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Ernie was about to give up for the night when he spotted two suitable-looking victims.

The women were in their early twenties. They appeared to be drunk, and were weaving and hanging onto each other as they stumbled along the poorly-lit sidewalk.

The girl on the right was tall. Taller than most girls, and even a lot of guys. She was strikingly pretty. She had shoulder-length ash blonde hair and big, innocent-looking blue eyes. Her body was slender but curvy, with full, proud breasts, long, tantalizing legs, curvy hips, and a beautiful heart-shaped butt. She wore a short, low-cut black dress with matching black stilettos. She would not have looked out of place on the cover of an haute couture fashion magazine or designer lingerie catalog.

Her companion was equally desirable. She was shorter, but still tall for a girl. She had long black hair that had a subtle blue shimmer, like a rook's feathers. And dark, beguiling eyes. She was, like her friend, slim and strikingly pretty. Her figure wasn't as full and lush, but was no less enticing, with pert, pointy breasts and a compact, perfectly rounded ass. She was dressed in a black fish-net top with a black bra underneath, a black leather miniskirt, and black leather boots that came up almost to her knees. A tattoo of a raven silhouetted against an orange full moon adorned one of her arms. She had a dark goth-girl allure that both contrasted with and complemented the more conventional sex appeal of the first girl.

Ernie didn't know why he did what he did. He didn't understand what compelled him to lurk in dark alleys in a trench coat and to flash young women who walked by. He just knew that he enjoyed it. He loved seeing their shocked expressions. It made him feel powerful. Virile. Alive.

As the women drew closer, Ernie stepped out and opened his coat.

The women stumbled to an awkward halt and stared at Ernie and his exposed manhood. The brunette giggled. Her friend joined in.

Ernie frowned. Though most women reacted with shock and revulsion, it was not the first time a woman had laughed at him. His equipment, at not quite four inches long when fully erect, was not exactly impressive.

“I saw a smaller dick once,” the raven-haired girl joked. “On my pet hamster.”

Her friend snickered.

Ernie's face reddened. He felt humiliated. And that made him angry.

“I know you like it, bitch. I know you want me.”

Ernie wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed. He really believed that the women he harassed enjoyed it. That their shock and revulsion was feigned.

Both women laughed harder.

“It's not funny, you stupid sluts!” His erection was rapidly dwindling. He willed his cock to rise back up, but it refused to obey.

“Oh look, it's getting even smaller!” the blonde remarked jovially.

“We're going to need a magnifying glass if it shrinks any more!” Both women guffawed.

Ernie gave up. These two bitches were hopeless. He began buttoning his trench coat.

“You know, Ernie, what you just did was very inappropriate.”

Ernie? Did that gash just call him by his first name? How did she know his name?

“That's right, Ernie. I can read your mind.” The women were no longer laughing. The blonde was staring right at him.

What the fuck?

“Alice is right,” the dark haired girl said. “What you're doing is very distasteful.”

“Completely illegal, too.”

“Yes, definitely illegal. Two-year minimum sentence, I believe. And things don't tend to go well for sex offenders in jail.”

Ernie finished buttoning his coat. These cunts were psycho. He attempted to retreat back into the alley.

And discovered that his legs wouldn't move.

The women watched him struggle, then broke into a fresh peal of laughter. They no longer seemed inebriated.

“What the hell...” Ernie's anger had been replaced by fear. He needed to get out of here before these hoes called the cops.

“And another thing, Ernie,” the one named Alice said. Contempt dripped from her voice as she spoke his name. She sounded like his mother when she scolded him. Which his mother did a lot.

“Cleo and I don't appreciate being referred to as gashes.”

“I'm not fond of being called a cunt either. Or a slut.”

“I didn't call you any of those things!”

“You thought them. Same thing.”

Ernie discovered that he could no longer move his arms. He was frozen in place, like a living statue. Perspiration dampened his forehead and armpits. His cock had shrivelled to the size of a thumb.

“You picked the wrong girls to fuck with, Ernie. We're witches.”

“Witches?” Ernie's mouth was so dry he could barely get the word out.

“Yes. That's right. Witches. And not nice ones, either. We're followers of the Left Hand Path. Adepts of the Black Arts.”

These girls are batshit crazy, Ernie told himself.

But if they were crazy, why couldn't he move his arms and legs?

Alice and Cleo laughed again.

“Please. I'm sorry.” Ernie could hear the fear in his voice, but he couldn't help it. “I didn't mean any harm. Please, just let me go. I'll never bother you again.”

“But you'll keep bothering other women,” Cleo said.

“No. No, I won't! Never again. I promise. I swear.”

“Nice try, Ernie. But we both know you're lying.

Shit.

“Please. I'll stop doing it. I really will. Just let me go.”

The women sensed that this time he really meant it.

“I don't know.” Alice stroked her chin, as if she was pondering some deep philosophical puzzle. “I think you need to be taught a lesson.”

Cleo extracted her phone from her purse. “I think we should just turn him over to the police. Let them punish him.”

“Yes, that would probably be best.”

Ernie paled. He had never been in jail before. The prospect terrified him. He would have trembled if his body had been capable of moving. But from the neck down he was paralyzed.

“Please, please don't call the police. I'll do anything you want. But please don't send me to prison.”

Alice whispered something in Cleo's ear. Cleo's eyes lit up. She chuckled and nodded. Both women turned their attention back to Ernie.

“Anything, Ernie? You'll really do anything we say?”

“Yes! Yes, anything!”

“Okay then. We might be able to work something out.” Alice grinned wickedly. Ernie wondered if perhaps he would be better off with the police.

“Let's take the short way home.” Cleo drew some odd symbols in the air with her hands, and uttered a string of words in a language that sounded nothing like any Ernie had ever heard.

Everything disappeared in a crimson mist.

When the red haze dissipated, Ernie was in the middle of a living room, lying on his back on the carpet. His trench coat was missing. So were his shoes, socks, and shirt. He was completely naked. He still couldn't move. Now he couldn't even turn his head.

The room looked for the most part like any other living room. There was a couch and a couple of armchairs. A big screen TV. A coffee table. A set of shelves with knickknacks and books. And a big picture window that took up most of one wall.

There were, however, a few clues that this was not an ordinary home. A large painting above the sofa depicted a voluptuous nude blonde kneeling before a demon with the head and hooves of a goat seated on an ornate throne made of human bones. An ancient leather-bound tome rested on the coffee table. Ernie couldn't see the front cover, but an inverted blood-red pentacle decorated the spine. At least a dozen black candles seated in brass holders shaped like human skulls sat on the shelves with the books and bric-a-brac.

Outside the window was utter blackness aside from a few stars. Ernie couldn't tell what part of the city he was in, nor even whether he was in an apartment or a house.

Alice and Cleo towered above him. He caught a glimpse of Alice's narrow black thong beneath her short dress, and his cock twitched back to life. Alice smiled knowingly, then stepped back so that he could no longer see up her skirt.

“So, here's our proposal,” Alice said. “Instead of being handed over to the police, you can choose to do us a favor.”

“A favor?” This sounded promising. Whatever these two wanted, surely it would be better than jail.

“My sister works for a company that organizes trade shows for women's sex toys and sex dolls. This weekend the company is hosting its biggest trade show of the year right here in our city. Top manufacturers from around the world will be submitting new products for testing by female employees from my sister's company. The male sex dolls have become incredibly realistic in the last few years and are usually the most popular category.”

Alice grinned, then continued.

“I can tell from your behavior and from perusing your thoughts that you see women as sex objects that exist only for male gratification. So I'm thinking that perhaps being turned into and used as a sex object for a while might teach you something.”

Alice's manner became very serious. “So, Ernie, you have a choice. We can hand you over to the police, as you deserve. Or you can atone for your actions by agreeing to be temporarily turned into a living sex doll and entered into the exhibit this weekend.”

“We'll need to test you ourselves before the show,” added Cleo. “To make sure everything is in working order.”

Ernie could hardly believe his good fortune. Two of the hottest girls he'd ever seen wanted to use him as a human sex doll. And to then let a bunch of female testers also use him. Ernie was almost thirty, but had never had sex with anyone other than his own right hand. The idea of at last losing his virginity thrilled him. His puny erection grew.

“Is this little fucker getting another hard-on?” Cleo asked scornfully.

“I think he is. It's hard to tell, though. He's so fucking small.”

“He thinks this is going to be fun!” Cleo chortled.

“It will be fun. For us. And for the female testers.”

Ernie wondered if he was making a mistake. Alice and Cleo scared him. He would be completely at their mercy. And that of the female testers at this sex toy trade show.

“Are you sure you want to do this, Ernie?”

Ernie did not want to go to jail.

“Yes. Yes, I'll do it. You can turn me into a sex doll.”

“This is going to be a hoot,” exclaimed Cleo.

Cleo and Alice both laughed. Ernie did not like the sound of that laughter at all.

“His face isn't that bad. But it definitely needs some improvement. He needs to be a lot taller, too. And more muscular.”

Alice and Cleo were making preparations for another spell, one that, it seemed, entailed a little more work than the spells that had immobilized Ernie and transported the three of them here. Ernie was still on the living room floor. Cleo was reading instructions from the leather-bound grimoire on the coffee table. Alice was laying black candles around Ernie. Incense wafted in the air.

“His cock needs to be bigger.”

“Yes. A lot bigger.”

The pair chuckled, and Ernie blushed. He didn't dare say anything. He didn't want these two any more mad at him than they already were.

“Okay, everything's ready.” Alice lit the candles one by one. Cleo turned off the overhead light. The small guttering flames were now the only illumination in the room, other than the starlight from the window.

To Ernie's surprise, Cleo pulled off her fish-net top, then unclasped her bra. Alice also began to disrobe.

“This spell has to be done in the nude,” Cleo said playfully. “I hope you don't mind, Ernie.” Ernie's cock grew as his eyes wandered over the two women's delectable curves.

“Yes, Ernie's cock definitely reminds me of that pet hamster,” Cleo said.

“Nobody's going to mistake it for a hamster's dick when this spell is finished.”

Cleo stepped closer. Ernie started at her perky breasts and smooth-shaven cooch. His cock got harder. He instinctively tried to bring his hand to it, forgetting that he couldn't move. Alice grinned cruelly.

Cleo began chanting in that peculiar language she had used earlier. It sounded ancient. Ernie recognized his name among the words. Cleo's hands moved through the air, drawing more invisible symbols. Alice added her own voice from time to time. Their combined chanting was beautiful. Almost soothing.

The candle flames bowed, as if bent by a strong breeze. But the air in the room was completely still. Both sorceresses became more alert. The air in the room grew chilly. Ernie sensed that something dark and powerful had joined them. Something that he couldn't see.

Ernie's penis had reached its full three and three-quarter inch maximum length some time ago, yet suddenly he felt it getting bigger. His entire body was elongating, making him taller. Muscles that were barely noticeable before expanded and thickened on his arms, legs and torso. Bones and tissues shifted in his face. It felt disconcerting and weird, but wasn't particularly uncomfortable.

The women's bizarre duet continued. The candlelight flickered, then stilled. The temperature returned to normal. The dark presence had disappeared. The girls fell silent and grinned at each other. Ernie's body had stopped growing and changing.

“He looks good,” remarked Alice.

“Yes, he does,” agreed Cleo. Her voice had become slightly breathy.

Ernie tried to speak, but his lips and tongue no longer worked. He could still move his eyes, but that was all.

Don't worry. Alice's words entered his mind directly. We'll still be able to hear whatever you're thinking. If at any time you want to back out of our deal and have us turn you over to the police, you can.

So, you still want to go through with this, Ernie?

Yes.

Both of the young witches smiled. “Shall we try him out now?” asked Cleo.

“Definitely. We don't want to bring a dud to the exhibition.”

Ernie's pecker was still hard. Despite his apprehension, he was elated by the thought of making love to Alice and Cleo.

Cleo squatted beside Ernie and gripped his greatly enlarged cock. Her fingers felt heavenly—far better than the familiar feel of his own hand. Lust coursed through Ernie like an electric current. He automatically tried to thrust, but his body wouldn't move. Cleo smiled, then moved her hand slowly up to the base of the swollen head of his cock. Ernie groaned with pleasure. No sound came out, but Alice and Cleo could hear him nonetheless. Cleo's hand slid down to the base of his shaft, then unhurriedly began moving back up.

“That's quite the erection we've given him,” Alice remarked.

“Yes. Ten inches at least. I think he'll be a very popular test subject tomorrow.”

Cleo continued moving her hand up and down over Ernie's cock. Waves of pleasure radiated through him. Cleo's movements slowly increased in speed, and her grip tightened. Ernie could feel an orgasm building. The pleasure was almost unbearable.

Cleo sat astride Ernie's thighs. She was still naked, and the soft, rounded undersides of her ass cheeks felt wonderful against his bare skin. Ernie felt himself sliding over the edge. A blast of spunk erupted from his cock, narrowly missing Cleo's face. Splats of gooey jizz rained over Ernie's stomach, chest, and hips. Some landed on Cleo's boobs, belly, and thighs.

“I'd say our new toy is working,” Cleo said, laughing.

“I'm going try him out now,” proclaimed Alice. Cleo rose to her feet, and Alice took her place. She clasped Ernie's dick. It was still hard.

“His new cock is nice and thick. Nothing like that toothpick he had before.” Ernie blushed again. He wanted to protest that his cock hadn't been that small. But no words came out. Cleo snickered.

Alice gave Ernie's cock a few playful strokes, then stopped. She held him in her hand for a moment or two. Then she leaned down, so that her lips were just inches from the tip.

If there was one thing Ernie had dreamed of even more than fucking a girl, it was having a girl go down on him. He prayed that Alice would take him in her mouth.

“Not happening, Ernie,” Alice said, reading his mind. “Your purpose as a sex doll is to give us pleasure. Not vice versa. You do what we want.” She withdrew her hand and looked down at him with a wicked grin.

“Our spell gave him quite the set of nuts,” Cleo observed. “They're the size of grapefruits!”

Alice cupped his balls. “Yup, they're nice and big.” She stroked them almost affectionately.“I bet he'd love it if I licked them.”

Ernie's eyes lit up with hope.

“I'm not going to, though. Sorry Ernie.” Both women laughed.

Alice's hand returned to Ernie's shaft and resumed stroking it.

“Let's see if you can get more cum out of him than I did,” Cleo challenged playfully.

Alice's motions sped up. Ernie moaned soundlessly as Alice easily, almost carelessly, brought him to another peak. His second climax was even stronger—and more copious—than the first.

“I think a little more testing is in order,” Cleo said mischievously. “Just to be sure.”

“I agree.”

Ernie's cock was still fully erect, despite the two orgasms he'd just had. Alice moved aside. Cleo stepped over him, straddling his head between her legs. She was facing his feet, giving him a mouth-watering view of her pussy and the undersides of her taut butt cheeks. Ernie prayed that she would ride his cock. He was almost drooling.

Cleo didn't touch Ernie's cock. She knelt astride his head, so that her folded legs were bracketing his face and her pussy was just inches above his mouth.

“Playing with his cock got me all wet. I need to rub one out on his face.”

Alice laughed.

Ernie had never gone down on a girl before. He'd never even thought much about it. It seemed to him that fucking ought to be enough for a girl. And that if anyone went down on anyone it should be the woman going down on the man, to keep her man happy.

Cleo lowered herself further, bringing her pussy so close Ernie could feel the heat radiating from it. Ernie had never seen a pussy up close like this, except in online porn videos and photos. In fact he'd never seen a pussy in real life at all. Cleo's scent teased his nostrils, sending renewed lust coursing through him.

“Ready, Ernie?”

Ernie realized to his surprise that he actually wanted Cleo to sit on his face. To taste the slutty young witch's pussy. To feel her coming in his mouth.

Cleo smiled, sensing his eagerness.

“Here I come, then.” Cleo giggled at her own pun.

Cleo sat on Ernie's face, positioning herself so that her vagina was directly on top of his mouth. She rested her full weight on him, pressing his head into the carpet. He could no longer see anything. His eyes were buried under her ass cheeks.

The young enchantress slid back and forth over Ernie's face, coating him with her wetness. Her raunchy flavor invaded his mouth. It was the most delicious thing he'd ever tasted.

Alice gripped Ernie's cock and leisurely stroked it, playing with it like a toy that she couldn't leave alone. Ernie was almost dizzy with lust.

Cleo ground her cunt more forcefully on Ernie. She was literally fucking herself with his face. She cooed happily as she rode him. Alice's hand movements picked up speed. Ernie silently moaned, completely engulfed by the dual pleasures.

Cleo abruptly tensed. Then she squirted in Ernie's face, flooding his mouth with female cum. Ernie's cock shot it's biggest geyser of cum yet into the air.

Cleo rose to her feet, and Alice took her place on Ernie's face. Alice sat facing forward. Ernie's nose was pressed into her trim bush. She was, he noticed, a natural blonde. Above her mound rose her smooth belly and the undersides of her big, gravity-defying boobs. Her soft thighs grazed his cheeks. Like Cleo, Alice had positioned her opening squarely on Ernie's mouth. She was already wet. The taste of her arousal mingled with the lingering remnants of Cleo's.

There was no gradual buildup with Alice. Alice rode Ernie hard. She gripped his head and ground herself against him frantically, almost violently.

Cleo, to Ernie's frustration, didn't play with his cock the way Alice had. Instead she sat behind Alice on Ernie's chest. She brought her lips to Alice's shoulder and neck and ran her tongue teasingly over Alice's skin. Her hands cupped Alice's breasts and massaged and squeezed them, making Alice moan in a way that would have given Ernie an instant hard-on if he hadn't already had one. One of her hands trailed down to Alice's cleft and touched her engorged clit.

Alice came violently. Ernie was close to the edge himself, but without anyone touching him—and unable to touch himself—he was unable to cross the finish line. He silently groaned. Alice's body shuddered as several aftershocks coursed through her.

Alice remained seated on Ernie's face a moment or two longer, then rose to her feet. Cleo also stood up. Ernie followed them with his eyes, silently pleading with them to do something to alleviate his need.

“Well, there's one test left to do,” Alice remarked.

“Should we do it now, or wait till tomorrow morning?”

Alice pondered the question. Or at least pretended to. Ernie's eyes nearly bugged out of his head. He didn't feel like he could last another two minutes without coming, let alone all night.

“Hmmm. I'm kinda tired after that orgasm. Maybe we should wait till tomorrow to finish the testing.”

Please, I need to come! Ernie begged.

How is that our problem, Ernie?

Ernie didn't know what to say. He wasn't the fastest thinker on the planet. Alice smirked, relishing his discomfort.

“I am still a little randy,” Cleo said. “I don't think I want to wait until tomorrow to try out that nice big cock we gave our new toy.”

“Okay. Let's fuck him now, then.”

Ernie was not a particularly religious person, but quietly thanked every deity he could think of.

Cleo knelt astride Ernie's hips and lowered herself till the tip of his cock nudged her moist cleft. She teased herself with the end of his penis, rubbing it back and forth over her folds. Then she abruptly lowered herself onto it. She took it all the way in with shocking ease. The hot, wet feel of her pussy was far better than his own hand and his feverish virgin fantasies had ever been. He would have cried out in ecstasy if he'd been able to.

The gorgeous young sorceress slowly raised herself till only the head of Ernie's cock remained inside her, then lowered herself back onto him again, fucking herself in slow motion. Ernie wanted to pin Cleo to the floor and fuck her as hard as his new body was capable of. But he couldn't move. Cleo was the one in control, and he was at her mercy. And he could tell she loved it. Her intense eyes stared into his as she used him as a human dildo, feeding off his frustration.

Cleo's movements gradually sped up. Alice stood nearby, watching. The blonde enchantress' fingers slid down to her clit. Ernie felt a fresh orgasm welling inside him. But before he could obtain release, Cleo stopped moving. Ernie wanted to scream.

Cleo remained on top of Ernie, holding him inside her without moving. She waited till his libido calmed somewhat. Then, very slowly, she resumed riding him. She repeated this process several more times, abruptly halting each time Ernie was close to peaking. She did this for perhaps fifteen or twenty minutes. To Ernie it felt like hours. Her wetness dribbled over his balls and dripped onto the carpet around his ass.

Ernie was approaching the point of no return yet again as Cleo rode him particularly hard. He braced himself for her to stop. But this time she didn't stop.

Alice, still playing with herself, knelt beside Cleo and kissed her. Deeply. Cleo's body convulsed and gushed over Ernie's straining cock. Ernie exploded, pumping Cleo full of hot spunk. Alice quivered as she also came.

Cleo shakily rose to her feet. Ernie's cock slid out, glistening with her wetness. It was still hard. To his shock, Ernie realized that he was still horny. His new body seemed to be insatiable.

Alice stepped over Ernie and lowered herself onto his cock. She didn't tease herself with it as Cleo had done, but took it right in. Like Cleo, Alice had no trouble taking his thick new tool right to the hilt.

Alice fucked Ernie's cock the way she had fucked his face. She rode him like a bull mounting a heifer in heat. Her big boobs bounced overhead as she pounded him. She didn't pause as Ernie neared his zenith. There was no edging with this girl. She pummeled Ernie's meat harder than ever. Ernie exploded like a volcano, pumping spurt after spurt of thick cum into her eager cunt. She cried out as she too came.

“Well, I'd say the new sex doll passed all the tests,” Alice proclaimed breathlessly as she stood up.

“Definitely.”

“You'd better get some rest, Ernie. You have a very demanding day ahead of you tomorrow. Some of the testers might be a little harder on you than we were.”

Alice smiled ominously.

“Goodnight, Ernie.”

The blonde sorceress uttered a few words in the ancient language she and Cleo used for their spells, plunging Ernie into a black, dreamless sleep.

When Ernie regained consciousness, sunlight was streaming through the living room window.

He was still on the floor where the young witches had left him. He could smell South Asian spices, and noticed cardboard takeout containers strewn over the coffee table. He deduced that it must be past lunchtime. Which meant that he hadn't eaten in more than twelve hours.

Yet he felt no hunger.

“You won't need to eat, drink or even use the bathroom while you're in your present state,” said Cleo, reading his thoughts. “In fact, you don't even need to breathe.”

Alice and Cleo were sitting on the couch. Alice was wearing pink cotton panties and a loose T-shirt. Cleo was wearing a lacy black bra and matching thong. Ernie's new cock was hard even before he saw them. It seemed to be designed to stay permanently erect. His libido was rousing like a hungry bear awakening from hibernation.

“Good morning, Ernie,” Alice greeted him. “I hope you're ready to have some fun today!”

Ernie still couldn't move or speak. He watched Alice nervously.

“We're heading to the trade show now.” Alice hoisted Ernie over her shoulder. She lifted his tall, muscular new body with ease. Ernie wondered if she was using more of her dark magic to temporarily make him lighter. His face came to rest against the small of her back, just above her ass. Her butt was clearly outlined beneath her thin panties. Her big boobs pressed against his naked thighs. His arousal rapidly intensified.

“Ready, Cleo?”

“Absolutely.”

The living room disappeared in a blood-colored mist.

When the haze vanished, Ernie was in the lobby of a huge convention center. He couldn't see where he was at first. Alice still had him over her shoulder, with his face against the small of her back. She was wearing a short lab coat now. Her curvy butt was plainly outlined beneath the thin white fabric just south of Ernie's face. He could hear women walking and chatting around them. No one seemed to have noticed Alice and Cleo's abrupt appearance. More magic, Ernie supposed.

Cleo was holding an L-shaped metal dolly by the handles. Alice lowered Ernie feet-first onto the base of the dolly. She placed him in a standing position, facing forward. He now had a clear view of the lobby. It was massive. Women were milling into the building and flowing past them in an erratic stream. There were no men anywhere in sight. The attendees were for the most part young, and many of them were remarkably attractive. The gaze of many of the passing women discreetly dropped to Ernie's massive dong, which was still hard and jutted out unabashedly. Some looked impressed. Others giggled or snickered nervously. Their attention stoked Ernie's lust further.

“We're in room A30,” Alice said peppily. “The main auditorium. I think it's at the end of this hall.” She started walking. Cleo followed, wheeling Ernie on the dolly.

Ernie got glimpses into the rooms they passed. He saw displays of every female sex toy and accoutrement imaginable. Dildos that ranged in size from hardly bigger than his original penis to monsters that were even bigger than his new cock. Vibrators of every sort—wands, clit-suckers, double-pronged rabbits, G-spot stimulators, and even remote-controlled toys. BDSM gear and furniture, including pillories and queening chairs. Sultry costumes and sexy lingerie.

In one room a woman had stripped to her underwear and was donning an enormous strap-on. A second woman had bent over in front of her. Before Ernie could see what happened next, Cleo had already wheeled him past the door. He tried to crane his neck, but couldn't move. He silently groaned.

Alice, sensing his frustration, looked back at him and smiled. Don't worry, Ernie. You're going to get plenty of action soon enough.

Maybe more action than you want, added Cleo portentously.

Ernie wondered how many women were going to be testing him. He knew Alice and Cleo were monitoring his thoughts, but neither offered an answer. He wondered again if agreeing to this had been a good idea.

They arrived at the auditorium. The doors were already open, and Cleo wheeled him in. Ernie glimpsed a sign taped to one of the doors that said Male Sex Dolls, with a big red heart underneath.

At the front of the huge room was a long, brightly lit stage. Rows of ascending seats rose before it almost to the ceiling. Six gurneys were on the stage. Two were empty. The other four each held a life-sized sex doll. The dolls were all quite lifelike, but had a slightly plastic, artificial look. Two had neutral expressions. One had an expression that was apparently meant to be sultry. The last doll's face attempted a simulated orgasm that looked to Ernie more like a paralyzed scream.

Several cameras were mounted around the stage, some posted on stands, others suspended from the ceiling. Widescreen monitors adorned the walls behind the stage and to each side of the seats.

The testing is going to be recorded, Alice informed Ernie. It will be viewable on the exhibit's Website forever.

Bootleg clips from these shows always end up on porn sites, too, added Cleo. You're going to be famous, Ernie.

Ernie's unease greatly increased. One of his mom's revolving door of boyfriends could see it, and tell his mom. The thought of trying to explain this to his mother scared him even more than the idea of going to jail did.

About two dozen women in short pink lab coats wandered among the dolls, sat on the edge of the stage, or lounged in seats in the first couple of rows. Most did not seem to be wearing much underneath the colorful lab coats, which were barely long enough to cover their buttocks. Ernie guessed that these were the testers. He was surprised by how attractive they looked. Many of them were downright hot. Serving as eye-candy was obviously a big part of their job.

Another eight to ten women were wearing traditional white rather than pink lab coats, including Alice and Cleo. These seemed to be employees from the companies that had supplied the sex dolls.

There were also five or six women in black outfits holding professional-grade camcorders standing together and chatting at one end of the stage. Ernie guessed that they would be taking close-up footage of the testing to supplement the images from the stationary cameras.

Women in street clothes were walking around the stage and inspecting the dolls or taking seats in the auditorium. These were obviously attendees. Several women glanced at Ernie as Alice and Cleo lifted him from the dolly and onto one of the empty gurneys.

Another doll was brought in and placed on the last gurney. Attendees continued to file in and wander among the dolls or take seats. The auditorium was filling up fast.

A woman with a stylish blonde bob in a designer business suit walked up to Alice and Cleo. She and Alice hugged.

“Hey Charlotte!”

“Hey sis. It's so good to see you!”

Charlotte released her sister and quickly looked Ernie over.

“Thanks for getting me this substitute doll. He's quite impressive.”

“Yes. I think he's going to be very popular.”

A few more testers arrived. Ernie wasn't sure, but he guessed there were now around thirty of them. A lot more than he had expected. Were all of them going to try him out? His eyes sought out Alice and Cleo. They saw him, and he knew they were reading his mind, but they just smiled.

Ernie was by far the most realistic looking doll in the room. Many of the women wandering around stopped to look at him. Some stroked his skin or ran fingers through his hair. The boldest ran their hands over his cock or cupped his balls. Some were quiet and serious as they did this. Others giggled self-consciously and joked with their friends. The women's touches sent pleasure radiating through him, especially when they touched his genitals. He wanted to grab their hands and rub them over his cock till he came. Or to push their heads down and make them suck him. But he could do nothing but lie there helplessly while they touched and fondled him.

Many women commented on how real Ernie seemed.

“I can't believe how lifelike this one looks.”

“I know. His skin feels so real. It's even warm.”

“His cock feels real too. I'd love to try it out.”

“Me too!”

“Look at that! His eyes move. You'd swear he's watching you.”

“These sex dolls get better and better every year.”

Alice and Cleo accepted compliments and answered questions. They were vague when asked technical questions about Ernie's design or manufacture, giving answers like “I'm really sorry, but that's proprietary information. We're not allowed to disclose that to the public.”

Ernie wondered with both apprehension and excitement how much longer it would be before the testers began trying him out.

“Ladies, please take your seats. The testing will begin in a few minutes.”

The visitors walking among the dolls left the stage—some reluctantly—and sought out seats. Testers in pink lab coats congregated at the center of the stage. Attendants in white lab coats took positions beside their dolls. Black clad videographers wandered among them.

Once all the visitors had taken their seats, the monitors came to life. Most displayed headshots of Charlotte. One camera panned across the audience. There were few empty seats. Another monitor focused on the testers, who had lined up in two neat rows behind Charlotte.

The largest monitor switched to a close up of the doll at the far end of the stage. It zoomed in on his face, then panned over his body. It lingered briefly on his permanently erect cock. The view then switched to the next doll, and did the same thing. It continued across the row of dolls till it reached Ernie. There were a few gasps and wows as the camera moved over Ernie, and even a couple of whistles and cheers when it reached his junk. Ernie was pleased by the attention. That not one of these women would not have given him a second glance if he was in his real body didn't even cross his mind. Nor did the fact that they saw him not as a man or potential lover but merely an inanimate plaything or tool.

“We have here the six best new dolls chosen from twenty-eight submissions from seventeen different manufacturers. Our dedicated team of testers will be putting these dolls through some rigorous testing to see how well they perform and how durable they are.” A few more whistles and cheers greeted this announcement. Some of the spectators had been to this exhibit before.

“First we'll be taking a few measurements, to see how the dolls compare. Then we'll be doing a test...let's call it a manual test...which will evaluate the realism and the durability of each doll. All the dolls in this year's exhibit are capable of ejaculating, so this particular test will evaluate their performance in that regard too.” More raucous sounds of approval greeted this announcement.

“Our videographers will be roaming around while the testers work, and highlights will be displayed on screens mounted around the room, so you don't need to worry about missing anything. And of course the entire show will be available afterward on our Website.”

Charlotte went on to introduce and describe each of the dolls. She said a few words about the company that produced it, its capabilities and features, and occasionally an interesting or humorous anecdote about the doll or its developers. She went from left to right, so Ernie was last.

“Finally, we have a last-minute entrant in this year's contest, Ernie. Developed by a new startup right here from our own city that has requested anonymity for the time being, Ernie was inspired by a young man the creators met in real life one night. As you can see, Ernie is a particularly well-endowed doll, who may not be suitable for all women due to his exceptional size. But for those of you who like your man big down there....” This was greeted with giggles, cheers and applause. The lust from some of the women was almost palpable as the monitors displayed close-ups of Ernie's attributes.

“Now let me introduce you to our testers.” Charlotte went on to introduce each of the thirty women in the pink lab coats. Each tester was displayed on the screens as her turn came.

Ernie could hardly believe all these gorgeous women were about to use him as a living sex toy. He was exhilarated. But also afraid. Would the body Cleo and Alice gave him stand up to being used by thirty women in a row?

“Well, I'm sure you've all heard enough of me talking, so let's get started, shall we?” Resounding applause greeted these last words.

The testers began splitting up and walking to their designated dolls.

Ernie didn't remember the testers' names from Charlotte's speech. But each of them wore a name tag on the lapel of her lab coat. Six testers had congregated around Ernie. One of them had placed a clipboard on top of his chest, as if he was a piece of furniture. Her name, Ernie saw from her name tag, was April. The other testers were Skylar, Sherry, Denise, and Dakota.

“We'll take the measurements first,” April announced. She was quite tall and very attractive. She had shoulder-length curly blonde hair, vivacious blue eyes, and full, sensuous lips. She wore no makeup. She didn't need any. Her lab coat, like that of most of the testers, was unbuttoned down the front. She wore a white blouse under which a lacy black bra was clearly visible, a figure-hugging red latex miniskirt, and black pumps. She had a voluptuous, curvy figure, with full breasts, long legs, and wide hips.

“Let's start with the fun parts,” Skylar suggested cheerfully. Skylar was shorter than April. She had long hair that was dyed mauve and tied into two ponytails, one on each side of her head. She wore dark plum lipstick and heavy eyeliner that accentuated her intense green eyes. She had a shapely figure, not quite as curvy as April's, but no less appealing. Beneath her lab coat she wore a white crop top, leopard-skin spandex tights, and four-inch black stilettos. Her navel was pierced with a silver ring.

Skylar gripped Ernie's cock. Her fingers felt good as they closed around his meat. She moved it this way and that, studying it from different vantage points. Ernie was acutely aware of how helpless he was.

“The specifications say he's ten inches long,” April said. “I don't think they were exaggerating.”

“Good,” replied Skylar. “I like them big.”

April cupped Ernie's nutsack. Skylar was still holding his cock. Ernie would have moaned with delight if he'd been able to.

Skylar brought a ruler to Ernie's penis. The coolness of the thin metal against his skin contrasted with the warmth of Skylar's fingers and palm.

“Yup, ten inches. Ten point four three, to be exact. Almost ten and a half.”

“Wow. Now that's a cock.”

Skylar brought a caliper to the base of Ernie's shaft. “Three inches wide. This boy is thick.”

April took the caliper and measured Ernie's scrotum. “His sack is really big too.” She took the clipboard from Ernie's chest and made some notes.

“His skin feel is perfect,” Skylar proclaimed. April made another note. “If I didn't know better, I'd think I had a real cock in my hand.”

“It looks real, too!”

“I know! I don't think I've ever seen a sex doll that looks this much like a real person before.”

“His facial expression is a little odd. He looks anxious. Or afraid.”

“He should be afraid. He's gonna get wanked off and then fucked by thirty women in a row.”

All five testers laughed.

“I love the way his eyes move. You'd swear he can understand us.”

“I noticed that too.”

“Well, let's get on with it. The sooner we finish with the measurements and notes, the sooner we can put this toy through some field tests.”

April and Skylar measured Ernie's height, his chest, his hips, and his biceps. They made note of his hair color, eye color, and other features.

“Everything matches the specs the manufacturer submitted,” April said.

“Good. Now let's see how well this thing can actually perform.”

April wrapped her hand around Ernie's shaft and slowly began moving it up and down. Skylar reached between his thighs and cupped his nutsack. Ernie's eyes almost rolled into the back of his head.

“I could almost swear he just got a little bigger,” April remarked.

“His balls feel like their contracting against his body, the way real balls would when a guy's getting ready to nut. This is the most realistic model I've ever evaluated.”

“Same here.”

April continued sliding her hand up and down Ernie's rod. Skylar very gently squeezed his sack. The pleasure was almost unbearable. April's motions gradually increased in speed. Ernie noticed that her nipples were poking against her top. So were Skylar's. Skylar kept her hand on his sack, gently caressing it with her fingers.

“I think he's close.” April's voice had become a little breathy.

Ernie could see himself and April on a couple of the monitors. He noticed that a couple of the women in the audience were also recording the action with their phones.

April tightened her grip a little more. That was enough to send Ernie over the edge. Ropes of thick white cum jetted high into the air. Some of it landed on Ernie's thighs and belly. More of it landed on April and Skylar. It narrowly missed some of the other testers. Alice and Cleo, knowing what to expect, had stepped back, out of range.

“Holy fuck!” exclaimed April. Skylar uttered an oath of her own. The two testers sounded more amused than annoyed.

Some of the testers evaluating other dolls turned to look, surprised by April and Skylar's exclamations. There were a few gasps from the audience. Alice and Cleo exchanged an amused look. One of the screens replayed Ernie's eruption in a slow-motion close up.

Alice stepped forward and wiped Ernie down with a cloth and some disinfectant. She worked swiftly but meticulously. She lavished particular attention on his cock and balls. The feel of her hand moving over him with the cloth quickly made Ernie horny again, despite the powerful orgasm he'd just had.

“My turn,” Skylar said. “Do his nuts need to be refilled?”

“Nope. He's good for the rest of the day.” Skylar looked surprised. And impressed.

Skylar grasped Ernie's cock. Her grip was firmer and her motions rougher than April's. It felt good. Ernie's body tried to twist and squirm in response, but he couldn't move. Except for his eyes, which no one except Alice and Cleo were watching.

It didn't take Skylar long to get Ernie off. His next ejaculation, to the amazement of everyone, was even more prodigious than the first. One of the monitors displayed another intimate replay that left nothing to the imagination. More women in the audience had started recording Ernie with their phones.

Ernie experienced only fleeting relief when Skylar was done. Cleo wiped him down with more disinfectant. The feel of her hands moving over him quickly re-inflamed the embers of his lust.

Sherry was the next tester to try Ernie. Sherry was short, slim, and busty. She had curly auburn hair that fell around her shoulders and wore an ivory blouse that was unbuttoned down to her breasts, a short pleated skirt, and oversized glasses that gave her a “sexy librarian” look.

Sherry used lube on Ernie. The gel was initially cold against his skin, but his erection was undaunted. The lube quickly warmed under Sherry's skillful hands. It smoothed the flow of her hands over his cock and simulated the warm, wet feel of a mouth or vagina. Not that Ernie had any first-hand experience with mouths or vaginas. She worked slowly, drawing the process out. Another tester, Denise, joined in. She fondled his balls and then slid a hand under his ass and gave it a playful squeeze.

“Alice and Skylar were right. I can't believe how real this one feels.”

“I know. It's incredible.”

Ernie was nearly insane from the need to come. He wanted to make Sherry go faster, but could do nothing to get her to speed up the pace. He couldn't even beg.

Sherry finally took Ernie past the point of no return. Denise manage to dodge the blast of thick cum that shot from his penis, but Sherry got some on her forehead and lab coat.

“We need face shields with this one,” Sherry said good-naturedly. Denise laughed.

Alice and Cleo gave Ernie another quick cleanup. Then Denise took over. Denise was tall and lanky, with short, spiky black hair and dark brown eyes. She wore faded jeans, black running shoes, and a T-shirt that said Go Vegan—Eat a Pussy. Denise also used lube. Lots of it. She was more aggressive in wanking off Ernie than the preceding three testers had been. It took her only a minute or two to make him nut. The resulting explosion narrowly missed her face.

Dakota, the next tester, was a plump woman with massive breasts, long chestnut hair, and large hazel eyes. She was fascinated by the size of Ernie's balls. They were bigger than some of the testers' tits. Dakota leaned down and rested her cheek on Ernie's thigh to obtain a nice, close-up look. She cupped his nuts in her hand as if she was appraising pieces of fruit in a supermarket.

When she had finished checking out Ernie's balls, Dakota straightened herself and turned her attention to his straining cock. She gripped the base of his shaft with one hand and aimed his cock this way and that, testing its flexibility. Then she stroked him waterfall-style, bringing both of her hands down over the length of his cock again and again, raising each hand back to the top when it reached the base and starting the descent over.

Dakota brought Ernie to his most copious climax yet.

Five more testers wandered over, having finished with the first doll they'd been assigned to. The five who had just finished moved on to their next doll. April and Cleo got Ernie ready.

Next up were Jade and Penelope. Jade was slim with long, straight black hair and dark brown eyes. Penelope looked like a beach bunny, with sun-kissed skin, sun-bleached hair, and a body that would rock any bikini. She was actually wearing a bikini top under her lab coat, along with faded denim short shorts.

Without a word, Jade and Penelope removed their pink lab coats. They folded them and placed them on the floor outside the range of Ernie's prodigious ejaculations. Then they stripped off the rest of their clothing, including their shoes and undergarments, and placed these neatly on top of their lab coats. The audience, some of the other testers, and even April and Cleo all looked surprised. But no one objected.

Jade and Penelope both climbed on top of Ernie, clambering over him like kids climbing on a piece of furniture. Jade sat astride his thighs. Penelope sat on his belly.

Jade poured a wallop of lube over Ernie's cock. Unlike the odorless lube that Sherry and Denise had used, this lube was scented with the aroma of female arousal. Prior to Cleo and Alice sitting on his face, Ernie had had no clue what female arousal smelled like. But he recognized the scent. His lust ratcheted up to what felt like an unprecedented level. He would have been quaking with need if he'd been able to move.

Jade gripped Ernie's shaft and began stroking it. After a couple of minutes she released it, and Penelope took over. The pair alternated back and forth. Several times Ernie was close to peaking when they switched, breaking the rhythm and preventing him from getting to the finish line. He wanted to scream in frustration. Alice and Cleo watched his distress with amusement.

Jade finally brought Ernie over the edge. He splattered Jade and Penelope with thick gobs of cum. The two testers dismounted and cleaned themselves with a couple of the cloths Alice and Cleo had been using, then got dressed while Alice and Cleo prepared Ernie for the next tester.

Sophia and Christine were next. Sophia had thick, curly black hair that spilled in an unruly waterfall around her shoulders, dark, vivacious eyes, and massive, gravity-defying boobs. Christine had bottle-blonde hair cut in a jawline bob, sparkling blue eyes, and boobs that, while not as huge as Sophia's, were considerably larger than average. Sophia was wearing a low-cut cocktail dress. She buttoned the front of her lab coat to protect her dress from getting splattered with Ernie's cum. Christine was wearing a loose crop top with no bra and a short miniskirt. She left her lab coat hanging open. She circled to the head of the gurney, where she evidently figured she'd be far enough away to avoid getting splashed. Other nearby testers also moved back, having seen what Ernie's cock was capable of.

Ernie sighed soundlessly as Sophia began stroking him. As Sophia pumped his cock, Christine leaned forward, wanting a better look at the penis everyone was saying was the most realistic they'd ever seen on a sex doll. She placed her hands on Ernie's shoulders to brace herself. Her hanging crop top treated Ernie to a tantalizing display of underboob.

Sophia's motions gradually sped up. She slid her free hand under Ernie's ass and gave it an exploratory squeeze as she worked his cock. This sent Ernie over the top. His cock sprayed like a hose, unleashing its most prodigious load yet. He soaked the front of Sophia's lab coat.

“Holy fuck!” the curvy tester exclaimed. “The fucker's cum soaked right through the lab coat and got onto my dress.”

Sophia removed her lab coat and draped it over Ernie's stomach, then removed her stained dress and placed it on top of the lab coat. She wasn't wearing a bra. Or panties. She walked around to the head of the gurney, out of range of Ernie's cock.

Christine took her place and grasped Ernie's dong. Sophia leaned forward to watch, as Christine had done. Her gigantic boobs brushed Ernie's face.

“Wow, his face feels so real.” She rubbed her tits back and forth over Ernie while Christine skillfully stroked him. Her big nipples puckered and stiffened. One of them brushed Ernie's mouth. Sophia purred.

“Jesus, I think his cock just got a little bigger,” Christine exclaimed.

Sophia leaned forward a little more, pressing her massive hooters down more firmly onto Ernie's face. Ernie's fingers and toes attempted to curl. The combination of Sophia's boobs and Christine's hand was intoxicating.

Christine's free hand snaked between Ernie's thighs and under his sack. “This one's got quite the nuts on him.”

“Give 'em a squeeze, see if that makes him shoot his load.”

Christine did. A jet of cum rocketed into the air, higher than any of his previous ones. Several women in the audience gasped or giggled self-consciously. A camera zoomed in as splatters of jizz descended like the falling fragments of a fireworks explosion.

Sophia and Christine stepped back. Alice wiped Ernie's cock with disinfectant, while Cleo mopped up the goo that had landed on his body, the gurney, and the floor.

Ernie couldn't believe he was still horny. He was loosing count of how many girls had spanked his monkey, and wondered how many remained to go.

You're not even one third of the way through yet, Alice told him wordlessly.

And the next girl has a reputation of being a bit hard on the dolls, Cleo added mischievously.

Don't worry, Ernie, you'll be okay.

Probably.

Alice and Cleo laughed inside his head.

The next tester was named Zena. Ernie gulped as she approached. Or would have gulped if he'd been physically capable of doing so.

Zena was tall. At least six foot three. A full foot taller than Ernie had been before his transformation.

Zena looked like a cross between a biker chick and the lead singer of a female death metal band. She had shoulder-length indigo hair that was teased out in every direction, intense brown eyes, and a ruby nose ring. She would have been pretty if not for the contemptuous scowl that appeared to be her default expression.

Zena peeled off her lab coat and tossed it to the floor out of range of the rainfall of spunk that followed each of Ernie's ejaculations. A sleeveless black T-shirt, jeans that were ripped at both knees, black leather motorcycle boots, and a bra and panties followed. Zena had a wiry, muscular build. Both arms were covered from wrist to shoulder with a jungle of closely interwoven tattoos, as was much of her abdomen and chest. She had large, somewhat pointy boobs, fairly narrow but curvy hips, and long, shapely legs.

She looked Ernie in the eye and grinned. Ernie wondered if she had somehow intuited that he was alive.

“I hope this fucker is durable.”

“He is. Don't hold back.”

“Don't worry, I won't. I'll test this thing properly.”

Zena gripped Ernie's cock and squeezed it hard enough to be painful. Ernie winced inside.

“He's nice and big.”

She slipped her other hand around Ernie's balls and squeezed them appraisingly, hard enough to hurt. Perspiration dampened Ernie's forehead and armpits. To his astonishment, his libido didn't flag.

“Big balls, too.”

Zena began pumping Ernie's cock. Fresh pleasure washed through him. Within a minute or two he felt another orgasm approaching.

Zena's grip on his nuts tightened. Ernie was pretty sure his eyes crossed. Zena pounded his meat more vigorously. He feared that she was going to break his cock right off. But he didn't want her to stop.

“Let's see what you're made of, bitch.”

Zena choked Ernie's chicken faster than ever. Her grip on his sack loosened for a moment, then tightened again. Ernie tottered on the precipice for a breathless moment or two. Then a bolt of cum shot straight up. It didn't come in distinct spurts this time, but blasted into the air in a single unbroken stream.

“Fuck me,” Zena murmured, impressed despite herself. Ernie would have given anything to be able to do so.

Zena stared at Ernie a moment or two longer, then put her clothes back on and walked off to find her next doll. The other testers followed her.

Alice and Cleo started cleaning Ernie up for the next batch of girls.

The next tester's name was Isabella. Isabella was of medium height and had a stocky yet voluptuous build, long, curly raven hair, and big, liquid brown eyes. She removed her pink lab coat, revealing a scarlet tank top that was so low-cut it barely covered her wide nipples and a skirt so short that it didn't quite cover her ass cheeks. She stripped to her bare skin and placed her clothing on the floor beyond Ernie's cum shot range, a practice that would be followed by all of Ernie's testers going forward.

Isabella did not plunge right in, as Zena had done. She took her time with Ernie, running her hands over Ernie's engorged cock, swollen balls, and tight, muscular ass. She ran a single finger along the length of his shaft and over the mushroom-shaped head, then repeated the process with two fingers. Her long, crimson nails lightly grazed his skin. Then she wrapped her entire hand around his cock and moved it up and down in slow motion, barely touching him. She slowly increased the pressure and the speed. Ernie felt another orgasm welling to the surface.

Then Isabella stopped.

Ernie wanted to scream. He felt like a racecar that had just slammed into an invisible barrier. Isabella looked into his eyes and smiled. Like Zena, she seemed to intuit that Ernie wasn't like the other dolls, and to sense the anguish her teasing was causing him. And to relish it.

Isabella resumed her handjob, more slowly than before. She alternated between stroking Ernie's cock and fondling his balls. Sometimes she played with both at once. Ernie quickly found himself near the brink once more.

Again Isabella stopped.

Isabella continued edging him, bringing him close and then pulling back before he could achieve release, for what felt like an hour but in reality was probably only fifteen or twenty minutes. Ernie felt like a rocket that was trying to launch and was being held down by a giant hand. His body would have been quivering if it had not been frozen by the witches' spell. His eyes darted around wildly. They met Alice and Cleo's, and he silently begged them for mercy. They just smirked.

Isabella tightened her grip. Ernie was nearing escape velocity, and braced himself for another jarring interruption. The interruption never came. Isabella kept pumping his cock.

“I'm going to make this fucking doll come harder than anyone has yet,” Isabella vowed.

She kept her promise.

“Holy fuck,” muttered Charlotte as Ernie erupted. A few of the women in the audience cheered or wolf whistled. All the monitors replayed Ernie's climax in close-up, graphic detail. Isabella grinned proudly. Then she unexpectedly leaned down and planted a kiss on Ernie's forehead.

Carla went next. There was no edging with Carla. She used lube and treated Ernie to a nice, fast wank that brought mercifully quick relief.

Sheila and then Rae followed Carla. Both took their time, but did not edge him. Both also used lube, which both enhanced the sensations for Ernie and sped the process up.

The next tester was Janelle. Janelle sat astride Ernie's thighs as she playfully got him off. Some of his jizz landed on her face and chest. She scooped a swathe of it from her pouty lower lip.

“This stuff looks so real....” She popped her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean. “Tastes real, too.”

“We aim to please,” Alice said.

A close-up replay of Janelle sampling Ernie's spunk ran on most of the monitors. There were gasps of surprise and a few cheers and applause.

“We'll be taking a short break now,” Charlotte announced. “To give our testers a little rest. We'll resume in half an hour.”

By the time testing resumed, Ernie was half out of his mind with lust. His modified body recharged very quickly after each orgasm, and there was no apparent limit to how often he could perform. His libido recharged even faster, and seemed to become more ravenous after each orgasm, not less. He could do nothing to alleviate his growing need, and was forced to wait and suffer in silence.

The next evaluator was a waif-like blonde named Summer. Like the testers before her, Summer displayed no sign of self-consciousness as she disrobed, despite the big audience and the camerawomen roaming around. She took her time undressing. Ernie wanted to yell at her to hurry the fuck up, but could only watch impatiently.

At last Summer was ready. She stepped up to Ernie and clasped his cock. She jacked him off slowly and sensuously, applying just enough pressure and speed to keep him close to the edge without letting him peak. Summer's handjob seemed to go on and on. She leaned over Ernie, bringing her face to within inches of the tip of his cock. She had an intent, almost mesmerized look. Her long hair spilled down and brushed Ernie's stomach, hips and thighs with butterfly lightness. Ernie wanted to grab the pretty girl by the head and force her mouth onto his cock. Summer glanced over at his face, as if she could read his thoughts. Then she calmly turned her attention back to his erection.

Ernie's climax, when it finally came, hit fast. A blast of hot cum sprayed straight up, striking Summer squarely in the face. A roar of laughter rippled through the audience. Summer didn't flinch, but continued to lean over Ernie's dick as more thick spurts jetted out, coating her from chin to hairline. Ernie realized with a shock that she was getting him to come in her face on purpose. The realization kicked his arousal up to a new level. More pulses of hot seed sprayed Summer's pretty features. He was fairly sure some got into her mouth, which was slightly agape. This made him even hornier.

It occurred to Ernie that Summer might not be so enthused about this one-man bukkake if she knew what he really looked like or if she knew what he had done to get himself in this predicament. In real life girls like Summer didn't give Ernie the time of day, let alone allow him to shoot his load in their faces.

When the barrage of spunk at last ceased, Summer straightened herself and grinned amiably. A close-up of her dripping face was displayed on all the monitors. She raised both of her hands in a cheeky victory salute, and got a standing ovation. Alice and Cleo discreetly moved in to clean up the latest mess.

Summer was followed by a short, curvaceous redhead named Tess. Like the other recent testers, Tess stripped down to the buff to avoid getting her clothing soiled. She seated herself on Ernie's chest. She stroked his face and ran her fingers through his hair, amazed by how real he felt. The feel of her round ass on his torso and of her fingertips on his cheek and scalp was divine. He badly needed her attention further south, but was forced to wait while she took her time.

Tess at last turned around and sat on Ernie's stomach. She gave his cock some playful strokes. Then she placed her feet on either side of it and stroking it with them. He was surprised by how good it felt. And by how skillful she was at it. It did not take her long to make him blow his wad.

The next three testers, Natalia, Piper, and Josie, took turns wanking him off like a team of relay runners. Like some of the earlier testers, they used lube. Each time Ernie got close to coming, the woman working on him stopped and stepped away, and after a short but torturous delay another took her place. Sometimes one or two of the women fondled his balls while another worked on his cock.

The trio began kissing and fondling each other as they toyed with Ernie. The girl-on-girl action amped Ernie's excitement to a new level. It also ratcheted up his frustration at not being able to actively participate. The girls glanced at him from time to time as they kissed and ran their hands over each other's bodies. It felt like they were taunting him.

Piper clambered onto the gurney and straddled Ernie's head on her knees. Her cooch was no more than an inch or two above his face. She continued to canoodle with the other girls. And to yank Ernie's cock when it was her turn. A drop of her wetness landed between Ernie's upper lip and nose. A second drop fell into his mouth. Her raunchy taste made Ernie even hornier. Three of the camerawomen had come over, and although Piper was blocking his view, Ernie had no doubt that the four of them were being broadcast in explicit detail on some if not all the screens.

As Piper was taking a turn jacking him off, Natalia sat on one of his thighs. Ernie thought he was already as horny as it was physically possible to be, but the feel of Natalia's perfect ass on his bare skin proved him wrong. Natalia's hand joined Piper's on his cock. The two of them tugged him in unison. The ravenous need Ernie had felt before was merely a warm-up compared to what he felt now. Josie parked herself on his other thigh, bracing herself with an arm around Natalia's shoulders, and joined in. Ernie's cock was almost completely covered by their three hands. It took less than half a minute for the combined efforts of the three women to make Ernie come. He jetted so high he nearly hit the ceiling.

Marianne was next. Most of the testers were in their twenties or early thirties, but Ernie guessed Marianne to be in her early forties. She was not only the oldest of the evaluators but also one of the sexiest, with a voluptuous figure that stood out even in this horde of hotties.

Marianne used lube. She retrieved the packet of gel from under her bra. It was already warm as she applied it to Ernie's skin. Her experience showed as she massaged his junk. She brought him again and again to the brink, then slowed down or briefly stopped. She fondled his balls and ass as she wanked him. Her fingers explored his crack and found his virgin rosebud. She pushed a finger in. Ernie's eyes nearly popped out of his head. He exploded in a climax that exceeded the one it had just taken three women combined to give him.

The next two girls, Laura and Celeste, also used lube. Laura expertly and efficiently got Ernie off within a few minutes. Celeste was even faster. Her hand pumped Ernie's cock like a racecar piston. He shot so hard that his hips bucked slightly despite the witches' spell.

Tiffany, the bouncy, bubbly girl who followed, ran her hands over Ernie's muscular new frame and fondled his sculpted pecs and bulging biceps before turning her attention to his cock. She cupped Ernie's nuts in one hand and slowly jacked him off with the other.

“This one feels so real.”

Tiffany suddenly leaned down and ran her tongue over Ernie's cock, from the base to the head. She covered the tip with her pouty lips and continued stroking him. Within seconds Ernie erupted in his most powerful orgasm yet. Tiffany's eyes widened as her mouth was quickly filled to overflowing, but she didn't pull away. Thick goo spurted from her nostrils and lips and spilled onto Ernie, the gurney, and the floor.

When Ernie's release at last subsided, Tiffany stood up and theatrically swallowed.

“He tastes real, too!”

Tiffany got a standing ovation.

The next tester's name was Chastity. If Chastity's parents could have picked a more inappropriate name for their daughter, Ernie had no clue what it was.

Chastity's boobs were the size of small watermelons. Ernie's experience with breasts was limited to ogling girls on the street and watching porn, but as best he could tell, Chastity's astounding assets were natural, not silicone. Chastity had long blonde hair and a pretty face with full, pouty lips and a wide, seductive smile. Ernie barely cared what she looked like. All he could think about was how badly he needed to get off. It had been no more than five minutes since Tiffany had emptied his nuts, yet it felt like a month had gone by.

Chastity removed her lab coat. She wore a maroon cami top and a matching miniskirt underneath. She peeled these off too, slowly and teasingly, like a stripper. She didn't have a bra, just a black thong that was hardly more than string, and she slipped this off next. Lastly, she removed her six-inch platform pumps. She placed her clothes under the gurney one by one as she took them off.

She leaned over Ernie and placed his massive erection between her boobs. She slid them up and down over his cock. Ernie exploded almost immediately. Blobs of creamy jizz rained down over Chastity, Ernie, the gurney, the floor, and one of the other testers who hadn't stood far back enough. Chastity didn't seem to mind the cum, but was visibly disappointed that Ernie hadn't lasted longer.

“I'm a bit horny,” Chastity confided to Alice and Cleo. “Would you mind if I sat on your doll's face while the next girl tests him?”

Alice and Cleo exchanged a glance. “Sure, I don't see why not. Any objections, Ernie?”

Chastity laughed, having no idea that Ernie could actually understand and communicate with Alice and Cleo with his thoughts. Ernie was distressed by the idea of this slutty girl sitting on his face. Who knew how many men she'd slept with? But Ernie's gonads had other ideas, and swatted his concerns about STIs and his dignity aside like a bowling ball knocking down a set of pins. Ernie wanted Chastity on his face.

Don't worry, Ernie. As usual Alice projected her words directly into his mind. Chastity doesn't have any diseases. She's very diligent about safe sex. She isn't using any sort of protection with you cause she thinks you're an inanimate object and cause she knows the heavy-duty disinfectant we're using after each girl is finished with you is leaving you as clean as the surgical tools in an operating room.

Cleo joined the silent conversation. And to answer your question about the number of men Chastity has slept with—it's two hundred and fifty-three. Chastity may believe in safe sex, but she also has a very high sex drive, and she likes to enjoy herself. Not that it's any of your business.

Ernie's eyes widened.

Two hundred and fifty-three men?

Alice and Cleo both smiled, and said nothing further.

Chastity climbed onto the narrow gurney and straddled Ernie's face on her knees. Ernie could smell Chastity's lust even from several inches away. Her slit glistened. A drop landed on his cheek, just beside his nose. She lowered her cooch onto his semi-open mouth. Several more drops spilled onto his tongue and the back of his throat. She rubbed her pussy over his face, slathering him with her warm juices from chin to forehead. Her slutty scent and taste made him almost delirious. She quickly brought herself to an orgasm, and gushed in his mouth. Ernie was frustratingly close to coming himself, but had no way to get himself across the finish line.

Ernie felt Cleo rubbing a disinfectant-soaked cloth over his privates. She removed her hand too quickly to allow him relief.

Then another hand gripped his cock. The next batch of testers had arrived.

Chastity should really have moved on to the next doll with the rest of her group, but she remained where she was. No one seemed to mind.

The hand on his cock began moving up and down. Chastity resumed grinding herself on his face. He came almost instantly. A moment later Chastity came in his mouth a second time.

Chastity continued riding Ernie's face as the next two testers took their turns. She came four or five more times. Ernie came twice more as the testers wanked him off, one after the other.

At last Chastity was sated. She dismounted and gathered her clothes, which had barely missed getting splattered with Ernie's spunk.

The next tester, a sultry brunette named Farah, was removing her lab coat and other garments. She stared lustfully at Ernie's perma-boner. Instead of taking Ernie's cock in her hands, she climbed onto the gurney, straddled Ernie's hips on her knees, and attempted to lower herself onto his cock.

“No, Farah, you can't fuck him yet!” one of the other testers protested. “We're doing the manual testing now.”

Farah frowned, but abandoned her attempt to ride Ernie. She sat on Ernie's thighs and started tugging his cock. Soon she was absorbed in the task. She varied her pace, drawing the process out. Ernie's need to come was beyond unendurable, but he could do nothing to make her speed up.

When Ernie at last blew his wad, his jizz hit the ceiling. Some audience members laughed. Others applauded. A replay ran on the largest monitor.

There were no more testers in sight who hadn't taken a turn with Ernie. Ernie assumed that this stage of the testing was at last over.

Then he saw a tester he hadn't seen before emerge from a door at the rear of the stage. Ernie's eyes widened as the biggest woman he had seen in his life stepped into the room.

“Sorry I'm late, boss! I got tied up with an emergency at home.”

“That's okay, Cora. You're just in time. We're finishing up the manual tests. Why don't you start with this one here?” Charlotte gestured at Ernie.

“No problem.”

Cora walked over to Ernie. Ernie couldn't believe how tall she was. He estimated she must be a few inches shy of seven feet!

“You'd better take your clothes off,” one of the other testers warned Cora. “The amount of cum this one shoots is unreal.”

“Sure.”

Cora removed her clothing. She hadn't had time to don her pink lab coat. She wore a white tube top and tight black jeans that proudly showed off her figure. Even in this roomful of alluring women, Cora's beauty stood out. She had a pleasing face, a breathtaking body, and waist length platinum hair. As she disrobed Ernie noticed that her trim bush was the same platinum color as the hair on her head. Her other attributes also appeared to be completely natural. Ernie was awed.

“Let's see what we have here,” the towering goddess said. She cupped Ernie's balls and lifted them slightly, then clasped the base of his erection.

“Impressive size. Nice and long, with good girth.” Cora grinned impishly. “Most of the girls are way too easy on these sex dolls. I like to give them a real test. I hope your doll is solid.”

“Don't worry, Ernie is solid,” Cleo said. “Use him as hard as you like.”

“The harder the better,” concurred Alice.

Ernie would have gulped if he could.

Cora smiled. She gave Ernie's nuts a squeeze. Ernie nearly passed out from the pain. Had Alice and Cleo not fortified his body, Ernie was pretty sure that would have been the end of any hope he might have of ever fathering children.

Satisfied with the durability of Ernie's scrotum, Cora turned her attention to his ass. She gripped his ankles and raised his lower body several inches from the gurney with one hand. Her other hand explored the contours of his ass.

“Nice butt,” she proclaimed.

Her fingers found the entrance between his cheeks. She pushed three of them in, burying them to the knuckles without any lube. Ernie's eyes bulged. She drew her fingers back and forth several times. It hurt. But to Ernie's surprise, it also felt good.

“His ass feels very real,” Cora announced. “Nice and tight, too. I'm impressed.”

“Thank you.” Alice and Cleo were both grinning.

“I wonder if this ass can stretch enough to take my whole hand?”

“Only one way to find out. Go ahead.”

Oh fuck...

Do you want to quit, Ernie? Cleo asked. I can break the spell and teleport you out of here and substitute an inanimate doll in your place. No one will ever know. Of course you'll have to deal with the police. And you'll have to explain all this to your mother...

No! Please no! I want to keep going. I want to finish this!

Cleo smiled.

Cora flattened her hand into a duck bill shape and forced it in. Ernie would have screamed if he could. His eyes looked like they were in danger of popping out of his head.

Cora didn't stop till her hand was buried to her forearm. Ernie had little doubt that if he'd had his original body he would have been torn apart. But his new body was able to take it, even without any lube. It hurt like fuck. But to Ernie's amazement, he was aroused. His hard-on was straining for attention. Cleo smirked. Alice looked like she wanted to jill.

“Capacious but tight. Perfect.”

“Thank you so much.”

Cora pulled out and turned her attention to Ernie's cock. She gripped it like a batter grabbing a baseball bat. She began wanking him off. She was rougher than any of the other women had been. It bordered on painful. Yet Ernie didn't want her to stop. He was dying for another orgasm.

Cora's breathing deepened, and her big nipples stiffened and puckered. Her strokes quickly became more vigorous. Soon Ernie's hips were being lifted off the gurney with each upward pull. He feared his cock was going to be yanked right off. He was sweating again, though neither Cora nor anyone else seemed to notice. Mercifully, his new body withstood the punishment.

After just a few minutes Ernie exploded. Rockets of white goo splattered the ceiling. His climax went on and on. Cora had to take a few steps back to avoid being dripped on. She grinned.

“Well, ladies,” Charlotte announced, as close-ups of Ernie's latest eruption played on the monitors, “this concludes our first round of testing.” Cora had not had a chance to test any of the other dolls, but no one seemed to care.

“I don't think I need to tell you which doll is winning so far.” A replay of Ernie's last climax was being broadcast on most of the monitors, accompanied by hoots and cheers from the audience. Alice and Cleo beamed.

“We'll take a one-hour break, and then proceed with the second stage of the testing. Feel free to grab something to eat or stretch your legs. Just don't be late getting back.”

Another hour? Was she fucking serious? It had been only minutes since Ernie had come, but his lust was already rearing its head again. How the fuck was he supposed to last an entire hour?

Alice leaned down and whispered in Ernie's ear.

“See you in an hour, Ernie.”

Ernie was semi-insane with need by the time Charlotte announced that the second half of the testing was about to begin.

“This time, each of our testers will evaluate the verisimilitude and durability of each of the dolls during intercourse.” She went on to again thank the companies who had submitted the dolls and her team of evaluators. Then she told of a couple of long-winded anecdotes about her cats. Her speech seemed to drone on for a week.

When the testing at last resumed, April was again first. The cute blonde climbed onto the gurney, straddled Ernie's waist on her knees, and slowly lowered herself onto his massive hard-on. She was surprisingly tight. The strain was visible on her face as she took more and more of him in, though she tried her best to hide it. She stroked her clit to make herself wetter. The sensation of her tight wet flesh squeezing his cock was a nirvana unlike anything Ernie had ever experienced before. He needed to come so bad it was almost painful. He tried to thrust, and was not surprised when his body as usual refused to obey.

April remained upright astride Ernie and fucked him cowgirl style. Waves of pleasure washed through Ernie as her tight, wet pussy slid up and down over his cock. She continued massaging her clit as she pounded him. Her eyes took on a dreamy, vacant look. Her breathing got steadily heavier.

Suddenly April's flesh spasmed and throbbed around Ernie's. Her head tilted back, and she let out a long, guttural moan. Ernie erupted inside her. His body would have trembled if he'd been able to move.

April remained seated atop Ernie for a moment or two, then dismounted. Spunk spilled from her gaping opening over Ernie's cock, balls, and thighs. She clambered off the gurney and stepped back. Her movements were a little shaky. Alice and Cleo stepped forward and started wiping Ernie down.

Skylar was next. The girl with the purple hair also had difficulty getting his cock in. She rode him in the reverse cowgirl position, facing his feet instead of his face. She fucked him slowly at first. She gradually increased her speed till she was pounding him hard enough to make the gurney vibrate. It took her longer to come than Alice. When she did, her entire body quivered. Ernie almost immediately came too. Their combined juices spilled over Ernie as she rose. Alice and Cleo cleaned him.

Sherry and Denise again worked as a team. Sherry sat on Ernie's cock and rode him while Denise knelt behind her, astride Ernie's thighs, and fondled her breasts and fingered her clit. Ernie felt agonizingly close to coming as he watched Denise stimulate Sherry as Sherry bounced up and down on his cock. Yet he couldn't achieve release. Cleo's eyes caught his, and he sensed, without being told, that she and Alice had designed him so that he wouldn't be able to come from intercourse until his female partner came. There was nothing he could do but wait until Sherry reached her zenith. Sherry and Denise then switched positions and repeated the process.

Dakota fucked Ernie in the woman-on-top variation of the missionary position. Her body ground sensuously against his, her generous boobs brushing his chest, her soft belly pressing against his, her shapely legs atop his own. Her chestnut hair spilled around his face. Her warm breath and soft moans caressed his ear. She clung to him fiercely as she came. Ernie almost instantly unloaded inside her.

Jade and Penelope sat face to face on Ernie, one astride his cock in the cowgirl position and the other astride his belly. They switched two or three times before finally coming, driving him batshit with pent-up lust.

Christine and Sophia also both opted for the cowgirl position. Christine again stood at the head of the gurney while Sophia rode his cock, treating Ernie to another fabulous display of underboob. Sophia rode him hard, bringing them both to a swift climax. The women then traded places. Sophia leaned forward so that her enormous boobs again covered his face as Christine fucked him. She slid her tits back and forth and side to side, relishing the way the contours of his face felt against them. Christine was soon gushing over Ernie. Ernie exploded inside her.

Zena lay on top of Ernie, as Dakota had done. The tall rocker girl's boobs brushed Ernie's chin and throat as she lowered her body onto his and guided him inside her. She fucked him hard.

Zena's boyfriend cheated on her with some slut he met at a club last night, Cleo said conversationally, as usual inserting her thoughts directly into his mind. So Zena's using you to vent some steam.

It felt to Ernie like Zena was doing more than just blowing off steam. It felt like Zena was trying to pound him into a pulp. Ernie wanted to fuck her back with the same zeal, but could only lie there and take it. The gurney rattled and squeaked beneath her onslaught. Ernie noticed that most of the monitors were ignoring the other sex dolls and focusing on him and Zena. As were the eyes of most of the audience.

Zena's pummeling went on and on. Despite her enthusiasm, she couldn't seem to get herself over the edge. Ernie's lust felt like a tiger throwing itself futilely against the bars of a cage. Suddenly she gripped his shoulders, raised herself partially off him, and fucked him harder than ever. Her body tensed, and she let out a long, throaty moan. Her pussy contracted so violently around his cock she nearly crushed it. Ernie blasted the inside of her pussy like a fire hose.

Isabella didn't climb onto the gurney as the other women had done. She lifted Ernie from the gurney and carried him to the nearest wall. She pressed him against it with her body and guided his cock inside her. She ground herself against him, squashing him against the wall, reveling in the feel of his perfect body and his oversized dong. Ernie instinctively tried to wrap his arms around her, eager to paw her breasts and ass, but as usual his body failed to respond to his commands.

Isabella toyed with Ernie, repeatedly bringing him—and herself—to the edge, then backing down and slowly building up again. Ernie desperately wanted to slam her against the wall and fuck her brains out, but could only wait helplessly as she used him as a living dildo.

At last Isabella let herself go. She pounded Ernie against the wall like a rutting bull. Her pussy spasmed around his cock as her juices spilled over his balls and inner thighs. She continued to pummel him as he emptied his nuts inside her.

Carla didn't wait for Isabella to carry Ernie back to the gurney, nor for Alice and Cleo to clean him. She tossed Ernie to the floor and fucked him right there. Sheila then followed suit. Both women went on top, and both women went at it hard and fast. Two of the camerawomen hovered over them as they ravaged Ernie.

Rae carried Ernie back to the gurney and let Alice and Cleo wipe him down. She straddled Ernie on her knees in the cowgirl position. But instead of taking him in her pussy, Rae buried his cock in her ass. She poured lube over his erection first, and took him in very slowly. She played with her clit as she eased his thick meat in a little at a time. Her face contorted with what looked like a mixture of pleasure and pain he gradually filled her.

An ass, Ernie discovered, felt a little different from a pussy. Different, but good. Rae's warm flesh hugged his cock tightly. Ernie would have come instantly if Alice and Cleo's magic had not been holding him back.

Rae started fucking her ass with Ernie's cock. She went slowly at first, lifting herself just a couple of inches before gingerly lowering herself back down. Her motions gradually became faster, and her thrusts deeper, until she was lifting herself almost entirely off his cock before plunging down on it again. Ernie silently groaned as she brought them to a double climax.

Janelle used the reverse missionary position. She wrapped her arms around Ernie's torso, clinging tightly to him as she fucked him. She kissed and then playfully nipped his neck just before she peaked. Ernie's cock throbbed savagely as he pumped an unprecedented quantity of hot, gooey spunk into her.

Charlotte announced that it was time for the next break.

Ernie was ravenous by the time the testers returned from their half hour hiatus. He was finding each delay more and more excruciating.

Summer, the waif-like blonde, was up next. She didn't fuck Ernie. Instead, to Ernie's astonishment, she gave his cock a few playful strokes, then took him in her mouth.

Ernie could see from the looks on Alice, Cleo, and Charlotte's faces that this was not part of the evaluation. But none of them attempted to stop the petite girl.

Summer took Ernie's cock in deeper than Ernie would have thought possible. More than half of it disappeared between her lips. She gagged as it pushed into the back of her throat, but didn't pull away. She sucked on it. The sensation was even better than fucking.

Ernie felt the delicious tension of an orgasm building within him. He was about to peak when Summer, sensing his imminent eruption, pulled away. Ernie wanted to scream.

Summer walked to the foot of the gurney. She leaned forward, so that her upper body was resting on Ernie's legs. Her small, pert boobs pressed into his thighs. Her eyes met his. Then she returned her gaze to his cock. She gripped it by the base and tilted it down so that it was pointing at her mouth, almost parallel with his legs. His old cock would not have been able to bend downward that far, but his new one was a lot more flexible. Summer took him back into her mouth, engulfing him in pleasure. She inched forward, taking him deeper and deeper. His cock slid over her tongue and between her tonsils. Her head was tilted so that her mouth and throat were aligned in an almost straight line instead of being at their normal ninety-degree angle to each other. She groaned as she forced his cock deep into her esophagus. She slid an arm between her tummy and his legs. Ernie couldn't see what she was doing, but sensed that she was playing with her pussy. She wiggled forward, pushing more and more of Ernie's monster cock into her throat, until his balls were pressed against her chin. She resumed sucking.

Ernie's body jolted a little as his most intense orgasm yet hit him. Summer trembled as a simultaneous orgasm of her own washed through her. Ernie's climax went on and on. Summer's eyes widened as he pumped her throat full of cum.

When the spray of jizz finally subsided, Summer moved backward enough to allow Ernie's cock to slide out of her throat and mouth. She was panting and gasping for breath, but also smiling. She wrapped one of her hands around the base of his shaft, which was still pointed at her face, and gave it a playful tug. An aftershock hit Ernie, something that had not happened before, and another blast of cum splattered Summer's pretty face. A third peak hit him, and then a fourth, shooting more cum into Summer's face and hair. Summer's tongue darted out, taking some of it into her mouth. Ernie peaked yet again, and another spurt of thick jizz plastered Summer's face.

At last Ernie was spent. Summer rose, a little shakily, to her feet. She wiped away some of the cum dripping from her face. One of the camerawomen stepped in front of her, and her goo-covered features were displayed in closeup detail on the largest of the monitors. As she had done earlier, she raised her arms in a victory salute, like a rock star who had just finished the last song of her performance.

Summer got another standing ovation.

Tess, the short, buxom redhead who had wanked Ernie off with her feet, went next. She lay on top of Ernie, but with her back against him, so that she was facing the ceiling. She guided him inside her pussy with her hand, then started fucking him. Her ass felt great against his hips as she wiggled and thrashed on top of him. She brought both of them to a relatively quick and very delightful finale. Ernie's enhanced balls swiftly and effortlessly replenished themselves, and he filled the petite woman to overflowing.

Natalia, Piper, and Josie again tag-teamed Ernie. They alternated their positions, with one sitting on his cock, another sitting astride his abdomen, and the other sitting on his thighs. They kissed and fondled each other as they used him.

As Josie was riding Ernie for the second or third time, Piper stood up so that she was straddling Ernie's torso with her legs. She stepped forward, bringing her cooch to Josie's mouth. Josie ate Piper and squeezed Piper's ass as she bounced up and down on Ernie's cock. When it was Piper's turn to ride Ernie, Piper returned the favor and gave Josie head.

As each member of the trio came, Ernie came too. He pumped the three girls full of enough spunk to start their own sperm bank.

Marianne, the woman who appeared to be in her early forties, straddled Ernie's hips and lowered herself onto his cock. Then she pulled one of his legs up until it was almost vertical between her thighs, rising up like a giant penis. She rubbed herself against his leg as she humped his cock, stimulating her clit and vagina at the same time. As she had done earlier, Marianne brought herself and Ernie to the brink several times and then stopped. Each time she did this, Ernie felt like a race car that had been grabbed by a giant hand and was being held in place with its wheels spinning. It was driving him mad. And there was nothing he could do about it.

Ernie's balls and thighs were soon soaked with Marianne's juices. Ernie sensed that she was getting close again, and resigned himself to another interruption. But this time Marianne didn't stop. She rode Ernie's cock harder than ever, clinging to his upright leg like a drowning swimmer clutching a lifesaver. She let out an ungodly growl and gushed over Ernie. Ernie blasted Marianne full of what he was pretty sure was enough cum to fill a large coffee mug.

Laura and Celeste both fucked Ernie fast and efficiently, bringing Ernie mercifully swift relief. These reprieves were painfully short-lived. Each time he came, he was horny again as soon as he felt Alice and Cleo's hands washing him for the next tester.

Tiffany was next. She playfully ran her tongue over Ernie's cock. “I love the way this one's skin feels,” she murmured. She moved down to Ernie's balls, and lavished the same attention on them. She gave his cock one long final caress, moving her tongue from the base to the head, and planted her big lips on the tip in a tantalizing kiss. She pulled away before Ernie could shoot his load into her face.

Tiffany climbed onto the gurney and lowered herself onto Ernie's well-lubricated rod. She rode Ernie like a cowboy breaking in a recalcitrant bronco. The two of them came simultaneously. Tiffany's eyes rolled all the way into the back of her head.

Chastity was slated to go next.

“Do you mind if I sit on his face again, and get myself warmed up? The other girls can go ahead of me.”

“I don't think Ernie would mind. Would you, Ernie?”

Chastity laughed, again assuming that Alice was joking.

Ernie could think of nothing he wanted more than for Chastity to sit on his face again. Other than for Chastity to sit on his cock. But he knew that would follow soon.

Chastity peeled off her pink lab coat and lay it on the floor. She hadn't bothered to put any of her other clothes back on. Her pussy was already wet as she lowered it onto Ernie's face. The smell of her arousal was even stronger than before. Ernie wondered if this was from her watching the other women fucking him. Or had she been playing with herself during the break?

Maybe she fucked someone during her break, Cleo suggested.

You're joking, right?

Panic gripped Ernie at the thought of another man's seed running from Chastity's twat into his mouth.

Right?

Cleo and Alice just laughed at him inside his head.

Chastity started humping his face, and quickly brought herself to a very loud—and very wet—orgasm.

The next three testers were Violet, Gloria, and Annette. Not that Ernie had any idea what their names were. He couldn't see their name tags nor anything else with Chastity pussy and ass covering his face.

Violet hopped onto the gurney and lowered herself onto Ernie's cock. Violet was tighter than most of the other girls, and it took her a while to ease him in. Chastity continued fucking his face as Violet patiently worked him inside her and then rode him. She gushed several more times in his mouth. Her cum seemed not only more copious but gooier than before. He had to swallow. Could she have fucked more than one man during her break? He pushed the thought away, unable to even contemplate the possibility.

When Violet at last peaked, Chastity brought her fingers to her clit and gave herself her most powerful orgasm yet. Ernie was forced to swallow again. He exploded inside Violet. Violet and Chastity both moaned like succubi being fucked by Satan himself.

Gloria went next, followed by Annette. Chastity continued riding Ernie's face, and brought herself to half a dozen more intense orgasms as they fucked Ernie.

Chastity continued facefucking Ernie as Farah mounted him. Farah leaned forward and kissed Chastity as she rode Ernie. Their caresses quickly became more passionate as they ground Ernie into the gurney beneath them. Ernie couldn't see what they were doing, but sensed what was happening from the shifting of their bodies and their soft murmurs and coos.

Once Farah was done with Ernie, Chastity announced “Okay, I'm ready now. I'm gonna fuck this toy's brains out.”

“He doesn't have any brains,” Farah said.

Chastity laughed. “With a cock like this, he doesn't need any.”

The voluptuous young tester rose from Ernie's face and repositioned herself over his waist. She turned so that she was facing him before lowering herself onto his hard-on. Ernie would have cried out in bliss if he'd been able to as Chastity's kitty swallowed him. She was looser down there than most of the girls, but it was still heavenly.

“Your face looks so cute, all covered with my juices. Let's see if you can make me come as hard with your cock as you did with your face.”

Ernie wasn't sure, but it felt like his cock was getting even bigger. Chastity's eyes widened. Yes, his cock had definitely gotten larger. Especially in girth. Chastity's pussy now felt tight!

Chastity grinned. “I think his cock just got bigger! This is the most amazing sex doll I've ever tested!”

Ernie's eyes turned to Alice and Cleo. They smiled innocently.

Chastity's eyes were glazed with lust as she rode Ernie. She went slowly at first, adjusting to his extraordinary size. After a few exploratory thrusts, she increased her speed. Her gigantic boobs bounced as she slid up and down on his dong. The inside of her pussy was so hot it was almost like an oven.

Chastity seemed close to coming when—to Ernie's extreme frustration—she slowed down. She appeared to be trying to make her turn last longer. She fucked Ernie slowly for a while, then sped up again. She did this a few times. Ernie's lust was unbearable, but he had no choice but to endure.

Chastity started fucking Ernie harder than ever. The gurney rocked. Chastity gripped one of her massive boobs and took her protruding nipple between her lips. Ernie would have blown his wad right then and there if not for the witches' magic.

Chastity released her breast and tilted her head back, moaning. Ernie felt her pussy, which was already stretched taut around his cock, tighten even more. She bit her lower lip and moaned louder.

Then she came. She gushed on top of Ernie. Ernie came too. Chastity trembled as he filled her.

A shadow fell over Ernie's face as Alice and Cleo readied him for the next tester. Cora was back. She was sliding off her lab coat.

“I'm gonna fuck this doll hard. I hope it can take it.”

“Don't get too carried away, Cora,” one of the other testers cautioned. Most of them had finished their work and congregated around Ernie. “Remember last year, when you broke one of the dolls in half?”

“The one you fucked a few minutes ago looks a little warped,” observed another tester.

“And you kind of flattened out the one before that.”

“A sex doll needs to be sturdy enough to handle a girl like me. It needs to be able to take whatever I dish out. If it can't handle it, it deserves to get squashed or broken.”

“Cora's right,” Charlotte said. “A sex doll needs to be able to take the hardest pounding our testers can dish out. We don't want something we tested breaking when someone's using it.”

Cora grinned.

“Fuck that doll hard, Cora. Make sure it's worthy of our company's seal of approval. Don't hold back.”

“Don't worry. I never do.”

As Ernie watched the intimidating giantess remove her clothes, he wondered if he should just let Alice and Cleo turn him over to the police.

Cora's weight squashed Ernie against the gurney as she lay on top of him. Her big boobs covered his face. One of her nipples nudged the edge of his mouth. She reached down, found his cock, and guided it to her slit. She was already moist.

Ernie's cock had not lost the extra length and girth Alice and Cleo had quietly gifted him when Chastity was riding him. Despite her size, Cora struggled a little to get it in. Ernie could hardly believe how good she felt.

As promised, Cora fucked Ernie hard. There was no gradual easing into it with this woman. The gurney trembled each time she slammed her hips down onto him. She grunted and growled like a tigress. She gripped his hair so hard she nearly pulled it out of his scalp. The gurney trembled and Ernie's arms and legs jiggled as she pounded him. Her cunt tightened around his cock as if trying to crush it. Her breathing grew heavier.

“Fuck yeah. Take it, you bitch!”

Ernie wondered if on some intuitive level Cora sensed that he could understand her, as had seemed to be the case with a couple of the earlier testers. Or was she just pretending that he was real, to enhance her own enjoyment?

Cora's fucked Ernie even harder. His body wasn't just jiggling anymore. It was quaking. The gurney rocked and rattled. Ernie feared that it might collapse. And that Cora might actually break him, as she had other sex dolls.

“I'm gonna destroy you, you little slut,” Cora growled in his ear. “I'm gonna wreck you...”

Cora fucked Ernie as if she really did want to break him. Ernie wordlessly grunted and moaned as she pummeled him.

The gurney shuddered, then collapsed, bringing them both crashing to the floor. Cora didn't stop. She didn't even seem to notice. She pounded Ernie as if she mean to embed him in the stage floor.

Cora's body abruptly tensed, and she moaned more loudly than ever.

She was coming!

Ernie felt like his soul was on the verge of fleeing his body as the most extreme orgasm ever tore through him like a surge from an electric chair. His cock pulsed jet after jet of thick, sticky jizz into her. She gushed over him, soaking him from bush to nutsack, and let out a long, satisfied gasp. She lifted herself to her hands and knees. Ernie's still-spurting cock slid out with a loud pop, spraying cum everywhere. It streaked Cora's belly, boobs and face. A massive splat landed on Ernie's chest, and smaller gobs struck him on the forehead and cheeks.

Ernie's final eruption was being broadcast on all the monitors. Most of them were focused on his cock. One zoomed in on Ernie's cum-splattered face. Another panned over Cora's spunk-coated body. Cora looked a little dazed. Most of the audience was on their feet, roaring their approval.

“Well,” Charlotte announced. “We have a winner. And I think we all know who it is. Alice and Cleo, take a bow.”

Ernie's cock had at last stopped shooting. Completely drained mentally and physically, Ernie passed out.

When Ernie came to, he was back in Alice and Cleo's apartment.

The two young witches treated themselves to another turn with Ernie. Then several more turns. The moon was in the sky by the time they were done.

This really wasn't much of a punishment, Ernie thought to himself. He'd gotten to have sex with over thirty gorgeous women who wouldn't have looked twice at him before. Indeed, this so-called punishment had been the greatest experience of his life. He inwardly smiled.

“You think this was your punishment, Ernie?” Alice asked. Ernie had momentarily forgotten that Alice and Cleo could read his mind.

“This wasn't your punishment. Your punishment is that in a moment we're going to turn you back into your old self. You're going to spend the rest of your life as yourself. You're never going to experience anything like this again.”

Ernie quietly sagged inside. The thought of returning to his old self, after everything he had just experienced, was horrifying.

Please, can I just stay the way I am? With you? I want to be your sex toy. I'll do whatever you want. Please, don't turn me back!

The witches laughed.

“Sorry, Ernie.” Alice didn't sound sorry at all. “We're done with you. It's time for you to leave.”

“And don't even think about harassing any more women, Ernie,” Cleo warned. “We'll be keeping an eye on you. If you ever bother another woman again, we'll be back. And I guarantee you'll regret it.”

Ernie didn't doubt that Cleo was speaking the truth.

“Bye bye, Ernie.”

No! Please, no!

Cleo began reciting the incantation that would restore Ernie to his former body and transport him back to the alley where they had met him.
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