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A Strange Encounter




“Why are we stopping here?”

There was fear in the young hitchhiker’s voice. The lonely side road Rick had turned onto was surrounded by nothing but woodland for miles. The sun hung over the treeline. Soon it would be dark.

“I just thought we could get to know each other a little better. I was nice enough to give you a lift. I was thinking maybe you could do something to thank me.”

The girl looked at Rick like he was a snake that had just poked its head out of her toilet bowl.

Dammit! Why are bitches always so unreasonable? She’s not even that hot. She should be grateful someone wants to fuck her scrawny ass.

“No thanks. I’ll walk.”

Rick scowled. “I don’t think so. I gave you a ride. You should show me some appreciation.”

The girl’s expression changed. The fear was replaced by a sultry smile.

“You’re right. I shouldn’t be such a stuck-up bitch. The least I can do is give you a nice blowjob. But not in the car. Someone might drive by and see us. Let’s do it in the woods.”

Rick grinned. This is more like it!

“Alright, sounds good. Where do you want to do it?”

She smiled coyly. “Follow me.”

The girl led him into the woods. She turned and batted her eyes coquettishly. One of her hands slipped into her back pocket. Rick started undoing his pants.

The girl yanked out a can of Mace and blasted him with pepper spray. Rick howled and clutched his eyes. She continued spraying him. He tried to run away and tripped over a tree root, falling to his knees. He heard her footfalls through the underbrush as she scurried back to the road.

A moment later he heard his own car start up and drive away.

That fucking bitch, Rick silently cursed for the hundredth time. How could she do this to me?

He’d been walking for two hours. His bloodshot eyes had finally stopped watering, and his vision was no longer blurry. But his feet hurt and his eyes still burned. The noxious stench of the Mace permeated his skin, hair and shirt. Two vehicles had passed him since that miserable gash had stolen his car, but neither had stopped. His phone was in his jacket in the back seat. Not that he had any friends to call on for help.

The sun had dipped below the treeline, plunging the deserted forest into twilight. He came to a crossroads. He saw a fallen log, and decided to sit and rest. Then he saw her.

A young woman not much older than the hitchhiker. She was strikingly attractive. Tall and lithe, with figure-hugging jeans and a dark red tank top that showed off her perfect curves. And long, wavy hair the color of burning embers that seemed to float in the air around her, even though there was no breeze. She smiled when she saw him.

Looks like I might get lucky after all. Rick grinned.

“Hello, Rick.”

Rick stared at her. How the hell does she know my name?

“I know a lot of things about you, Rick.” Her smile widened as she walked toward him. Her full breasts swayed enticingly with each step. His gaze slid down her body, admiring her bare midriff and curvy hips and thighs. Brass bracelets engraved with symbols in a language he didn’t recognize adorned her wrists, and an emerald glimmered in her navel. He noticed for the first time that she was barefoot.

Why would someone be barefoot out here in the middle of nowhere?

He thought he saw traces of steam rise and then vanish on the cold asphalt beneath her soles. He rubbed his aching eyes.

Fucking Mace is still messing up my vision.

“My name’s Karma. I’m a djinn. Many of your kind call us genies. I can grant wishes. Would you like to make a wish? You can have three of them. Choose carefully.”

This bitch is crazy. Totally batshit. Rick pondered how he could use this to his advantage. He wanted to fuck this whore.

Karma’s lips curled in a smirk. Rick didn’t notice, his gaze being focused on her breasts. She continued to approach until she was standing right in front of him. He was five foot ten, but she was at least three inches taller. In bare feet.

“Um….I want to have sex with you. That’s my first wish.”

Wow, that was easy, he congratulated himself. This stupid cunt thinks she’s a genie, and that she has to do whatever I order.

Karma’s smirk became so obvious that even Rick noticed it. His smile faltered.

“I can do that. You aren’t the first mortal to wish such attention from me.”

Rick felt himself hardening in his trousers. His manhood, at four inches long, was rather underwhelming, a fact that had always embarrassed and galled him.

“Can you make my cock bigger?”

“Of course. How big would you like it?”

“Twelve inches. And while you’re at it, make it so that I can instantly get hard again and again, and come as many times as I want.”

Rick knew the girl was delusional, and that she could no more make his cock bigger than she could change the color of his eyes. But he had decided to play along with her fantasy.

Karma grinned. Her eyes were the same green as the emerald in her navel. For a moment it looked as though her pupils were vertical slits, like those of a cat. Then they were normal again. He wondered fearfully if the Mace had done permanent damage to his vision.

Karma moved closer. Her full breasts were almost touching his chest. He could feel the heat emanating from her in the chilly evening air. His cock continued to grow. His eyes widened. It was bigger than it had ever been. The head poked above his belt, tenting his shirt. He clutched it through his pants, and could barely wrap his fingers around it.

A cold sweat broke out on his forehead, despite the chill in the air. Either I’m the one who’s insane, or this woman is the real deal!

“And what would your third wish be, mortal?”

Rick’s brow furrowed in concentration. He hated his job as a salesman for a plumbing wholesaler. He hated every job he’d ever had. He never wanted to have to work again.

“I don’t want to have to work anymore. Ever. I want….I want a hot bitch to take care of me for the rest of my life.”

“That one’s going to be challenging. I can’t force anyone to do anything against their will. I’ll have to find a way to make you more appealing.” Her nose crinkled. “It won’t be easy. But I can do it.”

Rick’s newly enlarged cock was nearly touching his belly button. He couldn’t believe his good fortune.

“Well, figuring out how to make that happen is your problem, not mine.”

“Yes, it’s my challenge to solve, not yours. If I decide to grant your wishes, that is.”

Rick’s cock began shrinking back to its original size.

“Hey, what are you doing? That’s not fair!”

“Most of what you’ve heard about djinn is wrong, Rick. You don’t automatically get wishes without having to earn them. I could grant you wishes without making you do anything in return if I wanted to. I’ve done that for mortals I like. But I don’t like you, Rick. The way you treat women disgusts me. If you want your wishes, you’re going to have to work very hard to earn them.”

Rick scowled. “What….what do I have to do?”

Karma’s smile returned.

“You’ll have to endure three tribulations of my choosing.”

“Tribulations?”

“Yes. Three tribulations. Three ordeals.”

“What are the three tribulations?”

“You’ll find out as we go along. If you pass the three challenges, you get your three wishes. I’ll fuck you. I’ll give you a twelve inch penis that stays hard as long as you want and comes as often as you want. And I’ll find you a beautiful woman who’ll appreciate and support you so that you never have to work again. But you only get the wishes if you get through all three trials without quitting.”

“Hey, could I change my last wish to wish for more wishes?”

Karma laughed.

“Nice try, human. No.”

Rick frowned. I’m going to fuck this bitch hard once I finish her bullshit challenges and collect on my wishes.

Karma smirked.

“Alright, I’m in. I accept your challenges.”


The Punching Bag




Rick opened his eyes. The forest and the crossroads were gone. He was standing in the middle of a gym. He tried to move, but his body didn’t respond. It was as if he had been turned into a mannequin.

Karma was standing off to one side. Her jeans and tank top had been replaced by a white robe with a black belt. Her fiery hair was drawn back in a ponytail, and her bracelets were gone. She was still barefoot. She grinned as Rick’s eyes met hers.

A second woman was standing beside her, sipping a steaming takeaway coffee. She could have been Karma’s younger, more full-figured cousin. She wore a low-cut crimson blouse, skinny jeans, and black kitten heel pumps.

About two dozen women sat or knelt on rows of thin gym mats, watching him curiously. They were, like the woman beside Karma, all wearing street clothes, mostly workout attire such as leggings, shorts, and T-shirts. A woman in jeans and a sleeveless black T-shirt stood at the back of the class, holding a video camera.

Many of the women were smiling or chuckling. Rick realized with a start that he was naked. And that he had a massive hard-on. His original puny cock was gone, replaced with the twelve-inch behemoth Karma had teased him with earlier.

Welcome to Ravencastle University, Karma greeted him. She projected her thoughts directly into his brain. This is Dr Veronica Carson, one of the teachers here. You’ll be spending quite a bit of time with her over the next three days.

Rick was familiar with Ravencastle, a prestigious women-only medical school. He’d tried to sell them some toilets and other plumbing fixtures last year. The purchasing assistant, who looked barely old enough to be out of college, had dismissed his company’s offerings as “sub-standard”. He’d fantasized about kidnapping the little slut and making her his personal sex slave.

Veronica scowled at him.

I can read your thoughts, douchebag. God, Karma wasn’t exaggerating about you. You’re lucky she made me promise that you wouldn’t experience any lasting harm today.

Rick forgot about the snooty young purchasing agent and returned his attention to Veronica.

Are….are you a djinn too?

One of my cousins, Alicia, has some djinn blood. Karma asked Alicia for a favor, and Alicia asked me to help out. When I heard about you, I was more than happy to say yes. She gave Rick a sinister smile.

Your first challenge, proclaimed Karma, is to survive being the practice dummy for one of the day-long self-defense classes that Ravencastle is providing for its students and faculty. I’ll be teaching today’s class personally. Quite a few of the women here have had unpleasant encounters with men like you, and have a lot of justified pent-up anger. I’ve cast a spell to make your body virtually indestructible. You won’t sustain any permanent damage. But you’re going to feel it, I promise you.

You won’t be able to talk, added Veronica. But Karma and I will be able to hear every thought that goes through your mind. If you want to wimp out at any time, just say so, and Karma will release you. You won’t get your wishes if you do, but you’ll save yourself an enormous amount of pain.

Being used as a human punching bag by all of these women was a terrifying prospect. But Rick was determined to get through Karma’s challenges so that he could get his wishes. He couldn’t remember ever having wanted to fuck a woman so badly.

I’m going to screw your brains out when this is over and you have to grant me my first wish, Karma. I’m going to pound you harder than you’ve ever been pounded before.

Karma’s laughter boomed inside Rick’s head. Only she, Rick, and Veronica could hear it.

I highly doubt that will happen, Rick. I don’t think you’re even going to get through today’s trial, let alone all three of them. But we’ll see. If you do get through all three challenges, I’ll fuck you. I promise.

Karma turned to her students. Rick felt dozens of female eyes upon him. He’d never been naked in front of a group of women before. He felt exposed and self-conscious. He didn’t like the way he looked, with his lanky beanpole physique and his pasty acne-scarred face, which never got a second glance from any of the women he wanted. Not to mention his underwhelming penis. His cock finally looked the way he’d always wanted it to. He cursed himself for not having asked Karma for a better body and face when he’d had the chance.

“In today’s class, we’re going to practice several highly effective ways of incapacitating an attacker. I’ll demonstrate each one first. Then each of you will get a turn to practice with this android. His name’s Rick. As you’ll see, he’s remarkably lifelike and expressive. I think you’ll have a lot of fun with him.”

The students stared at Rick. Some looked amused by his nudity, his almost comically oversized appendage, and the deer-in-the-headlights expression on his face. Others appeared intrigued by how lifelike he looked. Or by his supersized junk. Still others looked like they couldn’t wait to practice their takedown skills on him.

“The visitor at the back of the room, Janet, will be videotaping today’s lesson. Everyone’s face will be blurred out for privacy. Except the dummy’s, of course.” Karma gave Rick a sardonic glance.

Hey, wait a minute! You’re going to be recording this? What if somebody I know sees it?

It was bad enough that Karma had put him on display naked in front of a bunch of strange women. The thought of being recorded like this for God-knows-who to see was mortifying. Karma grinned, enjoying his discomfort.

If you don’t want to participate, Rick, just say the word and I’ll release you. But if you want to get your wishes, you’re going to have to man up and stop being such a wuss.

Rick wanted to get his wishes. More than anything, he wanted to fuck Karma and put the bitch in her place.

I’ll stay.

Good boy.

Rick frowned as the djinn addressed him as if he were a dog. But he wisely kept his mouth shut.

The students gathered around Karma and Rick. Janet raised her camcorder and joined them.

“Why is the practice dummy naked?” asked Leslie, an older woman in a teal track suit.

“Good question. You could find yourself in a situation where you need to fight off a naked attacker. For example, if an exhibitionist accosts you in a public place and attempts to grope you. Or if a would-be rapist has drugged you and you regain consciousness just as he’s about to assault you. You need to learn not be distracted by an attacker’s nudity. Or physical endowments.”

Some of the women tittered.

“That’s quite the shlong he’s got,” observed Simone, an athletic-looking woman in black spandex shorts and a matching tank top. She was almost as tall as Karma.

“Yeah, I’ve never seen one that big before,” added Tippy, a short, buxom blonde in a pink gym ensemble. She gave Rick’s dong a playful tug. If Rick hadn’t already been hard, her touch would have had him instantly standing at attention.

Simone smirked as Tippy released Rick’s cock. Rick wanted to grab Tippy’s hand and force it back to his dick, but his arms refused to obey his brain.

“Look at that.” Tippy giggled. “He actually looks frustrated.”

Simone gave Rick’s erection a playful swat. Rick winced as his manhood was sent swaying back and forth like a sideways pendulum.

“Wow, his expressions change to match what’s happening,” observed Leslie. “You’d swear he felt that!”

“Pity he can’t feel it,” said Simone. She slapped Rick’s cock harder, sending it swinging wildly.

“His dick is like one of those monster cocks you see in porn movies,” said Tippy.

“It is a bit on the large side,” conceded Karma. “He won’t be getting to enjoy it with anyone here, though.”

Several women laughed. Rick glowered at them.

“Oh my God, now he’s scowling at us!” cried Leslie. “It’s as if he actually understands what we’re saying!”

“He’s kinda creepy,” said Juanita, a fit-looking woman with tan skin and long black hair that was wound into a single thick braid.

“I’d say he looks more dorky than creepy,” said Jill, a bespectacled girl with ginger hair.

“He does look pretty dorky,” agreed Tippy. “Even with that giant cock, I wouldn’t fuck him.”

“Me neither,” said Juanita. Several other girls nodded or murmured their concurrence.

What’s wrong with these bitches? Chicks are supposed to love big dicks! They love getting fucked by monster cocks in porn movies!

“You could always put a paper bag over his head,” joked Dylan, a daunting woman in black sweats with spiky indigo hair and a tattoo of a spider web on the side of her neck.

More of the women laughed. Rick seethed.

How dare these stupid cunts make fun of me like this! Some of them aren’t even that good looking.

Veronica and Karma exchanged a bemused glance. Karma turned back to her pupils and raised a hand for silence.

“We have a lot to cover today, so let’s get started. There are multiple ways to stop a lowlife like Rick. My personal favorite is this one.”

Karma stepped in front of Rick. She looked him in the eyes and smiled.

Then she kicked him in the crotch.

Pain exploded like a hand grenade between Rick’s thighs. His eyes bulged, and his mouth gaped like a beached fish. Karma eased her magical grip on his body. He sagged to his knees, then toppled backward, clutching his nutsack with both hands. His giant erection wobbled in the air as he writhed in agony. The room roared with laughter. Janet, the videographer, moved in for a close-up.

“There’s nothing like a good, solid kick in the scrotum to bring down even the biggest, brawniest attacker,” Karma said.

“He looks like he’s trying not to cry,” sneered Dylan.

“It’s amazing what they can do with robotics now,” remarked Simone. “Too bad he’s not real. I’d love to teach one of these incel bastards a lesson.”

“Me too!”

The women had gathered in a circle around Rick. He felt like a wounded gazelle being encircled by lions.

Jesus, what’s wrong with these women? It’s like they want to kill me! They should be grateful when men like me want to fuck them.

Karma gave Rick a withering look. She turned her attention back to her students.

“Once your would-be attacker is down, you may be tempted to punish him.” Karma gave Rick a kick in the ass that made him wince. “But it’s really best not to engage any further. The objective is to stop your attacker from hurting you. Once he’s down, use the opportunity to get yourself to safety.”

The sadistic djinn looked down at Rick in contempt.

“Back on your feet, dummy. I want each of these girls to get a turn practicing her kicking skills.”

The first four women to have a go at Rick easily took him down with a single swift, hard kick. The pain was almost indescribable. Each time Karma used her magic to force him back to his feet for the next girl.

Tippy, the fifth student, was a klutz.

None of Tippy’s first half dozen attempts landed on the right spot. Her foot struck Rick’s thighs several times, nearly dislocated one of his knees, and even struck his penis, making it spin like a pinwheel.

“You can do it, Tippy!” encouraged Simone.

“Yeah, you got this,” echoed Dylan.

“Take your time,” advised Karma. “This dummy’s not going anywhere. You’ll get it right eventually.”

Tippy’s brow furrowed with determination. She took several steps back, like a placekicker determined to propel a football to the other end of a stadium. Rick prayed she would miss and give up.

Karma chuckled inside his head.

I used some magic to improve Tippy’s co-ordination. She won’t miss this time. I boosted her strength a little too. This is gonna hurt.

Tippy bared her teeth, let out a feral snarl, and charged. Cheers erupted from the circle of watchers as she leaped into the air and kicked Rick so hard he was lifted a couple of inches off the floor.

Okay, maybe I boosted her strength more than a little.

Rick crashed onto the polished wooden floor. His unflagging erection wobbled like a drunkard at closing time.

“Jeez, that cock of his just doesn’t give up,” mocked Dylan.

“Pity it’s attached to this creep and not a real man,” said Tippy.

I’m not a creep! Rick tried to yell.

And Elvis is still alive and having tea right now with Bigfoot at Buckingham Palace, sneered Karma.

Tippy planted a foot on Rick’s chest and raised her arms like a victorious boxer. Cheers, whistles and hoots filled the air.

I’m so going to make you regret this, Karma, vowed Rick.

The fiery-haired djinn laughed out loud.

Rick had lost count of how many girls had played whack-a-mole with his nutsack. It must have been at least twenty. His scrotum felt like a basketball that had been soaked in gasoline and lit on fire.

“Looks like it’s my turn,” announced Vickie, a gorgeous blonde with a body and face that would have made Rick drool if his brain hadn’t been fogged with pain. Unlike most of the women present, she wasn’t wearing gym attire, but was instead clad in faded jeans, a shoulderless blouse, and pointy-toed ankle boots. It seemed to Rick that he’d seen Vickie before. But he had no idea where.

“That’s right, Vickie, you’re next,” said Karma. “Back on your feet, Rick.” She prodded Rick’s butt with her foot. Rick forced himself to stand.

“This dummy looks like a guy who tried to force himself on me once at a party. I’d had way too much to drink, and was almost unconscious. I kept telling him to get lost, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer. Luckily a couple of guys intervened and threw him out.”

Rick remembered where he’d seen Vickie. They’d both been in their freshman year of university, which in Rick’s case had been his only year as he’d been unable to meet the school’s scholastic demands. He’d snuck into a frat party, hoping to find a hot girl who was drunk enough to let him have his way with her. Vickie had seemed perfect. But instead of letting him fuck her, the ungrateful bitch had repeatedly rebuffed him, and when he’d persisted had screamed for help. Two jocks had dragged him outside, roughed him up, and told him never to show his face anywhere near the frat house again.

“What a scumbag!” exclaimed Karma, giving Rick a nasty side glance. “I’m glad a couple of real men stepped in to help.”

Vickie spat in Rick’s face. Rick scowled. He tried to tell her off, but his mouth refused to open. She was standing so close to him that her breasts were almost touching his chest. Despite his anger, he was aroused.

“I think that loser’s dick just got harder when you spat on him,” chortled Dylan.

“Damn, I think Dylan’s right,” agreed Juanita.

Vickie glared at Rick.

“I know you’re not really the creep who harassed me at that party. But I’m going to pretend that you are. Say goodbye to your nads, maggot.”

Fear replaced lust as Vickie stepped back and prepared to end any hope Rick had of ever fathering children.

“The dummy looks like he’s trying not to wet himself,” mocked Dylan.

Rick wilted inside as a fresh wave of laughter greeted Dylan’s observation. His ego was taking an even worse beating than his balls.

“Let him have it, sis!” encouraged Simone.

“Turn his balls into a vagina, Vickie!” goaded Jill.

Vickie slammed the toe of her boot as hard as she could into Rick’s crotch. The lecherous salesman fell to his knees, groaning like a deflating tire. Vickie kicked him again. He fell to one side, gripping his injured sack. The blonde beauty continued to assail him, her face contorted with fury. He curled into the fetal position, trying to shield himself.

Karma placed a hand on Vickie’s shoulder and drew her back.

“That’s enough, Vickie. Ladies, once again, in real life, once your assailant is down, you should never keep attacking. Use the opportunity to escape.”

“Sorry. I guess I got a little carried away.”

Vickie rejoined the other students. Karma ordered Rick back to his feet so the next girl could take her turn.

“Simone, since you’re the star striker of the varsity soccer team, I decided to have you go last. That way if the android gets broken, at least everyone’s had a turn.”

Simone stepped forward, grinning.

Hey, wait! You said I wouldn’t be harmed!

Don’t worry Rick. If Simone damages you, I’ll fix you up afterward.

Perspiration broke out on Rick’s forehead and in his armpits as he tried to brace himself for Simone’s kick.

“Look at that!” exclaimed Dylan. “The dummy’s sweating!”

“I’d be sweating too if I was him,” declared Juanita. “Simone’s gonna mess him up bad.”

“Kick that perv’s nuts up to his Adam’s apple, Simone!” exhorted Vickie.

“I’m gonna try.” Simone sounded like she meant it.

The young athlete stepped back, then lunged. She kicked Rick’s scrotum as if it was a soccer ball. The pain was so intense he nearly blacked out. His entire body was lifted off the ground. A sound midway between a groan and a whimper escaped him as he crashed to the floor.

The students broke into applause. Simone took a playful bow.

“You wouldn’t typically need to kick an attacker anywhere near that hard to bring him down in real life,” commented Karma as Rick twitched and groaned on the floor. “I think you just gave Rick a partial sex change.” Some of the women snickered.

“We’re going to take a break now. When we get back, I’m going to teach you how to use your elbows and fists to deter an attacker. Then I’ll show you a couple of helpful judo moves…”

“Well, that concludes today’s self-defense class. Enjoy your evening, everyone.”

Rick could hardly believe it was finally over. He was face down on the floor. His giant cock was still hard, despite all the misery he’d been put through. His entire body was throbbing from innumerable punches, kicks, elbow jabs, and judo throws. His balls felt like they’d been kicked by a horse.

I’m impressed that you got through this, said Karma. I didn’t think you’d make it. I’m going to put you in a nice long healing sleep now. You’ll be right as rain tomorrow morning when it’s time for your second challenge.

What’s the second challenge? Rick wasn’t sure he really wanted to know.

You’ll find out soon. Nighty night, loser.

Before Rick could say anything more, his mind faded to black.


The Medical Lesson




When Rick awoke, his body was no longer the same. He didn’t have arms or legs, just a torso with a couple of pendulous masses hanging from it. His head was fused with the rest of his body, and was facing straight up. He could see a white tiled ceiling and fluorescent lights, but nothing else. Something was embedded in his ass, holding him upright.

Welcome back, Karma said, as usual beaming her thoughts directly into his head.

What the fuck have you done to me?

Let me show you.

A handheld oval mirror appeared in Karma’s hand. Rick’s eyes widened. The djinn had turned him into a twelve inch cock. A pair of oversized balls dangled from its base, surrounded by tufts of curly black hair. He could faintly make out a pair of eyes and nostrils above the urethral slit, which had replaced his mouth. His teeth were gone. His tongue was still there; he could move it around, but couldn’t speak. He was mounted on a tall stand at the front of a classroom. An extension shaped like an elongated butt-plug was impaled in his ass, holding him upright.

It’s so nice to see you again, Rick, Veronica said. You look adorable like this!

He discovered that he could move his shaft somewhat, and leaned forward. Karma and Veronica were standing in front of him. They were both wearing unbuttoned lab coats. Karma was wearing a little black dress under hers, along with open-toed sandals. Veronica was wearing khaki chinos, a low cut ivory blouse, and sneakers. Karma’s hair was wrapped in a loose bun atop her head. Curly stray strands spilled around her face. Veronica’s hair hung loose. Rick’s eyes wandered over their bodies. The pair exchanged a look of wry amusement.

One of my classes is going to be practicing some medical procedures on you today, Veronica informed him. I don’t think you’re going to enjoy them very much. But Karma and I are going to enjoy this a lot.

Rick’s giant balls tightened in fear.

Medical procedures? What medical procedures?

You’ll find out soon enough. Veronica rolled a trolley with medical instruments into place beside the stand Rick was mounted on.

By the way, your face is invisible to mortal eyes. Unless a djinn or some other fae has gifted one the ability to see you, as I’ve done with Dr Carson. To the students, you’ll just be a very realistic looking tool for them to practice with.

Oh look! The students are starting to arrive…

“We’re going to practice several rather invasive urological procedures with this replica penis. I’ll pass it around so you can each have a look at it.”

Veronica pulled Rick from the stand. The rounded spade-shaped spike embedded in his backside was yanked out with an audible pop. Close to thirty female medical students were assembled in the classroom. Veronica handed him to a petite woman in the front row named Rumi.

“Janet will be recording today’s module for another teaching video. Your faces will be blurred, as usual. The video will be available on the school’s Web site, so you’ll be able to review these procedures any time you want. As will future students.”

Rick frowned. The knowledge that his suffering and humiliation was again going to be recorded and stored forever on the Internet was like salt added to a festering wound. He knew it would do no good to complain. Karma would just laugh and tell him not to let the door hit his ass on the way out.

“The first procedure we’ll be doing today is…”

Rick ceased paying attention to Veronica’s words as Rumi began examining him. She was a pretty girl with silky black hair, huge brown eyes, and creamy porcelain skin. She wore a knee-length charcoal skirt, a lacy ivory blouse, and black Mary Janes with white ruffle trim ankle socks.

“Wow, look at how big that thing is!” exclaimed Beatrice, the student next to her. She was a nerdy but cute girl with thick glasses and mousy brown hair drawn back in a ponytail. She wore a short denim skirt, scruffy sneakers, and a T-shirt with a cartoon cat at a chalkboard covered with math equations above the caption My Cat is Smarter Than You Are.

“Maybe they made it extra large to make it easier to practice the medical procedures with,” suggested Rumi.

The petite student had one hand under Rick’s massive nutsack. She tried to wrap her other hand around his shaft, but couldn’t fully encircle it. The two students exchanged an amazed look. Rumi’s delicate touch made Rick tingle.

“I can’t believe how realistic this replica is. The skin’s even warm.”

Rumi slid her hand playfully along Rick’s shaft. He squirmed in delight. The unexpected movement startled her. She looked at Beatrice again and giggled. She gave Rick several more playful strokes, then cupped one of his balls and gave it a gentle squeeze. Rick’s arousal intensified. He willed Rumi to keep fondling him. But she just giggled again and passed him to her friend. Rick groaned in frustration. Karma smirked.

“Holy crap, this thing’s squirmy!” said Beatrice as she accepted Rick. She balanced him in the palm of one hand while gripping his shaft with the other, as Rumi had done. She was taller than Rumi, but couldn’t get her fingers all the way around him either.

She lifted Rick higher and turned him this way and that, visually inspecting him from every angle. She experimentally cupped each of his nuts. She then seated him in her lap and ran a finger over his bulbous, engorged head. Rick’s need continued to mount. In normal circumstances he wouldn’t have given the nerdy medical student a second glance. But now he would have given anything he owned just for a handjob from her. Karma seemed to have supersized his libido along with his balls.

“You’re right Rumi, this replica is incredible! I’ve never encountered one so realistic before.”

Beatrice wrapped her hand around Rick—or as much of him as she could—and slowly slid it up and down, marveling at how lifelike his skin felt. Rick’s lust escalated with each stroke.

Rick was on the cusp of release when without warning Beatrice stopped.

“Oh Rumi, before I forget…can I borrow your notes from yesterday’s lecture on antibiotic resistant UTIs? I had a dentist’s appointment.”

“Of course. No problem.”

Nooo! Don’t stop now, you stupid slut!

Rick wiggled and thrashed, trying to rub himself against Beatrice. She pulled her hand away with a squeak, nearly toppling him from her lap.

“Yup, he’s definitely a fidgety little bastard.” Beatrice picked Rick up and offered him to the next student.

Please, Karma, have some mercy! I need to come!

Karma adjusted the hem of her dress and discreetly gave him the bird.

“Jesus, you could inseminate a horse with this,” joked Dylan, the girl with the blue hair and the spider web tattoo, as she looked Rick over. She was one of several students in the workshop who had also been in yesterday’s self defense class. She was wearing black lipstick, snakeskin leggings, leather motorcycle boots, and a Dawn of the Dead T-shirt.

About half the students had already examined Rick. The women joked and ribbed each other as they passed him around. Rick would have expected medical students to behave in a reserved, staid manner. But the mood in the classroom was festive and playful. He wondered if Karma had done something to weaken the students’ inhibitions. He glanced at the djinn, but she just smiled enigmatically.

Dylan handled him more roughly than most of the students. Her long, black-lacquered nails scraped his skin. She gave his balls a squeeze that made him wince. The girls weren’t supposed to know that he was anything other than a lifeless replica, but she grinned as if enjoying his pain.

Fuck, this goth bitch is scary.

Dylan frowned and squeezed his nuts harder. He would have screamed if he’d been able to.

“We should send this fake penis to that porn star who set that new world record for most number of men slept with in one day,” joked Georgette, the student sitting next to Dylan.

Several women laughed. Rick fumed. The suggestion that he should be given to some slutty, worn-out porn whore infuriated him. Yet a part of him, he realized with horror, felt weirdly excited by the idea. Karma and Veronica both gave him a contemptuous look as they read his thoughts, adding to his humiliation and self-disgust.

Dylan lifted him into the air and gave his abused sack a playful parting swat that made his balls jiggle. Then she handed him to Georgette.

Georgette was younger than most of the other students. She had a slim figure with small, pert breasts and a perfect ass. And a cute face with big blue eyes, a button nose, and a mischievous smile. Curly blonde hair spilled around her shoulders. She wore navy leggings, an oversized cotton T-shirt, and slip-on sneakers.

To Rick’s astonishment, Georgette didn’t hold him aloft or place him on her lap as the others had done. Instead she spread her thighs and pressed him against her crotch. He could feel her body heat against the base of his shaft and the back of his balls. She gripped the base of his meatpole with one hand and began rhythmically stroking it with the other.

Oh my God, she’s pretending to wank off!

Giggles rose from the students nearby. Rick’s face glowed with indignation and shame. But his lust was stronger than ever. The pain from Dylan’s abuse was washed aside by a flood of pleasure.

What the hell’s wrong with me? I’m getting turned on at being used as a dildo by this crazy skank!

He tried to resist. To blot out the sensation of Georgette’s hand squeezing and pumping him like a nymphomaniac’s vagina and replace it with something boring. Georgette tightened her grip and picked up the pace. She moaned with feigned excitement. Rick’s resolve collapsed.

Fuck it. At least I’ll finally get to come!

The laughter around him got louder. He no longer cared. Or at least tried to tell himself that. He relaxed and let Georgette guide him toward his finale.

“Georgette! That replica’s not a toy! Stop that immediately and pass it along.”

“Sorry, Dr Carson! I don’t know what got into me.”

Rick silently wailed as Georgette stopped in mid stroke and handed him to the next student.

Karma laughed inside his head.

“Oh look. This model has a little butthole.”

A student in the back row named Leona was examining Rick. She was the tallest woman in the class, surpassing even Karma in stature. She was also one of the sexiest, with full pouty lips, luxuriant tawny hair, and a figure to die for. She was dressed more suitably for a night of clubbing than a medical workshop in a little red dress and matching stilettos. Most of the students had already handled Rick. The slimy salesman was almost delirious with the need for release.

Leona was holding Rick by the base of his shaft. She tilted him forward at a forty five degree angle, then shoved an exploratory finger into his puckered keister. He let out a silent squawk as she penetrated him. She pushed deeper, forcing her long finger all the way in.

Rick lost it. He blew his wad in a blinding explosion of pleasure. A long jet of cum shot into the air and narrowly missed landing on the head of the student in front of Leona. Those around them howled with laughter.

“Oh my God! I should have warned you this model is capable of ejaculating!” exclaimed Veronica. “Let’s take a break while I get a janitor in here to clean that mess up. Then I’ll demonstrate the first procedure that we’re going to practice today.”

“We’re going to start with a simple STI swab. Some pathogens are still best identified from a swab culture rather than a blood test…”

Rick tensed. This did not sound good.

Veronica had put him back on the stand, shoving the rounded spike deep into his protesting rectum. The students were gathered around them. Karma was standing nearby, watching with a sardonic smirk. Janet’s camcorder was rolling.

Veronica pulled on a pair of purple rubber gloves. She selected a packet from an instrument tray and tore it open. Rick’s heart sped up as he watched her extract a long plastic stick with a puffy cotton tip.

“Sterility is important. Don’t forget to dab the penis with some disinfectant first.”

She patted Rick’s face with a small sponge soaked in iodine. It smelled like industrial strength hospital disinfectant. The taste was even worse—extremely bitter with a salty metallic edge. Rick squirmed. Veronica gripped his shaft. Even through the thin rubber gloves, her hand felt good as it encircled him. It was almost worth the misery from the iodine.

“That replica penis is so wiggly,” giggled Tippy.

“Typical male,” said Leona. “You just look at them and their cock starts twitching.” Several women chuckled or nodded in agreement.

“Yup, he’s definitely a basic dude,” agreed Georgette. “No self-control at all.”

Veronica tightened her grip. Her long nails dug into Rick’s flesh, making him wince.

“Someone must have been asleep at the factory when they made that thing,” suggested Rumi. “A real penis wouldn’t move like that.”

“That defect might have benefits,” Tippy said with an impish smile.

“I wouldn’t mind experimenting with it,” grinned Leona.

“Focus, ladies,” admonished Veronica. She slathered another layer of iodine onto Rick’s face. “Make sure you use plenty of iodine. You don’t want the patient getting a urinary tract infection.” Rick’s eyes watered as some of the disinfectant got into them.

“Now, let me demonstrate how to take the STI swab.”

Veronica brought the swab to Rick’s urethra-mouth. He recoiled. Some of the students snickered as he tried to evade her. Veronica slid her hand higher, so that she was gripping him just below the head. Janet moved closer with her camera.

“We insert the cotton tip into the urethra like so.” Veronica forced the swab into Rick’s delicate opening. The hard rod beneath the fluffy cap scraped and scratched the sensitive lining of his opening. She forced it deeper, making him gag.

“Next we twist it back and forth to get a good sample from the mucosal lining.”

Rick groaned as Veronica twisted the swab to and fro. He was pretty sure she was doing it more times than necessary.

“And then you prepare the swab to be sent off to the lab to be cultured.” Rick exhaled in relief as she withdrew the painful instrument.

“Alright, ladies, who wants to go first?”

The first six students to practice the STI swabs were reasonably proficient. It hurt, but Rick started to get used to it.

Then it was Tippy’s turn. She tried to pick up a packet from the instrument tray, but dropped it to the floor.

“Oh darn.” She reached for another packet.

How did this ditz manage to get into medical school?

Tippy didn’t even come close to getting the swab in on the first try. She poked the head of Rick’s penis, making him squirm and wince and eliciting a fresh burst of laughter from her peers.

“Hold him still with your free hand.”

Tippy wrapped her fingers around Rick and squeezed as if attempting to throttle a goose. She gripped his shaft near the base rather than just below the head, allowing him to flail about. She tried again to insert the swab. And then again.

“Oopsie,” she said with a self-deprecating giggle. “I’m not very good at this.”

Rick wanted to strangle the clumsy bitch.

Tippy tried three more times. The swab repeatedly scratched Rick’s face, leaving welts.

“He’s still wiggling too much,” declared Veronica. “Let go. I’ll hold him for you.”

Veronica removed her lab coat and draped it over a chair. She detached Rick from the mount and clenched him roughly between her thighs so that only two or three inches protruded. It looked like she’d sprouted a short, stubby penis. His enormous balls dangled below her shapely ass. Janet knelt for a close-up.

Rick knew that Veronica could easily have held him still without clenching him between her legs like this. He guessed that this scene would be edited from the video and that she was doing this solely to humiliate him. It was working. The students were laughing harder than ever.

“Try it now, Tippy. Take your time.”

The feel of Veronica’s soft, warm thighs clenching him filled Rick with lust so intense it was almost unbearable. He wanted to fuck the sexy teacher so hard she forgot her own name.

Karma slapped Rick’s balls. He would have screamed if he’d been physically able to.

“Settle down, boy!” admonished the djinn. The students couldn’t hear Rick’s lewd thoughts, and assumed that Karma was just clowning around. They laughed as she spanked Rick again, causing him to thrash and flail. Veronica squeezed her legs tighter around him.

Tippy knelt in front of Veronica. Rick forced himself to hold still. She brought the swab forward in what felt like slow motion and carefully edged it into his opening. She didn’t have it at quite the right angle, and it jabbed the inner lining of his urethra. His eyes watered from the pain.

“It’s in, Tippy. Now straighten it. You don’t want to puncture the urethra!” Veronica guided her hand. “There you go. Now slide it in a little further.”

Tippy pushed the swab deeper. Rick retched as she forced the long, scratchy rod in way too far.

“That’s a little too deep, Tippy. Actually that’s way too deep. Pull back. But not too much. You don’t want it to—“

Too late. The swab popped out.

“Oh darn!”

“It’s okay, Tippy. Just try again. You can try as many times as you need to. You’ll get the hang of this.”

Tippy tried to get the swab back in. And missed.

“Oh heck, I botched it again!”

“Don’t worry, Tippy. You’ll get this right eventually. We’ll keep going as long as it takes. If we have to stay late, then we stay late.”

“Thank you, Dr Carson.”

Tippy tried and missed again.

Rick started to cry.

Dylan, the goth girl, was the last student to try the STI swab.

She slathered iodine over Rick’s face. She used a lot more than necessary. Rick grimaced and silently cursed her. She waited a moment, allowing him to partially recover, and then added a second layer. Her eyes met his, and she gave him an evil smile. It was obvious that she could sense his presence inside the replica penis. Was she part djinn, like Veronica’s cousin?

She brought a swab to Rick’s slit and slowly pushed it in. She forced it deeper than she was supposed to. Veronica didn’t reprimand her. She twisted it back and forth longer than needed, rotating it clockwise, then counterclockwise, then clockwise again. Rick’s urethra felt like it was on fire when she finally pulled it out.

“Not bad, Dylan. That was a little too deep though. And you don’t really need to twist and turn it that many times.”

“Sorry, Dr Carson. I wanted to get a good sample so that the lab can identify the pathogen.”

“It’s alright, Dylan. Why don’t you give it another try?”

“Alright, ladies, you’ve done well. Next we’re going to practice sounding.”

Sounding? What the fuck is sounding?

Karma grinned.

“Sounding is when an instrument is inserted into a body cavity such as the urethra to open it wider, to clear an obstruction, or for some similar purpose. We’ll be using these sounding rods…”

Rick nearly passed out as he saw Veronica pick up a long, snake-like tool from the instrument trolley.

Oh dear God…

There are kinksters out there who subject themselves to sounding for fun. I’ve never understood the appeal myself, but they really seem to enjoy it. Maybe you’ll like this, Rick.

Couldn’t you give me some other challenge, Karma?

The sorceress snickered.

Veronica repositioned Rick on the stand. She leaned forward to dab more iodine in his face. Her tank top hung down, treating him to a closeup view of her cleavage. He stared unabashedly at her breasts. She slathered an extra thick layer of iodine on, deliberately getting some in his eyes.

Hey, stop that!

Stop staring at my tits, then.

I wasn’t staring at your tits.

Veronica scowled. If there’s one thing I hate more than creepy fucks like you ogling me, it’s guys who lie. She added more iodine.

“After you’ve applied the antiseptic, apply some lube to the sounding rod, like so.” Veronica coated the long instrument with a transparent gel.

“Sometimes a freezing agent is applied to reduce the patient’s discomfort. But since this is just a practice dummy, and since I want to make sure all of you get time to practice, we’ll skip that step.”

No! Don’t skip the freezing!

Karma grinned. Don’t be such a wimp.

“Once you’re ready to insert the sounding rod, bring the tip to the urethral opening, as you did with the swab. Note the cap on the anterior end of the rod, which keeps it from going all the way in and getting trapped inside the penis.”

Rick broke into a sweat as he imagined the cap breaking off, making it impossible to pull the sounding rod back out.

“Then just slide the rod in, like so.”

Veronica pushed the rod forward. Rick’s vertical lips were stretched into a taut O around it. She forced it deeper, flattening Rick’s tongue. He whimpered and gagged. Only Veronica, Karma, and Dylan could hear him. They looked at each other and smiled.

Veronica forced the sounding rod further and further in. Rick retched as his body struggled to dislodge the foreign object invading it. He couldn’t breathe. Karma’s spell prevented him from suffocating, but his lungs burned. The layer of flesh separating the rod from the spike embedded in his ass was squeezed flat. Rick felt like he was deepthroating a horse while being ass-fucked by a mule.

Veronica kept the long instrument inside him while she gave the students a short lecture about the conditions in which urethral sounding was employed. She talked for no more than five or ten minutes, but to Rick it felt like a week. By the time she finished, he was dizzy from lack of oxygen. She pulled the long rod out with a brutal yank. The pain was sharp, but at least it was fast. Used lube dribbled from Rick’s toothless vertical mouth.

“Alright, ladies. Who wants to go first?”

Rick quailed when Tippy announced that she was ready to try the sounding rod. To everyone’s astonishment, she got it in on the third try. Her fellow students whooped and applauded.

Tippy slowly fed the long rod further and further in. Rick groaned as it hit the back of his urethra-throat.

“I think I’ve got it in as far as it will go, Dr Carson.”

Tippy thrust hard, making sure that it was indeed as deep as it could go. Rick retched.

“Well done, Tippy. Would you like to try again, just so you get more comfortable with it?”

“Oh, sure!” said Tippy enthusiastically.

She clumsily yanked the rod out, sending a fresh jolt of pain through Rick’s body. She wiped it off, added more lube, and prepared to try again.

Dylan was again the last student to get a turn. She pushed the sounding rod in with deliberate slowness, relishing Rick’s discomfort.

“This dick is learning what it feels like to be a pussy,” she joked.

“A pussy that’s just been fucked by almost thirty women in a row,” quipped Georgette.

As his ears thundered with the students’ laughter, Rick realized that there was truth beneath Dylan and Georgette’s jest. He was indeed getting a pretty good idea of what it felt like to be a vagina. The knowledge filled him with an unwholesome excitement. He hadn’t thought anything could be more degrading than the STI swabs, but the shame he now felt was an order of magnitude worse.

Men are supposed to fuck women. Not the other way around!

Dylan smirked. Karma and Veronica laughed in his head.

Rick’s unwanted arousal grew even stronger as he found himself imagining what it would be like to be stretched and filled by a real cock instead of a sounding rod. Had Karma used her magic to instill lewd new desires within him?

I’ve given you nothing that wasn’t already there, said Karma. But I am helping certain hidden needs come to the surface.

If you don’t make it through Karma’s challenges, and you ever lose that shitty sales job, you can always work as a male prostitute, mocked Veronica.

Dylan got the rod in as far as it would go. She ground it into the base of Rick’s passage, nearly making him vomit. She held it there as she asked Veronica one question after another about sounding. Rick could tell she was just doing this to torment him.

At last Dylan thanked Veronica and pulled the rod out.

“You did very well, Dylan. We’re going to take a ten minute break, then start practicing the next procedure.”

Rick told himself that the worst of Karma’s tribulations must surely be over. What could be worse than those sounding rods?

Veronica returned to the classroom, a large cup of takeaway coffee in her hand. She shot him a wicked smile as she read his thoughts.

“We’re now going to practice with a cystoscope,” she told her students. “This instrument allows us to actually see inside the urethra and bladder. This replica doesn’t have a bladder, of course, but we can still practice getting the cystoscope in and out. We’ll be using a rigid cystoscope, which is thicker than the more commonly used flexible cystoscopes and than the sounding rods we used earlier. Because of their girth, these are quite unpleasant for the patient. Normally they’re only used under general anesthesia…”

Rick didn’t hear anything more. He fainted.

When Rick regained consciousness a few moments later, Georgette was standing in front of him, slathering lube over the cystoscope. He was pretty sure he would have peed himself if he’d still had a bladder.

Georgette grinned. “This model learned what it feels like to be fucked by a regular cock in that last lesson. Now it’s going to find out what it feels like to be fucked by a bull.”

Boisterous female laughter filled the room.

This isn’t funny! That thing is going to break me in half!

You’ll be fine. Well, maybe fine isn’t the right word. But you’ll survive.

Rick almost asked Karma to cancel their deal. But he’d been through too much to stop now. He was determined to rearrange the insolent demon girl’s insides with his new monster cock once he got through her challenges.

Georgette nudged the tip of the cystoscope between Rick’s lips, then forced it deeper. It steamrolled over his tongue, gagging him.

“Don’t stop, Georgette!” exhorted Dylan. “Make that toy your bitch!”

Georgette chuckled and continued pushing the thick instrument in. Rick trembled as it relentlessly stretched and filled him. Tears streamed down his face, though only Karma, Veronica, and Dylan could see them.

At last it reached the base of his urethra-throat. He heaved and twitched as Georgette pressed down on it, making sure that it couldn’t go any further.

“Wonderful job, Georgette. You may withdraw the cystoscope.”

Georgette slowly pulled the long tube back out. Rick felt like his insides were being scratched with hot razors.

“That’s one down. And twenty-seven more to go.”

Rick’s entire body ached as the last student withdrew the cystoscope.

I’m impressed that you’ve lasted this long, said Karma as the students filed out of the room. I thought you’d quit long before now.

Karma and Veronica had removed their lab coats. He could see Karma’s nipples straining against her slinky black dress. His suffering was turning her on. He looked her in the eyes and scowled.

I’m really going to enjoy fucking you, you miserable cunt.

I wouldn’t be so sure of that, if I was you. You still have to get through one more day.


Milking Practice




“Sometimes it’s necessary to collect a semen sample from a patient. The vast majority of the time, the patient will look after this himself. But there can be occasions when it’s necessary—for example if the patient is disabled—to provide some…assistance. This part of the course is optional, but today we’re going to have the opportunity to practice this with the replica penis we’ve been loaned. As you saw yesterday, this model is extremely realistic, and I think you’ll find it an interesting experience.”

Rick could hardly believe his ears. The girls were going to wank him off? At long last something was going his way.

This might not be as fun as you think, warned Karma. Yes, you will be getting some handjobs today. A lot of them. But in order to make this exercise suitably challenging for the students, I need to motivate you to not come for as long as possible. So each time you come, you’ll be getting an electric shock. And each shock will be a little worse than the last one. They’re going to be quite agonizing by the end of the lesson.

Hey, that’s not fair!

Whatever gave you the idea that djinn are fair, Rick?

Rick quit arguing.

“We’ll be filming this workshop, as usual. Janet is our videographer again.”

The students were once again in a playful mood. Some giggled or whispered among themselves. It felt more like a bachelorette party than a class at an elite medical school.

“Who wants to try first?” asked Veronica.

“I’ll give it a go,” volunteered Beatrice.

Rick felt like a kid on Christmas morning as Beatrice pulled on a pair of latex gloves. He’d gotten repeatedly aroused as the women handled him yesterday, despite all the pain and degradation. But he hadn’t been able to come. And Karma had kept him mounted on the stand in his modified state all night, making it impossible for him to give himself relief. He couldn’t wait for the young medical student to jerk him off.

“When taking a semen sample, it’s a good idea to give the patient a prostate massage, to get some prostatic fluid into the urethra to detect any infection or other abnormalities of the prostate. This is done by inserting a finger into the patient’s anus and…”

Rick’s heart nearly stopped. Was Veronica seriously saying that the students were going to have to finger fuck his ass before they jerked him off? A fresh wave of humiliation beset him. His arousal, however, grew even stronger.

Beatrice pulled on a pair of purple gloves and slathered lube over her index finger. She lifted Rick off the stand at the front of the class, pulling the rounded spike from his ass as she did. She held him by the base of his shaft and prodded his underside. She located his forbidden hole and pushed her finger in. The slender digit felt a lot bigger than it looked. He groaned as she forced it deeper, steadily driving it right to the knuckle. Janet zoomed in for a humiliating closeup.

“That’s it,” encouraged Veronica. “Now massage his prostate. Just rub it with your fingertip.”

Beatrice did as instructed. Her finger felt uncomfortable. But also weirdly pleasant. As she worked, the discomfort quickly faded and the pleasure increased.

“That’s good,” crooned Veronica after a couple of minutes. “Now change gloves, put him back on the stand, and stimulate him until he ejaculates. The stand can be adjusted so that his penis is horizontal, the way it would be if the patient was standing or sitting, to make it easier to catch the sample. Hold this specimen jar in front of his urethra…”

Beatrice mounted Rick on the stand, impaling his ass once again on the rounded spike at the top. She discarded her gloves and put on a fresh pair. Janet circled around, capturing the procedure with her camcorder.

Beatrice wrapped her hand around Rick. The feel of her soft, warm fingers and palm was heavenly, even through the gloves. She slowly, sensuously slid them up and down his shaft.

Rick only lasted three strokes. He shot so much spunk into the specimen jar that it nearly overflowed. The taste of his own spent lust filled his mouth.

Georgette snickered. “Look at all that cum! This dude obviously hasn’t had sex in years!”

“And I’ll bet the last time he did it wasn’t free,” joked Dylan.

Georgette and Dylan’s ridicule elicited a roar of laughter from their comrades. Rick’s face darkened to the shade of a ripe tomato. The last time he’d had sex had indeed been with a sex worker. The scrawny slut had stolen his wallet and racked up a $5,000 credit card debt that the credit card company had refused to waive.

Karma grinned as the opprobrious memory returned to Rick. Veronica laughed so hard she had to steady herself with a hand on Karma’s shoulder.

A small electrical jolt tickled Rick’s balls as Beatrice peeled off her gloves and stepped aside for the next student. He inwardly smiled. Beatrice’s handjob had been well worth that small punishment. This is gonna be fun!

Karma gave him a look that was almost pitying. Veronica was still leaning against her, trying to compose herself.

The next student lifted Rick off the stand.

By the fifth girl, the post-orgasmic shocks were getting annoying.

It was Dylan’s turn to collect a sample. She rammed not one but three fingers into his ass. His eyes nearly popped out of his head. She moved them in and out as if fucking him. It hurt. Yet it also felt good.

“You only need to use one finger,” advised Veronica. “And you’d need to be more gentle with a real patient. You’re giving a prostate massage, not ass fucking him.”

“Sorry, Dr Carson,” said Dylan. She gave Rick’s ass a final jab that made his balls jiggle, then stroked his prostate. She kept all three fingers in.

At last satisfied that she’d worked his prostate enough, Dylan pulled out and put on a new set of gloves. She pushed him back onto the stand, then tilted the flexible pole so that he was horizontal. She circled in front of him. His face was now level with her crotch. She was wearing black leggings, leather ankle boots, and a fishnet T-shirt over a lacy black bra. He could see the outline of her cleft through the tight leggings.

Rick hadn’t thought he could feel any hornier, but he did. He imagined what it would feel like to be plunged inside Dylan. Shame immediately overcame him. He normally went for the innocent-looking girl next door type. How can I be getting aroused at the thought of being used as a sex toy by this tattooed freak?

Dylan gave him a nasty grin. She squirted fresh lube onto her gloves. She wrapped her left hand around the base of his shaft. He squirmed, eliciting chuckles from some of the students. She tightened her grip. Her long black nails dug deeper than ever into his tender flesh, making him grimace.

She clutched him with her other hand, and started moving it back and forth over his shaft. She covered the entire length with each stroke. He grunted and moaned, unable to stop himself.

Oh my, Rick is turning out to be quite the slut, isn’t he? taunted Veronica.

He certainly is, agreed Karma. He was never much of a man. But he does make a pretty good dildo. Luckily he doesn’t need any personality or brains for that.

Rick bristled. Karma, Veronica and Dylan all chuckled. Dylan tightened her grip and started yanking harder. His balls jiggled wildly.

“Dylan’s really showing that dildo who’s boss,” teased Georgette.

Dylan grinned and pounded Rick even more vigorously. Her warm, lube-soaked fist felt like a tight, ravenous pussy around his engorged flesh. He barely cared what the women around him thought any more. He closed his eyes and waited for blissful release.

Dylan stopped.

“Oh crap. I forgot to grab a specimen jar. Let me get one…”

Don’t stop, you fucking bitch! Rick screamed.

Dylan took her time selecting a container. Rick continued to curse her. She gave him a nasty look, then started asking Veronica questions about lab tests. Veronica gave a wordy, detailed answer to each one. Rick howled in frustration.

At last Dylan resumed wanking Rick off. It took her just a few tugs to get him to the finish line. Spunk overflowed from the jar and spilled onto the floor.

An electrical jolt coursed through Rick’s body. It hurt, but it was still bearable. Rick imagined some of the kinky positions he was going to fuck Karma in.

The next student stepped forward and reached for a pair of gloves.

By the halfway point of the practice session, the post-orgasmic jolts were really starting to hurt. For the first time, Rick wondered just how bad they were going to get.

The luckless predator cringed as Tippy stepped forward. He feared what the clumsy girl would do to him. But she got her lubed finger into his ass on the first try and massaged him so expertly he nearly came before she even touched his dick.

Some of the girls had been detached and perfunctory as they jacked him off. But not Tippy. The curvy blonde knew how to give a handjob. Her hands caressed his shaft as if he was her lover. She used both hands, sliding them up from the base to the head one after the other. Several times when she sensed he was close she eased her grip and slowed her motions, drawing the process out. She knelt in front of Rick as if she was going to take him in her mouth. Rick suspected that if she had been alone she would actually have done it. He could feel the lust emanating from the sexy young med student.

Tippy reached for the specimen jar as Rick neared his finale. She continued to stroke him with one hand as she did. Before she could get the little jar in front of his cock, Rick erupted. Tippy squeaked in surprise but didn’t pull away as multiple jets of thick, hot cum splattered her pretty face. Some of it landed in her mouth. She didn’t spit it out.

Rick barely even noticed as the strongest electric shock yet zapped him. No one had ever let him come in her mouth or on her face before, let alone swallowed his load. Rick wanted to marry this girl!

Karma snorted.

Tippy would laugh in your face if she met the real you and you asked her on a date. She likes real men.

Rick sensed that the djinn was telling the truth. The last shreds of his self-confidence drained away like dirty water swirling down a bathtub drain.

Veronica gently admonished Tippy for failing to collect her semen sample and invited the next pupil to have her turn.

Leona, the statuesque woman with the tawny hair and breathtaking figure, went last. Today she was wearing a short latex skirt, a body-hugging tube top, and thigh-high leather boots, all in matching midnight black.

The pain following Rick’s last few ejaculations had been excruciating. Each was a little worse than the last. He didn’t want to give up and forgo his three wishes. But he was reaching the breaking point. He struggled to blot out the dreamy feel of Leona’s hand sliding over his shaft. It helped to imagine the pain that would follow if he lost control and shot his load.

“Damn, this thing doesn’t seem to want to come!” growled Leona.

The voluptuous Amazon redoubled her efforts, bracing Rick on her thighs and pumping her hand up and down like a piston. Janet knelt on one knee, capturing everything on video. The other students clustered around in a tight circle.

Determined to make Rick come, Leona began fondling his balls with her free hand while continuing to pump his shaft with the other. Her massive breasts brushed his face. His need for release was agonizing. But still he managed to hold off.

“This is getting ridiculous. I’m going to make this damn thing come if it’s the last thing I do.”

Leona placed Rick on the seat of a chair, slipped off her thong, and poised herself over him. Rick gawked in disbelief. Some of the students gasped. Others chuckled or laughed out loud.

Leona lowered herself onto Rick. His face was engulfed between her warm folds. The scent and taste of her lust were overwhelming. She gripped his wiggling, elongated body and lowered herself further. He could no longer see Janet, but sensed that she was moving in closer with her camera. He blushed so hard his face turned almost purple. Not that anyone could see it any more.

Leona kept going until he was balls deep inside her. Her tight, muscular pussy squeezed him hard, compressing him like a sponge. She sat there for a moment, then relaxed her pussy and raised herself until most of his shaft was again exposed. She then slammed her big body down, driving him all the way back in. The chair creaked.

“That’s not really the right way to do this…” muttered Veronica. She didn’t tell Leona to stop, though.

The big woman bounced up and down as if she was trying to pulverize Rick. Her juices trickled over his balls and puddled on the chair, then dripped to the floor. The heat inside her was like an oven. His need for release was all-consuming.

Yet still he didn’t come.

Leona started rubbing her clit as she pounded Rick. She let out a moan that could have made a nun renounce her vows. Dylan and a few other students exhorted her to fuck him even harder. But most just watched in stunned or envious silence.

At last Rick could control himself no longer. He erupted inside Leona in the most intense orgasm of his life. This pushed Leona over the edge. She came violently, soaking both him and the seat.

Rick continued to pump cum into Leona. She shakily rose to her feet. A waterfall of his own gooey spunk spilled from her gaping slit onto his face. No longer held in place by her pussy, he twisted and thrashed, shooting jets of cum in every direction. A blast hit the lens of Janet’s camera. The next one got Janet in the face, nearly knocking her off her feet. Several students were also hit. The room boomed with laughter.

At last Rick’s balls were empty. He toppled off the chair and landed on the floor with an undignified splat.

The final blast of post-orgasmic pain hit him like a lightning bolt. The students continued to laugh as he flopped about like an electrocuted fish. The pain finally subsided, and he stopped moving.

The students broke into a round of applause for Leona. The tall girl smiled self-consciously and took an awkward bow.

Rick slid into merciful unconsciousness.


Rick Gets His Wishes (Sort of)




Where are we? And what the hell have you done to me now?

Rick was in a bedchamber with stone and mortar walls. A single arched window looked out upon an open sky. The fading light suggested that night was close at hand. A massive four-poster bed with a thick crimson quilt occupied the center of the room. The wooden headboard and footboard were intricately carved with demonic figures in various lewd poses. A wooden night table was the only other furnishing, aside from whatever Rick’s latest body was resting on. An unlit taper and a tall porcelain pitcher sat on the night table. More unlit candles sat in sconces on the walls. A lush white carpet covered the floor, and several tapestries and paintings adorned the walls.

Rick’s body was still an elongated cylinder without arms or legs. But he was thicker and longer, and his giant balls were missing. His mouth was still a toothless slit, and his nose was now a nub rather than merely a pair of nostrils. Both were surrounded by fleshy vertical lips. His eyes were just above and to the sides of the apex of those lips. He could wiggle a bit, but otherwise couldn’t move.

Karma was standing in front of him. Her long, fiery hair hung loose around her shoulders. A silky white nightgown fell to her upper thighs. Rick could see her wide nipples and dark pubic triangle through the sheer fabric.

Let me show you your new body, Rick.

Karma lifted him in the air and turned him around. He had been sitting on a wooden dresser, and could now see himself in the wide mirror mounted on it. He gasped.

Karma had turned him into a disembodied vagina. His mouth was its entrance, and his nose was its clit. He gawked at his reflection.

Holy mother of God, this psycho bitch has turned me into a pussy.

You’ve always been a cunt, Rick. It seemed only fitting that you be turned into one.

How do you expect me to fuck you like this? I don’t even have a cock!

I never said you’d get to fuck me if you passed the three challenges. I said that I was going to fuck you. Those were my exact words.

Oh shit.

Karma laughed.

You don’t have to accept your wishes. I can just give you back your old body and send you home.

How can you fuck me? You don’t have a—oh my God…

Rick stared at Karma’s crotch. Her clit was getting bigger. It poked against the flimsy material of her negligee.

It was morphing into a cock.

She lifted the hem, allowing Rick a better view. He stared in disbelief as it continued to lengthen. A pair of balls took shape beneath it.

Karma put Rick back on the dresser. Her emerald eyes sparkled with anticipation. Their irises had returned to the catlike slits Rick had glimpsed at the crossroads. She pulled her nightgown over her head and tossed it on the quilt. Her broad nipples were puckered and stiff. The behemoth between her legs was over a foot long. To his consternation, he could feel himself getting wet as he stared at it.

Do you want me to fuck you, mortal?

Rick desperately wanted to say no. To tell the sadistic enchantress to go back to whatever hell she’d come from.

But he wanted her to fuck him. To stretch him. Pound him. Fill him.

What the hell has this witch done to me?

Karma merely smiled.

Rick gave in. Yes, I want you to fuck me.

Beg.

What?

Beg me to fuck you, loser.

Rick stared at her in disbelief. He could imagine nothing more demeaning than being used as a human cocksleeve by this slutty demoness. And she expected him to beg for that?

Don’t keep me waiting, mortal. Unless you want to go home.

Rick was disgusted with himself for wanting Karma to use him this way. But his lust was greater than his self-loathing. The wannabe bad boy swallowed the last shreds of his pride.

Please don’t send me home, Karma. I want you to fuck me. Please fuck me.

That’s better.

Karma sat on the edge of her bed and brought Rick to her cock.

Lick.

Rick grimaced, but obeyed. His tongue, he discovered, was now long and flexible. Perfect for the task at hand. Karma’s flesh was supple yet rigid, with a very slight salty taste.

Karma guided Rick lower. She purred as he struggled to please her. Shame radiated from him like heat from an open fireplace, adding to her delight.

She slid him down to her balls. He hesitated, then ran his tongue over them too. Their taste was stronger. Saltier and more pungent. Rick felt simultaneously queasy and aroused. Karma moved him around, ensuring that her entire ballsack benefited from his tongue bath. Then she raised him to the head of her cock.

How can this thing possibly fit inside me? It’s as thick as my forearm!

Don’t worry, mortal. I’ll make it fit.

Rick trembled as the mischievous djinn nudged his vertical lips. The rational part of his brain implored him to back out and demand that she revert him to his human form. He ignored the sensible advice.

Karma forced Rick lower. He groaned as her cock slowly opened him up. His body was stretched around it like a living condom. It hurt. But the pleasure outweighed the pain. A throaty moan escaped her as she pushed him lower. She didn’t stop until his lips were pressed against her balls.

She held him there for a moment or two, savoring the feel of his stretched-out flesh wrapped taut around her. Then she gripped him in both hands and began sliding him up and down. He had assumed she was already at her maximum size, but her cock got even bigger as she steadily built toward release. His own body ached with need. He wondered belatedly if he’d be allowed to come.

I promised to fuck you, human. I never said you’d get to come.

Rick groaned. Karma chuckled and continued to use him as a human Fleshlight.

It was starting to feel like the horny demoness was never going to come when she started pounding her meat faster. Rick retched as her oversized organ rammed the back of his pussy-throat again and again. Her head tilted back, and she let out a loud, lascivious moan. He realized with a heady mix of excitement and dread that she was about to nut.

Oh God, I can’t believe this is happening…

Karma’s cock throbbed. She wailed like a banshee as she filled Rick with her unholy seed. There was so much that some spewed from his nostrils and lips. He was himself painfully close to release, but Karma’s magic kept him from getting there.

Karma pulled Rick off her cock and held him upside down over the pitcher on the night table. A flood of white goo spilled from his mouth. He choked and sputtered as she drained him.

She returned him to her cock. To his surprise, it was still hard. She skewered him on it and began jacking herself off again.

Fuck, how many times is this bitch going to fuck me?

It takes quite a few releases to satisfy me, human. Rick couldn’t see Karma’s face, but could feel her taunting smile.

You’re going to be here all night.

Rick felt like a worn-out dishrag when Karma pulled him from her cock for the last time. She didn’t bother emptying him into the pitcher, but placed him back on the counter face-up with her most recent load still filling his belly.

Sleep well, mortal. Tomorrow you get your other two wishes.

Before Rick could say anything, his mind faded to black.

Rick, you remember Leona, don’t you?

They were back in Veronica’s classroom. Rick had just regained consciousness. Karma had changed him back into a twelve inch cock with balls, and was holding him in one hand. Leona, the only other person in the room, was standing in front of them.

What’s going on?

I’ve granted your second wish. You have a twelve inch cock that can come as many times as you wish.

What about the rest of my body?

This is your body now. Leona asked me if I could get her a dildo like you. She loves playing with toys. And using strap-ons on her girlfriends. So I’m giving you to her. In doing so, you’ll get your third wish. You’ll have a beautiful woman taking care of you, and will never have to work again. You’ll even get to come once in a while.

“I can’t wait to get him home and play with him,” Leona said, her voice dripping with lust.

You have the right to decline, of course. You don’t have to accept all of your gifts. But if I were you, I’d take the offer. You’re never going to get a better one. And it’s way more than you deserve.

I’m not a dildo! Rick protested. I’m a man.

Karma laughed.

Alright then. I’ll turn you back into a human.

No, wait!

Rick didn’t want to go back to his old life. There was nothing there for him. And the idea of being used by Leona again excited him. He wanted to be Leona’s fucktoy. To have her on top of him again, pounding him senseless and coming all over him. He wanted to be shared with her friends.

I…I’ll do it, Rick said. Please don’t change me back.

Karma smiled.

Wise choice. You can always change your mind, if you want. Just call out to me. I’ll hear you.

Karma knew that Rick would not likely ever be going back. She was pretty sure Rick knew it too.

By the way, I’ve let Leona know that you’re alive, and that you used to be a man. And shared your history with her. I’ve also given her the ability to read your mind, and to communicate with you with her thoughts.

The fact that you used to be a guy who mistreated women makes this even more fun, said Leona, beaming her thoughts directly into his brain. I’m really going to enjoy using you.

Karma gave him a final sardonic smile as she handed him over.
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