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Dr Daniela Jefferson frowned when her boss, Dr Wilson, stepped into her office. As usual without knocking.

Ravencastle University, a women-only graduate school that specialized in gynecology and urology, had banned air conditioning after the latest round of government funding cuts, and the windowless room was sweltering in the unusual late September heat wave. Dani was wearing a sleeveless white blouse that she had unbuttoned down to her bra in an effort to stay cool. Dr Wilson's eyes, as usual, zoomed in on her exposed cleavage. Dani ignored his leer. She was used to it. Her body had always been a magnet for men.

“We're going to have to cut salaries in the new year to stay within budget,” Dr Wilson announced. He stepped up to her desk. He had no concept of personal space. Or just didn't care. Dani's office was the size of a walk-in closet. She was fairly tall, but Wilson towered over her. She inwardly cringed as he invaded her sanctum.

“The cuts are going to be substantial. But I may be able to persuade the administration to make some exceptions. I was thinking perhaps the two of us could work out some sort of, um, arrangement.”

Dani had no trouble guessing what sort of arrangement Dr Wilson had in mind. She had complained about the arrogant weasel's repeated inappropriate pats on her shoulders, hands, and even ass, his incessant ogling of her breasts, and his multiple attempts to persuade and then to bully her into going on a date with him. And it wasn't just her. He hit on any female faculty member that was passably attractive, and even some of the students. She had complained repeatedly to Wilson's superiors, but Wilson's older brother was the president of the school and incredibly well connected, and her efforts had achieved nothing. She was seriously contemplating switching to another university, even though she loved Ravencastle. She got along fantastic with most of her co-workers. She enjoyed teaching the graduate students and supervising the postdoc researchers. And she adored the sprawling, tree-covered campus.

Wilson parked his butt on the edge of her desk in a pose that she suspected he thought was sexy. The cologne he bathed in assailed her nostrils. He had recently replaced his combover with a custom-made toupee, which was slightly askew and looked like roadkill he'd scooped off the highway and carelessly plopped on his head. His comically wide jacket lapels, his shirt covered in gaudy tropical foliage and one or two slightly stoned-looking parrots, and his polyester trousers that were so short they didn't quite cover his argyle socks might all once have been fashionable, but if so that era had passed before Dani was born. She wondered if Wilson had ever gotten a date without having to bribe or pressure the woman. Or outright pay her. She rather doubted it.

“Perhaps, if you were nice to me, I could find a way to exempt you from the wage cut.” He stroked her hair. She recoiled. He didn't seem to notice. He ran his fingers down her cheek. She pulled away, rolling her chair back as far as she could. Unfortunately there wasn't much space in the tiny room.

“I might even be able to arrange for you to get a raise,” Wilson went on, undaunted. “All you have to do is get on your knees and, well, be nice to me. For once. It'll just take five minutes of your time.” He paused, then added “I'll expect you to swallow, of course...”

“I'd rather blow a syphilitic baboon.”

Wilson frowned.

“I could have you fired, Jefferson.”

“Then you wouldn't be able to gawk at my tits any more, would you?”

Wilson scowled. He looked like he'd found a rat turd at the bottom of his cereal bowl. He pulled his gaze away from Dani's breasts and for the first time since he'd barged into her office looked her in the eyes.

“Your pay is going to be cut by 25% starting in January, Dr Jefferson.” He slid off her desk and turned toward the door. “Enjoy the rest of your day.”

Dani resisted the juvenile urge to raise her middle finger as he disappeared into the hallway.

“Can't you do something about Dr Wilson?” Veronica asked.

Dr Veronica Carson was the newest of the postdocs working at the school under Dani. The tall, strikingly attractive redhead had started in August, and had only been there a month. She was by far the youngest of the postdocs.  She had skipped multiple grades in elementary and high school, and finished her undergraduate medical degree at the top of her class. She had a brilliant mind that could look at a problem from angles that would not even occur to most people. And she had a pleasant, easy-going personality that made her a pleasure to be around. Dani loved working with her.

Veronica had worked her way through medical school as a part time lingerie model. Some of the faculty, Dani knew, looked down on her for this, but Dani didn't. Veronica had gotten her degrees without going into debt. Dani, like so many others, was still paying off student loans, and would be doing so for many years to come.

Veronica's stunning looks had not escaped Dr Wilson's notice. He looked like a smitten schoolboy whenever he saw her. Veronica, like Dani, was used to such unwanted attention, and had ignored him. Until now.

“Believe me, Veronica, I've tried. His brother is the head of the school. I could raise a fuss outside the university. But then I'd have my life put under a microscope and be raked through the mud. I like my privacy. So I just put up with the creepy fuckwad.”

“Dr Wilson deliberately brushed his hand against my breast today. He pretended it was unintentional, but it was obviously on purpose. You need to do something about him. Or I will.”

Dani had never heard Veronica talk like this before. Her usual bubbly, cheerful demeanor had completely disappeared. She sounded like a mobster.

“What do you mean, Veronica?”

Veronica hesitated. She seemed to be wondering if she had said too much.

“Do you know anything about black magic?” the young postdoc finally asked.

“Black magic? You're pulling my leg, right?”

“I've never been more serious. My sister is an adept in the dark arts. There are tons of charlatans out there, I know. But Alicia is the real deal. She's done stuff that would turn your hair white. I've seen it myself. And she hates guys like Dr Wilson. She can help us.”

Dani wondered if Veronica was psychotic. Veronica had never displayed any sign of mental illness before, but she was talking like a madwoman.

“I can see from your face that you don't believe me. That you're questioning my sanity. That's okay. You're a scientist. You need to see proof. And you will. But let me tell you what I have in mind....”

Dr Arnold Wilson closed the door to his office and locked it.

What was wrong with these bitches, he asked himself. Women were supposed to be attracted to successful, powerful men. He was a doctor and the fifth highest ranking staff member of one of the most esteemed graduate medical schools in the country. Yet women constantly turned him down. That bitch Dani wouldn't even give him the time of day, even when he threatened her with a pay cut. And that new postdoc, Veronica. That slut used to be a lingerie model. She was hardly better than a prostitute. Yet she had looked at him like he was a dog turd that was stuck to the underside of her shoe when he had “accidentally” brushed against her.

Wilson turned on his computer and brought up one of the videos he'd made with a hidden micro-camera in the showers of the girls' dorm. He undid his pants, and pulled out his pecker.

Wilson's cock wasn't particularly big. Truth be told, it was embarrassingly small. Wilson had chosen urology as his field of study in the hope of finding a way of increasing his size, but had not found any solution, at least none that was free of unacceptable risk. Wilson fantasized constantly about having a monster cock like those he saw in online porn videos. Something that would leave bitches unable to walk properly after he fucked them.

Wilson started getting hard as he imagined himself ramming a thick ten incher down Veronica Carson's throat.

“Dani, this is my sister Alicia. Alicia, this is my research supervisor, Dani.” Dani wasn't big on formality, and let the postdocs she worked with use her first name.

“Nice to meet you, Dani. So I understand you're not convinced about my special abilities.”

“It's nothing personal. It just goes against everything I've ever been taught.”

Dani could hardly believe she had even come here. If it had been any researcher or student other than Veronica who'd suggested this, she wouldn't have.

“That's fine. I understand your skepticism. Please come in.”

Alicia didn't look like a witch. She looked a lot like her sister. She had the same tall, slender frame, generous curves, and pretty face. And the same fiery red hair, though Alicia's was in a pixie cut, while Veronica's spilled halfway down to her ass. She was wearing blue jeans, sneakers, and a red crop top.

“I know you're very busy, so I'll get right to the point. I'm going to demonstrate to you that I can do the sorts of things that my sister has told you I can do.”

“Sure,” Dani said, not sounding sure at all.

“Drink this,” Alicia said. Dani blinked. She could have sworn there was nothing in Alicia's hand a second ago. “It will make you shrink down to the size of a sparrow. Don't worry, I'll give you the antidote in a minute. After you've been convinced.”

Dani looked at the miniature plastic cup and its contents skeptically. She reluctantly brought it to her lips and tasted it. It had a slightly bitter herbal flavor.

“Drink up!” Veronica urged. “I promise you it's completely safe.”

Dani downed the concoction.

Her body almost immediately started to tingle. Then, to her astonishment, she started to shrink.

“Hey! Hey wait! Stop! I'm convinced! Change me back!”

“You have to let the magic take its course,” Alicia said. “But I'll give you the antidote in a moment. You're going to be fine.”

Dani rapidly continued to diminish in size. Alicia and Veronica and everything else in the room seemed to be growing with dizzying speed.

“Seriously, you've proven your point! I believe! Change me back!”

Alicia laughed. “Be patient.”

“It's okay,” Veronica promised. “You're safe. Alicia will restore you to normal in a moment.”

The shrinking finally stopped. Dani was no bigger than a mouse. Her head came up to the two sisters' ankles.

“Here, drink this now.” Alicia stooped down and handed her another potion. She quickly glugged it.

The tingling returned, and she started to grow. A couple of minutes later she was back to her full size.

“Now do you believe?” Alicia asked.

Dani nodded shakily.

“Let's talk about what we're going to do to Dr Wilson,” Veronica proposed, an evil smile lighting up her face.

“What do you mean, you've accepted a job in Australia? You can't just quit your job here. You're the head of the school!”

“I already tendered my resignation. This research facility in Australia is going to pay me three times what I earned here. And they've found a suitable candidate to take my place and satisfactorily compensated the university for allowing me to prematurely terminate my employment contract.”

“But bro, I need you! Women are always making up fake accusations against male faculty members!”

“None of our other male faculty have had any complaints. I don't understand why you keep having these, um, interpersonal problems. You should try learning to be more respectful toward women. Don't touch them without permission. Don't stare at their breasts. And for God's sake stop asking every female who moves on a date!”

“I don't ask every woman I see on a date,” Wilson sulked.

“You're going to be fine, brother. You just have to learn to keep things professional between yourself and your female colleagues.”

“Who's replacing you?”

“Dr Sternberg. She's highly respected, has published a gazillion papers, and has more than enough experience to do the job.”

“Dr Sternberg? The fucking lesbian feminist? That Dr Sternberg?”

“Dr Sternberg does have some strong views about women's rights. But as I said, you just need to learn to respect your female colleagues...”

“Fuck!” Wilson spat. Without another word, he got up and left the room, slamming the door behind him.

“A dildo? You're seriously saying you think you can use magic to turn me into a human dildo? Are you two out of your minds?”

He had been hoping when Dani asked him to meet her in her office on Sunday evening that she had come to her senses and wanted to accept his offer. But it appeared that Dani and her assistant had both gone batshit crazy.

“We're completely serious, Dr Wilson. And if you don't think we can do it, prove us wrong. Drink the potion.”

Wilson smirked maliciously. “How about this? I'll drink the potion, but if it doesn't work you both have to suck my cock. Deal?”

“And if it does work,” Dani countered, “You agree to let us use you as a teaching instrument for the rest of the week.  We'll be teaching the students how to do a cystoscopy. And how to do STI swabs. Among other things.”

“And you also agree to let us use you in the next Phase 1 trial for the new vaginal tightening cream we're testing,” Veronica added. “You've been wanting to get into my panties ever since I started working here, so now you'll have your chance.” She snickered. “Just not quite in the way you wanted.”

Wilson laughed. “Will the two of you swallow when I come in your mouths if I agree to this bet?”

“Every last drop,” Veronica promised.

“It's a deal then.” Wilson let his eyes roam lasciviously over Veronica and Dani's bodies, not even attempting to be discreet. Veronica had worn a clingy tube top and an exceptionally short miniskirt to goad the arrogant administrator into taking their bet.

“I'm going to enjoy making the two of you suck my dick....”

Wilson tilted his head back and downed Alicia's potion.

When the tingling started, Wilson wondered if the two bitches had poisoned him. He opened his mouth to demand to know what it was that he'd just ingested when he felt himself start to shrink.

What the fuck?

Dani smirked. Veronica laughed out loud.

Wilson was normally taller than both of them by at least half a head. But now his eyes were level with their chins.

This can't be real, he told himself. I must be hallucinating. These whores must have put LSD or something in that drink!

“You're not hallucinating, Arnold,” Dani said. “This is completely real.”

How did the bitch know what he was thinking? A lucky guess?

“No, we don't have to guess,” Veronica said. “For the duration of the spell, we'll be able to read your mind. Being able to read your thoughts and emotions will make it a lot more fun when we, ah, educate you on the importance of respectful behavior toward women over the next few days.” The young researcher laughed cruelly.

“You can't do this,” protested Wilson. “I'm going to get my brother to fire both of you.”

“Your brother quit on Friday,” Dani said. “He won't be helping you any more.”

“My sister arranged for him to receive an offer he couldn't refuse,” Veronica added.

Wilson's face was now level with the women's breasts. But he was too furious—and too scared—to properly appreciate the view.

“I'm getting out of here,” Wilson growled. “I don't know what you've done to me, but I'm going to find someone who can help.”

“Reneging on our deal already?” Dani taunted. “I'm shocked. You've always been such a model of integrity.”

Veronica laughed so hard she had to lean against the wall with one hand.

“You can leave if you want,” Dani continued. “But if you bail on our deal, those videos you've been making in the girls' showers are going to become public knowledge.”

“The courts have been quite harsh about that sort of thing of late,” Veronica added. “You could be in prison for a very long time.”

Wilson's face was turning red. He was now level with Veronica's belly button.

“You still want to call off our deal, Arnie?”

Wilson scowled. “Alright. I'll do what you want.”

“Good. I knew I could count on you to do the morally right thing.” Both women guffawed.

Wilson's clothes were sliding off him, leaving him naked before the two sexy female scientists.

“Oh my God, look how small his penis is!” Veronica exclaimed.

“I've seen smaller dicks. On guinea pigs!” The two women doubled over with laughter.

Wilson's face was the color of a beet. He was about to protest that he wasn't that small. But then he noticed that his body was not only shrinking but changing. His arms were becoming smaller in proportion to his torso. His neck was disappearing. And his legs and feet were swelling.

“Look, can't we work something out? I can give you money. I can promote you! I promise I'll never touch you or act disrespectfully toward you again.”

“And pass up all the fun we're going to have? No way!” The two women howled with mirth.

Wilson was now level with the women's knees. He felt his legs and feet not only becoming more stout but fusing together. His arms were like twigs. His neck was gone, and his head was being pulled backward so that it was sticking straight up. His teeth were dissolving, and his mouth was taking on a new shape. His toupee had fallen off, and his remaining hair was falling out.

Wilson tried to scream, but no sound came out.

The girls' laughter continued.

“I'm going to leave you in this cabinet for the night,” Dani said, opening a waist high metal locker behind her desk.  “Try to get some rest. Tomorrow is Monday, and the coming week is going to be very...demanding.”

Wilson had been transformed into a nine inch living dildo. Complete with a massive set of balls. His arms and legs were gone, absorbed into the dildo's stout shaft. His eyes were still there, but were (as Dani had shown him in a mirror) virtually invisible. He no longer had eyebrows nor eyelashes, and his irises and eyeballs were exactly the same skin-tone as the rest of his modified body. His nose was a barely perceptible bump. His mouth had been turned into the dildo's urethra. His tongue and lips were still there, although his lips were now vertical, and were the same flesh color as the rest of him, making them all but invisible. His teeth had vanished. He could wiggle his torso somewhat, but that was it. He was, for the first time in his life, utterly helpless.

“You won't need to eat or drink while you're in this form,” Veronica said, smiling. “Nor excrete, for that matter. In fact, you won't even need to breathe.” She giggled.

“You know, you look a lot better as a dildo than you did as a man,” Dani teased. “And no one's going to make fun of your size now. Maybe we should keep you like this permanently.”

Dani and Veronica laughed. Veronica had to put a hand on Dani's shoulder to prevent herself from keeling over.

Dani placed Wilson on one of the metal shelves.

No! Please! Don't leave me in here! Wilson could no longer talk, but he knew Dani and Veronica could read his thoughts.

“See you tomorrow at 8:00 a.m., Dr Wilson,” Dani said.

Dani closed the cabinet door.

Wilson blinked. The harsh fluorescent lights of the auditorium-like classroom were blinding after his long night in the utter darkness of Dani's cabinet.

Dani had placed him on a metal table. Lying close by was an instrument he recognized well. Two of them, actually. Cystoscopes. He had used them many times when he was younger and still a practicing urologist to examine patients' urethras and bladders. But he'd never had occasion to have one inserted in himself. The medical instruments looked a lot bigger now.

The cystoscopes were hooked up to monitors that would display an image from a miniature camera at the end of the tube that was inserted into the patient's urethra. Dani leaned forward, into his field of vision, and turned the monitors on. Veronica was standing nearby. The heat wave had not abated, and both women had removed their lab coats. Veronica was wearing a somewhat short but still passably conservative indigo dress. Dani was wearing jeans and a T-shirt. She had tied her cascading honey-colored hair back in a ponytail, as she often did.

Dani, Veronica, and the table with Dr Wilson and the cystoscopes were on a low stage surrounded by an amphitheater-like semi-circle of seats. In those seats were about one hundred female medical students, the entire first-year student body of the school. On the opposite side of the room, several huge monitors were mounted on the walls. These, he knew, would display a magnified view of everything that happened on the stage—and in particular on this table—so that everyone in the audience could see what was happening in close-up detail.

Dani and Veronica had said that after turning him into a dildo they were going to use him as a demonstration tool in classes over the coming week. It was clear that they hadn't been kidding. Wilson dreaded having the cystoscope shoved inside him. But the entire procedure normally took no more than fifteen minutes. And since they were just demonstrating how to insert and remove the cystoscope, without actually examining the inside of a urethra or bladder, the process should go much faster. Dani and Veronica were both highly competent practitioners. With luck this would all be over in five minutes. It wouldn't be fun. But, Wilson told himself, he could handle it.

“Good morning, everyone. This morning I'm going to demonstrate how to perform a cystoscopy. Dr Carson, one of my researchers, will be assisting me. We're going to be using this replica penis to demonstrate the procedure. Normally, of course, the patient's penis would not be erect. But we wanted to use the biggest model we could find so that everyone could see properly.”

Several of the audience members giggled.

“Of course, doing a cystoscopy requires practice. So after Dr Carson and I demonstrate, each of you will get a turn to try the procedure yourself. Feel free to do it a few times. That's how you learn.”

Oh shit. A bunch of beginners were going to be practicing on him. This was going to go on the entire day! Possibly the next day as well.

Dr Jefferson! Dr Carson! Please! Let's talk about this! Wilson begged.

Too late, Veronica replied, her words inserting themselves directly into his head.

I'm so sorry about all the times I acted inappropriately.

Don't worry about it. Once we're finished with you I'm very confident it won't happen again.

Wilson seethed impotently.

Dani verbally reviewed the operation of the cystoscope. None of the information was new to Wilson, and he watched the assembled women in the audience as Dani's lecture droned on. He spotted Veronica's sister Alicia in the front row. She had a massive grin.

“Before inserting the cystoscope, we apply an anesthetic cream to the tip of the penis,” Dani said, pulling on a pair of thin latex gloves. She gripped Wilson's elongated body, dipped a finger into a big ointment jar, and rubbed a goopy substance over Wilson face. She focused mainly on the area around his urethra-mouth. Despite having the thin gloves between his skin and hers Wilson found himself becoming involuntarily aroused by her touch. She was leaning forward, her full breasts hanging tauntingly just out of reach in front of him.

Wilson realized with a shock that the ointment she was rubbing into his face tasted like pussy.

This ointment is courtesy of Alicia, Dani told him telepathically. She jilled off into this jar, then used her magic to multiply her...let's call it her output...so that it filled the entire container. You should thank her later for helping out.

Wilson seethed. He couldn't believe this bitch was rubbing another woman's cum into his face. Into his nostrils and mouth. And not just any woman's cum, but the cum of the miserable cunt who had done this to him.

Cunt? Alicia asked, forcing her words into Wilson's brain. Did you just call me a fucking cunt?

Wilson wisely shut up.

“If you were doing this to a patient you would wait five to ten minutes for the analgesic to take effect, but since we're just using a dummy, there's no need to wait.”

Wilson sensed that Dani was using the term “dummy” as a deliberate insult toward him, and seethed even more. How could she call him a dummy, when he had an M.D. and a Ph.D. and was a member of the administration of an esteemed medical school? He didn't dare protest, though.

“The next step is to give the head of the penis a little squeeze to force the entrance of the urethra open.”

Dani gripped his head, and he felt his mouth opening. He was unable to stop it.

“Then we gently guide the tip of the cystoscope in.”

Dani brought the end of the intimidating instrument to Wilson's mouth. Wilson felt close to panic as she forced the long, flexible tube into him. He tried to take a deep breath to calm himself, but could barely inhale with the cystoscope filling his mouth. He supposed he should be thankful that Alicia had rendered him able to survive without oxygen. And that Dani had opted to use the flexible cystoscope and not the rigid one.

Dani very slowly pushed the device in deeper. Wilson's tongue was flattened beneath it. He gagged slightly as it ploughed between his tonsils. Dani's nipples perked up beneath her T-shirt. He realized with shock that she was becoming aroused.

Dani forced the cystoscope in further, smiling as she did so. Wilson's passage was stretched like a pussy being distorted by a cock that was a little too big. Alicia seemed to have made his urethra a little too tight for the implement Dani was using. Wilson suspected she had done this on purpose.

Veronica was watching attentively. He looked past her to the audience, and felt a hundred pairs of eyes on him. Usually in such a large group of students—even high caliber graduate students like these—some pupils' attention would wander, but all the students seemed mesmerized. It was as if, on some subconscious level, they sensed that this was no ordinary demonstration of a commonplace urological procedure. As far as Wilson knew no one in that audience—aside from Alicia—knew that he was here. That the dildo Dani was using was anything other than an inanimate object. Even so, he was mortified to have so many people witnessing his debasement.

Veronica was obviously reading his thoughts. We're videoing this so that it can be shown to students in undergraduate medical schools all across the country. You're going to be seen by a lot more students than just these ones, Dr Wilson. Her nipples stiffened noticeably beneath the bodice of her dress. She was becoming aroused too.

Dani pushed the cystoscope deeper and deeper. Wilson felt like he was on the verge of rupturing as it filled him. Dani's smile widened.

We know about your fantasies of having a big cock, Veronica teased. Thanks to Alicia, we know everything there is to know about you. We know how you like to imagine yourself stretching pretty girls almost to the breaking point. How do you like being the one getting stretched?

Wilson didn't respond. His social skills left much to be desired, but he sensed that no matter what he said at this point, it would only make things worse for him.

It's rather remarkable how the male urethra is sort of like a long, narrow vagina, don't you think? Dani asked as she continued pushing ever deeper. It's sort of like I'm fucking you with a really long dildo.

At last the cystoscope was in as far as it could go. Wilson retched as the long instrument rammed into the flesh at the end of the tunnel that ran almost the entire length of his body. Dani grinned more widely than ever.

“At this stage we'd normally be entering the bladder,” Dani informed her students. “We'd fill the bladder with a liquid passed through the cystoscope to distend it so that we have a clearer view...” Dani went on at length to describe the sorts of things one could expect to see and the sorts of things one should be on the lookout for at this stage. The end of the cystoscope was still pressing hard into the very back of Wilson's elongated throat, and his body repeatedly heaved in an effort to dislodge it. None of the students seemed to notice, but he could tell that Dani, Veronica, and Alicia did. And that they were enjoying it.

“Once we're done,” Dani said at last, “we gently withdraw the cystoscope from the penis.” She slowly pulled the long instrument out. Wilson gasped in relief.

“Now Dr Carson will repeat the procedure with the rigid cystoscope. The rigid cystoscope is a little thicker, which provides the advantage of a wider field of view, in addition to being better suited for performing surgical procedures.”

Veronica was pulling on her gloves. Wilson watched helplessly as she dabbed more of Alicia's cum from the ointment jar onto his face, then brought the daunting medical tool to his mouth.

“Open up,” Veronica said teasingly. Several of the students in the audience laughed.

The sexy researcher didn't wait for an answer, but pushed the end of the cystoscope in. Wilson grunted as the thick metal rod stretched him even wider than the previous one. No one except Dani and Veronica heard him. Veronica slowly drove the implement deeper, gradually filling him until she could push it in no further.

Veronica leaned forward a little too much, brushing Wilson with her breasts. Wilson's entire body stiffened involuntarily in arousal. His insides tightened around the invading cystoscope, making it feel even bigger. He groaned again. Veronica beamed with delight.

Veronica reviewed some of the points Dani had already made, elaborating here and there and throwing in a couple of funny anecdotes. Wilson had little doubt she was doing this to draw out his suffering. At last she withdrew the implement and laid it down on the tabletop.

“Alright then,” Dani announced. “Now each of you gets to take a turn. Unfortunately we all need to share this one practice model, thanks to the government's budget cuts. But we've set aside both today and tomorrow for this, so everyone will have a chance to try it out. You can see your scheduled practice time by logging into your account on the school's website. I strongly advise each of you to watch a few tries by your fellow students, so that you can be better prepared when your turn comes. Let's see, who's first? Abbotson. Come here.”

A petite blonde girl stood up and approached the stage. Wilson had seen her around, but didn't know much about her. Several other girls followed her onto the stage to watch.

“I'm Cindy Abbotson.”

“Which of the cystoscopes would you like to try, Cindy?”

“I'll take the bigger one, please.”

Dani handed her the rigid cystoscope. “Go ahead.”

Cindy remembered to dab some cream onto Wilson's face. She sniffed delicately. “This stuff smells like...oh never mind.”

Dani and Veronica both laughed. “It's a new brand of analgesic. It's supposed to be very powerful.”

“I'm sure it is.” Cindy gripped Wilson by the midsection and drove the cystoscope in with one swift, efficient motion. Wilson's eyes watered. No one seemed to notice.

“Well done. But with a real human patient I'd advise going slower.”

“Sorry.”

“Why don't you try again, this time with the flexible one?”

“Sure!”

Cindy went slower the second time. It was almost as uncomfortable, and took a lot longer.

Dani consulted her list. “Adams. Alexandra Adams. You're next.”

A voluptuous girl with dark brown hair and massive boobs stepped forward. Wilson inwardly cringed. Alexandra Adams had a reputation as a slut who would sleep with anybody. Wilson had tried to get her into bed, and learned that “anybody” didn't include him. Alexandra was famous not only for her promiscuity but her clumsiness. She was the last person on campus Wilson wanted attempting a cystoscopy on him.

“Let me get a good grip on this thing,” Alexandra said. She plunked herself in a chair and placed Wilson between her legs. Wilson felt himself getting harder as her soft thighs pressed against him from both sides. Which was the last thing he wanted as it made his hole even tighter.

Alexandra, to Wilson's dismay, chose the rigid cystoscope. She forgot to apply the analgesic cream. And she forgot to squeeze to open him up. She poked the end of the cystoscope at his mouth, jabbing him painfully.

“Oops,” she said, and giggled.

She tried, and missed, again.

“Don't worry,” Dani said. “You'll get the hang of it. You just need some practice. Try again. Take your time.”

“Thanks,” Alexandra replied cheerfully. She tried to insert the cystoscope again, and failed once more.

“Sorry, I'm a little clumsy.”

Wilson resigned himself as best he could to two very long and highly unpleasant days.

“Good morning, everyone. Today we're going to be practicing taking STI swabs.”

Wilson was not looking forward to the swabs. He'd administered his share of them as a urologist, but he'd never been on the receiving end of one. It was not a pleasant procedure. It was Wednesday, and his new dildo-shaped body was still sore from the hundreds of practice cystoscopies it had been subjected to over the preceding two days.

At least I'm out of that fucking cabinet, he consoled himself. The nights of sensory deprivation were torture.

Even worse than the sensory deprivation was the incessant arousal that he could do nothing to alleviate. Being handled by Dani and Veronica and then every female student in the first year cohort had made that arousal much worse. It wouldn't go away. He'd asked Dani if she'd do something to get him off when she took him out of the cabinet, and had not been surprised when she'd laughed at him.

Almost as horrible was the humiliation of being watched by a hundred students as he was subjected to this seemingly endless indignation. And knowing that the whole process was being recorded and would be watched by innumerable other people in the years ahead.

Dani and Veronica had again removed their lab coats. Dani was wearing a silky blouse with no bra underneath. Wilson could see the silhouettes of her nipples through the gauzy fabric. Veronica was wearing a halter top that didn't conceal her ample curves much better. Both women wore skirts that seemed more suitable for a night of clubbing than a medical lecture.

“Penile swabs are able to detect infections more accurately than urine tests, and...” Wilson tuned out as Dani gave the students a short review of STI testing methodology.

“And now for the demonstration...” Wilson's attention snapped back at these words.

Dani gripped Wilson by his midsection. The arousal from her touch, even through her thin gloves, was even more intense than yesterday. Wilson would have screamed in frustration if he'd been able to.

A stick with a round cotton tip swung into his field of vision. Wilson tensed. Dani brought the tip down to the slit that was both his urethral opening and his mouth. “Of course, one must endeavor to be as gentle as possible when inserting the swab into the urethra,” Dani said, pushing the swab into him in a manner that was definitely not gentle.

She pushed the swab in a little deeper than was called for, deep enough to make him silently gag. He cursed the sadistic whore.

Not enjoying the demonstration, Dr Wilson? Veronica taunted. Her lips curled in a smirk.

Wilson nearly told her off, but thought the better of it.

Dani swirled the swab back and forth. She was none too gentle about that, either. The swab scratched and scraped him as she twirled it. Wilson yelped silently in pain, and his elongated body actually squirmed a little. Dani tightened her grip.

“Squirmy little bastard,” she remarked jovially to her audience, eliciting a few chuckles. She moved the swab around some more, even more roughly. Veronica's smirk became more pronounced, and Dani started smiling too. Wilson noticed that both women's nipples were hard.

“And now we carefully remove the swab,” Dani announced after what felt like an hour but which Wilson knew had probably been no more than half a minute. Dani pulled the swab out abrasively, and the nerves in his opening protested with another pulse of scratchy pain.

“I found some larger swabs in one of the cabinets,” Veronica said cheerfully. “These are a little larger than what one would actually use for a penile swab, but I was thinking I could demonstrate with one, just so people can see the process a little better.”

The cameras had left nothing to the imagination when Dani had performed the procedure with the standard swab, so Wilson knew that repeating the procedure with a larger swab would not provide much enlightenment for the students. It would, however, hurt.

“That's a great idea, Veronica! Go ahead.”

Veronica gripped Wilson and, grinning widely, brought the larger swab to his entrance. Tears streamed down Wilson's face as the voluptuous researcher forced the instrument in and slowly, painfully twisted it this way and that.

“There, that should do,” Veronica said at last, withdrawing the stick. “Not wearing a condom was pretty stupid of you, wasn't it? Are you going to protect yourself next time? Or should I book your next appointment right now?” Laughter erupted from the audience. Wilson silently fumed at the mockery.

“Alright, each of you will get a turn to practice with our dummy. I've drawn up a roster again for the next two days. And as usual I encourage you to watch a few tries by your peers.”

“Abbotson, you're up first.”

The petite med student performed a thoroughly competent and swift—but nonetheless rather painful—swab.

“Well done. Adams, it's your turn.”

The sluttiest girl in the school grabbed Wilson and again wedged him between her thighs. He could discern a faint sexual aroma emanating from her crotch which made his abused body harden. Alexandra brought the swab to his opening and unexpectedly managed to get it in on the first try, but then drove it much too deep. Wilson wordlessly screamed.

“Oh my, that's a little too far,” Veronica said. “Say, why don't you practice with one of these extra-big swabs? Then, when you've mastered that, you can try the regular sized ones.”

“Okay,” Alexandra said, looking embarrassed at her error.

“And don't worry, Alexandra. If you need more practice, you can use the dummy some more at the end of the day. I can stick around an extra hour or two. I don't mind.”

Alexandra beamed. “Thanks, Dr Carson! Don't worry. I'll get it right eventually.”

She tried to ram the extra large swab in, without success.

“Oops. Let's try that again...”

“Today we're going to be demonstrating the stimulation of the penis for production of a sperm sample.”

Dr Wilson's tiny eyes widened. This was a new addition to the curriculum.

It was Friday morning. Dani and Veronica had both dressed more provocatively than ever. Dani was wearing cutoff denim shorts that left the undersides of her curvy buttocks on display and a tight black T-shirt with no bra. Veronica wore a see-through fishnet top with a lacy black bra underneath, a black leather miniskirt, and black ankle boots that boosted her already substantial height by an extra four inches and exaggerated her already delightful curves.

“Assisting the patient in this manner is usually unnecessary. Most can manage for themselves. But because of a court decision last month, we're now required by law to provide patients the option. Individual clinicians may decline to provide this service, and the hands-on practice following the demonstration is entirely optional, but I do encourage you to give it a try. We only have the use of this special dummy for a couple more days, so let's get as much use out of it as we can. I guarantee that you'll find it to be the most realistic replica you've ever handled.”

There were a few nervous snickers and giggles from the audience. And also a lot of very keen, interested stares.

“When handling a patient, one should always wear protective plastic gloves, of course. But as we're short on supplies, we'll dispense with that step today. Just make sure you sanitize your hands afterward.”

Dani wrapped a hand around Wilson's body. The feel of her bare skin against his was more sensuous than he would have expected. His body stiffened and wiggled against her hand. Dani's grip tightened.

“Lubricant can be very helpful in this procedure.” Dani dipped her free hand in a plastic container and began slathering a thick, gooey fluid over his face. Some of it got into his mouth and nostrils. He recognized the taste and smell. It was more of the goo from Alicia's cunt.

“This particular lubricant has a natural scent that some people find very pleasing,” Veronica commented, smiling mischievously.

Dani applied more lube, spreading it over more and more of Wilson's body with gentle downstrokes. Wilson got harder. His need to come was so intense it literally hurt.

“Once the patient is fully erect, you simply run your hand back and forth over the shaft of the penis...”

Wilson wasn't even registering Dani's words. He was harder than ever. He felt almost feverish with lust. He could feel an orgasm building inside his massive balls. Like molten rock amassing beneath a long dormant volcano.

Dani's grip tightened ever so slightly, and her strokes became faster. Wilson moaned. No sound came out of his mouth, but he knew that Dani, Veronica, and Alicia could hear him. On the big screens behind the stage he could see close-ups of Dani sensuously stroking him from assorted angles. He was mortified. But his mortification—and even his ability to elucidate coherent thoughts—was rapidly being drowned out by his lust.

“Sometimes it can help to vary the pace, if a patient is experiencing difficulty achieving orgasm.” The speed of Dani's hand motions abruptly slowed, and her grip eased.

Noooo! he wailed silently.

Dani gazed down cruelly at him, enjoying his frustration. Her fingers were barely touching him now as she ran her hand up and down his length. His swollen scrotum felt like it was going to explode.

Dani's grip firmed, and her pace quickened. She brought Wilson close to the edge a couple more times, then slowed down before he could achieve release. The audience watched raptly.

At last Dani sped up and didn't stop. Her strokes got faster than ever. Wilson felt the pressure inside him building to a new level. His whole body was rigid. He had never experienced such intense arousal before. Such intense need.

A geyser of hot cum suddenly erupted from his mouth. It shot up into the air at least a dozen feet. More giggles and more than a few murmurs of surprise rose from the audience. Wilson barely heard it.  The pleasure engulfing him was so intense it blotted out nearly everything else. His climax went on and on. Blobs of cum rained down on the table around him with little splats.

“That was quite the eruption,” Veronica remarked, eliciting more nervous laughter from the audience. She smiled lasciviously. “I do believe I'll have a go at this.”

“Please do,” Dani invited. “Here, why don't I hold it in place so that it's in a more realistic position.”

Dani lifted Wilson from the table and brought him to her crotch. She held him against the front of her denim shorts, so that his balls hung down while the rest of him jutted horizontally in front of her. He could still taste his own cum inside his mouth.

“Great idea, Dr Jefferson!” More laughter from the audience. Wilson could see himself protruding from Dani's crotch on the screens above. It looked like she'd actually grown an enormous cock and matching pair of balls.

You've always been a dick, Dani sneered inside his head. Now you get to be my dick while Veronica jacks me off. Hope you enjoy it! I know I'm going to.

Wilson felt more humiliated than ever. But to his amazement he was also still horny. Very horny. How could he be horny after having just come like that?

Your new body is always going to be horny, Veronica informed him. You'll feel relief for a minute or so each time you come. Then you'll be horny again. You'll never experience satisfaction. In fact, the more you come, the hornier you're going to feel. And you're going to be coming a lot today.

Veronica put one hand on Dani's shoulder, and gripped Wilson's stout shaft with the other. Wilson noticed that one of the curvy young postdoc's breasts was brushing against Dani's upper arm. Dani didn't seem to mind. Wilson felt his entire body, from his balls to his head, stiffening again.

Veronica began jerking him off.

Veronica was faster and rougher than Dani had been. She had him on the verge within a minute or two. But then, like Dani, she stopped. She ran a single finger back and forth along his length. Once his body had taken a few steps back from the brink, she wrapped her hand around him and started tugging again.

Wilson had never heard a student audience so quiet before. Every single set of eyes in the lecture hall was upon him and the two female scientists.

Veronica repeatedly brought Wilson to the edge, then backed down before he could obtain relief. She did this for no more than ten minutes, but to Wilson it felt like it went on for hours. He wanted to howl with frustration. Dani, Veronica, and Alicia all laughed silently in his head.

Veronica unexpectedly gave him several swift, vigorous pumps. He shot his load so far it nearly hit the girls in the front row of the audience. A wave of nervous laughter rippled through the students.

“Now it's time for the students to try. Remember, this is completely optional. Abbotson, want to give it a go?”

“Definitely!”

The pretty medical student ascended the stage. Dani put Wilson back on the steel table. Cindy Abbotson took him in both hands and deftly brought him to climax within minutes. His eruption shot even higher into the air than it had when Dani had wanked him off the first time.

Some of the students applauded.

Then it was Alexandra Adams' turn.

“I'm actually quite good at this already,” the student volunteered. “Most of the time I use other methods to...”

“Just stick to the procedure at hand,” Dani instructed.

Alexandra put Wilson back between her legs, gripping him tightly between her soft, luscious thighs. He had a perfect view of the undersides of her massive boobs. Her nipples were huge, and strained prominently against her tight T-shirt. The curvy girl took him in both hands and slowly began stimulating him. She hadn't quite known what she was doing with the cystoscope and the swab, but the girl definitely knew how to give a handjob.

A lineup had formed before Alexandra was finished with Wilson.

“Looks like we're going to be staying a little late tonight,” Veronica remarked. She and Dani both laughed.

Wilson's libido was ratcheting higher and higher with each orgasm, as Veronica had promised.

The next student reached for him, eager to take her turn.

“Ladies, as you know, today we'll be testing a new vaginal tightening cream,” Dani addressed the nearly thirty female volunteers who would be participating in the day's clinical trial. Veronica and Alicia were there. The other participants were all students from the university.

It was only 8:00 a.m., but Dani was pretty sure they were going to be here all day. She didn't mind.

“This is part of a Phase I trial, so we won't be taking any measurements. We're just confirming that the product is safe for use on humans. Several teams of volunteers have already tested the cream as part of our Phase I study, and no one has experienced any serious adverse effects, so I don't think any of us have anything to worry about. Dr Carson and I participated in those previous experiments. I think you'll find this product delightfully effective.

“The procedure will be videotaped, as you know. Only Dr Carson and I and a few other researchers will have access to the videos, and we'll be taking all the usual measures to ensure privacy, so you don't need to worry.

“Now then, who wants to go first?”

“I do!” Alexandra Adams exclaimed.

Dani was not surprised. The lusty young med student looked like she couldn't wait to get her hands on the nine-inch penis that used to be Dr Wilson. She had tried to convince her and Veronica yesterday that she should be able to use Wilson to practice getting a patient hard with her mouth “in case a patient proves unresponsive to manual stimulation”. Dani had been tempted to let her, but she'd said no.

“Rub the cream over the replica, then insert it in your vagina, and...well...enjoy yourself. It's strong stuff, so just use enough to make the replica glisten. Don't slather it on too thick.”

“No worries, Dr Jefferson.”

Alexandra began rubbing the cream over Wilson's body. “This thing is a little wiggly!” Alexandra giggled. “It feels good, though.”

Satisfied with the coating she had applied, Alexandra stood up and pulled off her panties. She placed Wilson on the seat of her chair, hiked her skimpy black dress over her hips, and lowered herself on top of him.

Alexandra couldn't believe how effective the cream they were testing was.

She loved big cocks. And big toys. She owned a couple of dildos that rivaled Wilson's new body in size.

Wilson slid easily into her much-used twat. She effortlessly took him right to the balls. She started sliding up and down over him. Her tunnel quickly tightened as the cream did its work. It felt good. Really good. It was almost like being a virgin again.

Alexandra felt herself building toward an orgasm. Shit, no! she thought. She didn't want to come already. She wanted to draw the pleasure out.

But she couldn't control herself. Her eyes rolled up in her head as she passed the point of no return.

Wilson stared as Alexandra Adams lowered her slit onto his face. He had wanted to fuck Alexandra since the first time he'd laid eyes on her.

But not like this.

Alexandra was completely shaved. Her lips gaped. This girl's kitty had seen a lot of action. The sexual aroma emanating from her was intense, almost overwhelming. She engulfed his head like a feeding anaconda. The rest of his body swiftly followed. She took his entire nine inches all the way in.

The voluptuous brunette enthusiastically fucked herself with him. He involuntarily struggled inside her. His movements elicited soft, lustful moans from her. Her rippled canal tightened around him. He could no longer wiggle. He felt like he was being gripped by a massive fist. It was becoming uncomfortable. But it also felt good.

Alexandra came rather quickly. As her pussy throbbed around him, Wilson felt himself coming too, filling her with a massive spurt of thick seed from his capacious balls. Her female cum soaked him and pooled on the chair seat.

Alexandra reluctantly raised herself off him.

“Who's next?”

Next was a girl named Mindy. Mindy was skinny with smallish, somewhat pointy breasts. She had bright blue eyes and spiky green hair.

Mindy fucked Wilson hard. She was a lot tighter than Alexandra. Once the experimental tightening cream kicked in, she had trouble getting Wilson's body in all the way as she repeatedly rose up and down on him.

Mindy took a lot longer than Alexandra to come. Wilson's body ached when she was finished with him.

“Good job, Mindy,” Dani said. “Let's see, who's turn is it now....”

Dani, Veronica, and Alicia smiled as they watched one student after another pummel Wilson with her pussy. She could feel Wilson's humiliation as the girls used him as a living sex toy. And his discomfort as their intimate parts battered him and squeezed him too tightly. Not to mention his frustration as his lust kept building to a new level after each orgasm, torturing him with cravings that could never properly be quenched.

Dani had to resist the temptation to slip a hand into her skirt. Or excuse herself to go to the bathroom down the hall and get herself off in one of the stalls. She didn't want to miss any of the show.

Lara, the videographer, moved in and out as the young women pleasured themselves with Wilson, capturing the performance from different angles. Wilson couldn't see this, of course, but she would make him watch later.

The student currently using Wilson was a big girl with a wide bubble butt and boobs that were even bigger than Alexandra Adams'. She was pounding Wilson like a sledgehammer driving a spike into the ground. She tilted her head back and groaned as she peaked, soaking Wilson in female cum.

As soon as she raised herself off Wilson, the next girl in line grabbed him, doused him in disinfectant, and began rubbing the tightening cream over him.

It wasn't even noon yet, but Dani knew that Wilson was already exhausted. His lust was temporarily pacified from his last orgasm, but was already building as the student massaged the medicinal oil into him. That lust would soon be screaming at him like the cravings of a junkie in withdrawal.

Wilson's ordeal was far from over.

Alicia waited till all the students were done before she took her turn.

She slathered the vaginal tightening cream on quite thickly. The red-haired sorceress's hands felt so good that Wilson was already on the verge of coming. He could barely think straight. But it seemed like she was putting on too much of the cream. Wilson wondered if he should say something. Alicia looked down directly into his eyes and smiled, obviously reading his mind, and put on even more cream.

Alicia sat down on one of the chairs and propped her legs on the table. She was wearing a short, silky blue dress and matching stilettos. She gripped Wilson by the balls and aimed him at her pussy. His nuts wailed in protest at her rough handling. But the lust raging through his entire body all but drowned out the pain.

Wilson was not surprised to see that Alicia was not wearing panties. She was smooth shaven aside from a small patch above her slit. She brought his face to her twat and ran it up and down over her lips, then rubbed it against her clit, warming herself up.

Are you enjoying having my cunt rubbed in your face, pervert? Alicia mocked.

To Wilson's profound embarrassment, he was. His dildo-shaped body was so hard it hurt. He refused to give his tormentor the satisfaction of a reply. But of course she could tell.

She slid him up and down her groove a few more times, then unceremoniously pushed him in. She slowly drove him forward, savoring the feeling of being filled inch by inch by his thick shaft. Wilson couldn't see anything, but he knew that Dani, Veronica, and the student volunteers were all watching. He was surprised that the students had hung around once their turn was completed. The workload of a medical student was insane, and they did not have time to waste standing around watching this. It was as if, on some unconscious level, they sensed what was going on, and were obtaining gratification from his debasement.

You are correct, Dr Wilson, Alicia informed him. They don't know what's going on consciously, but subconsciously they know that the dildo is you. And you're not exactly popular among the students here. So they're really enjoying this.

You bitch! Wilson snapped.

My, what uncouth language from such an esteemed scholar!

Alicia abruptly tightened her vagina around him. Hard.

The little air inside his urethra-throat was squeezed out with an oomph that no one except Alicia, Veronica and Dani heard. His body was compressed so tightly that he feared he was about to be crushed.

Damn, that feels good, Alicia crooned inside his head.

She squeezed him a little harder, then eased her grip. But not by much.

I suspect the video we're making is going to find its way to the students, Veronica mused. It will be edited so that none of the volunteers are identifiable, of course. I suspect it's going to be very popular. It might even make its way onto the Internet.

Wilson opened his tiny mouth to yell at Veronica. At that moment Alicia came. Alicia, Wilson discovered, was a squirter. A tsunami of warm female cum invaded his mouth and nostrils, filling him right to his nutsack. Alicia continued gushing like a fire hose for what seemed an impossibly long time, stretching Wilson from the inside out till he felt like he was going to burst.

Alicia gave him a final vigorous squeeze with her pussy, compressing him more than ever. He exploded in an orgasm of his own.

Alicia stood up. Wilson slid out of her and fell to the floor with a heavy splat. Several of the girls laughed.

Veronica picked him up and reached for the disinfectant. She smiled down at him in a way that made his blood freeze.

It's my turn, motherfucker.

Wilson watched fearfully as Veronica plastered him with the tightening cream. She was using even more than her sister had. Wilson was already aroused, of course, but his fear was actually breaking through the thick fog of lust. Veronica grinned, sensing his terror. Her nipples formed prominent bumps in her lacy, almost transparent bra, clearly visible through her fishnet top. He could smell her arousal even from this distance.

She propped her legs on the table as her sister had done and brought him to her. Unlike Alicia, Veronica had a wild, untrimmed bush.

I've been so busy I didn't have time to shower this morning. Sorry about that! It was obvious that Veronica wasn't sorry at all.

She played with him as Alicia had done, drawing him up and down over her lips and clit, literally rubbing his face in her pussy. His entire body strained like a berserk dog on a leash. Lara, the videographer, leaned in for an extreme close-up.

Veronica gripped him by both balls and shoved him in. She was already quite tight, and Wilson dreaded to imagine what she would be like in a few minutes when the cream fully kicked in. She pushed him deeper. She loved how thick he was, how he filled and stretched her. She loved the degradation, horror, and tortuous need emanating from him even more. Alicia had made sure that no matter how many women used him, his embarrassment and humiliation would remain as fresh as the first time.

Wilson's face was pressed against Veronica's cervix. He dimly heard her murmur contentedly. She moved him back and forth, fucking herself with him. Her pussy was becoming increasingly tight. Panic gripped him. He felt like he was on the verge of being crushed to a pulp. He squirmed, but could barely move. Veronica was clearly enjoying his desperate struggles. Her moans became louder. Her pussy tightened its grip around him even more. The ridges lining her canal imprinted themselves into his flesh. He couldn't even open his mouth to scream.

Veronica's strokes picked up speed. She gasped and moaned huskily as she pumped him back and forth like a piston. Her grip on his nuts was agonizing. But he was only semi-aware of it. Her cunt continued to tighten. She had to push hard to move him forward, and had to pull almost as forcefully to draw him back. She squeezed and compressed him more than he had imagined possible. He was pretty sure he was going to die. Yet so great was his need that if she'd offered to stop he would have begged her to keep going. It was humiliating, but even his humiliation was taking a back seat at this point to his out-of-control libido.

Just as it was starting to seem like Veronica was never going to come, she moaned more loudly than ever and gushed all over Wilson. Wilson almost immediately followed, pumping her full of thick, sticky spunk.

Veronica stood up. She was a little shaky, and put a hand on the table to stabilize herself. Her vagina relaxed enough to allow Wilson to slide out. He landed on the floor with an undignified plop. He lay there in a gooey pool of their combined cum, reflexively gasping and panting even though his altered body needed no air. Veronica's heady aroma and taste permeated him inside and out. He felt like he'd been run over by an eighteen wheeler. Yet a part of him wanted to be used and fucked yet again.

Be careful what you wish for, Dani admonished. I'm next.

Dani covered the dildo formerly known as Arnold Wilson with more of the experimental vaginal tightening cream than any of the other participants.

A lot more.

Wilson, despite the insatiable lust coursing through him as Dani's hands massaged him, again felt panic as he thought about what was coming. He was pretty sure he wasn't going to survive being fucked by Dani. Yet he didn't attempt to dissuade her from proceeding.

Dani pulled off her cutoff shorts and lay down on the table. She spread her legs and drew Wilson to her. Her bush was shaved aside from a trim landing strip over her cleft. It was the same luxuriant blonde as the rest of her hair. Pink ladywood poked excitedly between her outer lips. Her randy scent teased his nostrils.

Wilson wanted to fuck Dani more than he had ever wanted to fuck a woman in his life. But not like this. Not to be shoved face-first into her twat and used as a living sex toy.

Too bad jeered Dani. You're going in, and I'm going to fuck you harder than you've ever been fucked in your life.

Dani didn't bother stroking her lips and clit with him the way Alicia and Veronica had. She was already almost dizzy with lust, and didn't want to wait any longer to fill herself with nine thick inches of living dildo. She'd never had anything this big inside her before. She could feel herself getting wetter just thinking about it. She shoved Wilson in.

Dani drove Wilson forward violently, sinking him in right to the balls. She felt him squirm. It felt good.

Squirm some more, you fucking slut, she goaded. Make me come.

Wilson figured he'd better do as he was told. He writhed inside her. She was already becoming perceptibly tighter. It was uncomfortable. But it also felt incredibly good.

She gripped his nutsack and drew him back and forth. She had to use considerable force, even though she was so wet she could feel herself dribbling onto the tabletop. Her pussy was so tight it was as if she was a virgin again. Except that this time there was no pain.

No pain for her, that is. Wilson was certainly feeling the pressure.

She moved Wilson's body more vigorously with her hands, while at the same time counter thrusting with her hips and ass. She was getting tighter, compressing the stout living cock inside her more and more. She felt Wilson gasp as she squeezed the air out of his body.

She smiled. She was just getting started.

Wilson couldn't see anything once he was inside Dani. And he could barely hear. But he could feel her hot, wet flesh closing tighter and tighter around him, like a boa constrictor crushing its prey. She was holding him by the balls and pushing him back and forth with increasing zeal. She started bucking her hips, thrusting against him each time she pushed him forward. The pressure was increasing. How much tighter was this bitch going to get?

Wilson was pretty sure he didn't want to know the answer.

Dani moaned and pushed him in deeper than ever. Deeper than any of the other girls had. His balls slid inside her and were immediately compressed like the rest of him. His whole body hurt. Yet it felt so good he didn't want her to stop. She rocked and bucked while simultaneously rhythmically tightening and relaxing her hold on him. She was moaning steadily now. Wilson's craving for release reached a new pinnacle that was more powerful than anything he'd experienced yet. But he couldn't cross the threshold. That only happened when he made whichever woman was using him come.

Dani got even tighter. Wilson was squeezed like a sponge, compressed and condensed from every side. To his amazement, his new body didn't break or rupture. It just got more and more compacted. Dani's wetness soaked him from end to end. Her flesh was so hot he almost felt like he was inside an oven.

Wilson sensed, without knowing how, that Dani had started playing with her clit. Her contractions became even faster and more powerful. She squashed him more than seemed physically possible, then squashed him even more.

Wilson started to wonder if she was ever going to come.

Dani abruptly climaxed. Her entire body shuddered as she was engulfed by the most extreme orgasm she had ever experienced. She was dimly aware that she had soaked the tabletop. And that Wilson was unloading inside her, filling her with cum.

Dani located a set of plastic tweezers that she had laid on the table earlier. She gently inserted them into her sopping tunnel. After a bit of fumbling, she got a grip on Wilson and pulled him out. He looked like a flesh-colored dishrag.

Dani pulled herself up into a sitting position. The other study participants had gathered around the table, and stared at Wilson as his body slowly shifted and expanded back into its former dildo shape.

Wilson slowly opened his eyes. His last orgasm, inside Dani, had knocked him semi-unconscious. He was sopping wet. He saw Lara, the camerawoman, leaning in for yet another humiliating extreme close-up. He felt his body slowly resuming its former shape.

“We should all try out the cream using a larger quantity, like Dr Jefferson just did,” Alexandra Adams proposed. “You know, to...uh...to make sure it's completely safe.”

“I think that's a great idea,” Dani concurred. “We still have the use of this special dildo for one more day. Tomorrow's Sunday. I can clear my schedule.”

“I...uh...I have a couple of friends who might like to participate,” Alexandra ventured.

“I think we can fit a few more participants in,” Veronica said. “What do you think, Dr Jefferson?”

“Definitely,” Dani agreed.

“Maybe I could...uh...give the dildo another go now, using a heavier amount of tightening cream...” Alexandra tentatively proposed, her voice heavy with lust.

“I don't see why not,” Dani said cheerfully.

Wilson fainted as Alexandra picked him up and reached for the cream.





About the Author

Zoe DeNoir is a Canadian erotica writer.

DeNoir is the author of the erotic horror novel Savage, which follows an eclectic group of survivors through the chaotic first night of a mysterious pandemic that is turning people into violent killers.

She is also the author of numerous erotica short stories and novelettes, including the erotic dark comedy and horror novelette The Succubus Sex Club, about two misfits who are transported to a realm of giantess succubi where they must serve as sex slaves for a night to fulfill an unholy bargain, and The Curse, a short erotic horror story about a demonic spell that causes a man to gradually shrink while simultaneously escalating his girlfriend's already healthy libido and making it ever harder to control.

She hopes you enjoy reading her work as much as she enjoyed writing it. She'd love to hear your feedback. You can reach her at:

zoedenoir@protonmail.com

cover.jpeg
Dr Wilson’s Exceedingly
Unpleasant Week






