repeated. “Money makes the world go ‘round.” 

This is a really weird conversation. 

“Will I be able please the females? Will girls stop leaving me?” 

“A fair chance. Money makes a fair chance. A fair chance makes the world go ‘round.” 

“Okay, now you’re just babbling! Tell me, Madam”—he grabbed her by the shoulders—"What do you 
mean?” 

“Money. Makes. The. World. Go. ‘Round.” Madam Drina replied, holding out her hand. 

“But what if I don’t like it? What if it’s not enough?” 

“A fair chance,” the jackalope replied, shrugging. 

Luke huffed. Even if he were sober, he wasn’t sure that he’d be able to keep up with this conversation. 
But the jackalope’s body language was obvious enough. What was the worst that could happen? He 
handed her a dollar. 

He suddenly felt something weird, like his cock was tingling inside his pants. His eyes bulged. “Whoa, 
hey,” he said, gasping and standing, only to bump his head on the ceiling. 

“Careful, boy!” Madam Drina protested, whacking his chest with her fan. 

The sensation stopped, and Luke had a strong urge to look down at his dick. 

“Satisfy your curiosity, boy,” Madam Drina said, making a dismissive motion with her hand and then 
turning around. 

Luke glanced at her, glanced at his crotch, and then pulled his pants down enough to see what was going 
on. He gasped, and a huge grin crossed his face. “It…it’s so much bigger!” he said, reflexively grabbing 
himself and feeling of his new girth and length. “It’s got to be twice as big as it was before!” 

Madam Drina turned back around and raised her eyebrows, nodding her head side to side. “A fairer 
chance, anyway,” she conceded. 

Luke frowned. “What do you mean? Do you mean you could go bigger?” 

Madam Drina’s face became inscrutable. “It can go bigger…yes…” she said slowly. 

Luke’s mind began to wander. He remembered seeing Chance in the locker room when they were still in 
high school. The guy’s dick was easily ten inches long and tapered from a reasonable tip to a solid two 
inches in diameter at the base. It wasn’t that Luke wanted to do anything with Chance’s dick, but he 
hadn’t been able to look away. Yes, if he admitted it, he had an unhealthy dose of penis envy.  

“Well, how big?” Luke asked eagerly, imagining being able to put even Chance to shame. “I would pay so 
much for that… I want to be the biggest there is!” 

“That takes much more than money,” the jackalope said shrewdly. 

“Like what?” Luke asked. “I—I didn’t believe it could happen! I can’t believe that getting so much size only 
cost me a buck! Name your price; it can’t be too bad!” 

“Not my price,” Madam Drina replied. “His.” 

Luke cocked his head. “His? His who?” He looked around. “There’s nobody else here, is there?” 

“He must make a pact,” Madam Drina said to herself as she moved her crystal ball off the table and took 
out a bowl of something red and thick. “Must make a pact and never ever break it.” 

“Pact? What pact? With whom?” Luke asked. “What are you talking about?” 

The jackalope took out a brush and began to trace the perimeter of the table with the red substance. 

“Never ever!” Madam Drina replied emphatically as she began to draw lines crisscrossing the circle but 
avoiding the center. 
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Luke started. “Is that a—” 

“Never. Ever!” Madam Drina cried. She placed candles at the intersections of the lines with the perimeter 
circle. 

Luke gasped as each candle spontaneously burst into flame as soon as it was placed. “Whoa, hey!” he 
cried as he began to get up. 

Madam Drina seized his wrist as her eyes began to glow bright red. The pentagram on the table burst into 
flames. 

“Mortal, you wish your endowment to be enhanced,” an otherworldly voice said, as if ten people were all 
speaking harshly in all different registers. Madam Drina’s lips moved in time, as if the sound was coming 
from her. “You wish to be the biggest there is.” 

Luke was too terrified to respond yet too spellbound to try to escape. 

“I will grant you this, Mortal, but you must pay my price! If I am to inhabit your penis, then you must obey 
the rules!” 

Luke’s infernal curiosity got the better of him, and he blurted, “What rules?” 

“I detest repetition, Mortal. You must never have sex with the same female more than once! I demand a 
constant variety!” 

“But then I couldn’t have a girlfriend!” Luke protested. 

Girlfriends come with sorrow, don’t they, boy? The second he said it, Madam Drina’s words echoed in his 
head. He pursed his lips. No girl has stayed with me before. If they’re only going to stay with me now 
because I have a big penis…is that really something to base a relationship on? And if I’m not going to 
base a relationship on that, then what else is there to base it on? He rubbed his chin thoughtfully. Maybe I 
don’t need a girlfriend to be happy. Maybe a constant variety of girls would make me happy. It works for 
Chance, doesn’t it? 

“What say you, Mortal?” the voice demanded. 

“I—okay,” Luke said. “But what if I don’t remember having sex with the girl before?” 

“Never have sex with the same girl twice, Mortal! If I inhabit your penis, then it is my penis, my domicile! 
Do not disobey!” 

“Okay, but—” 

“DO NOT DISOBEY!” 

The ferocity of the voice left Luke stunned. He swallowed hard, unsure of what to do. On one hand, he 
had the opportunity to be the biggest there was, to finally have all the sex he wanted. But on the other 
hand, what if he did screw up? How horrible would the consequences be? 

I did say I’d do anything, he mused. Keeping a log of which ladies I’ve slept with and avoiding doing it 
again seems like a small price to pay. 

He mulled it over and finally nodded. “Okay, I’ll do it.” 

Flames appeared in the space between the jackalope’s antlers, but Luke didn’t have time to worry about 
that as he felt himself lifted up into the air, his clothes shredding and disappearing into thin air. He cried 
out and kicked in the air helplessly. 

“So, Mortal, you agree to this pact?” the voice demanded. “You agree to its terms?” 

“Yes.” 

“Done!” 

Luke screamed as he fell. The candles went out—all the lights went out—and Luke gasped in fear as he 
landed on the floor in the dark. 
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There was the flick of a match, and Madam Drina lit a candle. She looked completely normal. Gone were 
her blood-red eyes or the flames amidst her antlers. The table was back to the way it was. There was no 
hint that there had ever been a pentagram on it, or candles, or anything else out of the ordinary. Luke 
slowly got to his feet. 

“Wow, the boy got what he asked for!” the jackalope said, her eyes bulging as she looked appreciatively 
at him. 

He looked down and gasped. Where the sheath for his short, thin prick had once been, there was now a 
much wider sheath, colored the same cream color as his belly. It terminated in much larger balls in a 
contrasting chestnut color. Each of his balls was bigger than his prick had been. And before his eyes, his 
marveling at his new endowment caused a tingling in his groin, and he saw his cock begin to emerge. 
Even half-hard, he was already as long as Chance and much bigger around. His cock looked like it 
belonged on a horse, and a very well-endowed one at that! 

But he suddenly realized that he was staring at his cock in some fortune-teller’s shack while she looked 
on, and he reddened deeply. He quickly covered himself and then looked down to see his clothes in a 
pile. He frowned, thinking they had been destroyed, but he gratefully put them on, grimacing a bit at how 
tight his pants were now! 

All the while, Madam Drina watched him with a knowing look. 

When he finally finished getting dressed, he turned to her. 

“Madam Drina, thank you. Thank you so much! I—I feel like I have a new lease on life, a new chance!” 

“He must not forget his pact,” the jackalope replied. “Thank the demon, and always obey. Never ever 
disobey!” 

“Um…about that,” Luke said, scratching his neck, “What happens if I do sleep with the same girl twice?” 

“Never, ever!” Madam Drina replied, whacking him with her fan. “You are a daft boy!”  

“All right, all right, I get it,” Luke said, exasperated. “Still…thank you.” 

Madam Drina nodded and showed him out. He turned to go, and the words, “Never…ever…” echoed 
faintly in his mind. 

************* 

Luke gasped and woke up. Wow, what a weird dream, he thought. It felt so real! 

“I must be letting it get to me if I’m starting to dream about it,” he said aloud. He shook his head. “I wonder 
if there’s therapy for this kind of thing.” 

He grimaced, suddenly realizing what woke him up: he had to piss something fierce! He got out of bed 
and walked blearily toward the bathroom. 

“Therapy’s probably better than what I’ve been doing, drinking myself into a stupor every night,” he 
murmured. “How did I get home anyway?” 

He nearly missed the toilet. He had opened up his fly and let himself peek out, expecting to see his short, 
sharp, pink prick, but to his amazement, what poked out was easily four times as thick as his cock, and 
where his dick barely made it out of his underwear, this beast sprang out like an elephant’s trunk as soon 
as his fly was open. 

“Oh, my gosh…” he murmured in disbelief.  

He reached down to tentatively touch his tool and shuddered in pleasure as he felt his fingers stroking his 
much longer length. It was so sensitive, and it responded instantly at his touch, very unlike what it usually 
did, where he had to jack himself off for an hour or more just to get hard and shoot. 

But his bladder was not impressed and demanded to be emptied. Before he got too hard to piss, he made 
himself hold off on exploring his amazing new size and took the most satisfying piss he’d had in as long 
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as he could remember. Still, he couldn’t wait to finish, and as soon as he was done, he shook himself and 
quickly went back to his bed. 

“Time to try this thing out!” he said eagerly, dropping his underwear and exposing his penis’s full glory. 

Delighted by the air, it immediately sprang to life, growing bigger and wider with each breath Luke took, 
until it was a foot and a half long and nearly three inches in diameter in places. It looked just like a horse’s 
boner, complete with medial ring and everything. 

“Oh, my gosh!” he gasped in awe. 

He reached down to stroke himself, and his hooves instantly curled in delight as his fingers sent shivers 
of pleasure up and down his long, thick shaft. With another stroke, he felt his egg-sized balls contract, 
and with a final stroke, he cried out in ecstasy as he shot the biggest load he’d ever made over his head 
to splatter on the wall behind him. He collapsed on the bed, feeling his afterglow wrap itself around him 
like a warm blanket. 

Length, girth, sensitivity, volume, range, ability to get off so fast… The thoughts floated to him like 
bubbles in his post-coital haze, and he smiled with a happiness he’d never felt before. 

But wait…what if I got off too fast? What if the girls didn’t have time to get off? That would be just as bad! 

His hands made their way to his cock again, and though he had just gotten off, he felt like he could go 
again. His hands this time grasped his malehood a bit more firmly, and he willed himself to make it last a 
bit longer. After ten strokes, he got off again with every bit as much volume and force as the first time. 

“Wow…” he murmured. 

He spent the next couple of hours playing with himself, trying different touches, different grips, different 
speeds. He realized that he could almost make himself cum anytime he wanted to, that for once, it didn’t 
feel like his cock had a mind of its own and was determined to fight him every step of the way. If he 
wanted it done in a few strokes, he could do it. If he wanted to wait half an hour, he could. If he wanted to 
go back-to-back, he was shocked to find that he could do that, too, just keep jacking off even as he shot, 
and within a few strokes, he felt himself getting ready to go again. When he finally finished exploring his 
new favorite body part, he dozed off, blissfully coated in a thick layer of his own cum. 

************* 

“Wow, Luke, you’re looking energetic today!” Chance said as they met up in the bar. “That’s great. I can 
really use my wingman tonight; there’s this really hot chick in town tonight, and I want to hook up with her 
before she leaves.” 

“Sorry, Chance,” Luke said with a smile, “But it’s time I got lucky for a change.” 

“You?” Chance asked quizzically. “No offense, man, but didn’t you just swear off girls and dating and all 
that a few days ago?” 

“I might have been a tad premature,” Luke replied. 

“Ha! You, premature? I find that hard to believe!” 

Luke rolled his eyes. “All the same, I gotta give it a try, you know?” 

Chance pursed his lips. “Well, best of luck to ya, then,” he said, extending his hand. “Knock ‘em dead!” 

“You, too, Chance,” Luke said, shaking his hand. 

“Oh, here she comes!” Chance said, abruptly getting up and sauntering as casually as he could over to 
the entrance. 

Luke just sat there smirking to himself. He had to admit, he wasn’t very good at meeting people for 
himself. It was easy to talk Chance up, but himself? 

“You again?” a voice asked. 

Luke looked up to see Sandy looking at him. 
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“If you’re so miserable, why do you keep coming here?” the mare asked. 

“It’s a bar,” Luke chuckled. “It’s where a lot of miserable people end up.”  

“Well, I don’t wanna hear about how awful your three-inch dick is,” Sandy replied. 

Luke gave her an incredulous look. “Seriously? You’re saying it out loud where people can hear it? That’s 
kinda cold, you know?” 

“And just what are you gonna do about it?” the mare challenged. “You know, I think I have half a mind to 
give your dick a try and see if it really is as bad as you make it out to be.” 

“What are you, some kind of masochist?” Luke asked, shaking his head. 

“Maybe,” Sandy said. “Or maybe I just wanna see you try instead of giving up before you start. There’s 
just something about you, something that makes me want to give you a chance. Are you really gonna turn 
it down? Again?” 

Luke looked at her thoughtfully. He wasn’t intending on hooking up with her as his first with his new dick, 
but…it did make it so he didn’t have to make awkward small talk. 

“You know something?” he said, cocking his head. “You’re on. Ready to get out of here?” 

Sandy looked at him in surprise and then nodded and put her drink down. They walked out, and he 
flashed a thumbs-up to Chance on his way out. The elk stared at them in disbelief as the door closed. 

“So, how do you like to get started?” Luke asked once they got to her apartment. 

“I like to take off my clothes and get right to it,” Sandy replied. “No sense delaying the inevitable.” 

Luke gulped and hoped his new dong would do as well now as it had earlier in the day. He could already 
feel how sensitive it was. It was a reassuring feeling, far more welcome than the usual sense of dread he 
felt anytime someone told him to take his clothes off. 

“Wait, you meant three inches soft?” Sandy asked. “Psh, seriously, what are you complaining about? You 
look like you’ve got plenty to work with!” 

He looked over, surprised, to see her already naked. He had been so wrapped up in getting his own 
clothes off that he hadn’t noticed that she’d already stripped. 

“Wow,” he said breathlessly as his cock began to grow and harden, “You’re gorgeous!” 

“Not so bad-looking yourself,” Sandy replied, doing a double-take to look at his still-growing schlong. 
“Geez, it’s huge!” 

Before Luke could react, Sandy was kneeling in front of him, stroking him in awe. He gasped in pleasure 
as her warm hands fondled his length, and he groaned audibly as she brought it into her warm, moist 
mouth. 

“Oh, Sandy…” Luke gasped. “Wow…” 

“You’re not a premature ejaculator, are you?” Sandy asked. “I’d hate to end this party before it started.” 

Luke shook his head as his hooves curled. Wow, her mouth felt so good! So many times in the past, his 
girlfriends would try to blow him, but he could barely feel it. They’d sometimes go for hours and give up, 
and he might not have even gotten hard. But now, every hot breath she took around his cock, every lick 
or suck she did, he felt. It was as if he’d been wearing an inch-thick condom before and had just taken it 
off. He could feel every taste bud on her tongue as it slid over his glans to deliciously lap at his copious 
precum, making his cock flare and throb in ecstasy. He felt like he could go on like this forever, but he 
really wanted to try using his new meat. 

He cleared his throat, and Sandy pulled her long, equine face off his dick. 

“That felt really good, Sandy,” he breathed, “But I wanna make you feel good, too.” 
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She stood, and they both went to the bed and flopped down. Out of habit, Luke started to move his head 
down towards her crotch, but before he could make it, she put her hands on his antlers, moaned softly, 
and shook her head. 

“I wanna see what that feels like,” she whispered. 

Will she like it? Will my dick cooperate? What if it goes flaccid? 

Luke licked his lips and nodded slowly, his heart pounding with anticipation and genuine fear. He 
hesitated, his throbbing cock resting on her pussy-lips. He could feel her heat coaxing him in. Oh, how he 
wanted to be inside of her! But what if things went badly? What if— 

They both gasped as his cock stretched itself out all on its own and popped inside. Luke’s eyes rolled 
back in his head as he savored the incredible, hot wetness that engulfed his penis. His mind went blank, 
and his dick seemed to take over on its own. His hips slowly and smoothly pushed him in, pulled back, 
pushed him in deeper, over and over, until he could feel his balls press under her tail and his glans press 
against her cervix. 

“Oh… You’re so big! Oh, Luke, you’re spreading me so wide!” Sandy panted. “Please, don’t stop…” 

Luke’s hips resumed moving on autopilot, pulling him all the way out and then pushing him back in at 
varying speeds and depths. At one point, he pulled out and just rubbed his glans on her clit, the two 
sensitive organs swelling and twitching against each other before he pushed inside again, building both 
their pleasure to new heights he himself had never experienced before. She felt so good as she clamped 
down along his entire length and her hips rocked her pussy walls along his shaft in rhythm. 

“Ohh, ohh… Yes, Luke! Ohh…” Sandy moaned, her moans growing louder and louder as her body 
writhed harder against his relentlessly steady pace. “Ohh, yeah… Ohh…Yeah, right there…” she inhaled 
deeply as her eyes closed and she bit her lip. “Oh!” 

Luke gasped as he felt something hot and wet ripple down his cock. At first he held completely still, not 
sure what had happened, but then he realized it: he had actually made someone orgasm from fucking 
her! He was beside himself with excitement as he eagerly resumed thrusting. 

“Oh, mmf! Ohh!” Sandy cried. “Luke, fuck, yes!” 

The mare began to whinny loudly as Luke’s member continued to stimulate her well into her orgasm. 
Luke felt her clamp down hard on him, and her hands instinctively reached for her crotch and his dick to 
try to slow him down. 

“Just let it happen,” he breathed. 

His eyes opened in surprise; he couldn’t believe what he was saying! But Sandy’s hands relaxed their 
desperate grip on his cock, and as he gently but firmly pulled her hands up above her head and pinned 
them there, his hips began to speed up. Sandy began to breathe really hard, moaning with each thrust, 
until her moans became a constant howl of pleasure as another orgasm wracked her and Luke felt 
another flood of hot, wet mare arousal splash around his prick. 

All the while, Luke felt like he was balanced perfectly on the edge of getting off. While the urge was 
definitely there to do so, he didn’t have to slow down or think of other things to hold it back. It was as if he 
had his finger on the button that would send himself over the edge, but he was under no duress to press 
it. The notion of his orgasm serving him was…exquisite. At first he worried that he wouldn’t be able to 
stay hard or would get exhausted, but everything was just so effortless now! And so with a huge grin, he 
settled into a steadily speeding-up rhythm that brought Sandy to orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. They 
lost count sometime after fifty. Hours went by, and though Sandy’s throat was hoarse from moaning, she 
never tried to stop Luke again. As waves of pleasure stacked on top of each other, she began floating. So 
did he. They lost track of time, but at some point, Luke finally realized he was ready to orgasm. 

“Where do you want it?” he breathed. 

“Mmm…let me swallow it?” Sandy asked. 

Luke pulled out, drawing with him a flood of pent-up arousal fluids that splashed onto the bed. His cock 
glistened with those fluids as he positioned it pointing at her mouth. 
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“Ready? Take a deep breath,” Luke warned. 

Sandy nodded. 

“Here it comes.” 

Luke closed his eyes and thrust into her mouth, letting the feeling of her cheeks against his sensitive 
phallus finally push him over the edge. 

He cried out—not desperately, but passionately—as he felt his balls contract hard, drawing up into his 
body as a tingle of pleasure started at the base of his cock and quickly spread. With a loud grunt, he fired 
his load as his knob flared in her mouth. Her eyes bulged as the huge volume of thick cum jetted down 
her throat and drove forcibly into her stomach. She grunted from the sensation of being effectively force-
fed just in time for another spurt to fill her stomach even more. 

When Luke finally pulled out, they both lay on the bed, hazy and disbelieving how much pleasure they’d 
both experienced. Both dozed off, utterly, completely spent. 

************* 

“Good morning, Luke!” a voice said. 

Luke groaned and opened his eyes to see Sandy standing over him, still nude. 

“Last night was amazing!” she gushed. “I have no idea what you were talking about not having a big 
enough dick. Three inches, my ass! Three inches across, maybe!” 

She cuddled up next to him in bed, her eyes sparkling. “Luke I’ve never felt so good during sex! Your 
exes are all absolutely crazy!” 

Luke blinked and sat up, looking bleary-eyed at his phone. It was 8:00 in the morning, and he wasn’t used 
to getting up this early on a weekend after a whole night of sex. He gasped. A whole night of sex! And 
she got off! 

He grinned. “It was a great night, wasn’t it?” he asked as memories of the feelings he’d had, the sounds 
she’d made, and the intensity of his orgasm when he finally got off all came flooding back to him. 

Wow… He beamed, basking in the memory. 

“So, uh…when are we gonna do it again?” Sandy asked, interrupting his reverie. “I vote for right now!” 

Something clicked in the back of Luke’s mind. He remembered something…something important. 

Oh! 

He shook his head. “I’m sorry,” he said, getting up, “But I have to go run errands. I’m sorry to wake up 
and leave, but…” 

Sandy shrugged and smiled. “It’s okay; like I said, I’m not asking you to marry me!” She chucked. 
“Though after last night, I might!” 

Luke grinned and shook his head as he hurriedly got his clothes on. 

“See ya around, right?” Sandy asked as he grabbed the doorknob. 

He smiled faintly, nodded, and stepped out. Closing the door behind him, he began briskly walking home. 
He was amazed at how much fun he’d had! And Sandy’s vocal approval of his size definitely cemented 
the notion in his mind: size does matter, and he’d made a great choice in deciding to go with larger. He 
wondered briefly if he could have kept it up for so long if he’d stuck with “a fair chance.” He shook his 
head and decided not to worry about it. He’d made the decision, and it was definitely the right one! 

His phone rang as he stepped into his apartment. 

“Dude, you still out?” Chance asked on the other end of the line. 

“Nah, just got home,” Luke replied. 

“So, how’d it go?” his friend asked. 
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“Well, I don’t wanna toot my own horn,” Luke said, grinning, “But really well!” 

“Sweet, man! So, you gonna see her again?” 

“No, I…I think it’s better if I don’t,” Luke said evasively. 

“What, was there something wrong or something?” 

“No, it’s just…I dunno, I wanna kinda play the field a bit this time, you know?” 

“Hey, man, nothing wrong with that! I’ve been doing it for years and have never regretted it. Glad to see 
you finally came to your senses!” 

“Heh, yeah.” 

“You wanna meet up? Do breakfast?” 

“Sure!” 

“And this time you can tell me your exploits!” 

Luke frowned, pausing as he changed shirts. “Wait, didn’t you score that hot chick you wanted?” 

The other end was quiet for a bit. “Nah…she went off with somebody else,” Chance said sheepishly. 

“You didn’t use your catch-phrase on her, did you?” Luke asked worriedly. “You know it’s not as funny as 
you think it is…” 

“Hey, man, ‘Take a chance with Chance’ is a classic!” 

“It’s also really off-putting to a demographic who is already taking a significant chance meeting a big, 
strong guy like yourself,” Luke said wryly. 

“But I say it to everybody! It’s never failed!” Chance protested. 

“That’s because I always play you up as a nice guy who would never hurt anyone,” Luke replied. 

“Well, it’s true!” 

“I know that, but they don’t. Look, let’s not worry about it. You ready for breakfast?” 

“Yeah, I’m already here. It’s weird being the first one.” 

“I’ll be there in five,” Luke replied, rolling his eyes. 

He knew too well what it was like being the first one there. Every weekend, he was the first one there, 
getting their seat and ordering Chance a bloody Mary and a mimosa for himself. Then Chance would 
regale him with tales for about an hour—most of them old—and then they’d make small talk about what 
they were going to do the coming week, Chance would make some joke about banging chicks, and they’d 
go their separate ways. Repetitive? Yes. Superficial? Yes. But still…pleasant, somehow. Luke didn’t 
understand it, but he loved his best friend, and even if he’d heard Chance’s stories a hundred times and 
knew exactly the words Chance would use to tell them, he was still glad for the company. 

“Fun night?” the waitress asked as Luke walked in, giving him a knowing look. 

Luke blushed and smiled sheepishly as he walked over to the booth in the corner—his booth, as far as he 
was concerned—and sat across from Chance. 

“So, man, how’d it go?” Chance asked eagerly, slurping his bloody Mary. 

“It went awesome!” Luke said, his eyes rolling back. 

“So, you actually banged her? Not just finger and mouth stuff?” 

Luke nodded, grinning ear-to-ear. 

“Wow, man. And she was into you?” 

“I woke up in her bed this morning,” Luke replied. “She wanted to go again right away, but…” 
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“You didn’t, did you?” Chance asked anxiously, putting down his drink. 

Luke shook his head, and Chance looked relieved. 

“Got to keep them coming back for more,” Chance said. “Give it to them all at once, and they’ll forget how 
much they like you.” 

He nodded and lifted his glass. Luke clinked glasses with him, and they fell silent. It was weird not having 
Chance doing all the talking. 

“So, uh, what did you do all night?” Luke asked. 

Chance shrugged. “Eh, drank, went home, played video games, crashed. Woke up in my own bed, by 
myself! I tell ya, that was weird. I dunno if I like it!” 

He frowned suddenly. “But wait, what’s going on with you anyway? I mean, Megan dumped you, and you 
told me, you said, ‘I’m never having sex with another chick again,’ and then you go and have the best 
night you’ve had in forever? Everything okay, man?” 

Luke hesitated and pondered his mimosa. 

“You know how I stayed out way late night before last?” 

Chance shook his head. “Nah, I was hitting that doe you set me up with, remember?” 

Luke shook his head. “I was almost blackout drunk, man. I don’t remember much of anything. But I do 
remember one thing. You know those townhouses on 43rd?” 

Chance squinted, thinking. “Yeah, I think I remember those,” he said. 

“There was this little shack in there, and this fortune-teller, and—” 

“Don’t tell me: she told you to go out and live life, and now you’re doing it?” 

“Well…not exactly. She”—he looked around furtively and leaned forward to whisper—“She made my dick 
grow!” 

Chance frowned and blinked, opened his mouth and closed it. 

“What?” Luke asked. 

Chance leaned forward. “Dude, you slept with the fortune-teller?” 

“No! Why would you—oh!” Luke laughed. “No, she literally made my dick grow! I don’t know how she did 
it, but you remember how I was…kinda small?” 

Chance pursed his lips. “Not that I go around checking out my best friend’s dick,” he said, “But sure.” 

“I think I’m bigger than you are now,” Luke said. 

Chance frowned again, completely speechless this time. 

“And Sandy last night got to be the first one to try it,” Luke grinned. 

Chance still hadn’t quit frowning. “Wait, so…somehow this person just makes your dick grow? 
That’s…really unlikely. You sure you didn’t just drink something weird? I’ve heard absinthe can do that to 
you.” 

Luke shook his head. “No, Chance, I’m serious! My dick is really big now!” 

Chance raised his eyebrow skeptically. “Whatever you say, man.” 

“Look, I’ll prove it!” Luke said, starting to get up. “Come to the men’s room, and I’ll show you!” 

“Whoa, Luke, buddy,” Chance said uncomfortably. “I don’t wanna look at your dick, okay? We’re best 
friends, yeah, but come on: there’s gotta be a boundary somewhere, right?” 

“But you don’t believe me!” Luke protested. “I gotta tell somebody!” 
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“Luke, Luke!” Chance said, “Don’t worry about it, bud! Hey, if you say it got bigger, well, congrats, then! 
But if it’s just all in your head and you somehow feel more confident, then hey, I’m happy for you either 
way.” 

Luke huffed but nodded and drank his mimosa. 

You’re just intimidated that a nobody like me might finally oust you, he thought. Wait, what am I thinking? 
I’m not trying to compete with my best friend! 

He shook his head, a bit unnerved. They talked a bit longer, and then they went their separate ways, 
Chance to figure out how to up his game, and Luke to do laundry. 

************* 

Encouraged by his last encounter and excited to try it again, Luke eagerly made his way back to the bar 
that evening. Feeling confident, it took a lot of self-control not to walk up to the first female he saw and 
offer to fuck her brains out. Instead, he went to a place at the bar where he could see people as they 
came in and started checking out the options. It was strange feeling like he didn’t have to try to avoid 
being seen. 

It didn’t take long before a really nicely figured antelope walked in. Luke locked eyes with her the second 
she came in. She blushed a little, glanced side to side, and then made her way over to him. 

“Hi there,” Luke said, extending his hand. “I’m Luke.” 

“Rachel,” the antelope replied. 

“Do you come here often?” Luke asked. “I haven’t seen you here before.” 

“Um, a bit...” Rachel said, biting her lip. “I’ve seen you before.” 

Luke cocked his head. “Oh?” 

Rachel nodded. “Yeah, last night. You left with that horse.” 

“Oh! Well, I’m sorry I missed you,” Luke said, smiling. 

“Did you...have a good time?” Rachel asked. 

Luke blinked and then said, “Well, it wouldn’t be polite to kiss and tell, now, would it?” 

Rachel smiled. “No, I—I suppose not.” 

“I get the feeling we could have a good time, though,” Luke suggested. “May I buy you a drink?” 

Rachel shook her head. “No, I think we better go before I lose my nerve. I had hoped to run into you; I just 
didn’t know it would be so soon.” 

“Go?” Luke asked. “You mean—“ 

“Well, that is, if you want to...” Rachel gave him a shy, hopeful look. 

Luke did a double-take. “I’m flattered,” he said, taken a bit aback. “I’d love to.” 

Rachel’s face lit up, and the two quickly made their way out of the bar and into the evening air. Luke 
followed Rachel as she led him down the sidewalk in silence. 

“So, uh—“ Luke began. 

“I have a confession to make,” Rachel said abruptly, stopping and turning to face him. 

Luke blinked and wondered whether he was about to need to defend himself. 

“Last night wasn’t the first time I saw you. I’ve seen you here lots of times,” Rachel admitted. “But I always 
saw you hanging out with that elk, and I assumed that maybe you were gay or just not interested. When I 
saw you go home with that horse yesterday, I was really excited, but also really disappointed. I suddenly 
thought I had a chance, but then I realized that I was missing it because you were leaving with her and 
not me.” 
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Luke’s jaw hung open a bit. “I, uh, well...” 

“But you came back, and that makes me really happy! I’ve always thought you were really hot, and 
something about you made me think I should at least talk to you.” 

Luke’s eyes bulged as she moved in close and pressed her hand to his crotch. She gasped in surprise 
and looked up at him with wide eyes. 

“It’s even bigger than I imagined,” she breathed, her eyes lighting up. “Come on!” 

She took him by the hand, and the two jogged to her apartment. Luke felt all kinds of mixed emotions: 
pride at getting such compliments, disbelief that this was really happening, relief that his “little problem” 
had been taken care of before he met this antelope, and anticipation. 

Rachel opened the door, and as soon as they were inside with the door closed again, she rushed up 
against Luke and began rubbing her hands over his chest. 

“I can smell your musk,” she said. “I smelled it yesterday, too.” 

Luke frowned.  

Oh, my gosh… This is way better than just a fair chance! Chicks are really into me now!  

Before he could say another word, she began pulling at his shirt, trying to get it off. He chuckled at her 
eagerness and quickly began helping. Within no time at all, he was naked. She didn’t even take the time 
to get her own clothes off; the second his cock emerged, she had her hands on it and was inhaling deeply 
of the smell it exuded. Luke’s hips bucked in unexpected pleasure, and the next thing he knew, she was 
putting her mouth all over him, licking, sucking, and nuzzling his dick and heavy balls. His back arched in 
delight, and he sighed in contentment. He let her go for a few minutes, but he could practically feel her 
desire for more, and he didn’t want to make her wait too long. 

“How about we get you out of those clothes and see what other fun we can have, hmm?” he asked. 

Rachel didn’t need it suggested twice. In a fluid motion, she stood and pulled off her top. Luke helped her 
with her bra, exposing a couple of perky breasts. Rachel’s skirt fell to the floor, and Luke pressed himself 
up against her, sandwiching his thick, throbbing cock between them. It was so long that it rested between 
her breasts. But it was the heat and moisture of her sex pressed against his balls that got Luke really 
excited. He waited breathlessly as she slid her panties down, and then as they pressed their crotches 
together again, Luke closed his eyes and exhaled sharply. 

They didn’t wait to get to the bedroom. As aroused as Rachel was, they didn’t need any more foreplay. 
Luke picked her up and slowly lowered her onto his throbbing cock right there in the entryway. They both 
gasped in pleasure as his knob spread her lips. 

“Oh!” she cried. 

“Are you okay?” Luke asked anxiously, lifting her back up. 

“Oh, no, don’t stop!” Rachel protested. 

Luke lowered her again, and Rachel groaned loudly as he spread her wide. 

“Oh… It’s…so big!” Rachel whimpered. 

“Too much?” Luke asked. 

Rachel shook her head vigorously, willing him to keep penetrating her deeper and spreading her wider. 

Luke grinned and lowered her further still. Fuck, she feels good! he thought as her walls rubbed against 
his medial ring. He thought he’d pass out from pleasure, but then his cock seemed to go into automatic 
pilot again. It was amazing: he didn’t have to think about adjusting his angle or changing his pace; his 
body just seemed to do it all automatically. With each thrust, Rachel moaned a little louder and a little 
longer. 

“Oh, Luke, yes!” she cried as she grabbed his antlers and clung on for dear life. 



A Fair Chance 
© 2018 Jack Doe. All characters belong to their creator. Do not distribute without all copyright notices and disclaimers intact. 

Page 18 of 60 
Writing this story does not constitute endorsement of the events depicted herein by the author.  

Readers are explicitly discouraged from engaging in any activities that are illegal or harmful to themselves or others. 

His arms lifted her effortlessly, and her lips spread and stretched around his cock each time he lowered 
her. He was blown away by how sensitive his own member was. He could feel her G-spot as his glans 
and medial ring passed it. He closed his eyes and grinned as he felt her body go limp and his balls grew 
damp with her orgasm. His body continued to stimulate her as if nothing had happened, yet he delighted 
and reveled in the knowledge that his cock—his cock—was responsible for the growing puddle on the 
floor. 

Just as with Sandy, he let things go until it just seemed like the right time for him to finish. When he did, 
the force of his cum stretched Rachel’s insides just a little more, sending her over the edge for a final 
orgasm. He finally let her slide down him and held her with his cock throbbing deep inside of her, both of 
them shuddering in ecstasy as his cock spurted over and over again. Luke couldn’t believe how long his 
orgasm was. It was as if he had turned into a sex god overnight. 

“Ohh, Luke,” Rachel shivered as he picked her up off of his still-hard cock and put her down, “That was 
incredible.” 

“Yeah,” Luke replied, swallowing hard. “That was terrific, Rachel.” 

“I hope we can do it again sometime,” Rachel said, looking up at him. 

Luke wanted to say, “Yes.” Instead, he smiled and said, “Maybe sometime.” He felt guilty for it the second 
he said it. 

“Maybe?” Rachel asked, swallowing. “Was it…not that good?” 

“No!” Luke said, then thought about what he’d said. “No, that is, it was great! It’s just…I—I can’t have sex 
with the same person more than once. You were great—I mean, great—but it’s just…it’s a rule I gotta 
follow.” 

Rachel frowned. “Really?” she asked skeptically. “Why would you have that kind of rule?” 

Luke fumbled for words. “I just…I do,” he said weakly. “You’d never believe me if I told you.” 

Rachel put her hand on her hip. “Try me,” she said. 

Luke swallowed hard. “I made a deal with a demon,” he said, “And in exchange for a much bigger, more 
satisfying prick, I can never have sex with the same girl twice.” 

Rachel blinked and then snorted and shook her head. “All right, fine, don’t tell me,” she said. “You’re 
sweet to try to let me down gently, though.” She reached up and pecked him on the cheek. “Just, maybe 
figure out a more believable reason next time, huh?” 

Luke debated whether to protest his case or not, but he figured it was a losing battle. At least she wasn’t 
taking it too hard… 

“Well, thanks for understanding,” he said as he started to get dressed. “It really was fun,” he said 
sincerely. 

Rachel nodded with a wan smile. As he turned to leave, she said, “You know, if you make it that much 
fun, you’re gonna get quite the reputation.” 

Luke turned back to look at her. 

“Boys aren’t the only ones who kiss and tell,” Rachel said deviously. 

Luke opened his mouth and then closed it and laughed, shaking his head. “Well, hopefully it’s a mostly 
good reputation,” he said. 

He opened the door, walked down the hallway of the apartment building, and made it outside. He stood 
just outside the doorway, his hands in the pockets of his jacket, pondering. 

She’s right… I do need to get a better story to tell. He sighed. I’m not very good at this. I wonder what 
Chance would do? 
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His eyes lit up, and he checked his phone. The night was still young—hardly past 8:30—and he figured 
that especially without his help, Chance probably hadn’t found someone to go home with, yet. He strode 
back towards the bar. 

The place was packed, far busier than he’d seen it in quite a while. He made his way up to the bar. 

“Hey, Mitch! What’s the occasion?” he called. 

“Shetland Ex Machina is here,” the bartender hollered back. “Everybody wants to get a chance to meet 
them!” 

“Really? Shetland Ex Machina? Here?! Nice!” 

Luke loved their music, an original fusion of Celtic rock, electronica, death metal, and Renaissance-period 
motets, yet he had no idea that they would be in town. He had a particular crush on Ruth, the lead singer, 
whose ability to change her voice to suit Celtic drinking music, death metal screaming, and angelic Mass-
singing in the same song blew his mind. Of course, she wasn’t hard to look at, either. The gazelle was 
graceful, well-proportioned, and had a really cute face.  

Forgetting that he wanted to get Chance’s advice, he immediately turned and began looking through the 
crowd. 

“Hey, man! Back already?” a voice asked. 

Luke turned to see Chance standing next to him. 

“Chance! I was just looking for you,” Luke replied over the din. 

“Did you know that Shetland Ex Machina is here?” 

“Yeah, I just heard!” 

“That Ruth, she’s really hot, isn’t she?” 

Luke swallowed, and his eyes darted to Chance and back to the crowd. “Yeah, she is,” he said. “Look, 
um, I wanted to ask you something…” 

“If I can get close enough, I really want to see if I can get with her,” Chance said. “It’s not often we get a 
celebrity in this bar; they usually go uptown.” 

“Mmm—maybe they came here to avoid being hit on?” Luke suggested, a knot growing in the pit of his 
stomach. He had a hunch where this was going. 

Chance shrugged. “Part of being a celebrity, man. What was it you wanted to ask, anyway?” 

“I know you don’t like to be with the same chick more than once,” Luke said as they began making their 
way through the crowd, “But how do you let them down easy? I mean, if it’s great sex—” 

“If it’s great sex, I do it again,” Chance replied. “But it doesn’t happen all that often. I mean, I’m awesome, 
but some of these chicks…well, some are more gifted than others.” 

“Okay, so what do you do with the girls you don’t intend to have sex with again?” Luke asked, finding 
Chance’s response so far a bit distasteful. 

“I tell ‘em I’ll call them , and then I just don’t call them,” Chance replied as he turned to look over his 
shoulder in case he’d missed the band. 

“But surely you see them in the bars and stuff? Doesn’t that get awkward?” Luke asked. 

“Nah, they get it,” Chance replied, shrugging. “I mean, guys do that all the time.” 

Luke froze and then apologized to the people behind him who bumped into him when he did so. He shook 
his head. He couldn’t treat people like that! Chance might, but…whether he liked to admit it or not, he 
realized that Chance was kind of a pig. 

“Luke! Hey! I found them!” Chance said, interrupting Luke’s pondering. 
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Luke turned to see Chance pointing through the crowd. His breath caught: there was Ruth, drinking a 
strawberry daquiri and chatting with a fan. 

“Go on, man, put in a good word for me, huh?” Chance pressed. “Dude, I’ll love you forever if you can get 
us hooked up!” 

“I dunno, Chance,” Luke said. “I mean, she’s classy, and besides, she’s talking to somebody right now.” 

“You make it sound like I’m not!” Chance said dismissively. “Come on, man. Be a pal?” 

Luke sighed. “All right,” he said reluctantly. 

“Thanks, man!” Chance said, clapping him on the shoulder, his eyes shining. 

Wow, this must mean a lot to him, Luke thought. He really didn’t want to be in the middle of this, but pig or 
not, Chance was his friend, and he wanted to do right by him. 

He made his way up to where Ruth was standing and stood just behind and to the side of the guy she 
was talking to, doing his best not to look like he was hovering. 

“Well, hello, who’s this?” Ruth asked, turning her attention to him. 

Luke swallowed hard. “M–Miss Owinke?” he said, extending his hand and fighting the urge to turn into a 
flustered fanboy. “I am just such a huge fan. I love your music!” 

“Oh, well, thank you!” Ruth replied, smiling and gracefully moving her hair out of her face with her hand. 
“And what’s your name?” 

“I’m Luke,” he managed.  

Oh, my gosh, she’s actually talking to me! I have so many things I want to ask! 

He spied Chance giving him a thumbs-up out of the corner of his eye and sighed. 

“I—I…” He swallowed and sighed. “I really wanted to introduce you to my friend, too,” he said, waving 
Chance over. “He’s a fan, too.” 

Ruth raised a knowing eyebrow that made Luke feel like a piece of crap. Nevertheless, he’d committed to 
help his friend the best he could. It wasn’t his fault if she didn’t fall for it. 

“Miss Owinke, this is Chance, my friend. Chance, well, I think you know—” 

“Pleasure to meet you, Ruth,” Chance interrupted, flashing a smile.  

The gazelle nodded politely and extended her hand for Chance to shake. Chance launched into his usual 
spiel, and Luke bit his tongue, trying to avoid the urge to push Chance away and quit humiliating both of 
them. His usual spiel might work on the daft, airheaded barflies, but Ruth, she had brains. She— 

“And as I always say, take a ch—” 

Luke’s eyes widened and he quickly coughed and elbowed Chance in the side. 

“Uh, what he means is—” he began, doing his best to save his friend’s attempt. 

Ruth cocked her head, smiled and shook her head. “Luke?” she asked in a tone of voice that somehow 
reminded him of his mother when he was about to be in trouble. 

Luke swallowed and cringed. 

“Why are you acting as wingman for this guy?” Ruth laughed. 

Luke blushed, and Chance’s jaw dropped. 

“You’re a far better catch than he is. If he can’t talk himself up, then he’s not worth my time. You, on the 
other hand… There’s something about you… You’re loyal, and that’s sweet. Plus”—she leaned forward 
and whispered in his ear—“I can tell you’ve got more to work with.” 

Now Luke’s jaw dropped, too.  
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Ruth reached into her pocket and pulled out a card. She leaned forward as she discreetly handed it to 
him and said, “Meet me out back in half an hour.” 

Luke stood, stunned, holding the card as she stepped back and smiled at him. 

“Hey, these guys giving you trouble?” a burly rhinoceros asked. 

“Got it handled, Ralph,” Ruth said, winking at Luke as she turned and followed the band’s drummer to 
another part of the bar. 

Luke stared after them, speechless. 

“Dude…” 

Luke turned to see Chance frowning at hm. “Man, that’s pretty low.” 

“Huh?” Luke asked, taken aback. 

“Man, ever since yesterday, you’ve been showing me up, getting the hot chicks, and now her? That was 
downright out of line to get her to put me in my place like that!” 

“Whoa, hey, man; that wasn’t what I intended at all!” Luke protested, putting his hands up defensively and 
inadvertently showing the card to Chance. 

“Dude! You got her number?! Psh.” The elk shook his head, looking angrier and angrier. “Look, man, if 
you wanna go get your dick wet, that’s great, but don’t do it at my expense! I already called dibs on her!” 

Luke bristled. “Dibs?! Dude, chill! I told you, that’s not what I was going for! I did just like I always do, got 
to talking to her and then immediately invited you over!” 

“Did you talk me up before you invited me over? Huh? Tell her how great I am with kids and how sensitive 
and respectful I am?” 

Luke frowned. “How respectful? After what you just told me about how you flat-out lie to every girl you’re 
with? How is that respectful at all?” 

Chance’s jaw clenched, and he put his hands on his hips as he took a deep breath. 

“Luke, you’re sounding like a dick. I told you that as one friend to another. You asked, and I answered. 
But that doesn’t give you the right to start thinking you’re better than me and filtering who I get to bang. 
You wanna start cock-blocking me, fine. We’re done.” 

Luke gaped as the elk—his best friend of ten years—turned and stormed out. 

“Chance, I…” he said quietly. 

“Hey, are you Luke?” a voice asked. 

Luke turned to see a gorgeous vixen looking at him. “Uh, I’m Luke,” he replied, distracted. “Who are you?” 

“I’m a friend of Rachel’s,” the fox replied, curtsying. “I’m Vivian.” 

Luke frowned but shook her hand nonetheless. “Pleased to meet you, Vivian,” he said, looking wistfully 
after Chance. “What can I do for you?” 

“Oh…” the vixen replied, leaning forward to whisper in his ear, “I’ll have what Rachel had.” 

Luke gasped, now fully distracted from his spat with Chance, and inhaled sharply as he felt her paw graze 
his crotch. 

“I—I—well, um,” he gulped, “I’m flattered, but I’m supposed to meet someone…” 

“Oh, come on, this won’t take long!” 

The vixen grabbed his hand and practically dragged him to the back of the bar and into the handicapped 
bathroom. 

“We shouldn’t be in here—what if someone needs to go?” Luke protested. 
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“Someone handicapped in the bar on a night like this?” Vivien asked, rolling her eyes. “I’m not too 
worried. Come on, let’s get these clothes off!” 

“Whoa, hey!” Luke yelped, but as Vivian bent over to take off her shoes, he couldn’t help getting a really 
good look at what was going on under her dress—specifically, she wasn’t wearing anything else—and his 
cock immediately began straining against his jeans. It was actually a welcome relief when the vixen finally 
got them off and freed him. 

“I know you’re on a time limit,” she said, “But Rachel said it was something I just had to try. And now, 
seeing you here—she inhaled deeply—there’s something about you that makes me really want to try.” 
She licked her lips lasciviously. “And what can I say? I turned green with envy that she got to try you out 
before I did.” 

Luke suddenly felt like a prized piece of meat, but he really couldn’t complain too much. Things went 
much like they had before, and to his delight, he was able to give her eight solid orgasms before getting 
off and getting cleaned up. Despite having gotten off only an hour before, his boner didn’t disappoint. 

“I’ll be you’ll want to have me again, huh?” Vivian asked as he was about to open the door. 

He shook his head and smiled. “Just like I told her, I can only do it once per person. It was great, and I’ve 
never been so turned on before, but…rules are rules.” 

Vivian raised her eyebrows and blinked. “Wow. Well, at least you’re not a lying douchebag like those 
other guys out there. I just hope you don’t get lonely sampling the buffet.” 

She walked out ahead of him, and Luke felt a twinge of guilt. It did seem like that, didn’t it? It wasn’t that 
he wanted to use these ladies…he wasn’t Chance…but on the other hand… Oh, shit… Chance! 

Stuck in the back of the bar, he looked helplessly at the wall of people between him and the front door. 
He pursed his lips and grunted in frustration, but then he got an idea, turned around, and went out the 
back door. 

There was hardly anybody back there, and he could see all the way to the street. He hurried towards the 
gate. 

“Luke, right? You’re right on time. I like that!” 

Luke turned and gasped to see Ruth looking at him. 

Oh, crap…right now? But I haven’t prepared all of my questions! I haven’t gotten a chance to read up on 
all the things she’s done so I can ask her about them in minute detail! 

He gulped and smiled sheepishly. “Oh, um, hi, Miss Owinke.” 

“Please, everybody calls me ‘Ruth’.” 

“Oh, okay, uh, Ruth…I just didn’t want to assume.” 

The ermine cocked her head and smiled. “You really are just so sweet, aren’t you, Luke? Do you want to 
go someplace private?” 

Luke swallowed. “Well, um, yes, but I was hoping we could talk. I never dreamed I’d get to meet you. I 
have so many questions!” 

Ruth grinned and rolled her eyes. “Uh, oh, one of those fans, huh?” Her laughter was like a gentle 
windchime. 

Luke frowned. “Huh?” 

Ruth smiled. “I have two kinds of fans: the ones who want to get in my pants, and the ones who want to 
get in my head.” 

“Oh, I—I’m sorry,” Luke said, embarrassed. “I’m sure it gets really repetitive for you.” 

Ruth shook her head. “It’s fine,” she said. “Part of being a celebrity, you know?” 
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That’s what Chance said, too… Oh, crap! I still have to find him! But…how often am I gonna get to meet 
Ruth? He shook his head. He’ll be fine. We’ll work through it. 

“So,” Ruth asked, giving him a knowing smile, “What do you want to know?” 

Luke almost launched into a battery of questions when a thought suddenly came to him. It was weird, as 
if the thought came from his dick, but a smile slowly crept across his face as a way to really get her 
attention came to him. 

“You said that some guys want to get in your pants, and some want to get in your head,” he said, smiling 
and suddenly filled with confidence. “What about guys who want to do both?” 

Ruth frowned. “You know, I don’t think I’ve met any like that. They’re either the sensitive, sweet guys who 
want to know my past and how I do things with my voice, or they’re the oafs who only want to know what I 
can do with my pussy.” 

Luke coughed in surprise. “Wow, I was not expecting that!” he laughed. 

Ruth grinned. “Not too bad, if I do say so myself,” she replied. “But why do you ask?” 

“Well,” Luke said, recovering, “What if there was someone who wanted to know about your past and how 
you do the things you do with your voice while exploring the things you can do with your pussy?” 

Ruth raised her eyebrows and let out a little breath through an open jaw. “Speaking of not expecting that,” 
she breathed. 

Luke grinned and tilted his head towards the door. “My place?” he suggested. “It’s quiet.” 

Ruth nodded, licking her lips involuntarily. Luke lent her his jacket to help disguise her from the throngs of 
people on the sidewalk, and they quickly made their way away to his apartment. Luke couldn’t believe 
how lucky he felt. He—there were no words to describe it. Left to his own devices, his hands would have 
shook as he tried to get his key into the lock, nut something—he figured his demon-possessed dong—
kept him steady and sure of himself the whole time. 

“Can I offer you something to drink?” he asked once they got in. 

“Why stand on ceremony?” Ruth asked. 

Luke turned and grinned to see her standing there with her top open. 

“2010, track three on an album of the same name,” Luke replied, winking. 

“Very good,” Ruth said, impressed. “That wasn’t a very popular album.” 

Luke shrugged helplessly. “It was my favorite,” he said, stepping over to her. “I had to buy it on eBay 
because I couldn’t get a copy anywhere else.” 

Ruth looked up at him and smiled. “Was it worth it?” 

“Every minute,” Luke replied. 

His hands wrapped around her shoulders, and she hugged his neck as they kissed. Luke’s heart skipped 
a beat. This was so much more than icing on the cake; it was as if somebody had made him an entire 
banquet of cakes! They both sighed contentedly as their sensitive lips moved over each other, sending 
little thrills down each of their spines and preparing Luke for the big unveil. 

“My gosh…you’re a really good kisser,” Ruth gasped.  

She gave him an adoring look and then quickly reached between them to undo his belt. Luke shivered, 
but then he gently grabbed her hands. “Let’s…not take it too fast,” he said. 

Ruth blinked and frowned. “Is everything okay, Luke?” she asked. 

“I—I just don’t want this to be over before it starts,” he replied, swallowing. 

“Oh, I see,” Ruth said, sighing in disappointment. She brightened. “But hey, it’s okay! Not everybody is 
well-endowed, and if you kiss that well—well, size doesn’t matter that much.” 
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Luke gasped, his heart suddenly pounding. He knew too well where this conversation was going, and for 
once, it wasn’t the case. 

“No—no, it’s not that,” he said hurriedly. “It’s just…I’ve kinda idolized you for a long time, and after this, 
well, who knows if I’ll ever see you again? I have wanted for years to get to talk to you. Don’t get me 
wrong, I would love to see ‘what your pussy can do,’ too, but…this means more to me than that, you 
know?” 

Ruth smiled and looked up at him thoughtfully. “All right,” she said, taking a step back. 

Luke breathed a sigh of relief and then gasped as her hand cupped his crotch.  

Then it was her turn to gasp, her eyes wide. “Oh, my!” she said. 

“I told ya,” Luke said, grinning sheepishly. 

“Well now you’ve got my curiosity piqued!” Ruth said, licking her lips again as her hands made for his belt 
again. 

“But—” Luke protested. 

“I promise we can talk, too,” Ruth said. “I just want to see…” she trailed off as she freed Luke’s proud 
member and it stood throbbing in front of her. 

“Oh, my gosh…wow…” she said, entranced by its size. 

She took him by the hand and led him to his bed—he was glad he’d made it. She sat down on the edge, 
which put her at eye-level with his crotch. 

“I really shouldn’t be doing this,” she said. “You have to promise not to cum in my mouth, okay?” 

“Um…we don’t have to…” Luke began. 

“Just promise me, okay? If you start feeling like you’re gonna…you know…then just tell me beforehand.” 

“Ruth, you really don’t—” 

“I want to,” Ruth replied passionately, looking up at him as she grasped his cock in both paws. “But if you 
cum in my mouth, it will ruin my vocal chords.” 

Luke’s eyes widened. He started to shake his head, but he felt a surge of confidence. I can go for hours 
of being right on the edge and not cum until I want to, he reasoned. This amazing cock has done that for 
me. I have nothing to worry about! 

He swallowed and nodded slowly. “I promise,” he said. 

Ruth’s face lit up, and she immediately stuck the tip of his prick in her mouth. Luke’s eyes rolled back in 
his head, and he exhaled sharply as he felt her mouth wrap around him and her warmth penetrate deep 
into his flesh. He felt his balls contract, but he just willed his orgasm to hold off, and it did. Though he 
didn’t have to think about something else to distract himself, he suddenly got an idea. 

“So, how do you make your voice do all those amazing things?” he asked, his voice slightly hoarse. 

Ruth pulled his cock out of her mouth and asked, “Really? Right now?” 

Luke laughed and shrugged helplessly. “Maybe afterwards,” he suggested. 

“Let me show you something else I can do with my throat,” Ruth said. “Not many guys are big enough to 
take advantage of it.” 

Luke frowned, and his lips mouthed the words, “not big enough…” 

His eyes bulged, and he gasped as she put his cock back in her mouth, but to his amazement, she began 
to swallow his cock, taking inch after inch into her throat, until her lips moved past his medial ring. His 
cock throbbed, relishing the incredibly tight, incredibly hot throat wrapped around it.  
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But Ruth wasn’t done, yet. She grasped his buttocks and used the leverage to push herself deeper onto 
his cock. Another inch disappeared, and then two, and then four, and then his whole cock was buried 
inside of her, and she hung off the end. 

Luke couldn’t believe how amazing that felt. She began to swallow, and he felt the rippling contractions of 
her throat squeezing his cock like an expert milkmaid. He began to pant, his balls twitching spastically as 
his libido and the demon did an epic battle. The demon won in the end, and Luke was left feeling 
euphoric, as if he had had the hardest orgasm of his life without spilling a single drop. 

Ruth grinned around his malehood and then pushed forward against his hips, pushing herself off him. At 
last, his cock flopped out into the cool air, but it instantly grew hard again. 

“Whoo…” he panted, “For someone who’s not supposed to swallow cum, you sure almost had some! How 
did you learn to do that?” 

Ruth grinned. “It’s all just a balancing act of control and relaxation,” she said, “Same as going from a 
death growl to an aria in four counts.” 

Luke sighed, his eyebrows raised in bliss. I think I could marry her, he thought to himself. “It’s amazing…” 
he said. 

“I’m curious what all it can do,” Ruth said, standing and taking off her clothes. “That’s got to be the biggest 
dick I’ve ever seen.” 

Luke cocked his head curiously as she stood next to the bed and looked at him. 

“Oh, um…my favorite position is cowgirl,” Ruth said sheepishly. “Do you mind?” 

Luke grinned, climbed onto the bed, and lay on his back. His cock continued to throb, jutting out of him 
like a fencepost. 

Ruth climbed over and straddled him. His heart raced as he saw her positioned over his cock, and then 
he panted with anticipation as she slowly lowered herself. Her flesh met his. He groaned loudly as she 
began to slide down him. The only thing louder than him was her as a look of impressed disbelief crossed 
her face. Inch after inch slipped into her, and for the first time, Luke could see how much he was 
stretching her open. Not one to miss an opportunity, he reached forward and rubbed her clit with his 
finger. 

Her eyes bulged, and she doubled over. Luke gasped and doubled over, too, feeling the ermine’s hot, wet 
fluids flow onto him and pool on his crotch. Shivering with delight, Ruth’s legs slipped and pushed another 
three inches into her, leaving Luke’s medial ring tapping on her already-stretched entrance. Her voice 
became a high-pitched whimper, and her legs shook even harder than they had before.  

Just before she slipped again, Luke caught her and held her up. Her eyes bulged, and her breaths came 
in hard, ragged gasps as she looked at him adoringly. He looked back at her with a look that said, “Are 
you okay?” She nodded slowly and then more assertively, and Luke slowly lowered her onto his 
throbbing, aching cock. Her eyes went wide, and she breathed and blinked very deliberately as inch after 
inch of Luke’s enormous cock slid into her. 

At last, they both sighed hoarsely as Ruth sat on Luke’s balls, her pussy completely impaled by his 
monster cock. They both took several deep breaths.  

Luke recovered first, and with a mischievous grin, flexed his cock. 

Ruth cried out loudly and pitched forward to grasp his chest tightly as she rode out her orgasm. 

“Ohh…that’s dirty,” she managed. 

Luke grinned and flexed again, eliciting a moan of delight. 

By the time he finally came six hours later, neither of them was in any condition to talk. Both passed out, 
completely, utterly sated. 

************* 
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“Hey,” Luke said, smiling as he offered Ruth a cup of coffee. 

“Oh, thank you,” Ruth said, gasping as she tried to swing her legs over the edge of the bed. 

“Yeah…um…sorry about that,” Luke said sheepishly. 

“No apology necessary!” Ruth breathed. “Wow…last night was…” 

“Terrific, I know,” Luke said. “You did things I’ve never even heard of before!” 

“And you…wow…you’re as good with it as you are big!” Ruth replied. 

Luke took a seat next to her on the bed and looked at her. 

“We never did get to chat,” he said. 

Ruth smiled. “Well, I’ve got some time now,” she replied. 

************* 

Luke was on Cloud 9. He’d just spent the whole morning talking to the smartest, most awesome person 
he’d ever met, and of course that followed having mind-blowing sex with the same person. He sighed: he 
really wished he could have sex with her again. He felt like he could talk with her for days on end, but he 
was pretty sure that a big part of her putting up with all his questions was the fact that they’d had such an 
amazing time the night before. Still, he reasoned that he’d succeeded in doing something he never 
thought possible, and for that, he counted himself really lucky. 

He’d called Chance, but his call had gone straight to voicemail. He shook his head. 

He won’t stay mad forever, he thought. 

Just then, his phone rang. 

“Hey, Luke,” a voice said. 

Luke frowned. “Who’s this?” 

“Oh, just a friend of Vivian’s. She said you were amazing last night, and I was hoping—” 

“Whoa, hey,” Luke said. “How did you even get this number?” 

“It’s on your Facebook page, duh,” the voice said. 

Luke rolled his eyes and took a mental note. 

“So…you interested?” 

Luke pursed his lips. Being off for summer vacation, it’s not like he had anything he needed to do. 

“Sure,” he said. “Where and when?” 

************* 

Must…remove…phone number…from…Facebook page… 

Luke walked in, sat down at his computer, and hastily made his number private. He’d been a booty call 
for six girls today, and he had to admit, he wasn’t sure he could name them all. He felt bad for it—this 
wasn’t him—but they didn’t seem to mind, and this was the first time his phone had left him alone all day. 

Still, Chance was weighing heavily on his mind lately. If the elk wasn’t going to reply to his texts or his 
phone calls, then maybe he’d reply face-to-face. Surprisingly energetic despite his many encounters, he 
quickly got dressed for the bar and headed out. 

He got to the bar and saw Chance sitting at the bar. He hurried over and sat next to him. 

“Hey, man,” he said. “You’re not answering your phone?” 

“Phone’s busted,” Chance replied evenly. 

Luke rolled his eyes. “Really?” 
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Chance took his broken phone out of his pocket and held it up. “Yeah.” 

Luke sighed. “Look, man, I’m sorry about yesterday, okay?” he said. His phone buzzed, and he ignored it. 
“You have to know that I wasn’t out to dick you over or anything, right? As long as we’ve been friends?” 

Chance sighed and looked at him, choosing his words slowly. “I dunno, man. I got kinda used to being top 
dog—” 

Luke’s phone interrupted, and Luke hurriedly silenced it. 

“You taking my girl…kinda sucked.” 

“But you know I didn’t”—Luke silenced his phone again—"Do it on purpose, right?”  

“You gonna answer that, man?” 

Luke shook his head. “This is more important. You know I’m your friend, right? I would never dick you 
over on purpose.” 

“Oh, my gosh, there he is!” a voice cried. 

Luke and Chance turned towards the door. Luke’s eyes bulged, and Chance grinned confidently as at 
least a dozen females burst in and headed straight for them. 

“Why aren’t you answering your phone? We’ve heard about you, and we need you now!” 

“Look, ladies,” Chance said, smiling suavely and holding up his phone, “It’s busted. I’ll get it fixed, but 
don’t worry: there’s plenty of me to go around.” 

“Uh, who are you?” the nearest female asked, glancing at him skeptically. “Luke, come on, let’s get out of 
here! I need that little special something from you.” 

Luke’s mouth hung open, and he looked at Chance helplessly. 

Chance looked at him, looked at the girls, looked back at Luke, and set his jaw. 

“So, this is what you wanted to say, huh? That you’re my friend, and you’ll never dick me over, oh, but 
wait, you’ll take every girl in town for yourself? Is that it?” He scoffed and shook his head as he downed a 
shot of whiskey. He got in Luke’s face and growled, “Well fuck you, too, friend.” 

He slammed his glass down and stormed outside, shoving through the crowd of females that had 
gathered. 

“Chance, wait!” Luke called, exasperated. He turned to look helplessly at the ever-growing throng. 

************* 

Luke was as careful as he could be. He made sure he didn’t enter the same female more than once, but 
after fifteen straight hours, he was completely exhausted. His cock stood on end, as if challenging anyone 
else to come test its indefatigable might, but the rest of him was completely, utterly exhausted. 

Whoo, he thought as he finally lay in his bed with his phone, computer—anything that could notify him 
that someone wanted his attention—turned off, I wonder if being the biggest is really the best thing… 

He began to wonder whether maybe he’d made a mistake. While he had enjoyed the attention for a few 
days, this constant and ever-growing stream of females wanting his attention made him really nervous. It 
was bad that he was already having trouble remembering names, but what would happen if he started 
forgetting faces, too? He wondered what the consequences would be if he did accidentally sleep with the 
same girl more than once. Nobody would tell him, but the ferocity of the responses made him pretty sure 
he didn’t want to find out. Still, it seemed almost inevitable if things kept going the way they were headed. 
He wanted to be a man of his word, but he acknowledged that he was just a buck, fallible. 

“I’d better go deal with this before it gets too out of hand,” he said to himself.  

He checked his clock; it read 1:50 AM. 

Perfect timing. 
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He hurriedly got dressed and walked outside, tracing his way to the bar. When he made it to the row of 
townhouses, he stopped and looked. But to his disappointment, there was no red, green, and gold-
colored building. It’s still early, he thought, checking his watch. He waited around another 30 minutes, but 
the building did not magically appear. He sighed and shook his head. 

“I don’t know how to bring it back,” he murmured. “Hello?” he called. “Can you hear me? I—I don’t want to 
sound ungrateful, but I might have asked for more than I can handle. I… I take it back. Can you just leave 
me average?” 

The sound of cars in the distance was the only answer he got. 

“Please,” he said. “I don’t want to break the pact, but… There are too many of them. I—I can’t keep them 
all straight!” 

The sudden sound of drunken laughter caught Luke’s attention, and he turned to see a group of 
inebriated girls stumbling towards him.  

Shit! 

He took off at a brisk, silent walk until he was out of sight, and then he sprinted home. He sat on his bed, 
mulling over his options. 

“Maybe I’ll just avoid the bar for a while,” he murmured. “And leave my phone off.” 

************* 

With nothing to do to occupy his time and Chance still mad at him, Luke was having trouble distracting 
himself. He started to play a game on his phone, but the moment he turned it on, he had over 100 text 
messages and a dozen voicemails. 

“Cripe, is every girl in town on my trail now?” he asked incredulously. 

He tried to shut his phone off, but text after text kept interrupting even that. He finally had to force it to 
shut down by holding the button. Then he tossed his phone away from him like some kind of stinging bug 
he’d had the mischance to grab. 

Sighing, he stood and paced around his room. He was beginning to go stir-crazy, but he was certain that 
he’d be instantly mobbed the moment he stepped outside. Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore, and he 
cracked the door open and peered outside. To his relief, there was nobody there. He walked cautiously 
down the hallway and stepped outside. Still nobody. He breathed a sigh of relief and began walking to the 
grocery store. If nothing else, he had to get food so he could hide out in case of estrogen apocalypse. 

“Hey,” a voice said. 

Luke jumped and whirled, nearly dropping the can of tomato soup in his hand. 

“S—Sandy, right?” he asked, his voice pinched as his eyes darted side-to-side. “Wh–what are you doing 
here?” 

“Wow, Luke! What happened to you?” the mare asked, looking genuinely concerned. “And for the record, 
I work here,” she added, pointing to her nametag. 

“The word got out,” Luke said under his breath, “And now everybody’s blowing up my phone. I—I just 
want to have some time off, you know? Just some time off!” 

Sandy looked at him thoughtfully. “So…who is blowing up your phone?” she asked. 

“Everybody! All of them!” Luke said, looking furtively over his shoulder. “There was this antelope, and she 
told someone, and they told someone… I have hundreds of texts on my phone that I can’t even check! I 
had to shut down my Facebook site…it’s just a matter of time before someone finds out where I live!” 

“Luke—Luke! Calm down! Geez, I think you were happier being miserable!” 

Luke swallowed and took a deep breath. 
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“I—I’m sorry; you’re right,” he said. “It’s just…everybody wants a piece of me now. And like I told you, I 
can’t have sex with anyone more than once. I worry that if I—” 

“You didn’t tell me that,” Sandy said, frowning. “You just said you had to go run errands.” 

“Oh, well, I can’t,” Luke said, “And the more people I have sex with, the harder it is to remember them all!” 

Sandy blinked in surprise. “Wait, since when are you Mr. Popular? What happened to that guy who was 
sitting, moping all by himself less than a week ago?” 

“I told you, it was that antelope,” Luke said. “Look, I gotta get out of here before someone does see me. 
I’ll never hear the end of it!” 

“So…What do you mean, you can’t have sex with someone more than once?” Sandy asked, cocking her 
head. 

Luke sighed and looked around. 

“You’re not gonna believe me, but I’ll tell you anyway,” he said, beaten. “You remember me moping, 
right? It’s because I literally had a three-inch-long penis.” 

“You said that, but that was no three inches!” Sandy replied. 

Luke nodded impatiently. “I know. That night, there was this brightly-colored shack amongst all these 
townhouses on the way home from the bar. I went in, and there was this old jackalope who told my 
fortune.” 

“Wait, a jackalope? Luke, those don’t even exist!” 

“I know, but she was there! I told her I was miserable about having a small dick, and she said she could 
help. She offered to make me average for just a dollar—” 

“But that’s far from average!” 

“I know…I—I got greedy. I wanted to be the biggest. She said I could do that if I made a pact with a 
demon.” He swallowed. “Well, I did, and now my dick is huge, but it’s…it’s too much! My dick seems to 
want to fuck all the time, and everybody wants to have sex with me, but I just—I’m tired! I haven’t slept in 
two days!” 

“Okay, but why can’t you have sex with anyone more than once?” 

“That’s the pact: the deal I made with the demon.” 

Sandy shrugged. “So, what happens if you do?” 

Luke swallowed. “I don’t know. I asked, and the response was a fierce, ‘Don’t do it!’ I made a deal with a 
demon, Sandy; I have no idea what the repercussions could be!” 

A shrewd look came over Sandy’s face. “Well, how will you know if you don’t try?” she asked. 

“I’m afraid to find out!” Luke protested. 

“But you’re miserable right now, right? What’s the worst that could happen? You go back to your 3-inch 
dick? Were you more miserable then than you are now?” 

Luke pursed his lips. She’s got a point. He shook his head. “But how do I know that will be the worst? 
What if I’m like, I dunno, doomed to Hell or something?” 

Sandy cocked an eyebrow. 

“What? Demon, Sandy. Anything is possible!” 

Sandy shrugged, and Luke looked over his shoulder again. 

“Look, I knew you wouldn’t understand. Just…let me get out of here, okay?” 

He got his things and hurriedly went to the register, got checked out, and headed home. 

************* 
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“Okay, Luke, you have to quit this!” Sandy said after days of Luke skulking about. “I’ve been to the bar 
every night, and you’re never there. The place is overrun with so many girls that the guys can’t even get 
in! If you want to go all celibate, that’s fine, but don’t drag us all into it with you!” 

Luke frowned. “There are other guys out there, Sandy! Why don’t the girls try dating them?” 

“Because they want you, Luke! And why wouldn’t they? There’s something about you, and I’m not just 
talking about your cock, though don’t get me wrong, it is absolutely fantastic! Enjoy it! It’s a far cry from 
where you were a week and a half ago!” 

Luke sighed and said nothing. 

“Look, are you thinking you’re gonna do this all summer? What happens when class starts again? You’re 
gonna have to face them at some point, you know!” 

She’s right, Luke thought glumly. But how do I balance this? I can’t have them blowing up my phone all 
the time! 

“What if you just pace yourself, you know? Take as many as you can, and then tell them to leave you 
alone for a while?” 

Luke wrestled with the idea and then started to shake his head. 

“Look, it’s either that, or you fuck me to tide me over,” Sandy said, crossing her arms. 

Luke looked at her, shocked. He opened his mouth to speak, but nothing came out. 

“You heard me,” she said. “It’s been over a week since I got laid—by you, I might add—and it’s driving me 
crazy! Ugh, just the thought of it is making me wet right now!” she hissed. 

Luke sighed. “Look, okay, I can’t fuck you, but I’ll…do something about the girls at the bar tonight, okay?” 

“You’d better,” she warned. “I know where you shop!” 

Luke gulped. He paid and hurried home. 

What am I gonna do? he wondered. Maybe Sandy’s right. Maybe I just…just take a few of them at a time 
and then tell the others to wait for another time? He shook his head. No, then there’ll still be girls at the 
bar! What if I just lead them to another bar? That’ll at least free our bar up for Sandy. He sighed. No, then 
all the guys will follow the girls to the other bar, and Sandy will be there all by herself! 

“Augh!” he cried. “What the fuck do I do?!” 

He paced around the room for hours. Darkness fell, and he continued pacing in the dark. He couldn’t 
come up with an answer, and he finally decided to just do what Sandy suggested: knock out as many as 
he could. 

At least then if it doesn’t work, she can’t blame me for trying! he thought. 

Feeling like a death row inmate taking his last-ever walk, Luke got dressed for the bar and walked over, a 
knot forming in the pit of his stomach. 

He made it to the door and stared. Sandy was right: the place was so packed, he couldn’t even get inside! 
A whimper escaped his lips. He took a deep breath and cleared his throat. The girl in front of him turned 
around. 

“Um, uh…hi,” he said, grinning sheepishly. 

The girl blinked, and then as if someone had thrown a switch, a cry went up from the crowd, and the girls 
began streaming out of it. Eager voices flooded the air, and grasping hands grabbed his arms, his chest, 
his waist, his crotch. 

“Ladies!” he yelled above the din. 

The air was abruptly silent. 

“Please! I’m just one guy! Can’t you find someone else?” he begged. “I’m not that great!” 
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The din started back up just as loudly as before. 

“Okay, okay, one at a time!” Luke cried. 

He felt himself herded down the street, pursued by a flock of girls and a bunch of guys trailing them. 

************* 

“What happened to you?” Sandy asked, her eyes bulging. 

“I…took your advice,” Luke replied. 

“Luke, that was a week ago!” Sandy protested. “Where have you been?” 

“Like I said,” Luke grumbled, “Taking your advice.” 

“My gosh, Luke,” Sandy said, shaking her head. “When…did you get back?” 

“I’m not back, yet,” Luke replied. “But I’m heading that way.” He sighed. “Did you finally get laid?” 

Sandy shook her head. “No. The bar has been completely deserted for days now. Poor Mitch has had to 
listen to me bitch about the lack of guys.” 

“Well, now that I think I’ve slept with every girl in town, maybe things will finally return to normal,” Luke 
said. 

“Hopefully!” Sandy agreed. 

Luke made it home and crashed in his bed. He couldn’t think straight anymore. He didn’t know how his 
dick wasn’t blistered! But at least it was finally done. At last, he could finally sleep. 

He wasn’t out more than a few hours when there was a knock at his door. He jumped and then groaned 
and dragged himself heavily to look out the peephole. To his surprise, it was Chance. He checked the 
time; it was 9:00 on Saturday morning. Maybe Chance was finally going to forgive him so they could have 
breakfast. 

He opened the door and poked his head out. 

“Hey, Chance! Good to see you, buddy!” he said. “What’s the occasion?” 

“Oh, uh,” Chance said, scratching the back of his neck, “I, uh…well…” 

Luke frowned. “What, Chance? What’s wrong?” 

The elk whistled sharply, and about a dozen girls appeared in the hallway. 

“Sorry, man,” Chance said. “They told me if I told them were you were, they’d let me sleep with them 
while they waited their turn for you.” 

Luke’s eyes bulged. “Chance, what have you done?!” he cried. 

He retreated back and slammed and locked the door before anyone could get inside, but there was no 
chance of him sleeping now; the banging on the door and cries of horny females were nearly deafening 
through the thin walls. 

“No!” Luke cried. “I—I can’t!”  

He shook his head and looked around; there was nowhere to escape it! He had to do something! He had 
to get out! 

His eyes fell on his window. It was only a matter of time before the girls figured out which window was his. 
If he was going to escape… 

He rushed to the window and threw it open, punched the screen out, and tucked and rolled through it, 
narrowly missing it with his antlers. He got to his feet and sprinted down the alleyway. 

I’ve got to get out of here! I’ve got to hide! Where can I go?! Where— 

He turned towards the grocery store and sprinted as hard as he could. 
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“Sandy! Sandy, you gotta help me!” Luke cried, grabbing her by the shoulder and hustling her towards the 
back of the store with him. 

“Luke?! What the hell’s going on?!” Sandy gasped. 

“They found my apartment. I can’t—there’s nowhere to go! Sandy, I—I need your help! You gotta hide 
me!" 

“Oh, no! No, nonono…I still haven’t gotten laid, and it’s been two weeks now! You’re on your—” 

“Sandy, please! I’m desperate! I’m on my knees, begging!” he said as he knelt in front of her. “Please, 
Sandy; you’re the only hope I’ve got left!” 

Sandy pursed her lips and sighed. “You know my price,” she said at last. 

Luke swallowed. “Sandy—” 

“Two weeks, Luke! Before you had your great rebirth or whatever you wanna call it, I was getting laid 
every day! Who’s gonna make up for that?” 

The sound of high-pitched voices made Luke’s ear prick up. Oh, no… 

“Hey!” Sandy called, waving her hand. “Hey, over here!” 

“Sandy! What are you doing?!” Luke hissed. 

“Well?” 

Luke sighed. “Okay, fine. Just…call them off, okay?” 

“Meet me in the manager’s office,” Sandy said, pointing. “If you’re not there when I get back…” She let 
the threat linger. 

Sandy went to head off the herd of horny girls, and Luke scurried off towards the manager’s office and 
waited with bated breath. 

“Okay, make it quick,” Sandy said as she walked in, locked the door behind her, and began taking off her 
clothes. “I’m on break.” 

“Seriously? Here?!” Luke protested. 

Sandy shrugged. “Unless you want to go out and face the girls again,” she said. 

Luke groaned and pulled down his pants. His cock stood at attention. 

“I’m sorry, demon-whoever-you-are,” he said. “I tried…” 

He gritted his teeth as Sandy bent over the desk in front of him—despite having had an unholy amount of 
sex over the last week, his cock seemed more eager than ever when he saw her glistening labia and 
winking clitoris. 

“Come on,” she urged, huffing in anticipation. “My break ends soon.” 

Luke groaned and stepped up behind her. He could feel her heat even before his cock touched her. He 
took a deep breath and pushed inside. 

They both groaned in pleasure as his cock throbbed inside her. It went into automatic mode just as it had 
done for weeks, and Sandy quickly orgasmed, whinnying in pleasure. Luke started to pull out, but Sandy 
looked over her shoulder and gave him a dirty look. He kept going. 

He thrust in and out like a piston, quickly bringing her another orgasm and another. Finally, she couldn’t 
take it anymore, and he buried himself balls-deep inside of her, flooding her and letting their mixed juices 
drip down onto the floor below them. 

“Happy?” he asked, panting. 

“You have no idea,” Sandy replied, shivering in delight. 

“Okay, now I gotta get out of here before someone sees me,” Luke said, pulling his pants up. 
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“Yeah,” Sandy replied, looking out through the door. “Coast is clear. Go now.” 

“I’m taking these,” Luke said, holding up a package of earplugs. 

Sandy shrugged, and Luke quickly ducked out of the office and made his way towards the back door. 
Peering out, he didn’t see anyone, and he quickly slunk off into the alley. 

He made it back to his apartment but found it still overrun. At least nobody had figured out that he’d gone 
out the window. He crept back in, closed the window, put his earplugs in, and went to sleep. He’d deal 
with the repercussions of breaking the pact after a desperately needed rest. 

************* 

Luke awakened to the sun shining in through the window. He checked his clock: it was 9:00 AM, which 
meant he’d slept something like 22 hours…at least. He groaned, got out of bed, and went to take a leak. 
He promptly started pissing on the floor before he caught his dick and pointed it in the toilet. 

“Son of a bitch,” he grumbled. “Haven’t done that in a while.” 

He cleaned up the floor, and as he was standing up, he noticed a dark line right at the base of his cock. 
He frowned and felt of it. It was just hair. 

“Huh,” he said, “I wonder why I didn’t notice that before.” 

He shrugged and went back into his room. He could still hear the sounds of exhausted beating on his 
door—were the girls still there? 

“It’s time I end this,” he said. “I’m home, so I’ll just lie here and let them knock themselves out. No more 
walking house to house, no more bars…just…get it done.” 

He sighed and unlocked the door. 

“Okay, ladies. Single-file,” he said. 

************* 

“So, I really just…hate cum, so if you could just, you know, not cum on or in me, that would be great, 
okay? Just, I dunno, get me off, and then cum in the trash can or something?” 

“Sure,” Luke said.  

He’d lost count of how many girls he’d been with, and where this corgi was standing, he couldn’t see his 
clock, either, so he didn’t even know how long he’d been going. He was bored—bored of sex!—and tired, 
and he just wanted to be done, so if this corgi wanted to make it completely about herself, then fine; that 
was just icing on the cake! 

She lay on the bed, and he stood over her, his cock bobbing and dangling over her breasts as he lined 
himself up. He started to pull back so he could push himself in when he suddenly felt his balls contract. 

What the hell?!  

Before he could react, he felt himself double over, and his cock spurted the thickest, most voluminous 
load of cum even he had ever seen. The corgi was completely covered. She opened her eyes, her mouth 
gaping as cum from her face leaked into it, and then she screamed. 

“Oh, shit, I am so sorry!” Luke gasped, rushing to get her a towel. “I—I don’t know what happened!” 

“You self-centered asshole!” the corgi yelled. “I just told you I hated cum, and before you even touch me, 
you cum all over me?!” 

“I’m…just beside myself! I would never do that on purpose!” 

“Bullshit! Everybody knows you’ve got stamina that just lasts until you decide you’re done! What, was I 
not good enough for you? Is that it?” 

“No, that’s—” 

“Well fuck you, too!” the corgi yelled, getting up and wiping herself off with the towel Luke handed her. 
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“I—I am so sorry,” Luke said, his face burning as the corgi stormed out. 

Luke closed the door behind her, apologizing to the next girl in line, and went to the bathroom. 

“What the hell was that?” he asked, looking hard at his dick. “Look, if this is about me doing Sandy twice, I 
tried to stop her! But all those girls just kept lining up! I was afraid I was gonna do it by accident! I 
apologized before and after I did it; what more do you want?” 

His cock said nothing, of course, and a moment later, he felt like an idiot for standing there talking—out 
loud—to his penis. He blushed and was really glad there wasn’t anybody there to see him doing it. 

“Maybe it was just a subconscious thing,” he reasoned. “I mean, she did kinda have it coming to her, even 
if I never would have done it on purpose...” 

Still a bit unnerved, he opened the door and let the next girl in, a panda. 

“Boy, that last girl was pissed,” she said, grinning. “Thanks.” 

Luke frowned. “Huh?” 

“She was being a total bitch the whole time we were out there waiting,” the panda said. “As soon as she 
was out of earshot, we all burst out laughing. I dunno how you knew, but…a big high-five from all of us!” 

She high-fived him, and Luke frowned thoughtfully. 

Maybe you’re just looking out for me? he wondered, glancing at his dick. Still, he wasn’t anxious to repeat 
his previous performance. 

“So,” the panda asked, licking her lips, “You wanna ride me? I’ve heard really good things about you, and 
now seeing you in person, there’s definitely something about you.” 

Luke chuckled and nodded, feeling a bit of a knot in the pit of his stomach. But as the panda got on all 
fours on the bed and Luke lined up with her, he cautiously breathed a sigh of relief. His balls weren’t 
twitching, and he didn’t feel like he had to cum right away. He cautiously brought his throbbing cock 
forward and pressed it to the panda’s red-hot lips. 

He swallowed and sighed, his eyes half-closing as he pushed inside. It was like a slick, velvet-lined 
incubator, and he let out a little, contented moan as her walls wrapped around his cock and welcomed it 
in. 

So far, so good, he thought. Feeling a little more confident, he slid all the way in and pulled almost all the 
way out.  

No urge to cum…let’s see how this goes. 

He fell into an easy rhythm, one the panda seemed to really enjoy as she pushed back against him in 
rhythm to his thrusts. Each new thrust brought another sigh or moan of pleasure, and Luke took his time, 
slowly building up to her first orgasm as his hips rocked his cock up and down, stimulating her all over 
inside. 

Her first orgasm surprised him; it was so gentle, and she was so quiet about it, but he suddenly felt a light 
squeeze on his dick, almost like two people squeezing hands affectionately in parting. He blinked and 
smiled and then began to thrust a little harder. 

By the time he finally came, he had to admit that he felt very relieved. I guess it was just a one-off. 
Thanks for understanding; it’s good to have you on my side.  

The panda got up on wobbly legs, turned and hugged him. 

“Thank you,” she said, tears in her eyes. “I’ve never felt anything like that. I thought there must be 
something wrong with me.” 

“My pleasure,” Luke replied, hugging her back. 

She stepped out, and Luke sighed contentedly as a rabbit came in. 

************* 
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Luke was definitely feeling better now. He’d made about a dozen girls’ day since the panda, and now he 
was more certain than ever that his earlier transgression was at worst a fluke and at best his dick giving 
that bitch corgi a piece of its mind. He let another satisfied customer out, and a cute husky came in. 

Luke couldn’t help but grin. She was really pretty, and he decided it was true what they said about 
huskies and their tails being curled out of the way. The second her clothes came off, he could smell her 
arousal. 

“Thank you for seeing me,” she said. “I know you’ve got to be really tired by now.” 

Luke blushed. “Maybe a little,” he admitted, “But it’s nice when people appreciate it!” He sat next to her on 
the bed. “Anything in particular I can do for you?” he asked. 

The husky looked at him shyly. “Well,” she said, “What I’ve heard is that you give girls orgasm after 
orgasm, and when they can’t take anymore, you cum in them. Is that right?” she asked. 

Luke nodded. “That’s what I usually do, yeah,” he said. “Why? Would you rather I didn’t?” 

The husky swallowed. “Well, I don’t mean to be a bother…it’s just, I really don’t like the feel of cum inside 
me. Outside is fine—the face, on my boobs, even on my pussy, if you want—it just…it feels gross as it 
leaks out, and I feel really dirty.” 

“Sure,” Luke said with a smile and a shrug. “Not a problem at all. Any favorite positions?” 

The husky gave him a conspiratorial grin. “Well…It’s called ‘the arch’.” 

Luke found himself facing the ceiling, his feet and palms on the ground, his back arched backward, 
thrusting his cock into the air, and the husky about to lower herself onto it. 

“You’re sure this is okay?” the husky asked. 

Luke blinked. “Uh, yeah, I guess,” he said. 

“Great! I’ve always wanted to try this one!” the husky said excitedly. “I knew there was something about 
you I liked!” 

She lowered herself onto his prick, and it took everything Luke had not to lose his position and collapse to 
the ground. Her vulva were among the hottest he’d been inside.  

“Whoo,” he murmured, closing his eyes, “That feels good.” 

He exhaled sharply as she lowered herself smoothly onto him and then lifted back off, every inch of her 
drawing a thrill from the arches of his feet, the palms of his hands, and the small of his back, focusing 
them on his cock. 

And balls. 

His eyes snapped open. 

Oh, no. 

“Uh, one sec!” he gasped. 

“What? I’m just getting started!” the husky said obliviously as she squatted and began to drive him deeper 
into her. 

Luke’s balls contracted. 

“Get off!” he gasped. “Or else—” 

His fingers and hooves curled as he felt his orgasm teeter on the edge. 

No, nonono! Do something! 

He began to panic as he tried not to break his promise, but uncertain of what to do and unsteady, he lost 
his balance and collapsed. The husky shrieked and fell on top of him, abruptly driving his cock all the way 
into her. 
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“Oh, shit!” Luke cried as the sudden friction drove him over the edge. 

He gritted his teeth and tried his best to hold back, but it was no use. His cock spurted hard into the 
husky, driving cum around his dick and noisily shooting it out of her. 

Luke collapsed, mortified and exhausted from trying to hold back. The husky’s mouth hung open, unable 
to make a sound. 

“I—” Luke began. “I am so sorry… I…” 

“It’s…it’s fine,” the husky said, taking very shallow breaths and clearly fighting the urge to throw up. 

“No, it isn’t,” Luke said miserably. “I don’t know what happened. I was fine, and then…it just came out of 
nowhere.” 

“Look, let’s just not talk about it, okay?” the husky said, squeezing her eyes closed. “Oh, my gosh, this is 
gonna be so gross,” she whimpered. She took several deep breaths, psyching herself up, and then stood 
up on wobbly legs as cum flooded out of her, coating her inner thighs and making an audible smacking 
sound as Luke’s cock slurped it out of her. 

“Here, wait just a second,” Luke said, scrambling to his feet and rushing to the bathroom.  

He grabbed a washrag, wetted it, and brought it to her. She still looked nauseated, but she accepted the 
rag and began to clean herself off as best as she could. But every time she thought she was done, 
another dollop of cum slipped out of her and painted her fur with a fresh coat. Luke had to rinse her rag 
off six times before she was finally clean. 

“I am really, really sorry,” Luke said again, hanging his head. 

“It’s…it’s whatever,” the husky said, sighing. “I know you didn’t do it on purpose…it’s just…well, I thought 
you could last longer than that.” 

“I thought so, too,” Luke said. “That’s only happened one other time. I—I didn’t think it would happen 
again.” 

“Well, maybe…I dunno, use a condom or something next time, huh?” the husky asked. 

Luke nodded. Though he knew there wasn’t going to be a next time for her, he was seriously considering 
doing it with anybody who didn’t want cum in a certain place. 

He showed her to the door, and she stepped out without looking at him. The second she got out the door, 
her eyes constricted, and she froze, her eye twitching involuntarily. The next second, she took off running, 
tears streaming down her face and little drops of cum splattering the pavement below her. 

Luke sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose exhaustedly. 

“Me next!” someone said. 

Luke opened his mouth to speak but couldn’t say anything. He closed his mouth, took a breath, and 
finally said, “No more for today. I…I gotta figure some stuff out.” 

A chorus of disappointment rang in his ears as he closed the door. 

“Damn it,” he muttered. “Come on, man!” he pleaded with his cock. “She was nice! There wasn’t any 
reason to do that to her!” He shook his head. “Was it the weird position? Are you just getting tired? Surely 
you’re not still sore at me for having sex with Sandy twice, are you?” 

He went to bed feeling really uneasy. The first one he’d been able to explain away, but this one…it didn’t 
make sense. It wasn’t like he was pent-up! He…needed a rest. If he could get some rest, maybe things 
would be better in the morning. 

************* 

He woke up the next morning and stepped outside to find the mass of females still there waiting for him. 

“Good grief, don’t you people have anything else to do?” he asked incredulously. 
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“Don’t you?” one of replied, giving him a wink as she stepped inside. 

“I would, if you gals weren’t mobbing me at every turn,” Luke replied wryly as he followed her in and 
closed the door. “Look, some things have been happening lately, so I have to know: do you have any 
hang-ups with cum?” 

The ferret raised her eyebrows and laughed. “Do I look like I have any hang-ups with cum?” she asked. 

Luke rolled his eyes. “Just checking,” he said. 

He began working her over, and to his relief, everything seemed fine. He couldn’t figure out what had 
made his dick decide to cum inside the husky, but he slowly began to relax. By the time he finished with 
the ferret and took on a rat and a squirrel, he figured maybe even the demon had limits. 

It’s all right, he thought. No hard feelings. Just…give me a little more warning next time, huh? 

A cougar smiled as she walked in. Luke looked out past her to see the whole hallway still full of females 
he’d never seen before. 

You’re a beast, he chuckled, glancing at his cock. 

“Long and slow,” the cougar said, peeling her dress off over her head. “I’ve heard you can last practically 
forever, and I intend to test that!” 

“We’ll see what we can do,” Luke said, chuckling. 

He cupped the cougar’s breasts, rubbing his thumbs over her nipples, and then let his hand glide down 
her body to explore her groin. His eyes went wide. 

“I guess you don’t need much foreplay, huh?” he chuckled. 

“I’ve had a bit of time to fantasize,” the cougar said. “I’ve been out in the hallway all night.” 

Luke shook his head. “Is it really worth it? I mean, sex is great and all, but come on, it’s just a dick, right?” 

“Not really,” the cougar replied, taking a step back and sitting on the edge of the bed. “It would be one 
thing if you felt good but only lasted a few minutes, or if you felt great but were a complete jerk, or if you 
were a really nice guy but just weren’t that well-equipped, or if you stank and looked really ugly but 
happened to feel really good. See what I’m getting at? You’re a nice, good-looking guy who has a huge 
dick, lasts forever and makes the sex about us. What’s not to love? And besides, there’s just something 
alluring about you, something enticing.” 

Luke blushed. “Well, erm, thank you, but still…camping out in the hallway all night?” 

“Groupies who want to sleep with a band follow it around,” the cougar replied, shrugging. “They say you 
haven’t been to the bar in a while, so there wouldn’t be much point in going there. You’re here, so we are, 
too.” 

“No, I get that, but why are you staying here overnight? Why don’t you go home? Come back some other 
time?” 

“Oh! Well, I can’t speak for the others out there, but I live in Burnsboro, so I figured there wasn’t much 
point. Besides, I’d lose my spot in line.” 

Luke blinked. “So, you’re telling me you came from an hour away to wait in line to have sex?” 

The cougar grinned sheepishly. 

Luke exhaled sharply. “Wow, talk about no pressure to perform! I hope it’s worth it after all that!” 

“Let’s find out!” the cougar grinned, standing and moving back into Luke’s arms. His hands followed the 
contours of her body, grazing over her sensitive skin as he laid her down on the bed. His cock grew 
between them, so large and throbbing that the cougar couldn’t help but take it in her hands and kiss it 
tenderly as if thanking it in advance for the pleasure it was about to bring her. Luke pulled back his hips, 
rubbing his cock over her pussy like a bow across a cello before lining up and gently pushing inside. 
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He thought he’d get used to the luscious feel of being inside of a female, maybe come to take it for 
granted, but no matter how much sex he had, he appreciated every one he entered. He sighed in 
pleasure as he slid deeper into her, doing as she asked and working her up with slow, gentle strokes. She 
gasped and breathed below him, clearly enjoying every moment. He could feel her getting into the 
moment, her excitement and anticipation growing. She grasped the sheets and let out a little moan, her 
toes curling delightedly. The moment was soon, he knew. He willed himself to keep at the slow, steady 
pace, driving her wild with anticipation as he slowly brought her right to the edge. 

This is it…one more stroke. He swallowed hard, his own heart pounding with his own anticipation of 
seeing her take the plunge. He pulled back and took a deep breath as he prepared to drive inside and 
push her over the edge. 

His eyes snapped open. 

No. 

He felt his balls contract. 

No, nonono!  

His cock fired inside of her, and he whimpered in frustration. 

The cougar looked up at him, a look of shock and dismay on her face. 

“But—” she breathed, looking at him pleadingly. 

Damn it; I wasn’t ready, yet! he thought disappointedly. Oh, well…I’ll just— 

He gave her a reassuring look and then began to thrust forward, planning to ride through his orgasm and 
continue pleasuring her anyway. But to his dismay, his cock began to wither as he pushed forward. He 
thrust faster, desperate to push her over the edge. But no matter how fast he thrust, his cock shrank fast 
enough not to make it even another quarter-inch into her. He scrambled, desperately trying to get himself 
hard again, but time was ticking quickly; if he didn’t push into her soon, she wouldn’t orgasm, and the 
whole thing would have been nothing but a terrible tease, not to mention her staying the night waiting for 
him to get to her! 

But try as he did, he could not get himself hard again. 

No, come on! Don’t make me leave her hanging, not after all this! 

The moment passed. Luke kept jacking himself off, but in vain. The moment was lost, and soon the 
sounds of pleasure and anticipation gave way to the melancholy sound of his hand frantically slapping 
against his crotch. 

Luke sighed. The cougar’s disappointment was palpable, though she said nothing. 

“I am…so sorry,” Luke said, shaking his head. “I…” he trailed off, not even wanting to try to justify it.  

The whole thing was just so damn frustrating. 

“So… I don’t suppose I could get a raincheck, huh?” the cougar asked. 

Luke glanced at her and then looked down at his hooves. He wanted to say yes, to tell her he’d make it 
up to her, but he’d already broken the rule once, a fact that now stared him in the face. 

“I—” he began, but he couldn’t finish. 

“I see,” the cougar said. She sighed. “Well…um…” 

She trailed off, trying not to yell at him. He seemed like such a nice guy, and she was pretty sure he 
hadn’t done it on purpose, but still… An hour drive, all night spent sitting in some dude’s hallway, the cries 
of pleasure from dozens of girls the night before, one after the other—the fantasies she’d conjured as she 
listened to it!—and then all that slow, sensuous buildup…to be left high and dry right as she was about to 
get off… He had played her like a violin until then; he seemed to know exactly what he was doing… She 
leapt up abruptly and ran out; she couldn’t bear to entertain the growing thought that he might really have 
done it on purpose. 
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Luke sat on his bed, his head in his hands.  

“Hellooo!” a zebra called as she walked in excitedly. 

Luke looked up and smiled wanly. 

Do I tell her?  

No! It’ll be so humiliating! 

She deserves to know; I don’t want to waste her time! 

You’ve already wasted her time—no, she has already wasted her time, sitting out there waiting for you. 

At least I could avoid building her up like I did the cougar and using up her turn. 

There’s no reason to— 

Are you gonna swear to me that my dick isn’t gonna pull that stunt again? 

The other half of his mental argument was silent. 

That’s what I thought. 

“Is…this a bad time?” the zebra asked. “Should I come back later?” 

Luke sighed. “No, it’s all right,” he said. “I just… Look, things have been kinda strange lately, so I don’t 
know if I’m gonna be able to give you what you want or not.” 

The zebra frowned and put her hands on her hips. “And what is that supposed to mean?” she demanded. 
“Are you telling me you can get all those other girls off but not me?” 

“No, I—” 

“Then what? What are you saying?” 

Luke swallowed. “My dick is acting up,” he said through gritted teeth. 

“Well, I’ll tell you what,” the zebra said, shedding her dress, spreading her legs, and leaning over the bed, 
“You just smack that dick, tell him who’s boss, and make some good love to this nice, hot, wet, juicy 
pussy. Mmm!” 

Luke’s jaw dropped and nearly hit his dick, which at that moment decided to instantly spring to attention. 
He stood and stepped up behind the zebra, whose tail listed off to the side very invitingly, giving him a 
glimpse of her wet, winking vulva. He exhaled slowly as he pressed his dick against her and her lips 
literally sucked him in. 

“Oh!” he gasped.  

“Mm, hmm, that’s what I thought!” the zebra said. “Your dick ain’t acting up; you just needed a nice pussy 
to get it wet. You got that special something, and I got that special something! We was made for each 
other!” 

“But that’s not the problem—” he panted, feeling her walls massaging and rubbing against him even 
without him moving. 

“Now you just hush and let me feel that nice dick of yours. Ohh, baby! Mmm!” 

Luke pushed forward, immediately hilting himself inside of her, and both vocalized loudly. Doing his best 
to forget what had just happened—what kept happening—he began to thrust into her in earnest. 

Maybe if I don’t try to take so much time, I’ll be able to last, he thought. 

“Oh, yeah, deer-boy! Give that nice dick to momma! Oh!” 

Spurred on by the zebra’s enthusiasm, Luke’s pace quickened. His cock was rock-hard, throbbing, and 
loving every inch of her clenching womb. 

“Oh, baby, Imma cum, Imma cum!” 
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Luke’s eyes constricted, his balls contracted, and he shot into her, the force shoving him out of her. 

“Shit! Not again!” he gasped, desperately trying to shove himself back in, but it was too late. Though he 
hadn’t even finished cumming, his cock had already shriveled. 

“Wait! No, baby, you gotta finish me off!” the zebra cried. “Don’t leave me hanging like that!” 

Luke felt that surge of panic again. Not twice in a row! He couldn’t do that! He desperately tried to jack 
himself off, but his dick wouldn’t even come out of its sheath. 

“No, baby! Do something! I—I wanna cum, too, baby!” 

With nothing else to do, Luke dropped to his knees and began furiously tonguing the zebra’s pussy and 
rubbing her clit with his fingers. 

“No, what the hell is that?!” the zebra demanded, turning around and glowering at him. “What do you think 
this is, a buffet? No, I want a nice, hard rod in me, not your filthy tongue!” 

Luke gaped. “I—I—I’m sorry!” he protested, but before he could say anything else, the zebra pulled her 
dress on and opened the door. 

“Go home, girls!” she said, bursting out into the hallway. “That fucker’s dick is broke, and he can’t get 
anyone off worth shit!” 

Luke buried his head in his hands.  

How can this day possibly get any worse? Two in a row… No, I’m not gonna do this anymore. 

He was in the process of standing up when a poodle walked in, looking suspiciously at him. 

“No, I’m not—” he started. 

“I’ve heard rumors all over town that you’re the best lay around,” the poodle interrupted, putting up her 
paw to silence him. Her eyes narrowed. “But I’ve also heard that you’ve been cumming in or on people 
who didn’t want to be cum in or on.” 

Luke didn’t say anything; he just swallowed and nodded. 

“I also heard from that zebra that you got off just as she was about to orgasm, and I have a hunch that’s 
what you did to that poor cougar, too.” 

“Look, I—” 

“I want you to wear this,” the poodle said, reaching into her bag. “It’ll help with the sensitivity, but more 
importantly, it’ll stop you from cumming on me. This haircut cost $400, and I’m not about to have it ruined 
by some punk who thinks he’s heaven’s gift to females.” 

Luke sighed. “You could just not come here,” he muttered. 

“And miss the fun?” the poodle scoffed. “No, I want to know what all the fuss is about! Something about 
you makes me think it’ll be worth my while.” 

She turned and took her pink skirt and blouse off, dropping them neatly in a pile on Luke’s nightstand. 

Luke looked begrudgingly at the foil package in the poodle’s hand. 

You brought this on yourself, he thought, glancing at his penis. 

“Now, let’s just get this on you,” the poodle said, stepping forward and tearing open the gold pouch. She 
knelt in front of Luke and gently stroked his sheath. “Come on out,” she said, “I’ve got a nice, comfortable 
glove for you.” 

Luke’s cock peeked out, tentatively at first, and then it slid out of him, drooping down like a slinky going 
down the stairs. 

“Oh, my!” the poodle said, taking a breath, “You are well-endowed!” 
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She reached forward, using two hands to spread the condom open as she closed in on the tip of Luke’s 
semi-flaccid penis. 

His cock suddenly bobbed, got rock-hard, and fired cum all over the poodle’s expensive haircut. Her jaw 
dropped, and her eyes bulged. Luke started to apologize, but his cock spurted twice more, dousing her 
tail and the puff of hair around her butt. 

Luke’s mouth hung open, his eyes wide with horror. He couldn’t say anything; he could just stare while 
some part in the back of his mind wanted to cry. 

The poodle remained still for a long time—a very long time—while a string of emotions played across her 
face: stunned, bewildered, disbelieving, incredulous, angry, fuming, livid. Her jaw clenched, and so did 
her paws. 

“You will pay for this!” she hissed. 

She threw her clothes on and then went out the door, slamming it behind her.  

Luke rushed to the door, and before anyone else could come in, he deadbolted it closed. 

He sank to the floor, still too stunned to speak. 

This can’t go on… I have to stop this! 

“Why?” he asked his crotch. “Was it really that bad? You seemed to enjoy it in the act! And now you’re 
punishing me for it!” 

He swallowed, feeling numb as a realization came to him.  

My dick is out to get me. I have to find that fortune-teller! 

He waited until dark, shutting himself in his room. Darkness finally fell, and he poked his head out the 
door. To his surprise—and relief—there were only a handful of females waiting for him. 

“I’m sorry, but the bad rumors were true,” he said. 

“But…” one of the females protested. 

“Please, just leave me alone.” 

He locked the door and pushed past the disappointed furs, quickly making his way out the door wearing a 
hoodie to keep his face concealed. He disappeared into the darkness and made his way into an alley 
near where the bar was to wait and watch. 

“Please show up, please show up!” he whispered urgently, peeking around the corner at the row of 
townhouses. 

Alas, all he saw was the townhouses’ gloomy, gray façade, weakly lit by a streetlight. He sighed and 
leaned against the wall. 

Please… I don’t know what to do… 

He heard a sound, and his ears pricked up. He peeked around the corner again, but it was just a paper 
bag rustling in the breeze. 

By sun-up, Luke’s heart felt heavy. With no sign of the fortune-teller, he was on his own. He walked up to 
his apartment building, shaking his head. As he ascended the stairs, something seemed…off. He looked 
around and frowned. Something was missing. 

He gasped. The girls! They’re all gone! He sighed in relief. Well, at least that is over. 

************* 

The sun shining through his window woke him the next afternoon. Luke was startled to see it so late in 
the day, but given his near-all-nighter, it made sense. Still, he was afraid of keeping the ladies waiting. He 
went to the door, took a deep breath, and opened it, expecting to get overrun.  

But there was nobody there. 
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He blinked and poked his head out. 

“Oh, right!” he said, breathing a sigh of relief.  

He was so used to being in constant demand that he’d already forgotten that they’d decided to leave him 
alone. He suddenly felt like the world was his for the taking. With so much free time, he wasn’t sure what 
to do with himself. He knew one thing, though: he was ready to get out of his apartment. Though he didn’t 
have any place in particular to go, he just knew that he wanted to be anywhere but there. He put on a pair 
of jogging shoes and stepped out. It was bright and sunny but very comfortable out, and he quickly turned 
onto the sidewalk and headed for the city park. The wind in his face, the sun on his shoulders—it all felt 
great, and it was exactly what the doctor ordered. After jogging an hour, he headed home and took a 
relaxing shower. It felt good to be doing things normally again. 

Darkness fell, and Luke considered his options. Having slept most of the day, he wasn’t tired, so he 
couldn’t see himself going to bed. He could go see a movie, but checking the showtimes, there wasn’t 
really anything he wanted to see. He thought about it a bit more. 

I always hang out with Chance, he thought. I go to the bar and play his wingman. He shook his head. And 
what does he do in return? Lead every chick in town to me for a chance at getting laid. Psh, with friends 
like him, who needs enemies?  

He sighed. He had to admit that he wasn’t thrilled about seeing Chance again—not after what had 
happened—but maybe he could at least get a drink and decompress a bit. The females he’d seen at the 
park had looked away when they saw him, so maybe he could just get some time to himself. 

He got dressed and walked toward the bar. To his relief, the place was back to its old self: not too 
packed, not too empty. He slipped in quickly just in case someone was still after him and made it to his 
spot. 

“Hey, Mitch,” he said, smiling wryly at the bartender. “My usual?” 

The bartender nodded, drew him a beer, and slid it over to him. 

Luke took a swig and nodded. It had been way too long, he decided. He cast a casual glance around the 
bar and nodded to the regulars he knew. He could see a couple of groups of females huddled about here 
and there. More than once, he was certain he saw them point at him and begin whispering. He swallowed 
hard, took another drink of his beer, and tried to just shut them out. 

“Oh, uh… Hey,” a familiar voice said. 

Luke looked up to see Chance standing there awkwardly. 

“Chance!” Luke said, a bit more happily than he’d anticipated. He caught himself and reeled it in. “Hey.” 

Chance glanced left and right and then asked in a low voice, “What are you doing here?” 

Luke frowned. “Drinking a beer?” 

Chance exhaled through puffed cheeks. “Boy, you’ve got some nerve showing up here,” he said. “After 
the stunts you pulled, I doubt there’s a chick in the whole state who would sleep with you.” 

Luke gave a faint smile. “And I’m fine with that,” he said. “I’m not here to hook up; I’m just here to drink a 
beer, mind my own business, and decompress. I’m fine, by the way,” he said pointedly, “Nothing like you 
ratting me out to everybody and then leaving me to fend for myself. I’ve been stuck in my room for days, 
in case you hadn’t noticed. I think I could go a month without sex and be just fine.” He scoffed. “I hope 
you got laid an awful lot; I’d hate to think it wasn’t worth it.”  

Chance looked at the girls out of the corner of his eye. “Yeah, about that: now that your name is mud, I’ve 
actually got a fighting chance again. But only if I’m not seen talking to you.” 

Luke started, taken aback. “Excuse me?” 

Chance shrugged. “Sorry, man, but you’re damaged goods.” 
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Luke shook his head. “Wow,” he said, blinking in disbelief. “So basically, you have no use for me now, so 
we’re not friends. Is that it? It was fine as long as I was playing wingman, but—” 

“Yeah, don’t do that,” Chance said, shaking his head. “If you go trying to talk me up, I’ll never get laid 
again!” 

Luke stared at him, his mouth agape. Finally, he closed his mouth, shook his head, and took a drink of his 
beer. 

“Well, don’t let me cramp your style,” he said evenly. “But I was here first, so you can go sit somewhere 
else!” 

He turned back to his beer, and Chance took the cue to walk over to the nearest group of females. 

I hope you’re happy, he thought to his dick. I’ve lost a friend over you. He scoffed into his beer. But what 
kind of friend was he anyway? Geez… 

He finished his beer and ordered another one. 

Time to get drunk enough that I don’t care that my best friend is an asshole and my dick is out to get me. 

 ************* 

Luke blamed Hollywood. It was their fault there weren’t any decent movies to see, leaving him with 
nothing better to do than drink at the bar at night. He dutifully got dressed and headed out. 

He took up his spot, and Mitch brought him his usual straight away. Luke prepared to drown his sorrows 
for the fifth night in a row when someone pulled up a seat next to him. He avoided the urge to look, but 
glancing around the bar, there were plenty of open stools. That meant one thing: the person was there on 
purpose. 

Despite wanting to be left alone, Luke hated being rude. He took another drink of his beer and turned to 
acknowledge the person next to him.  

He started on seeing her. He hated to be judgmental, but on a scale of one to ten, she was probably 
about a two, maybe a three if she tried hard. Still, he was sure she was beautiful on the inside. 

“Hey,” he said. 

“Hey,” the warthog replied, blushing and looking at him intently. 

There was an awkward silence, with Luke giving her an expectant look and her biting her lip, blushing, 
and looking at him like a piece of meat. 

“Can I…help you?” Luke asked eventually. 

“Oh, um…well, those nice girls over there said that you were the best there is at sex and that you’d do it 
with anybody,” she said. 

Luke looked over his shoulder to see the girls all waving at him, giving him thumbs up, and wearing 
obviously fake, overeager smiles plastered all over their faces. 

I can’t tell if they’re trying to get back at me, or if they’re just being nasty to her, Luke thought. Either way, 
not cool. 

But despite his distaste about the situation, he felt his crotch stir. 

Really? he asked his dick, annoyed. 

“Look,” he said to her, “I’ve had some real problems lately, and I really don’t want to add you to the list of 
people upset with me.” 

“Oh,” the warthog replied, deflating. “They said you might say that.” 

“I’m—” 
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“They said if you said that, it meant that you thought I was ugly,” the warthog said, her bashful, awkward 
smile replaced by a very long frown. “I know I’m not that good-looking, but…something about you made 
me hope that I could get a fair chance.” She got up from the bar. “Sorry to bother you.” 

Luke sighed.  

Damn it, now I’m the bad guy! I’m bad if I have sex with everybody, I’m bad if I get off too soon, I’m bad if 
I shut myself in and swear everybody off, and now I’m bad if I don’t want to embarrass myself again! 

His cock just throbbed in response. 

You’re as big of an asshole as Chance, Luke thought to his dick. 

“Wait,” he said. 

The warthog stopped and turned slowly. 

“Okay,” Luke said. “Just…if I have problems, I’m sorry in advance.” 

The warthog’s face lit up. “Really? Oh, thank you!” 

She reached over and grabbed him, plucking him off the bar in a big, overenthusiastic hug. Luke thought 
his eyes would pop out of his head.  

When she finally put him down, he put a bill on the table. “Night, Mitch,” he said. 

“Night, Luke,” the bartender replied, shaking his head and smiling faintly. 

The warthog clomped back to her house noisily in awkward, cankle-exposing high-heels. Luke followed 
along behind her, catching a glimpse of her greenish, leathery skin under her skirt. He winced behind her 
back and shook his head. I better get some kind of karma points for this, he thought. 

They made it inside, and the warthog turned on the lights to a filthy apartment. She dropped her purse on 
a pile of garbage by the door and led Luke along a tiny trail through the piled, hoarded stuff. She made it 
to her bedroom, turned on the light, and shoved some things out of the way so they’d have enough space 
to lie on the bed. Then, with a deft move, she literally ripped her dress off, revealing that the rest of her 
was just as leathery and green as her legs, and also covered in sparse, coarse hair. 

“Take me!” she said, turning and looking at him eagerly, albeit clearly unsure of what his “taking her” 
would entail. 

Determined to be the better guy in spite of everything that had happened, Luke stepped up to her, leaned 
her back, and laid her on the bed. His fingers ran over her tough tits, down her rugged hide, and made 
their way to her groin, which reeked of musk—and Luke wasn’t entirely sure it was musk. 

He dropped his pants and underwear—careful to leave them around one hoof lest he might lose them in 
the garbage pile and never find them again—and stepped up to her. His cock was already at full attention, 
and he tried not to think too much about what he was doing as he pressed up to her and slid inside. 

“Ohh,” the warthog said, her eyes wide. “That’s what ‘take me’ means! I like it!” 

Luke contemplated with himself whether he ought to be having sex with someone so…special…but as it 
was, the deed was started, and she seemed to be enjoying herself. 

No harm, no foul, he figured as his hips took over and pressed him balls-deep into her. 

A very raucous hour later, Luke finally pulled out, and the warthog gave him a simple yet adoring look. 

“You can take me all the time!” she said. 

“Uh, right,” Luke replied. “I’m, uh, glad you enjoyed it!” 

“No, really! You can take me now!” 

“I just took you,” Luke protested. “We went for an hour!” 

“Take me?” 
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“No, maybe some other time.” 

The warthog’s eyes lit up. “Okay! You can take me later!” 

She got up, unabashedly dripping cum on the floor between her legs as Luke got dressed and scooped 
him up into another crushing hug. 

“Take me all night long!” 

Man, I hope not! Luke thought as he struggled for breath. He gave her a smile and tapped her forearms. 

The warthog turned loose, and Luke quickly made his escape. As he walked home, he replayed the 
evening’s activities. 

It wasn’t that bad, he thought. At least I didn’t cum early. 

************* 

A few days passed, and things were pretty low-key. He didn’t get asked for sex every night—a fact he 
appreciated—but apparently the warthog had been talking to people. The girls he had sex with now were 
decidedly at the opposite end of the spectrum from when he was going non-stop, but he’d made it a week 
without any hang-ups, and he was finally beginning to get his confidence back. He hated to admit it, but 
there was a thought he’d been entertaining for the last day or so that maybe—just maybe—his cock might 
have actually been doing him a favor by being so off-putting. Though he was pretty sure he’d never sleep 
with another hot girl again, he seemed to have struck a balance between no sex—or worse, bad sex—
and unrelenting sex. 

He was lying in bed when his phone buzzed. He reached over, picked it up, looked at it, and nearly 
dropped it when he saw who was texting: it was Ruth. 

Hey. 

Hey! 

It’s been a while. 

Yeah, really. What’s 
up? 

I wanted to see if you were 
free to hang out. 

Luke hesitated. 
There have been 

some...things about me 
that haven’t been 
great. I can talk, 

but... 

No sex? 

Yeah :( 

Luke waited with bated breath. 
No problem! I just wanted to 
see you again. 

Luke’s face lit up. 
Really? Great! When? 

Where? 

10? Meet where we did last 
time. I’ll go incognito. 
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That sounds great! See 
you then! 

Luke looked at his clock. It was only noon, and he had a lot of time to kill. He couldn’t wait to see Ruth 
again! Maybe this time he’d ask her all the new questions that had popped up since their last chat. Some 
of them had had been burning a hole in his brain for so long. He started making notes in his phone when 
an image from their sexual encounter flashed into his mind. His cock immediately stood at attention. 

“No,” he said aloud, “I already did that once, and look where it got me!” 

His cock bobbed expectantly. 

“No!” he said, exasperated. “Look, you’re the one who made the rule that I can’t have sex with someone 
more than once!” 

A blob of precum began to drool out of his prick. 

Luke sighed. “You know, maybe you’re right; if I jack off now, maybe it’ll take the edge off later. I don’t 
know why, but I get the feeling she’s gonna want sex even if she’s saying she doesn’t now.” 

He flipped over on his back and took his cock in his hands. It felt weird jacking himself off; other than 
trying to get hard those times he’d been premature, he hadn’t had any need to ever since he’d made the 
pact. His dick was so incredibly big; it took his whole arm to stroke its whole length. 

He felt himself responding and soon found himself at that familiar place where he felt like he could cum 
anytime he wanted to but didn’t necessarily need to. This was nice, just basking in the sensation of his 
own arousal, not having to worry about getting someone else off, whether she wanted his cum in or on 
her, and whether he was going to do something stupid or not. He let himself savor the moment for a while 
and then pushed himself over the edge. Damn, it felt good to empty his balls. 

Now I shouldn’t have to worry about anything happening tonight, he thought. That should take the edge 
off a bit—just in case. 

He got up, cleaned up the sizable mess he made on the wall behind him, and then set to work tidying the 
place up for Ruth’s visit. He didn’t want the place to reek of sex the moment she walked in, after all! 

A few minutes until 10:00, he got dressed and walked eagerly to the bar. She was already there, sitting in 
the shadows beside the building. 

“Hey! Great to see you!” Luke said eagerly. 

“Shh, let’s get out of here,” Ruth whispered. 

“Oh, right,” Luke said. They ducked out of the patio and quickly retraced Luke’s steps back home. 

“I shoulda offered to buy you a drink,” Luke said as he closed the door behind them. 

“That’s all right; I shoulda just come straight here,” Ruth said thoughtfully. “Could have saved you the 
trip.” 

Luke shrugged and smiled. “It was worth it to see you again.” 

He took her coat and gestured to the couch. “Want to sit down? Can I get you anything? Water? Tea? 
Milk?” 

Ruth shook her head. “No, I’m all right, really!” 

Luke smiled and joined her. 

No sooner did he sit down than she slid over next to him, pulled him into a kiss with one hand, and put 
her other hand on his crotch. 

Luke gasped but couldn’t help but reciprocate on the kiss. 

“Mmph!” he mumbled. “What happened to ‘no sex’?” 

“This isn’t sex,” Ruth replied coyly, “This is making out.” 
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“And you rubbing my dick through my pants,” Luke chuckled. 

“Well, I’d rub it out of your pants if you’d let me,” Ruth said. 

Luke wondered what his dick-demon considered as sex. Would it count as sex with her again if all she 
was doing was jacking him off? He thought about it and decided probably not. 

“Okay,” he said, “But are we gonna get to talk? I’ve got so many questions.” 

“I’m sorry,” Ruth said, sitting back. “You’re right; you did just want to talk.” 

Luke smiled eagerly. 

“So, what got you into music in the first place?” he asked. 

“My dad was a musician,” Ruth replied. “He was always playing or singing something. I loved how much 
variety he had in his repertoire.” 

Luke grinned. “So, it’s basically been a part of your life since you were born, huh?” 

Ruth nodded. 

“Is he the one who taught you how to do such different things with your voice?” 

“No, that was actually my mom.” 

“Your mom sings, too?” 

“Oh, yeah! She and my dad would often just be doing stuff around the house, one of them would start 
singing something—a popular song, a niche song, or something they just made up—in fact, one time, I 
remember my dad was singing about doing the dishes, of all things—and the other would just join in. 
They’d take turns making up lyrics while the other hummed harmony in time. And anything was a musical 
instrument as far as they were concerned. That time my dad was singing about doing dishes, he took a 
knife and began tapping it on a glass bowl. My mom grabbed a fork and used the counter as a drum. 
They were just always doing stuff like that. I remember the first time I joined in. They glanced at each 
other, glanced at me, and kept going right along, leaving a spot in the rotation for me to make up lyrics 
and sing, too. Then we had three-part harmony, and things sounded even more amazing.” 

Seeing Ruth’s eyes light up as she talked about it made Luke grin. 

“Wow, that’s great!” he said. 

“And they’d vary the genres—sometimes mid-song—that’s what gave me the idea for Shetland Ex,” Ruth 
added.” 

“So, do they come to your concerts?” Luke asked. 

Ruth’s face clouded. “No,” she said. “They passed.” 

Luke gasped. “Oh,” he said. “I’m so sorry!” 

Ruth nodded. “It was their time to go, I guess,” she said wistfully. “The song ‘Over-Under’ is a tribute to 
them. I sang it at their funeral.” 

Luke felt a chill go down his spine. “Oh, wow…” he said. “I never realized it, but now that you mention it, I 
can see the meaning hidden in the lyrics.” 

Ruth smiled and nodded. 

“So, uh, happier topic,” Luke said quickly, “How about—” 

He was silenced by Ruth’s lips on his. He blinked in surprise and kissed back, feeling a quiver from his 
sheath. They parted the kiss, and Luke looked at Ruth questioningly. 

“You’re just such a good guy,” Ruth said, smiling faintly and shrugging. “I dunno…I just get the feeling 
you’re genuine—that you don’t hide things.” 

“You got that from our conversation?” Luke asked, chuckling. 
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“Your body language,” Ruth replied. “There’s something open about you, this innocence. It’s kinda hot.” 

Luke swallowed, feeling his crotch stirring a bit more. 

“Look,” he said haltingly, “I really like you, but haven’t you heard any of the rumors?” 

Ruth frowned. “What rumors? I don’t live here, you know.” 

Luke pursed his lips. “The ones that I deliberately lead ladies on, get them right up to the point of orgasm, 
and then leave them hanging, or the ones where I cum on or in people who don’t want me to.” 

Ruth cocked her head. “That doesn’t seem like you,” she said. “Well, are the rumors true?” 

Luke nodded, feeling the pit of his stomach turn. “Not on purpose, if you can believe that,” he said. “It’s 
just…well… You won’t believe me, but I made a deal with a demon, and that’s why my dick is so big. I 
used to be only three inches long. I made this deal, and I got a much bigger dick and all the stamina I 
wanted, but I was only allowed to be with each girl once, never more often than that.” 

Ruth gave him a quizzical look, but he kept going. 

“Things were going great, but then it got to be too much; people were staking me out at my apartment, 
not letting me leave.” He rolled his eyes in exasperation. “I’ve been stuck in this room so much this 
summer! But at some point, I had to escape, had to get away. I don’t have a car—who drives around here 
anyway?—so I just tried to get away on foot. I got trapped at the grocery store, and one person I’d been 
with already threatened to tell everybody where I was if I didn’t sleep with her again.” 

Ruth smiled and raised her eyebrows. “Really, Luke? Look, I know you’re a sex-stud, but don’t you think 
this is taking it overboard just a bit?” 

Luke sighed. “I knew you wouldn’t believe me,” he said sadly. “Long story short, I was with someone 
more than once, and my dick started acting up. Without any warning, I’d just suddenly blow my load, 
wherever my dick happened to be. It…I felt really bad for those girls. Some in particular I really liked and 
felt really bad that things went the way they did. But there was nothing I could do.” He sighed again. “At 
least they’re leaving me alone now. All the hot girls in town know the rumors and avoid me like the 
plague. I was…really surprised to get your text.” 

Ruth pursed her lips and a smile crept over her face. 

“What?” Luke asked. “Is something funny?” 

Ruth shook her head. “No, it’s just—I can’t imagine any of that. It sounds like a sex fantasy turned 
nightmare.” 

“Yes!” Luke said. “That’s exactly what it’s like!” 

“Well,” Ruth said, “How about we figure out if it turns into a comedy or a tragedy?” Her hand crept onto his 
crotch. 

Luke stiffened. “Ruth, I…I dunno,” he said nervously. “What if it…I dunno, does something that makes 
you hate me?” 

“What could it possibly do?” Ruth asked. “I like you, and I like cum. So what if you’re premature? We’ll just 
have fun and see where things go.” 

Luke squirmed uncomfortably. “I...I dunno,” he said. “It seems like problems only come up when there’s 
something at stake. It’s like it knows when the worst time to strike is.” 

Ruth smiled and put her hand on his shoulder. “It’s okay, Luke,” she said. “I promise not to hate you, no 
matter what happens.” 

Luke’s cock throbbed in his pants, visibly tenting them. He swallowed and glanced at his crotch. 

Please...don’t screw this up. Not this. Not her! 

He sighed and nodded. “Okay,” he said, venturing a little smile. “It’s been a long time since I was with 
someone as beautiful and talented as you are.” 
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Ruth grinned, stood, and undid her dress. He meanwhile got up and took his pants off. As soon as his 
cock was out in the open, her eyes fixated on it as it throbbed proudly and had already started leaking a 
bit of precum. She moved next to him and knelt, feeling of his cock with both hands, her mouth open and 
listing closer towards his swollen glans. 

A thought, a flickering doubt crossed Luke’s mind. He remembered all too well how good her mouth felt, 
but there was something else…something he needed to be careful of with her. What was it? 

He gasped as her tongue flicked out to taste his precum, and his hips bucked involuntarily. 

Taste. 

Precum. 

“Ruth,” he said hoarsely, jerking his cock back just as she was about to plunge it into her mouth. 

She looked up at him, frowning in surprise. 

“Luke? What’s wrong?” she asked. 

“Wasn’t there something about cum in your mouth?” he asked. “I thought there was something really 
important about that.” 

Ruth shrugged. “Yeah, just don’t cum in my mouth,” she said. “It’ll mess up my vocal chords.” 

The words hit Luke like a ton of bricks, and he quickly took a step back, shaking his head. 

“I’m sorry,” he said. “It’s—it’s too risky.” 

Ruth frowned and followed him on her knees. “What’s the problem?” she asked, her voice unusually 
husky, “Just don’t cum in my mouth; it’s not that hard.” 

Luke swallowed. “But to ruin your vocal chords! And my cock, it just…it has a mind of its own! I might not 
even have time to pull out! If only there was a way to make sure it didn’t,” he said, sighing. “If only…” His 
eyes lit up, and he reached into his pocket. “How about a condom?” he suggested. “Then, even if I do go 
off, we won’t have to worry about ruining your career.” 

Ruth had made it back up to his groin and took it in both hands again, her mouth watering. She paused 
and looked up at him. “Really? A condom for oral? Who does that? Besides, they taste awful!” 

“Plenty of people,” Luke replied, “And as for the taste, I can—” 

His retort ended in a gasp of pleasure as her lips wrapped around his cock and made him double over in 
ecstasy. Oh, fuck, her mouth was hot! It seemed like it felt twice as good as it had last time, and last time 
was intense as it was! His hips began to buck on their own, moving in rhythm with her as he drove his 
cock deeper and deeper, inch by inch. He sighed, his eyes half-closing as his balls came to rest against 
her chin, and he groaned as she stuck her tongue out, pulled them inside her mouth, and began 
caressing them. 

Luke’s worries drained away. All he could think about was how amazing her mouth felt on him. He could 
feel her throat squeezing him as she swallowed, ripples of contractions rhythmically squeezing his cock 
from his medial ring towards his glans. He felt himself get to that familiar state of going either way. He 
tensed at first, afraid that his cock might try to trick him, but after a few seconds, he relaxed and just 
savored the feeling, sighing in pleasure and appreciating Ruth’s talented mouth and throat. 

But something was off. It took a minute for him to realize it, but he felt as though his stable position of not 
getting off until he wanted to was slowly eroding, as if he was getting pushed closer to getting off. It was a 
weird sensation, but as the realization dawned on him, he swallowed hard. 

I need to get out of her before something happens, he thought worriedly. 

Ruth leaned forward, stroking his whole length at once and making the worrisome thoughts vanish. 

It came again, a sharp but subtle prick at the back of his mind urging him to pull out. 

“Ruth,” he said hoarsely, “Ruth, I should pull out.” 
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She swallowed around his cock, again drowning out his protective thoughts. He felt his hooves curl as his 
hips thrust into her, shoving her back and stroking his girth once more. 

He felt a pang from his balls, much more urgent than the previous ones. He needed to pull out before it 
was too late. 

“Ruth, I’m…I’m getting close,” he panted. “I need to pull out before I do.” 

Ruth made no move to help, so he started to step back. But before he could, she wrapped her arms 
around his buttocks, locking herself in place. 

Luke felt another pang from his balls. 

“Ruth!” he protested urgently, “Let go! You gotta let me go!” 

He felt his balls squeezing. 

No…No! I will not get off! I will fight you! 

He began struggling hard, even pressing against Ruth’s forehead to try to get her off of him as he thought 
about broken bones sticking through skin, blood around the exit wound of a shotgun blast, anything 
graphically unpleasant that he could think of. 

But Ruth was still fastened hard onto him. 

“Ruth!” he cried, “You’re gonna ruin your voice! Let go!” 

With a sudden burst of panic, he shoved her head back, freeing her grasp on his cock. 

Oh, thank heavens! he thought as he took a step back. But the sensation in his balls had crept to his 
spine. Think of something else! Anything else! Just a few more inches! Not yet! 

He gritted his teeth as he pulled back, feeling his medial ring slip from her lips. Yes! Almost there! 

His butt ran into the couch. He couldn’t pull back any further! His glans flared in anticipation of his 
impending orgasm. 

Nonono! He struggled, his hooves slipping against the carpet as he slammed against the couch, trying to 
get just enough clearance to get free. 

Even on her face would be fine! he thought. 

He gasped, his body doubling over as he felt the first trickle of cum start up his shaft. In desperation, he 
grabbed his rock-hard cock, hoping to bend it out of her mouth. 

His hand on his sensitive cock sent him over the edge. The second he grabbed it, he cried out as his balls 
heaved. 

“Shit! No! Ruth, get off!” he cried. 

But even though Ruth suddenly realized the danger she was in, she couldn’t move fast enough. Luke’s 
cock exploded, spitting so much cum that Ruth’s cheeks inflated, and cum shot out of her mouth, her 
nose, and down her throat. 

“No!” Luke screamed, his face contorted into an anguished grimace. 

Another burst fired out of him, jetting so hard that it blew Ruth’s head backward and off of him. The rest of 
his cum splattered on her neck and chest, coating her front. Ruth collapsed on the ground, disoriented by 
the cum going up her sinuses. Luke wanted to comfort her, but every time he tried to move, another burst 
froze him still. 

After what seemed like an hour, Luke finally collapsed onto his hands and knees and crawled over to 
Ruth, who lay on the ground with her eyes closed. 

“Ruth? Ruth!” Luke cried, shaking her. 

“Hmm?” she gasped, startled awake. She saw him and grinned. “That was amazing!” she said. Her voice 
sounded just as normal as it always had. 
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Luke started. “Ruth? You’re okay?” he asked tentatively. 

“Of course!” Ruth said. “It’s just cum!” 

“But you said—” 

“I guess it wasn’t that bad,” Ruth replied, her voice husky. 

“I’m sorry, Ruth,” Luke said. “I knew something would happen.” 

“It’s no big deal, Luke,” Ruth said, putting her hand on his shoulder. “I’m totally fine!” 

Luke looked at her, his eyes widening. 

“Please tell me you’re just doing a voice exercise,” he said nervously, swallowing hard. 

“Voice exercise?” Ruth asked, her voice metallic and grating. 

“Ruth, please!” Luke begged, “I’m really scared; don’t tease me like this!” 

“What are you talking about?” Ruth asked in a croaking whisper. “My voice sounds fine!” 

Luke swallowed, his eyes wide with fear. “Ruth, come on… Please…” 

“What?” Ruth croaked. 

“Can’t you hear yourself?” Luke asked. “Your voice…you sound like a toad!” 

Ruth recoiled, scowling. “What’s gotten into you, Luke?” she demanded. “Now that you’ve gotten off, I’m 
not good enough for you?” 

“Wh—Ruth, no!” Luke cried. “I’m really, really worried about you!” His heart pounded in his chest. “H—
here, look, sing Stolen Child.” 

He put his phone on record, and Ruth began to sing. He stopped her after a few seconds and played the 
audio back. “Do you hear that?!” he asked. 

Ruth’s eyes widened as she heard the recording. Her hand came to her mouth, and she looked at Luke in 
horror. 

“N—no!” she croaked. “No! It can’t be!” 

“Ruth, I—I—I…I’m sorry!” Luke cried, reaching forward to take her hand. 

“Get away from me!” Ruth screeched, grabbing her clothes and recoiling away from him. “What did you 
do to me?” 

“Ruth, I tried to warn you!” Luke protested. “I tried to pull out, but you wouldn’t let me! Oh, fuck, if only 
we’d used a condom!” 

“If only you could control your orgasm!” Ruth snarled. “We’re done! Don’t ever talk to me again!” 

She ran out and slammed the door behind her.  

“Ruth, no…” Luke whimpered. “You promised not to hate me…” 

He buried his head in his hands and cried. 

“No! Not her! Why? I begged you not to screw it up with her! Why do you do this to me?” 

He sobbed, tears running down his cheeks and hitting the floor. 

“Why wouldn’t she let go? Why did she insist? This all seems so stupid!” 

His cock, which had retreated during the chaos, now poked out and throbbed at him. He glanced down, 
his breath quickening as the realization hit him.  

There’s just something about you. 

His teeth and fists clenched. 
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“You! You drew her in, didn’t you? Clouded her mind with that musk of yours? That’s the something, isn’t 
it? They all say it! ‘There’s just something about you!’ You did this to them! You! You did this on purpose!” 

He grabbed his cock with both hands and began squeezing it hard, as if trying to throttle it. 

“You got all those girls to chase me, to not leave me alone! You got Sandy to blackmail me into breaking 
the pact. This whole time, it was you, wasn’t it?” 

He shook his cock, his arms quivering with rage. “Answer me! You wanted me to break the pact, didn’t 
you?!” 

In a fit of fury, he backhanded his cock as hard as he could, sending it slapping against his side before it 
whipped back around, wrenching painfully at the harsh treatment. 

“Well, fine! Screw you, too! I’m not letting you ruin it for anybody else! You’ll never see the inside of 
another pussy ever again!” He broke down, sobbing, thinking of Ruth and how he must have ruined her 
career. 

He awoke sometime later with a terrible case of blue balls. He groaned and opened his eyes. It was dark 
outside, and he was lying naked on his living room floor. The events of a few hours ago flooded back into 
his mind, and he sighed sadly. 

He didn’t have long to think about it, though. His balls ached, and he whimpered in discomfort. 

“You just got off,” he said to his crotch, “Not even an hour ago. Forget it! You’re never getting off again. I 
don’t care what you do!” 

He rolled over and forced himself to think about something else despite the discomfort spreading from his 
balls to his abdomen. He groaned and shifted his weight, trying to get the pain to stop. When it didn’t, he 
got up, went to the kitchen, grabbed an ice pack, and applied it to his groin. 

“You wanna play hardball?” he growled. “Two can play that game.” 

He shivered, gritting his teeth; he hated the cold, and applying something cold to such a sensitive spot 
was really unpleasant. Still, after a few minutes, he felt the pain subside, put the ice pack back in the 
freezer, and went back to bed. 

He fell asleep, but he slept for only about an hour before he awoke to his cock throbbing and his balls 
aching harder than ever before. He rolled over on his back. 

Fuck, this hurts too bad to sleep!  

He winced, got out of bed, and grabbed the ice pack again. He took deep breaths and let them out slowly 
as he waited for his erection and blue balls to subside. 

And waited. 

And waited. 

Thirty minutes later, his balls still hurt just as bad as they had before, and the heat of his groin had 
warmed the ice pack. He groaned, lobbed the ice pack back in the freezer, and uncomfortably waddled 
back to his bed, his cock swaying with his steps and his balls feeling like they were the size of bowling 
balls. 

Okay, okay, fine, he said breathlessly, grimacing as he lay back down on his back. He spat on his hand 
and then reached down to stroke himself. His cock felt weird in his hand, and there was a palpable gap 
between his dick and his body. It was as if it was a sheath he was wearing over his own dick. He grasped 
his cock and pulled as hard as he could, trying to pull it off. But all that he succeeded in doing was making 
his dick hurt, too. He turned on the light and was shocked to see that his dick had also changed colors. It 
was now a sickly greenish-gray and looked like it belonged on a corpse. He shuddered and quickly turned 
out the light. It was too distracting to look at if he was going to try to get off! Frustratingly, the hideous 
sight wasn’t enough to quench his lust and soothe his aching balls. 

He began to jack off, rubbing his shaft and coming up over the crown of his glans to rub it, too. He felt his 
ministrations having an impact; the dull ache became stronger as his body reacted and got hornier and 
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more pent-up. He used his other hand to fondle his balls and jacked harder and faster, spitting on his 
hand regularly to keep himself slick. He felt his hooves curl and let out a breathy moan as his arousal 
grew even more. 

Time to end this. 

He jacked off harder and faster, his cock throbbing in response and his hips bucking. He felt a flicker of 
the telltale prick in his balls and jacked off as fast as he could, his arm a blur. His breathing grew ragged, 
but to his dismay, he felt the flicker go out. 

No, no… he mentally whimpered, changing the angle on his shaft and beginning to twist his hand side-to-
side as he stroked, trying to rekindle that little spark. But the vigorous jacking off was beginning to wear 
his arm out. He felt the ache in his arm slowly growing just as he felt the spark of orgasm dwindling. He 
gritted his teeth and urged himself to keep going, but his arm was beginning to really hurt. 

Come on…just a little more! It’s there; I just have to find it! 

But after another minute, his arm hurt too badly to continue, and he sighed exhaustedly and gave up. His 
cock, sore from so much jacking off, began to retreat into his sheath.  

But the ache in his balls was at an all-time high. He squeezed his eyes closed and exhaled, desperately 
trying to find some relief. He looked over at his clock to find that it was only 12:30. 

The bar’s still open, he thought desperately. If I get it on with another girl, maybe that’ll help. 

No, I am not going to subject someone else to this…thing! This is my problem, and I’ll deal with it myself! 

But a sudden twinge in his already sore balls made him roll over onto his side and double over. 

Fuck… Fucking damn it… 

He swung his legs out of bed, wincing as he did, and got dressed for the bar. The walk was excruciating, 
but he finally made it around 1:00. He stepped inside, doing his best to hide the discomfort he was 
feeling. 

“You all right?” Mitch asked worriedly. 

“Not exactly,” Luke replied. 

The bartender gave him a concerned look. 

“I’m in a bind, Mitch,” Luke admitted. “I feel terrible for asking this, but do you know if there are any really 
desperate girls here tonight?” 

Mitch recoiled and looked him up and down. “I’d expect that from your friend,” he said, “But not from you.” 

Luke winced as his balls twinged again. 

“I know,” he gasped, “But this is desperate.” 

Mitch looked at him reluctantly and then leaned in close. “That girl over there,” he said, pointing to the 
corner. “She’s been here all night, looking really eagerly at everybody around her, but nobody seems to 
have noticed.” 

Luke looked over and sighed through his grimacing as he saw an unattractive sloth where the bartender 
pointed. 

“This is a new low for you,” the bartender said, giving him a disapproving look. “Just don’t be a dick.” 

Luke nodded, wincing, and made his way over to the seat across from the sloth. 

“Hey,” he said. 

The sloth looked at him at first in surprise and then with uncertainty. “Hey,” she said. 

“Do you…wanna get out of here?” Luke asked. 
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He felt bad for skimping on social graces, but he’d worry about that later; right now, he was in 
excruciating pain, and he was pretty certain this poor, desperate sloth was about the only cure. 

The sloth blinked. “Excuse me?” she asked. “Who are you?” 

Luke swallowed. Had his dick decided not to work its magic anymore? 

“I, uh, well, you looked lonely and kinda miserable, so I figured I’d offer to take you someplace where you 
wouldn’t be lonely.” He flashed a grin, regaining a bit of confidence—he was still good-looking, after all. “I 
can’t promise that I can help with the miserable part—who knows, maybe you’ll be more miserable—but 
at least it’ll be a change of scenery.” 

The sloth sat in stunned silence, blinking in surprise. Luke swallowed again, beginning to think this was a 
bad idea. 

“All right, I’ll bite,” the sloth said. “Lemme guess: your place?” 

“Or yours, if that would make you more comfortable,” Luke said. “I think we’re both here for the same 
thing, aren’t we?” 

“Sex?” 

“Yeah.” 

The sloth pursed her lips. “Well, I was looking for a boyfriend, but… Maybe something to tide me over in 
the meantime. You have condoms, right?” 

“Yeah.” 

The sloth nodded slowly. “Sure,” she said, brightening a little. “Are you any good?” 

Luke pursed his lips. “That depends,” he said. “Sometimes I’m the best; sometimes I’m the worst. Either 
way, I’ll do the best I can.” 

“So, I just have to take my chances, huh?” the sloth asked. 

Just like Chance would say. Luke felt like he died a little inside. “Yeah, I guess so.” 

The sloth downed her shot. “Fuck it,” she said. “Why not?” 

Luke walked slightly hunched as followed her to her condo. 

“Is something wrong?” the sloth asked. “You look like you’re in pain.” 

Luke hesitated. “I am,” he said at last. “I’ve got a terrible case of blue balls, the kind that ice and jacking 
off won’t cure.” 

The sloth raised her eyebrows. “So that’s why you were so blunt about it, huh?” she asked. Luke nodded. 
“Well, that makes sense, I guess.” 

She turned on the lights to reveal a room full of paintings of all different types, abstract, landscapes, 
portraits, still life, and many others, all on canvases, some hanging on the wall and others leaning against 
furniture. 

“That’s a lot of art,” Luke commented, wincing and trying to take his mind off his balls. “Did you do these?” 

“Yeah,” the sloth replied, putting her purse down. 

“They look nice,” Luke said. 

“Oh, thanks!” the sloth said, smiling and blushing. 

She looked up and saw Luke standing slightly hunched over, clearly doing his best not to be pushy but 
equally clearly in discomfort. 

“Well, want to see if we’re gonna be miserable or not?” she asked. 

Luke chuckled. “Sure.” 
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They took their clothes off, and the sloth caught a glimpse of Luke’s package. 

“Oh, wow,” she said, her eyes wide as she moved closer to him. “That’s really big!” 

“Uh, huh,” Luke replied, a pained expression on his face as his balls twitched. Glancing at her getting 
close to him, he hastily took out a condom. 

“Let me get this on first,” he said, quickly rolling it on. 

The excitement of seeing Luke’s oversized tool had already gotten the sloth wet, so there wasn’t much 
need for foreplay. Luke’s cock throbbed, and he eagerly pressed his cock against her lips. 

No sooner did flesh meet flesh than Luke gasped, feeling his balls getting ready to empty themselves. 

“Really?” the sloth asked, seeing the look on his face. “Are you seriously going to get off before you even 
give me anything?” 

Luke gritted his teeth and shook his head. “No, I—I’m sorry…I’m just…” 

He panted and fought both the pain in his balls and their increasing urge to purge as he pushed himself 
inside. His eye twitched as his hooves curled, and he made a face as he tried desperately to hold back, to 
give the sloth something for her time. 

The sloth shook her head. “Of course,” she muttered, “I finally get a guy, and he’s got the biggest dick I’ve 
ever seen, but of course he can’t control it. Typical.” 

“No, wait,” Luke protested, his face burning with humiliation even as his groin ached, “Please, just…give 
me a second.” 

Come on, Luke! Fight it! 

But just the thought of fighting it made his balls jolt, and his pupils constricted as he felt a little jet of cum 
spurt into the condom. 

No! 

He groaned aloud as he tried to hold back, clamping down his PC muscles for all he was worth and 
desperately trying to think of anything that might pull him back from the edge. 

The sloth reached over to grab her phone, and the faint movement of her body against Luke’s cock sent 
him over. 

“Gah!” he cried as the condom quickly filled. 

“Are you serious?!” the sloth asked, shaking her head. “I guess it’s ‘miserable’, then.” 

Luke’s eyes felt like they’d pop out of his head as his aching balls drained themselves, stretching the 
condom shockingly fast. 

Oh, shit. 

Luke quickly grabbed the base of his cock to hold the condom on and pulled back as fast as he could. 
Just as he did, the condom burst, splattering the sloth’s inner thighs with cum. 

Luke let his head drop and moaned in frustration.  

“You son of a bitch!” the sloth yelled. “What was the point of wearing the condom if I’m still gonna be 
covered in your spunk?! Get out of here!” 

“No, wait!” Luke pleaded. “Please, at least let me get you off…or clean you up!” 

His mouth flew down to her soaked crotch and began licking as hard and fast as he could. 

“Dude, get off of me!” the sloth yelled, grabbing and shoving his antlers. 

Luke recoiled, his face beet-red. “I—I’m sorry!” he cried. “I’m trying to do it right; I just can’t control it!” 

“Get out!” the sloth bellowed, pointing at the door. 
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Luke swallowed, hesitated, and then hurriedly got his clothes on and left without another word. 

“Fuck…” he groaned as he trudged home. “Ruth, now this… Why do you hate me?!” he yelled at his 
crotch. “I just…want to be normal. I thought having a tiny dick and not being able to get off was bad, but if 
it’s possible, it’s even worse to have a huge dick that won’t last ten seconds!” 

He trudged on, feeling utterly miserable. “All right, you win,” he said to his dick. “I’ve learned my lesson: I 
wasn’t so bad off before. Please, can you just leave me alone?” 

He got home, closed the door, and fell into bed. At least his balls finally quit hurting. 

************* 

He woke up the next morning and sighed. I have got to do something about this, he thought. 

“I need to get out of the house, do something to take my mind off it,” he said to himself. “How about 
another run? I felt better after the last one, and at least I wouldn’t be cooped up in here or stuck at the bar 
again.” 

He nodded, feeling slightly optimistic, got dressed, and stepped outside, walking towards the park as he 
got his playlist in order. But the second he stepped into the park, his cock suddenly stood at full attention. 
Luke rolled his eyes.  

No, I’m going to run, he thought determinedly. Grimacing as he tucked his shirt in to hide his cock, he 
accelerated into a slow jog. But every time his hoof hit the ground, his cock bounced back and forth, 
picking up speed as it began to oscillate in time to the movement of his hips. About ten paces later, he 
had to stop because his shirt came untucked and his dick flashed anybody who happened to be looking. 

This is ridiculous, he grumbled to himself as he tucked his shirt back in and started up again. 

Not a hundred feet later, he doubled over mid-stride, clutching his balls as they suddenly started aching. 

“Enough!” he cried, startling some people walking by, who gave him a weird look and walked by a little 
faster. “I gotta fix this,” he said. 

He gave up on going for a jog, turned around, and walk-waddled back out of it before making his way to 
an urgent-care clinic. 

“The doctor will see you now,” a nurse said, escorting Luke back. 

The nurse walked out and the doctor walked in. 

“Thanks for seeing me right away,” Luke said, looking up. He gasped. “Oh, uh, you’re the doctor?” 

A very attractive rat looked up over her glasses at him—she looked more like someone role-playing 
doctor in a kinky fantasy than an actual doctor. “Yes, I am Dr. Thompson,” she said. “Why?” 

“I—” Luke said, blushing. 

“What’s the matter?” the doctor asked, cocking her head. “Don’t worry; I hear it all.” 

Luke swallowed. “I think my dick is possessed,” he said, his voice barely above a hoarse whisper. 

“What was that?” the doctor asked. 

Luke cleared his throat. “Um, I think my dick is possessed. It keeps getting hard when I’m trying to run, 
making me feel horny and then not letting me get off…” He trailed off and then added under his breath, 
“And spontaneously ejaculating without any fore-warning.” 

The doctor blinked and then shrugged and wrote the information down on a clipboard. 

“I can’t say I’ve heard anyone use that term before,” she said, looking up and addressing him as she put 
her hands in her lab-coat pockets, “But symptoms like yours certainly aren’t uncommon. A lot of guys feel 
like their penises are ‘out to get them.’ When did this start?” 

“A few days ago,” Luke replied. “It used to be that I just couldn’t get off, but now…it’s like it has a mind of 
its own!” 
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The doctor pursed her lips. “Well, let’s rule out anything physiological,” she said as she donned a pair of 
gloves. “Lower your pants, please, and let’s have a look.” 

“L—lower my pants?” Luke asked, blanching. “R—right here? In front of you?” 

The doctor cocked her head. “I’m sorry,” she said, “Would you rather a male doctor came in instead?” 

Not wanting to look sexist, Luke shook his head. “No, I—that’s fine. Just…it might do something stupid.” 

He reluctantly pulled down his jogging shorts and underwear and pulled up his shirt, exposing his cock. 

The doctor started in surprise. “Oh, wow,” she said. 

No, not again! Luke thought, groaning quietly. 

“I’ve never seen coloration like this!” Dr. Thompson said, gingerly palpitating it. “Does it hurt when I do 
this?” 

Luke’s eyes constricted. 

“Stop,” he whispered. 

“I’m sorry?” 

“Augh!” 

Luke doubled over as a huge spurt of cum unexpectedly shot out at the doctor’s face, coating her. 

“Ack!” the doctor gasped, recoiling and reaching for some paper towels to clean off her glasses. 

“Sorry,” Luke said, feeling defeated as he sat down heavily on the exam table. “See what I mean?” 

The doctor got her face cleaned off and looked at Luke. He started: she was not happy. 

“I see,” she said, reaching in a drawer and taking something out. “We have a term for what you did: 
dyeing your penis to lure me in and then jacking off onto my face. We call it sexual harassment.” 

“No! I’m sorry!” Luke begged. “I told you, it’s possessed! There’s something wrong with it; I need your 
help!” 

She turned around, concealing something in her hand. “The nurses taught me this trick,” she said. “If a 
penis gets hard during a checkup, just whack it with a spoon.” 

Her hand flashed up, and something shiny flew through the air, landing on the tip of Luke’s dick. 

“Ow!” he cried, doubling over. 

But just as his hands wrapped around his dick, his balls contracted and spurted again, coating the doctor 
once more. 

“That’s terribly immature!” the doctor spluttered, turning around and grabbing a paper towel as she 
headed for the door. “Get out of here right now, or I’m going to call the cops!” 

Still doubled over, Luke didn’t see as his cock spurted again, harder than it ever had before, and a huge 
glob of his jism arced up through the air, came back down, and splattered on the back of the doctor’s 
neck. She screeched and rushed back outside, slamming the door behind her.  

“No! No, no, no!” Luke wailed, holding his head in his hands. “That was my last chance; the only thing that 
could help!” 

As if relishing in his anguish, his cock bobbed a few times and then slurped back into his sheath, leaving 
a cummy trail down his balls. 

Luke sat for several minutes, dumbstruck with disbelief and frustration.  

I…don’t know what to do, he thought over and over, like a mantra. My dick is ruining my life worse by the 
day! His pulse quickened. I’m gonna end up in jail if this continues! What would my parents think?! They’ll 
never understand! They’ll kill me! My dad will absolutely blow a fuse! My mom will think it was something 
she did! His eyes wide with fear, he suddenly looked around the room, panicked. 
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“I have to get out of here!” he cried, leaping up, stepping forward, and tripping on the step to the exam 
table. 

He caught himself, yanked his shorts up, threw the door open, and sprinted out, not seeing anyone or 
anything around him as he blindly sprinted home. He got inside, slammed the door, and retreated to his 
room, where he sat with the blinds closed, rocking forward and backward on his bed. 

He didn’t know how long he’d been doing that when suddenly his cock gave a twitch. 

“Hmm?” he asked, his voice higher-pitched than usual. He glanced down, his eyes wild. “Are you horny 
again? We can help with that…” 

He slid over to his computer and pulled up his favorite porn site from when he had a tiny dick, “Feral 
Furs.” He quickly clicked through a couple of pages of slutty-looking felines and got to what he was 
looking for: an elk with her legs spread and her tail raised, looking over her shoulder at him seductively. 

“Yeah,” he murmured, spitting on his hand and beginning to work his strangely-colored dick up and down. 

He clicked through page after page, elk, caribou, gazelles, even impalas and a strangely sexy water 
buffalo. But though his head was in it, his dick shriveled in his hand, leaving him no less horny. 

“Aww, come on,” he muttered, standing, going to his drawer, and taking out a cock ring.  

To his chagrin, it was sized to his old cock, and it was too small to go around his new one. Desperate, he 
reached into his desk drawer and grabbed a rubber band. 

“Come on, you little—” he grumbled as he fished into his sheath and tried to pull his cock out. 

He grunted and finally got the head out. He quickly snapped the rubber band around his sheath and 
squeezed it with his hand while working his PC muscle with the other. 

“Are you really telling me I’m back to delayed ejaculation, too?!” he yelled, letting out a groan as his balls 
twitched hornily. 

He reached over and clicked to another page, still squeezing and feebly jacking off his cock with the other 
hand. At last he was hard enough to stroke, and he went to it in earnest, his hand a blur as he tried to get 
himself off. 

Four hours later, he still hadn’t gotten off, and his cock hurt to touch. Blistered from all the friction and 
insufficient lubrication, it hurt even when Luke breathed on it. He winced and sighed in frustration, finally 
lying back against his chair and letting go of his dick. It grazed against his belly fur, and he hissed in 
discomfort. 

“I’d better do something about that,” he said, sucking in a breath. 

He gingerly got up and went to the bathroom, looking for some Neosporin and some gauze pads—it 
wasn’t his first time blistering himself. 

“Oh, crap,” he said, suddenly remembering, “I ran out last time Megan came over and never restocked.” 
He glanced at the clock: 6:00 PM. “Might as well get it, and I can pick up something to eat while I’m out.” 

He screwed up his face and looked at his cock. “Mmm, I know I’m gonna regret this,” he said, hissing as 
he pulled his underwear up and gingerly tucked his dick away. 

He walked up the road to the grocery store and went straight to the pharmacy to grab what he needed.  

Okay, got that. Now, let’s see what we can find for dinner. 

He walked towards the frozen food section and suddenly gasped. 

Shit! Chance is here. No way I need to deal with him right now! 

He quickly looked away and tried to look busy staring at a freezer of brussels sprouts. 

“Hey, Luke,” Chance called, waving his hand and walking Luke’s way. 

Luke sighed. Damn it. 
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“Luke, hey,” Chance said as he stepped up next to him. 

“What do you want, Chance?” Luke asked, his displeasure clearly evident in his voice. 

“Hey, I’m no happier about this than you are,” Chance retorted. “But it looks like I get to be the bearer of 
bad news.” 

Luke rolled his eyes. “What, worse than losing my best friend, alienating myself from every female I’ve 
met, and nearly getting myself arrested, all for things I can’t control? What could you possibly tell me 
that’s worse than all that?” 

Chance started, taken aback. Then he shrugged. 

“Well, it’s probably not worse than all that, but it’s definitely not good,” he said. 

Luke glared at him. “What, Chance?” 

“Mitch told me to tell you if I saw you that you’re not allowed back at the bar.” 

Luke did a double-take. “What?!” 

“I dunno. He said you tried to assault a sloth or something?” Chance shrugged. “That’s…really low, man. 
And you come off calling me disrespectful.” He shook his head. 

Luke suddenly wasn’t listening. His cock stirred. 

What? Now? What could possibly have you turned on? 

“…like a total hypocrite,” Chance was saying. “Oh, well, bud. You gotta figure yourself out. Maybe 
someday people will forget all this, but I wouldn’t hold my breath. Best of luck, man,” he said, patting Luke 
on the shoulder. 

The second Chance’s hand came down on him, Luke doubled over. 

Oh, no… Not in front of Chance… 

Chance looked at him, startled. “Look, man, nothing personal; it’s just—” 

Luke’s shirt puffed out as his cock sprayed into it. Cum hit his shirt and splattered off, falling between his 
shirt and jeans to land on the ground below him. 

Chance did a double-take. “Luke,” he hissed. “Did you—did you just jizz yourself?!” He snickered, hardly 
trying to hold it back, and then burst out laughing. “Oh, my gosh, the rumors were true! You really have a 
hair-trigger, don’t you, man?” 

Luke’s face burned crimson as he clenched his legs together, squatted, and tried to hide his face. 

“Chance, shut up!” he cried. 

But Chance’s carrying on had attracted the attention of several other customers, who leaned over to see 
what was going on. 

“Augh!” Luke cried, grabbing his supplies and sprinting down the aisle past a group of onlookers. 

He sprinted to the nearest open register, put his things down on the belt, and fumbled in his pocket for his 
wallet. 

“Come on, come on,” he mumbled under his breath as he fidgeted anxiously. 

“Oh, hey, Luke! Where have you been?” 

Luke glanced up and gasped. It was Sandy. 

“I can’t talk now,” he said. “Please, I need to get out of here! Ring me up—hurry, please!” 

“What’s with you, Luke?” Sandy asked, taking her time as she methodically logged into her register. “It’s 
always rush, rush, rush with you! You ought to slow down, take time to enjoy life.” She sighed, her eyes 
rolling back in her head. “Like last time we had sex. Oh, that was good!” 
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Luke’s breath caught. 

No, not again! 

“…and you were rubbing up against my clit just so nicely,” Sandy was saying as she scanned a package 
of gauze. 

Luke began to whimper. Glancing to his left, he could see a group of curious shoppers huddling in to see 
what was happening. 

“…and mmm, you felt so good as you pressed up against my G-spot! I think you bottomed out, didn’t 
you? Did I feel good, too? Was I nice and hot when you slid up inside of me?” 

Not in front of everybody! 

“For the love of—” Luke grunted hoarsely, giving a significant nod towards the other shoppers, “Stop 
talking!” 

“Well, that’s rude!” Sandy said. “What if I want to relive the best sexual experience of my life?” 

“Sandy, look!” Luke protested, inclining his head again. 

Sandy glanced over and shrugged. “Hey, it’s our business. If they don’t like it when I talk about how your 
balls felt when they contracted against my mound, that’s their problem.” 

“Ungh,” Luke groaned, a look of pain coming over his face. 

He closed his eyes and jizzed himself again. It spurted out through the front panels of his shirt and leaked 
down his front. He tried to take a step, but his underwear were completely soaked, and he felt a glob fall 
down his pant-leg and splat on the floor by his hoof. He stood, paralyzed with horror. He could feel the 
onlookers pointing and laughing at him even without turning to look at them. He lifted his head to look 
pleadingly at Sandy— 

And then he saw the TV behind her. “Fusion Artist Ruined” was the headline. Above it, a picture of Ruth 
covering her face as she walked out of a car and disappeared into a building. 

No… 

Luke sank to his knees, soaking his pants in the puddle of cum that had formed under him. All around 
him, people laughing, pointing, or averting their eyes. 

He jizzed again. 

 


