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“All right, that should about do it.”

Randall sat in a small but intimate corner of his apartment—his “man-cove”, he called it. The chair under him was narrow but well-padded and waterproof. It had no armrests as those would just get in the way, and its fixed position was one that Randall had painstakingly optimized over the years for the task at hand. In front of him sat a large TV. To his right on a table that was both out of the way but also within arm’s reach was a well-worn journal, a pen inserted into it to mark its current position. Beside the journal were a stopwatch, a weight scale, and some containers to place on said scale. To his left on another similarly placed table were a few pump bottles of various liquids. Cobbled together on a college kid’s modest budget, the setup wasn’t a whole lot to look at, but it was nevertheless the result of years of careful experimentation and would rival a fighter jet’s cockpit for efficient layout.

A stallion in his early 20s, Randall was a model of fitness, a by-product of the intense regimen he was preparing to carry out—in its latest incarnation—for the seventh straight year. A large chest, rippling abs, lean muscle on his arms, and a rugged, masculine face would have been good enough to attract the attention of the other gender, but it was specifically the product of his current regimen that had made him legendary both on– and off-campus.

“All right,” Randall said again, sighing contentedly as he turned on the TV. 

Reaching over with his left hand, he squirted a precisely calibrated amount of lube into it, flicked his tail in anticipation, let out a slow, placid breath, and brought his lubed hand to his groin, simultaneously starting the stopwatch with his right hand and placing it back in its place. His sheath stirred immediately, its occupant unfurling and telescoping outward into the waiting fingers, which lovingly and sensually welcomed it from its sheath, squeezing it lightly before giving it a few encouraging outward strokes. Already over half a foot long and still very wrinkled with un-stretched potential, the stallion’s prick swelled at the touch of his precise ministrations and began to swell outward.

Lightly closing his eyes, Randall slowly moved his hand up the length of his still-growing member, the lube providing only the slightest friction as he encouraged himself to continue growing. He shuddered ecstatically, his hooves curling backward lightly and making a wooden noise on the floor as his cock reached a foot and a half long and two inches in diameter.

It still had plenty more room for growth.

Speeding up slightly and lightly wrapping his fingers around himself, Randall tugged his cock forward and upward, his muscular, round hips flexing and thrusting in response as his dick lengthened six more inches and swelled another half-inch. Now reaching full size, it swung upward, the blood pressure inside it finally enough to make it stand erect. It began to throb, large, tasteful veins on the sides and top momentarily standing out as Randall groaned in delight. Just over two feet long and four inches in diameter, Randall’s penis was the living embodiment of the expression “heavy with arousal”.

And yet for as impressive as his cock was—for it was impressive—it alone was not what had earned Randall notoriety. For that part, Randall would have to transition from this sensual, loving caressing to the far more strenuous part of his regimen. As he continued to lightly stroke his rod, making sure to get it as hard as it could possibly be, he reached over with his right hand and consulted his journal.

“Fifty-one times, three grams,” he read. “All right,” he said, nodding, closing the book, and putting it aside.

His fingers slipped downward to graze his scrotum, first with a pinkie and then with all his fingers. The swollen sack was so large that it appeared better-suited to a bull’s groin than a stallion’s. Jutting outward six inches from his groin and over eight inches across, his scrotum was stretched and shiny, with the outlines of his orbs contrasting boldly under the velvety black-brown hair. That immense sack was the source of Randall’s pride and fame, so much so that his entire identity was built upon its capabilities.

But, like any athlete, Randall was acutely aware of the effort required to maintain and improve his physical attributes. That was what all of this was for: the chair, the TV, the bottles, even the measurement equipment were all present to further that goal.

Glancing at the stopwatch, Randall nodded to himself, took a deep breath, and began to pump in greater earnest. Not much harder, but enough that his swollen rod could tell the difference. Turning his attention to the TV, he watched as several mares took turns lapping at the bobbing cock of a much less-endowed stallion. A close-up of their winking vulva made Randall shudder, feeling his orgasm welling up from deep within his balls.

Right on time.

He gave himself precisely four pumps, and then with an ecstatic exhale, shot a droplet of semen into the air. With lightning-fast reflexes and excellent coordination, he grabbed the first of the containers to his right and caught the droplet. Putting the container down and grabbing another one, he shot and caught another droplet, then another, then another. By the time he had finished, he had seventeen small containers, each with a small droplet of semen sitting on the bottom.

Randall sat back, his body quivering as if he had just bench-pressed several reps at six hundred pounds. Feeling not only the afterglow of orgasm but also the euphoria that comes from great exertion, he paused a moment to catch his breath. Then, still stroking his cock lightly, he put each of the containers on the scale and took their weights. Writing them down, he noted that they were generally pretty close to his target. He’d have to calculate mean and standard deviation later, but all of them seemed to be well within his five percent goal.

Satisfied, he set the containers aside and again turned his attention to the TV. Two of the mares were still licking rather ineffectually at the stallion’s cock while the other had volunteered her pussy. The porno brought back good memories for Randall; he’d been in a similar situation many, many times over the years.

With a glance at the stopwatch, Randall hesitated a couple of seconds and then exhaled and fired off another salvo of cum-droplets, collected them, and weighed them. These were slightly on the low end, and Randall made a mental note to increase his output on the next, final volley. Once the stopwatch read the appropriate time, he fired off and collected the last burst, weighed each droplet, and smiled with satisfaction to note that he was back at the center of the range.

He was about to turn off the TV, this training session having completed, when he saw the stallion engaging in one of his favorite pastimes: breeding multiple mares back-to-back. The three mares were lined up side-by-side, their fingers lightly spreading their plump, round buttocks and their tails listing off to the side invitingly. The stallion started with the first one, slid into her, pumped a few times, and then slid out and went to the next one, lining up on the first thrust and slipping in. Randall hesitated; part of him wanted to keep going, to let out what he called “the big one”, but he knew that would throw off his regimen, and after all the years of practice, he knew that such disruptions would take him several days to get back into the swing of things. That’s certainly not to say that anybody else would be able to tell; from all appearances, he would continue to orgasm practically indefinitely—the number and volume only really limited by his need to eat, sleep, and periodically relieve his other biological urges—but he would know that he wasn’t performing at his peak, and that bothered him.

Still, it was a shame to let the titillating scene on the TV go to waste, and Randall knew of an alternative that would let him stay in his groove while giving himself a bit of a reward—just so long as he didn’t overdo it.

Abandoning his precise stroking, he allowed himself to jack himself off like other guys would, squeezing here and there, rotating his wrist, and generally providing a lot more stimulation than he normally would. His orgasm—never more than a few seconds away—built up rapidly, and before Randall could really appreciate it, crashed over him. He tightened his Kegel muscles sharply, riding out the intense sensations while keeping his fluids tightly sealed within his body. His stroking didn’t slow a bit, and after a few more seconds, he orgasmed again, once more holding back. His balls shuddered, the pressure inside them spiking with each suppressed ejaculation. Each spike made his orbs swell imperceptibly, but years of doing it had amounted to the monsters he had between his legs today. Like a steel plate enduring a Gatling gun, he held back orgasm after orgasm until he could feel his balls buzzing and vibrating. Like the euphoric but perhaps ill-advised desire to have just one more beer once a buzz has started, Randall felt himself yearning for just one more orgasm, but he knew deep within his mind, body, and soul that just one more could have dire results.

Pausing to enjoy the stacked afterglows he was already experiencing, he yielded to better reason and stopped stroking himself so aggressively. Instead, his hand began to almost pet his cock, praising it for a job well done and granting it permission to relax. After a few minutes, he sighed contentedly, stopped the stopwatch, and made some notes in his journal. Wiping his left hand on a towel positioned beside his chair, he collected his fifty-one samples and took them over to the kitchen. A large test tube rack sat waiting, each tube already filled with carefully pre-measured reagents. Dumping the contents of one test tube into each of his containers, he swirled them gently, then compared them to a color chart he had sitting on the counter. Recording the corresponding numbers in his journal, he went over to his computer and entered the data, then sat back and pored over the results.

“I need a little more sodium today, seven more ounces of water, and I can indulge and have a tuna salad sandwich,” he said aloud.

Writing the results in his journal, he made some notes towards tomorrow’s goal, then cleaned up his chemistry experiments and got everything ready for the next day. Then he hopped in the shower feeling euphoric, as though he’d just completed a high-intensity interval training session. After that, it was time for an actual gym workout and then class.

*************
After class, Randall came home and fixed himself lunch, the promised tuna salad sandwich he’d been craving. He ate it slowly and without distraction. One key part of his regimen and lifestyle choice was to live every moment in the moment. When he was eating, he was eating. When he was training, he was training. When he was in class, he was focused. That, a tightly controlled diet, ample sleep, and abstinence from just about anything that could adversely affect his performance meant that even if he weren’t as good in bed as he was, he was still a happy, healthy, fit, and well-adjusted individual.

His phone buzzed, and he put down his sandwich. Looking at his phone, he smirked to himself: he was having company tonight.

*************
There was a knock at the door fifteen minutes early. Anticipating it, Randall had already gotten everything ready and was waiting for it when it came. He opened the door to reveal his company for the night.

“Chelsea,” he said, flashing his signature smirk.

A feline of some kind—Randall had never bothered to remember whether she was a lynx or a bobcat—she walked in and the stallion closed the door. Her face was attractive, and she was in good shape, though she was not particularly well endowed in the breasts or buttocks. She more than compensated for that by being a freak in the sheets.

“I want you to screw me thirty-six ways to Sunday,” she said as she dropped her wallet on the couch, her shirt on the floor, her very short skirt on the nightstand, and her panties on the bed.

“Only thirty-six?” Randall asked, cocking an eyebrow as he fluidly stripped off his pants to reveal an already-tumescent member.

“Well, if you wanted to play the game as foreplay, I might take you up on that,” she hinted, biting her lip.

“Whatever turns you on,” Randall chuckled wryly.

“This big,” Chelsea said, holding up her thumb, “On my tits.”

“How about I get worked up first?” the stallion replied.

“Oh, fine, I guess,” replied the bobcat-lynx-thing, grinning and kneeling in front of him.

The talk alone had gotten him aroused, and his prick was already standing straight out. Without prompting, Chelsea grasped it with both hands and ran her rough tongue over the tip. 

“Oh, fuck!” Randall gasped. “Shit, your tongue’s rough. I think I’m ready now, though,” he grinned.

“All right, smart ass,” Chelsea said, holding her small breasts together to make some semblance of cleavage, “Aim and fire.”

With all the confidence of a sniper, Randall stroked his member and pointed it at Chelsea’s breasts.

“Not much of a target,” he complained, eliciting an eye-roll from the feline, who was reminded at least once per session that her chest wasn’t as big as some of Randall’s other regulars. “But, here goes.”

He felt his balls shudder, and holding back just the right amount, he spat a dollop of cum out the end of his dick and landed it on the upper side of Chelsea’s left breast. Licking her lips, she looked down and stuck her thumb next to the little, off-white splotch.

“Damn,” she said, shaking her head. “Okay, this big,” she said, her voice taunting as she held up her hands, making a circle about the size of a racquetball, “On my tummy.”

“You gonna waste what I already gave you?” Randall asked pointedly.

Chelsea looked down, startled. “Oh!” 

Her tongue slipped from her lips as she bent her head down to sensuously lap the cum from her chest.

“You cats really are flexible,” Randall grinned. “I wonder just how flexible.”

“I’ll take that challenge,” Chelsea replied. “Instead of my tummy, you put it wherever you want and see if I can’t lick it off!”

Randall grinned broadly. “Lie on your stomach,” he replied.

“Of course you’d make me stretch for it! I haven’t even started giving you hard ones, yet!”

“That sounds like your problem,” Randall replied as he glanced upward, adjusted his cock to point a little higher towards the ceiling, and then began stroking. After a few seconds, his groin quivered, and he launched a gob of cum into the air. It arced upward, then came down and splatted between Chelsea’s shoulder blades.

“Ugh, you bastard!” Chelsea pouted.

“Don’t say you can do something if you can’t,” Randall replied simply. “I don’t want you getting cum on my bed, so I guess we’re doing it doggy-style.”

Chelsea’s eyes narrowed. “I hate doggy-style,” she muttered.

“That’s your punishment for writing checks your body can’t cash. You need a little more self-awareness. As for me, I know my limits, and I also know I’m horny. So, let’s quit gamming and get ramming.”

Chelsea rolled her eyes as Randall grabbed her legs and pulled her over to the edge of the bed. Her tail twitched, but as his hand came down and grabbed a big handful of her ass, it curled up and out of the way. Doggy-style might be her least favorite pose, but Randall wasn’t any ordinary fuck-buddy.

Still hard and seemingly always ready to go, the stallion’s cock lowered into position, and he stepped forward. The huge head, slightly wider than his shaft below it, had been producing a steady stream of pre ever since he’d last gotten off and was already incredibly slippery. He pressed it up against her warm lips, and she sucked in a breath. It always surprised her just how warm his groin was…and how big. Randall murmured softly as he felt her slicked lips mushing against his sensitive prepuce, and with a slight shift of his hips, moved between them.

“Ohh!” Chelsea groaned, her legs stretching out sideways to make more room. “How are you so big?”

“Lots of practice,” Randall replied honestly.

He slipped in a few inches, then wiggled his hips side-to-side, rubbing his glans all over her g-spot. A look of disbelief came over her face; ten seconds in, and she was already clawing at the bed! Randall flexed his cock a few times, the minor increase in girth feeling massive inside the feline’s already-stretched pussy. Her eyes crossed slightly, and she let out a sharp grunt as her vaginal wall responded to the stimulation, sending her over the edge of her first orgasm of the evening.

“Damn, you’re fast,” she murmured, panting as Randall pushed his glans in a little deeper, taking some of the pressure off her g-spot.

“Moi? Nah, you’re fast,” Randall replied, slipping his dick a little further into her.

Chelsea gasped, then purred at the subtly increased pressure inside her. “You gonna cum, too?” she asked. “Or are you gonna let me have all the fun?”

Randall considered it. “Well, I did need a little more lube,” he said. “It’s a little dry this deep.”

In the back of her head somewhere, Chelsea wanted to claw his eyeballs out for all the little nasty things he said to her, yet here in this moment, his cock felt so good inside her that it was hard to be mad at him.

“Whatever gets you off,” she replied.

“Getting off gets me off,” Randall replied. 

As if on cue, his cock throbbed, and Chelsea sucked in a breath before it was cut short by the flood of cum into her. Her pussy began to make sucking, squelching sounds as Randall used his cum as lube and pressed in until his cock bumped her cervix.

He paused there and leaned forward to half-whisper, half-growl in her ear. “You ready?”

Chelsea whimpered. Although part of her—specifically, her body—wanted what was coming next, she knew how overwhelming Randall could be once he got into his groove, and if anything, her pleas for him to stop only seemed to fuel his sex drive. It was foolish to tell him “yes”—irresponsible, even!—like leading a bull to a china shop and slapping him in the ass…

But, who was she kidding? Her head was already nodding, and her tail was already curling around his cock to fondle those delicious balls.

“That’s what I thought.”

She barely had time to sink her claws into the bedspread before he spread her legs wide, pulled back, and plunged cervix-deep into her. The sensation of so many veins, wrinkles, and lumps on his cock against everywhere inside of her was incredible enough, but before she could even suck in a breath, he’d already pulled out and shoved in again. Her tiny tits rocked forward and backward against the bed as he found his rhythm, precisely 135 strokes per minute, and began going at her like a jackhammer. Glans and shaft and glans and glans and shaft rubbed over her g-spot, and as the stallion found his groove, his hips and legs began to undulate up and down just as much as forward and back, and the thick, firm flesh that covered his urethra began to rub roughly against her clit, as well. Her eyes bulged and her mouth pulled open in a silent scream as Randall’s cock rubbed her in all the right places, sometimes all at the same time.

Her second orgasm did not take long to start building, but like a turbocharger, it needed time to spool up. The double-stimulation on her clit and g-spot was like revving a second engine at the same time: by the time her second orgasm hit, her third crashed down on her on top of it. An ecstatic—albeit overwhelmed—yowl burst from her lungs, and Randall grinned to himself and began twisting his hips side-to-side—but at an irregular rate.

Her vision distorted and her mind reeling from such intense sensations all at once, Chelsea began desperately begging him to slow down, to stop and let her catch her breath, but as usual, the stallion just took that as an excuse to slam harder and to pull back more ferociously. Chelsea’s mind lapsed, unable to process the intense sensations any longer.

She awoke to a splat of cum in her face.

“Gah!” she gasped, looking around in surprise. “Wh–what happened?”

Randall grinned. “It happened again,” he said, glancing down at his still-throbbing cock. “You passed out while I was fucking you.”

“It–it’s just too much!” Chelsea moaned. 

Her eyes narrowed suddenly as a sly thought came to mind. 

“You’ve been so focused on me that I bet you haven’t had a chance to get off all this time. Fair’s only fair; you should get off, too!”

Randall smirked. “I got off to wake your passed-out ass back up, didn’t I?”

“But it’s not the same!” Chelsea pouted and sat up. “Come on, Randall…you know what I like…why I like you better than the rest?”

“I was thinking you’d never ask,” Randall said eagerly, and Chelsea gave him an expectant look. “All right, all right,” he said. “You can be on your back for this.”

“Hee!”

The stud pulled her legs back over to the side of the bed and spread them wide. Stepping forward, he guided his cock in between the folds hands-free and popped inside.

“You gotta count,” he warned. “That’s how this game goes. Just yelling and moaning doesn’t count.”

“Okay, okay, fine….” Chelsea retorted.

“Good.”

Randall pulled back slightly, then slid in fluidly, his glans leisurely rubbing her g-spot as it passed by en route to her cervix. As soon as he’d felt out her depth, he pulled back and began thrusting again at about the same pace as before.

“Say when,” he said.

Chelsea nodded, her little tits bobbing up and down and her ass scooting forward and backward on the bed in response to the stallion’s full-body thrusts. Already having gotten off more than she’d gotten off in the last week combined, it took her body a minute or two to recover from the last onslaught. Knowing Randall, he hadn’t let her sleep for more than a few seconds—just long enough to flip her over, really—before waking her up to the smell of cum all over her face.

It wasn’t, she thought, a bad way to be woken up.

But her body eventually came around, and once it did, the reaction was fast and intense. By the time she noticed she was starting to feel her orgasm building, it was already imminent.

“Oh, gah!” she cried, “One!”

Randall pulled out, flopped his dick on her belly, and fired, shooting up between her breasts and splattering all over her neck.

“One to wear, the next one to swallow,” he said as he popped his cock back inside her.

The hot semen all over her neck and the underside of her chin had not so much as reached her skin before she felt her next climax rushing towards her. Grasping the covers tightly in her hands, she gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes closed, trying to hold back as that huge, never-slowing cock continued to ravage her senseless. 

“A–ah—two!” she gasped.

Once again, the stallion pulled out, but this time, he leaned forward and lifted her head, guiding her lips up to his thick, pulsing malehood. Exhausted but eager, she flicked her tongue out and began licking the head all over, tasting herself and him as he shuddered in ecstasy over her. At last, she pressed her lips against it—for it was far too big to go into her mouth—and looked up at him.

Seeing her down there like that, unable to swallow his cock yet nevertheless desperate to taste what he had to give her, filled Randall with a deep sense of satisfaction. It was her craving of his juices that made all the years of effort worthwhile.

Well, her craving and others’…

He resisted the urge to do like last time and shoot with so much force that it shot up her nose. She had been a little catty last time, and he had thought it was worth it to put her in her place. But today, looking up at him with those big, sweet hazel eyes, her ears folded back submissively, her whole body having surrendered to his cock—how could he punish such a good cum-receptacle?

He squeezed his muscles rhythmically in rapid succession, clamping down on the most intense pulses as they tried to burst out of him and managed to approximate the flow of a garden hose on a gentle spray.

“A good girl deserves a big reward,” he said, shivering a little as his body worked to keep his climax under control. “Here’s five percent.”

Chelsea, meanwhile, gasped and then sucked in a deep breath as she tasted the first drop of cum hit her tongue. True to form, the stallion was giving her what they had eventually come around to calling a “gentle mouthful”. The cum level in her mouth rose rapidly, but not so fast as to overwhelm her. Rather, it gave her just enough time that she could keep up with it if she swallowed continuously. Gobs of bleach-smelling, slightly bitter liquid flowed into her mouth, got pushed back in her mouth by her tongue, and then slid down her throat. Over and over again, she swallowed, looking up at Randall to see what she so desperately craved.

And she got it, a nod of approval and a caress to the face as he at last pulled his cock away. She groaned and burped involuntarily, feeling full. Randall had never given her more than five percent. She wasn’t sure exactly what that meant, but if it took two dozen hard swallows to consume five percent, she was afraid of what it would take to handle a hundred! Not to mention, she’d had five percent up her nose before. At a hundred percent, she was fairly certain it would be coming out her eyes and ears!

Her thoughts were interrupted as she felt the stallion’s cock slipping up into her again. Winded from so much swallowing, to say nothing of the numerous times she’s already climaxed, she let her head collapse on the bed and closed her eyes, moaning as his privates found hers and once more started pummeling her. This was the price she paid for the best sex she had ever had and probably ever would: once she started, she couldn’t stop until he got tired.

Or, more likely, needed to piss. He never seemed to get tired.

He grabbed her legs and flipped her on her side, spreading them wide so he could really drill against her cervix. It wasn’t necessary—not really; his cock was far too long to go any deeper, no matter what position he put her in—but he seemed to like the fantasy anyway. Regardless of what she thought, he had her by the legs, and she wasn’t likely to change his mind now that he was going.

He thrust in and bottomed out. It should have hurt, but he had this uncanny way of slowing just as he was about to slam into her cervix that made it intense but not painful. He pulled back and repeated the motion, picking up speed until he hit his groove again. Now very exhausted, Chelsea didn’t think she could get off again, but at just that moment, he reached forward and casually grazed his fingers over her clit. Fireworks exploded in her head.

“Th–three,” she managed.

Randall grinned. “One to take home,” he said, waggling his eyebrows.

He didn’t even slow his stride. Chelsea just felt the sudden spike in pressure as he pumped her with so much cum that it squeezed out of her around his cock, squelching and making loud sucking sounds. The smell of cum and her own arousal hit her nose, only compounding the overwhelming orgy of the senses she was already experiencing.

“R–Randall?” I–I—”

“It’s okay, you can bite the pillow if you need,” the stallion chuckled, reaching over to grab it and dropping it on her face. “But, it’s gonna cost ya.”

Chelsea’s eyes widened under the pillow. No, no, no, not tonight! She wasn’t ready! She couldn’t handle it; she had to be really in the mood for that!
Her head was nodding without her again.

Randall pulled out, smeared his ultra-slick head up under her tail, and pressed forward. Chelsea grabbed the pillow with both arms, pulling it tightly against her face as she sank her teeth into it savagely.

“Just relax,” Randall said soothingly, reaching down to play with her clit with his fingers. “It’s always so much easier if you just—“

“I’m not stretched out!” Chelsea blurted, shoving the pillow to the side. “There’s no way I can—“

Randall’s fingers on her clit were all it took. Her back arched, and she groaned involuntarily as her fourth orgasm since passing out wracked her body. Her lips were still struggling, trying to form the words she was supposed to say when she felt her butthole suddenly spread open wide and felt Randall bury himself deep inside of her.

“Ohh, yes,” he groaned. “Finally I can get my ring in! See?”

The feline’s eyes bulged as he pushed forward and the thick band of flesh halfway down the length of his shaft spread her even wider and popped inside.

“And, don’t worry, I know,” he said, leaning forward and smirking fiercely. “One in the pink, and one in the stink.”

Chelsea started to protest, but it was too late. She groaned uncomfortably as she felt herself beginning to fill up from the wrong end. Like gorging herself on tacos and black beans at the restaurant a few days ago, she felt bloated and painfully full. The pressure spread from her gut up to her chest, making it hard to even breathe. Panting and rasping, she felt her eyes close as she nearly passed out again.

“Aww, poor thing,” Randall teased. “You just can’t keep up, can you?” he asked, shaking his head. “Tsk, tsk. All right, all right, I’ll give you a minute to breathe.”

He pulled out and at last granted his dick permission to relax. After three straight hours of almost nonstop thrusting and a lot of cum, it, too, was exhausted, but Randall had a strong sense of mind over matter, having trained himself to lean into pain and exhaustion for the joy of overcoming his limitations and setting new records. Stepping into the bathroom, he turned on the shower and then helped a very wobbly Chelsea into it. He wasn’t far behind her. 

The water streaming down their backs was hot, intense, and invigorating. Passionate about having an exquisite shower experience, Randall had spent over two hundred dollars on shower gels and aromatherapy—quite a sizable portion of his modest budget—but to him, they were worth every penny. Eucalyptus and sandalwood vied for control of the hot steam, one lending an astringent, herbal scent and the other, a warm, woodsy aroma. The combination was unique and intense, and as Randall cocked an eyebrow, giving Chelsea the all-too-familiar "here we go again” look, he turned the temperature down substantially. 

The cold water mixed with the scents in the air almost immediately transported both of them under a powerful waterfall somewhere. The chill of the water made them both shiver, yet neither wanted to leave. Her mind and body renewed, Chelsea turned to face her host, who scooped her up and then lowered her ass onto his once-again rock-hard cock.

With the force of gravity working against him—or maybe with him, Chelsea thought—Randall had to lift her straight up to give her any relief from his cock, and his favorite way to do it was to lower his hips, jerk upward, and then use the momentum to lift her before letting gravity pull her back down again. Though far more physically intense than merely fucking on the side of the bed, Randall loved this position because it let him bury his dick as deep in her as he could. The feel of his own cum sliding against his cock excited him, and he used it to ease his passage into the innermost depths of the feline’s body.

As much as he might have wanted it, Randall could not bottom out in her; it was simple physics that his cock would erupt out of her mouth if he’d tried, and it was simple anatomy that her digestive tract had a lot more twists and turns than just going straight from ass to mouth. As he felt the resistance increasing, felt himself bottom out against her transverse colon, he lifted her back up and began a series of very long, deep thrusts that left her unable to breathe when he thrust in, yet woefully empty when he pulled out. Stepping forward and pressing her back against the wall, he wrapped an arm around her and held her one-handed while the other hand came up to finger her and play with her clit. 

The anal intercourse had been so intense that it had kind of taken her mind off of orgasming in general; instead, her attention had been focused on breathing when she could and relishing the feel of his cock inside her between thrusts. But as the stallion’s thumb and forefinger reached up to pinch her clit, Chelsea suddenly remembered that she had feminine parts, and they were awake!
Letting out a fierce roar, she clung to Randall’s neck, reaching forward to bite into his shoulder. Surprised but aroused, Randall at first whipped his eyes to her and then reached down and bit her neck, as well. Their muscles tensed, Randall let Chelsea sink down hard onto his cock, and then fired off a ten-percenter. Gasping from the exertion, he bit down harder into her, his mind going slightly hazy as he allowed himself to cum more than usual. As the cool water continued to spray down on them, his cock flooded her insides, flared, and trapped his fluids inside her, taking her breath away as her own climax continued to wash over her. Time seemed to flow in slow motion as they both spontaneously released their mouths’ death-grips and looked at each other. Randall’s free hand came up to caress Chelsea’s face. She closed her eyes and leaned into the palm of his hand. They held that pose for several long seconds, but then time began to speed back up.

Randall adjusted his grip, grabbed her by the waist with both hands, and then lifted her off his cock. Putting her down, he turned the temperature back up a bit on the shower, and they took turns washing each other’s bodies, hands rubbing sensually over sensitive areas and washing the smell of cum and sex down the drain.

He would fuck her twice more before they got out of the shower, and then again as soon as they got out, and then twice more before he finally sent her on her way and closed the door behind her. Standing beside the door, he frowned thoughtfully, reflecting on the afternoon’s activities. Something was troubling him, but he decided he’d address it at the proper time. For now, he needed to restore himself after the intense physical and sexual activity.

He prepared himself a modest garden salad with spinach, tomatoes, carrots, celery, radishes, and bell peppers, topped with skinless chicken breast and served with only a small dollop of dressing for flavoring. 

“Let’s see…ten and five and five and two and a few too small to really count,” he murmured as he put the plate down on the table.

Going to the refrigerator, he filled a sixteen-ounce glass with water and then also filled a half gallon-sized pitcher. The glass was to round out his daily water intake. The pitcher was to compensate for the amount of water he’d lost while fucking Chelsea. Frowning, he did the math in his head again, then shook his head. It was true, then: she had given up early on him. He hadn’t even made it to a quarter of his capacity, and he usually liked to push himself to at least half, or, if he was feeling particularly virile, three-quarters.

“All right, all right, let’s put this to bed,” he said.

He’d started to eat, but the nagging feeling in his mind wasn’t going away, and he was not about to eat his dinner while distracted. Perhaps letting a cat into his harem wasn’t the best idea. She wasn’t even that attractive, and if it hadn’t been for her supposed love of his cum, he would have rejected her outright. The first few times they’d fucked had been mind-blowing, even by Randall’s standards. He’d edged himself all the way up to 90% over the course of the evening. There was cum literally everywhere. Seriously, even slipping between the walls and the baseboards. Everywhere. He grinned, reminiscing on that night. It had been a good night indeed.

He shook his head. That was then, and this was now. How was he supposed to keep himself in top shape if he surrounded himself by females who weren’t going to contribute to that? She didn’t even have to really do anything, just lie there and take it without complaining! He was the one doing all the hard work! He sighed. Like it or not, she had to go. But, he needed to be strategic in telling her; he’d been a fool to let her in so easily—a mistake he would not make again—and he needed to make sure he had a replacement lined up before pulling the trigger.

“Ugh,” he muttered.

All this frustration was making him horny, and he was seriously considering calling up Britney and ordering her to come over. She might have finals this week, but that didn’t excuse her from her duties to him…if she wanted to keep her place as his number two, that is. He glanced at the clock. It was already after seven, and for the kind of fucking he wanted to do, it would take too long.

“Sleep’s important,” he conceded, sighing. “Damn, I’m gonna be pent-up tomorrow.”

He was about to finally stab his fork into his salad when his phone buzzed. He put down his fork and glanced at it, then pecked out a reply.

“Elliott, what am I gonna do with you, man?” he said aloud, shaking his head. “That’s two days in a row you’ve invited me out to the bar. How do you even function with all that alcohol coursing through your body, dulling your senses and poisoning your sex drive?”

He shrugged. Maybe people like Elliott needed to go to bars to pick up females. He conceded that maybe his best friend couldn’t count on word of mouth to ensure an endless stream of prospects the way he could. He smirked to himself. It was good to be the best, and it was better when everybody else knew he was the best—by a long shot.

He glanced at the clock and started; it was already half-past, and he hadn’t even started eating, yet. Putting all other thoughts aside, he dug in, finishing his salad and drinking his hefty water ration just in time to clean up his dishes, makes some notes in his journal about the encounter with Chelsea, brush his teeth, and go to bed by nine.

*************
The next morning started out much the same as the day before, and the day before that. Randall’s alarm went off at 0500, and he got out of bed, brushed his teeth, and then started preparing his man-cove for his daily training session. Just as weightlifters have days dedicated to different parts of the body, Randall had days dedicated to low-volume, high-reps (like yesterday), days dedicated to volume production, and days dedicated to complete ejaculation suppression—which were the worst: much like dead-lifts, they took all of his resources combined and left him completely drained afterwards. 

Checking his journal, Randall groaned. He had hoped that today would be a volume production day. Given he’d left so much of his daily produce on the table (or, rather, in his balls) the day before, a nice volume production day would be the perfect way to blow off all that extra steam. Alas, today was an ejaculation suppression day, which, combined with the events of the night before, was going to be miserable. At least he didn’t have anybody on the schedule today; trying to fuck after a suppression workout was like trying to run a triathlon after a six-hour dead-lifting workout: it was possible in theory, but in practice, his performance suffered. 
But, part of his regimen was a hard-nosed stance towards any excuses he might come up with, and he was not about to accept an “I don’t feel like it” for an answer. Turning on the TV, he lubed up his hand and got to work.

*************
It might have been the events the night before, or it might have been that despite how much he disliked doing it, his suppression session had gone really well, but as Randall was sitting in class, he was feeling particularly horny and more irritable than usual. Not even his workout had managed to burn off some steam. His overstimulated, overfilled balls were sitting under the desk, twitching here and there and making Randall particularly aware of the scent of several females in heat in the room. While he could usually ignore it, it was just extra difficult today. Taking a deep breath and steeling his nerves, Randall chose to look at it as an opportunity to work on self-control rather than lamenting how frustrating it was. Nevertheless, when Jordan opened her mouth during English Appreciation 101—what kind of a stupid class was that, anyway? Why did he need to appreciate English? Was there some reason German or Japanese or one of the Romance languages weren’t just as good as the convoluted mutt of a language that was his native tongue?

Where was he? Oh, yeah: Jordan.

The Pomeranian was the living embodiment of everything Randall hated. Unlike Randall, she was rich—insanely rich, and she lorded it over everybody, taking every opportunity to dunk on someone’s shoes, clothes, bag, even make-up. That last one particularly rankled Randall: she was impossibly vain. How a Pomeranian could arrange each individual hair to make them all perfectly equidistant from their neighbors was beyond him, but why would anybody waste the time doing it? Who cared? And don’t even get him started on her makeup. Like her hair, it, too, was always picture-perfect, particularly her mascara, which she reapplied every 70 minutes. Besides her vanity, she struck him as extremely conceited as she was constantly on her phone taking selfies and posting videos of herself giving “life’s lessons”—she was only 19; how many life’s lessons could she possibly have to give? And when the life’s lessons consisted of “be your best you today” (gag!), she seemed utterly shallow and vapid to boot.

To be fair, Jordan did have a good body—great body, even. She sported a pair of double-Ds—maybe even bigger—whose cream-colored cleavage contrasted nicely with her reddish-brown body hair (her designer clothes always made sure to highlight that contrast), and her ass stuck out in just such a way that you always thought she might give you a glimpse of her vulva if you happened to stand just right. Her smile could light up a room, and when her tail started wagging, she could make you feel as though you were the funniest, most amazing person in the world.

But, the thing that bothered Randall the most about her was that every one of her good qualities seemed to be nothing more than a tease, a lure to get you excited only so she could dash your hopes. Her clothes made her ass look inviting and open while preventing you from seeing anything good. Her “life’s lessons” made you hope she had some insights to offer, yet they were nothing more than shallow platitudes. That brilliant smile and wagging tail made her look approachable, but—

“That’s cute. Go be cute somewhere else; the adults are talking.”

Sitting there in class, horny and frustrated as the professor droned on about his least-favorite subject, Randall heard those all-too-familiar words and turned to look at her. That face capable of bringing so much joy to others was instead twisted into a snooty pout, her eyebrows lifted, her head moving like a bobblehead on her neck as she stared down one of her classmates, then turned her attention back to her phone, which she was evidently using as a mirror to precisely place a few errant hairs on her forehead.

“Psst, hey!” Randall hissed. “What the hell’s your problem anyway?”

The look she gave him would have withered most of her classmates, but Randall had plenty ego to withstand it.

“You come off all approachable and nice, but then you’re a bitch to everybody who tries to say something to you. Is that really how you want to be remembered? Like a heartless twat?”

There was a collective gasp of the students within earshot. Fortunately, the class was one of those entry-level weed-out classes that occurred in a massive auditorium, so the professor was far too far away to notice. Everyone in the vicinity turned to look at the Pomeranian. While they knew she wouldn’t take it lying down, they were curious to see what kind of acid she would spit that would destroy this upstart where he sat.

Taken aback by his comment, Jordan at first regarded him with open-mouthed shock, then quickly recovered and gave him a churlish smile.

“Sweetie, when you can get any guy in the school off at the drop of a hat, you can talk to me that way,” she replied, holding up a hand with her thumb, index finger, and middle finger pinched together, her other two fingers lifted much like her eyebrows.

She let that sink in, then made a dismissive shooing motion with her hand and returned to her phone, fully expecting that to be the end of it.

“Ah, getting guys off at the school isn’t my thing,” Randall replied, smirking, “But I can get any girl at the school off all night long. Just ask any of my harem; they’ll tell you.”

The Pomeranian opened her mouth to speak, but Randall added, “Besides, you can’t make that claim because you haven’t gotten me off.”

Jordan’s head reeled backward, her eyebrows curled incredulously. “Psh, you?” she laughed, “With your Walmart jeans and—is that a Gap button-down?—ugh!—you think you can ask me for sex? Sweetie, know your place. One of my shoes cost more than everything you’re wearing. Stay in your lane, horsey-boy.”

She returned to her phone, but Randall just smirked.

“So you’re rich? Big deal. You didn’t earn it. Daddy must really like spoiling his little prissy princess, huh? I don’t care about that. I’m giving you a chance to prove the claim you made about getting any guy off. I don’t buy it. Instead of falling back on Daddy’s money, why don’t you put that little, pouty pussy of yours where your little, pouty mouth is and prove it?”

For the students of English Appreciation 101, this was proving to be by far the most exciting exchange they’d heard in class all semester. Those who didn’t know Randall or his reputation saw it as some upstart challenging the rich kid, and those who did know him saw Jordan as shooting rubber bands at a hornet’s nest. Bets were made on who would win the argument, and should the Pomeranian accept the stallion’s challenge, who would ultimately come out the victor.

Jordan glared up from her phone, her eyes trying to disintegrate this obnoxious horse where he sat. Barring that, though, she had to respond. She hadn’t been exaggerating when she made her boast; there was not a single guy she hadn’t been able to get off, yet something about the way the stallion sat there, relaxed and smirking infuriatingly at her, that gave her pause. Her eyes narrowed.

“You’re not some kind of paraplegic, are you?” she asked evenly. “Your junk actually works?”

There were quiet snickers all around as those in the know were all ready to attest to how well his junk worked.

Randall nodded, grinning. “It works just fine,” he replied. “In fact, I will make you a bet, since you like money so much: if I get you off before you get me off, I win. You stop saying you can get anybody off and start being nicer to people. If you win, I’ll give you twenty bucks.”

It was Jordan’s turn to laugh. “Twenty bucks? Psh, I charge $100 just to show up! You want anything beyond a nice conversation, you’re gonna pay even more!”

Randall did a double-take. “So,” he said slowly. “You’re a whore, then? A rich whore who doesn’t need the money but charges anyway?” He scoffed and shook his head. “You know what that makes you? A rich slut who looks down on everybody else from the bottom of the basement. You’ve got nothing on me.”

Jordan could feel the crowd turning against her. She had to act fast to save face.

“You know what?” she snapped. “I tell you what: if it’ll wipe that stupid smirk off your face, I’ll do it for free. No money either way. But, if I win, I am gonna mop the floor with you. You’re gonna have to quit school and go somewhere else because your name will be the scum on the basement floor by the time I’m done with you. Think you can handle that?”

Randall grinned. “It’s a bet, then. My place?”

“Hell, no! I’m not going to some nasty, dumpy little hole in the wall or wherever you live! You can come to my place. Bring a witness. I’ll bring one, too. We’ll put this to bed, and then you can go find another place to get your degree!”

“Deal. Five o’clock?”

“Eight.”

Randall pursed his lips. That was going to make him late for bed, which would throw off his rhythm. Of course, he knew he could get her off in under an hour, but he was out to prove his point, to really drive home that he was better than she was. To that would take time.

“Seven?”

“No. Eight, or you forfeit.”

Randall shrugged. He’d get his groove back afterwards. A minor setback to his routine was worth it if it’d finally shut that bitch up.

“Fine.”

“Fine!”

The bell rang, and the two glared at each other and the rest of the students filed out. At last, Randall flashed a smile and winked at Jordan, got up, and left.

*************
Knowing he was going to have to be at his best that night, Randall went home after class and immediately tanked up on water and a healthy lunch. He wasn’t exactly nervous, per se—he was confident that he could maintain his self-control—but he was definitely looking forward to getting it over with. While he was sure he could keep himself from cumming—goodness knows he’d just done that before class—he didn’t relish the idea of having to do it even more after such an intense training session. Part of him regretted challenging her in the first place, but mostly he felt that he’d made the right choice. Someone like her needed to be put firmly in her place.

The day passed excruciatingly slowly, but at last, the time arrived for him to leave. Grabbing a bottle of lube in case he needed it—he expected that bitch’s pussy was probably dry and crusty the way she treated people—he hopped on the bus and rode as close as it would take him to her house, then walked the rest of the way since there was no way a gated community like hers was going to deign to have a bus stop. The guard at the gate and the doorman both gave him dirty looks but were evidently expecting him as they let him in without an argument. When he arrived, Elliott was already there, standing in the foyer of the massive house.

“There you are, dude! I was beginning to wonder what kind of game you were playing when I didn’t see you on the last bus!” the elephant said, exchanging fist-bumps.

“You know me, Elliott; I’m not one to flake out.”

“Well, no, but making her wait like you do your normal tricks might just give her the idea that you forfeited, you know?”

Randall shook his head. “Not a chance.” He frowned and cocked his head. “Elliott, you, uh, gaining weight?” he asked. “You’ve got a bit of a paunch going.”

The elephant started, then looked away. “Yeah, rub it in, why don’t ya?” he muttered.

“It’s all those trips to the bar,” Randall said. “You could be working on your sex game instead, but you go out drinking and get fat like that instead.”

“I’m not fat!” Elliott retorted, scowling.

“If you say so.”

“Mademoiselle will see you now,” said an elderly gentleman whose facial expression was uncannily neutral, as though he’d been practicing for centuries.

It kind of unnerved Randall to not be able to get any kind of read on the guy, but he wasn’t about to argue when the guy bowed so smartly to him. If he were rich, he thought, he’d like to have a butler, too.

The man escorted them up the stairs to an ornate double-door, then opened both doors and announced their presence.

Randall’s jaw dropped. He knew the bitch was rich, but this was just over-the-top. Massive windows lined the back wall overlooking the front where he’d walked in—she’d seen him coming from a literal mile away. The room was decked out in several shades of pink, with deep pink curtains, light pink, fluffy sheets under a darker two-toned pink comforter, and even a sheer, pink canopy over the impressively sized four-poster bed. Jordan lay on her side in the middle of the bed, hand propping up her head like a supermodel, watching as he walked in. She’d apparently retouched her makeup for the occasion; her eye shadow was a different color, and her lipstick was deep red, complementing yet also contrasting with the color of her room. 

Standing next to the bed was some kind of rodent—a mouse, maybe?—in a black and white maid’s uniform. She stuck out sorely from the rest of the room, looking both very out of place and very uncomfortable to be there.

“Try not to look too shocked, you poor, pitiful plow-horse,” Jordan said as the stallion and elephant walked in and stared at the room. “I know it must be a little overwhelming for someone of your…ah…meager means. I see you’ve brought your plus-one,” she continued before Randall could reply. “Monique here is mine. She’s agreed—whether she likes it or not—to witness our coupling and report honestly on the outcome.”

Randall did a double-take. “Seriously? Your maid? How honest can she be when you could fire her if she doesn’t say what you want her to?”

“Oh, and your best friend there is going to rat you out if you blow before I do?” Jordan asked ironically. “In hindsight, yes, we ought to have brought a neutral third party, but it is what it is.”

Rousing herself from the bed and casting off a hot pink boa, she stepped forward wearing a sheer, pink nightgown that both left little to the imagination and yet obscured things enough to frustrate the viewer with only a blurred image of what hid beneath it.

“Those,” she said, pointing to Randall’s clothes, “Do not get in my bed. I can’t believe Charles let you into the house wearing those, but they come off right where you are.”

Randall rolled his eyes—as if his clothes were going to contaminate her bed even a fraction of what the sweating, fucking, and love-juices would do to the pink fabric—but then he grinned and began to unbutton his shirt.

“Easier to fuck you silly with them off anyway,” he said.

As he finished unbuttoning his shirt, giving a sneak peek at his rippling abs, he reached forward to pull the sheer fabric up over her head.

“I will undress myself when the time is right,” Jordan said. “This nightie cost me $1700, and I am not about to let your rough hands snag on it and give it a run.”

“You mean it cost your daddy $1700,” Randall retorted, pulling off his shirt and tossing it on the floor behind him.

Unbuttoning and unzipping his jeans, he pulled them down and dropped them in a heap on the floor, revealing his muscular legs. For a split-second, the condescension in Jordan’s face slipped to reveal a hungry, admiring look before quickly reverting back to its haughty expression.

But when Randall pulled down his underwear, taking his time to do it slowly and intentionally bending over to conceal his waist as he did, that was when Jordan’s mask slipped for real. As the stallion’s chest raised back up, revealing his massive orbs and just barely erect cock, the Pomeranian’s eyes widened, her mouth opened, and her hands went to her face in astonishment.

“Wow,” she murmured, forgetting herself.

“I know,” Randall said. “And it can all be yours…as soon as you take off Daddy’s $1700.”

Jordan’s ears pinned momentarily but relaxed; he did have a point that they couldn’t get started until she stripped. 

With her usual grace and obsessive attention to how she looked in every single frame, she knelt down, grasped the hem of her nightgown on both sides, and then slowly stood, peeling the clinging fabric from her body in a single fluid, sensual motion. Somehow, even the hair matted down by the fabric all moved itself into proper position as soon as it was freed, like soldiers marching into formation and presenting their arms one row at a time. 

Now it was Randall’s turn to gawk. For as little as he liked her vanity, he could recognize and appreciate the practice it must have taken to be able to pull that off so smoothly. 

As the fabric continued up her body, it slowly uncovered the underside of her breasts, and with a gentle tug, lightly lifted them into the air before dropping them, letting them bounce once in slow motion, little shockwaves making her fur ripple before its ranks moved into position and saluted. With a final flourish, the nightgown came off her head, leaving her mascara, eyeshadow, and lipstick intact, billowed through the air gracefully, and landed on the ground as lightly as a feather.

Randall swallowed. “Well,” he said at last, “Win or lose, I’m gonna enjoy this.”

“Lose, of course,” Jordan replied, smirking as she inclined her head towards the bed and Randall followed her.

The two onlookers glanced at each other and moved to find places to sit side-by-side. Elliott was, no doubt, already checking out the maid and calculating his odds of getting with her. Randall was sure the elephant’s mind really did operate like that, but he wasn’t about to waste this moment thinking about his friend’s sexual limitations. The Pomeranian’s ass looked even better without clothes. Truly, everything it and her clothes had hinted at was true: her vulva did peek out just a little bit and looked absolutely heavenly. Although Randall was still intent on winning the bet, he was also very much looking forward to feeling them wrapped around his cock.

Jordan climbed onto the bed, and Randall climbed up after her. Thoroughly aroused just by the glimpse he’d caught of her from behind, he was already half-erect, his cock unfurling as they got settled.

“What position you want?” he asked.

“Cowgirl,” Jordan replied immediately. “You don’t get to control the pace of things; I do.”

Randall reeled, impressed. A female wanting to take control? He might have to recruit her to join his harem. The thought flashed briefly through his mind that she might be a great replacement for Chelsea. Almost a foot taller than her feline counterpart, Jordan might actually be tall enough to give Randall that sweet, sweet feeling of bottoming out—even if it did require anal.

Though all of those thoughts went through Randall’s mind, what he actually said was, “Fair enough,” as he lay on his back, feeling the delightful, familiar sensation of fullness and virility as his cock finished unfurling and hardened, jutting straight up into the air.

“Well!” Jordan said, eyeing his now-throbbing penis, “That is bigger than I’ve taken before.”

“Nervous?” Randall smirked.

“As if! Challenge. Accepted,” the Pomeranian replied, straddling him, centering herself, and slowly lowering herself down onto him. “It’s weird that it stands straight up,” she said. “Normally I have to hold it to line it up.”

“Like I said, you haven’t been with all guys,” Randall said, shrugging and making a pillow of his hands.

This was gonna be so damn easy.

But as the canine’s vulva lowered and at last contacted his cock, Randall let out an audible groan.

“Don’t cum, yet,” Jordan taunted. “You aren’t even inside, yet.”

Randall’s eyes half-closed. “Having a hot, juicy pussy is nice,” he murmured, “But it’s not gonna get me off.”

“We’ll see.”

Jordan lowered herself a little more, and with a gasp on both their parts, Randall popped inside.

“Gosh, you’re big,” she moaned.

“And you’re tight,” he agreed.

With the hard part out of the way, Jordan wasted little time sliding the stallion’s cock deeper into her. Randall pulled his hips back as soon as she felt her g-spot and flexed his cock a few times, eliciting a startled gasp and a dirty look from the Pomeranian, who quickly sank down further to push him past her sensitive spot.

“Does this feel good?” she asked as she finally got his dick where she wanted it and started undulating her hips forward and backward, up and down.

Randall’s eyes bulged. In truth, he’d never felt anything so good on his cock before. There was no way his hands could reproduce the exquisite way her pussy held him, even if he used both hands! In truth, he admitted to himself that he might have underestimated her. Even before he’d had a chance to work his magic on her, she was already edging him quickly toward the brink of orgasm. He could feel the twinge in his balls and the prickle at the base of his skull that sent a shiver down his spine. All the while, her hips continued to rock, and her pussy continued to somehow grip and suck and rub him all at once, stimulating the tip of his prick, the crown of his glans, and the sensitive part on the underside of his cock all at once. HIs eyes rolled back in his head, his hips lifted up involuntarily, and his hooves curled back tightly.

He wished he’d brought his stopwatch. Whether it was five seconds or seven, he knew without a doubt that this fancy chick had just done what nobody else could do: gotten him off faster than he could do it himself. But although he was most definitely feeling the effects of afterglow, he had not cum, and as such, nobody but he knew that he’d lost the bet.

“Now,” Jordan said, triumphantly beginning to stand back up, “If you’ll get your poor ass out of here, I will reach out to my followers and make sure you can’t see the light of day without being shamed ever again.”

“Hold that thought,” Randall replied, grabbing her forearm. “Did you feel me cum?”

Uncertainty crept over the canine’s face. 

“N—but, you—they—they always get off when I do that!” she protested.

Randall shrugged and grinned. “Apparently not always. It’s a shame, too, because I’d love to paint this whole, damn, pink room off-white. Sheesh, you’ve got enough pink in here to supply Pepto Bismol, Mary Kay, and the breast cancer ribbon people for a decade!”

Jordan made a face and started to stand again, but Randall gave her wrist a light jerk and growled, “It’s my turn.”

The Pomeranian’s eyes bulged as he abruptly knocked her legs out from under her and flipped her over on her belly, all without pulling his cock from her. Straddling her, he eased his cock down that delicious passage as deep as it would go and was delighted to find that he could actually get his medial ring into her pussy.

“Fuck, I’m gonna enjoy this,” he groaned.

“Yeah, Randall! Put that bitch in her place!” Elliott cheered.

The stallion slowly pulled his hips back, his eyes half-closed as he felt every twitch of her pussy on him, even her heartbeat, which had rapidly accelerated when he changed positions on her. As his glans felt the firm lump where her g-spot was, he paused, flexed slowly, and then pulled back just a little more.

“You ready?” he growled in her ear.

“Just get it over with!” she snapped.

Randall shrugged. Unfortunately for Jordan, he had no intention of “just getting it over with”. Gliding forward, he rubbed his glans over her g-spot, slid his shaft deep inside of her, deep enough that his medial ring could just reach that little bundle of nerves before his prepuce butted up against her cervix, and then paused. Gosh, a pussy deep enough for him to bring to orgasm with his head and ring? It was too good to be true!

He pulled back and built up to his natural rhythm, his glans, shaft, and medial ring drumming over her sensitive spot duh-duh-DAH, duh-duh-DAH, duh-duh-DAH like a horse’s canter slowly picking up speed. Jordan’s eyes widened, her sneer replaced by open-mouthed disbelief as she felt the horse’s cock rubbing over that spot so fast and persistently. She suddenly felt weak and light-headed, but before she could utter a protest, she felt a tiny explosion between her legs, reared her head up, and let out a sharp groan.

Randall shuddered. Whatever it was the bitch had learned to do with her snatch, she did it again when she came, and that sent him over the edge, too. Thankfully, he still had a lot more consequence-free orgasms left before he had to worry about it. As long as his balls didn’t start buzzing, he was fine.

“Uh, huh. That sounds like an orgasm to me,” he gloated. “Kinda felt like an orgasm, too. Elliott?”

“Sounded like she came to me,” the elephant replied. Licking his lips, he asked, “Did she cum down your cock?”

“Mm,” Randall said, shuddering as he felt a trickle of bitch-cum slide along his shaft. “She sure did.”

“What do you say, uh, Monique, was it?” Elliott asked. “You think your boss lost?”

The maid, now extremely uncomfortable at watching these two fucking on her mistress’s bed and sitting next to this obviously horny elephant, looked around for a way to dodge the question.

“Don’t worry,” Randall said, “I’ll make sure it’s obvious enough that even she can’t argue,” he growled in Jordan’s ear.

“This doesn’t change anything!” Jordan snapped. “Just because you got me off doesn’t mean I—ohh!”

Randall had not slowed down his thrusting or even altered his pace or depth. As the conversation went on, he’d been priming the pump for Jordan’s next orgasm, which ripped through her at that exact moment, making her back arch and her throat open wide to let out the guttural groan that came with it.

For a moment, Randall saw stars as his balls shuddered in response. 
“I think that’s two,” he grinned. “Let’s change things up now.”

Leaning back, he flipped the Pomeranian over to lie on her back and then quickly slipped his dick back into her and resumed fucking.

“I wanna see your face when you cum again,” he taunted. “Go on, give us a peek.”

The Pomeranian, beside herself with ecstasy yet still defiant, just glared at him.

“No?” Randall asked, pouting. “Well, how about if I do this?”

He reached down and grazed his thumb over her clit. He was about to start stimulating in earnest, but a sudden squeeze on his cock that momentarily rolled his eyes back in his head told him that wouldn’t be necessary.

“Three?” he asked, grinning. “You look so cute when you cum. You get this look of horror followed by a look of pure bliss.”

“Shut up!” Jordan snapped, squeezing her eyes back and groaning. “Aren’t you even getting close?”

Randall shrugged. “I can get off when I want to,” he replied. “But this isn’t really about me so much as making sure you really know who won tonight.”

For emphasis, he shoved his dick all the way up to her cervix and pinched her clit with his fingers.

“Oh, gah!” the canine cried. “Crap, I’ve gotten off more with you than with everybody else combined! How is that even possible?!”

Randall let out a slow, quivering breath. That squeeze had felt really good with his dick buried that deep inside of her, and his balls had quivered just a little more intensely than they usually did. He brushed it off, chalking it up to not getting off enough the day before and his intense training session that morning. With another deep breath, he was able to keep going at the same pace, never once letting on that anything was out of the ordinary.

“I think you got the lady on the ropes,” Elliott said. “Don’t think she can take much more.”

“Oh, she’ll take it,” Randall retorted. “She’ll like it, too.”

He flipped her onto her side and groaned loudly, realizing that unlike with Chelsea, he really could go deeper into her in that position.

“Fuck,” he groaned, “Just a little deeper, and I might finally get to bottom out in a pussy instead of an ass.”

“A–an ass?!” Jordan gasped. “You do that, too?”

“Got to,” Randall replied. “Not many can take a dick this big, and mine likes getting some love all over, from tip to root.”

“Gah-ha-ha-ha,” Jordan whimpered, feeling woozy. “I—”, she panted, “I can’t—I can’t—”
Randall shifted his position slightly and pressed his thumb down on her clitoris.

“Agh!”

Randall’s tail clamped down and his eyes bulged as Jordan’s pussy squeezed nearly his whole shaft at once. Shit, she’s good at that! Breathing heavily, he slowed down just a little bit to recover and let that strange tingling in his balls subside.

“O–okay,” Jordan panted. “Y–you made your point. I–I yield. Please, no more!”

“Aww,” Randall mock-pouted, “But don’t you want me to prove that I can do it all night long?”

“That’ll be the day,” Jordan gasped. “When a male can actually keep up with me!”

“Challenge accepted,” he smirked. “What do you say to that?”

Having gotten control over himself, he picked her up, sat on his heels, and began bouncing her up and down on his lap, her breasts flopping right in front of his face.

“Oh, sh–sh–sh–sh—agh!”

Jordan’s cry of protest was drowned out by the sound of Randall loudly motorboating her. A perceptive person might have noticed the sharp increase in the volume of the motorboating as Randall climaxed again, but Jordan was, in a word, distracted; Elliott was vicariously thinking of what he wanted to do to Monique, and Monique was struggling with feelings of arousal, thinking them improper when she ought to feel intense discomfort at watching her employer being ravaged in such a fashion by such a well-endowed, attractive, yet poor stallion.

“You, uh, know I’m his best friend, right?” Elliott said to her, interrupting her rugged-bumpkin-ravages-the-maid-in-the-broom-closet reverie as she turned her head, startled to see him talking to her. “You’re um, you’re fanning yourself,” the elephant continued. “That’s actually pretty understandable; he’s really good with the ladies. You know, if I were to recommend you to him—”
“I’d kick your ass for recommending an old goat,” Randall called. “Quit using me to try to get your rocks off, Elliott. If you had rocks that anybody could see, anyway.”

Here the maid actually let out a pent-up laugh, then immediately covered her mouth, mortified. It was anybody’s guess whether she or Elliott turned redder, but regardless, both went back to sitting in awkward silence as their acquaintances continued fucking.

As Jordan climaxed once again, it occurred to Randall that he had lost count of how many times she’d gotten off. It wasn’t even about that and never had been. He realized with a sadistic sneer that beyond just proving his point that he was the better sex partner, what he really wanted to do was make her feel how frustrating it is to be led on and then turned down, to let her experience what her revealing clothes, her easy smile, and her wagging tail did to others when she chose to be nasty on a daily basis. Yet as he realized this, Randall became aware of an annoying buzzing feeling in his groin, a desperate tingling that wouldn’t really go away. The thought crossed his mind that the might be overdoing it, that maybe it wasn’t worth it to screw up his routine that badly just for the sake of rubbing her nose in her own pissy behavior. Annoyed, he brushed those thoughts aside, telling himself that it was just a matter of willpower. No, he would go all night long with her, and then when she came crawling to him in a day or two—for it certainly wouldn’t be longer than that—he’d get the satisfaction of fucking her once more (a pussy as good as hers was a terrible shame to waste) and then kicking her to the curb.

“Elliott, quit sulking,” he called. “You still getting all this?”

The elephant—who had been sulking—started. “Y–yeah, totally! You’ve really got her begging, Randall.”

“It’s not enough,” Randall replied gravely. “Got to turn her into a quivering mess.”

“Aww, hell, yeah!” Elliott grinned, rallying. “Put that hot mess in her place and keep her there!”

“It’s a laborious task, but someone has to do it,” Randall agreed. “Come on, Miss. Let’s get you finished off.”

Jordan shivered but was too far gone to protest as the stallion lowered her shoulders and head to the bed, keeping her hips in place. Grabbing her firmly by the buttocks and lifting up off his hooves, he used the spring tension in his upper legs to thrust sharply into her, driving her head and shoulders into the mattress as he bottomed his cock out against her cervix, the force driving the air from her lungs, which inflated again of their own accord when he pulled back, just like a bellows. 

By adjusting the position of her body relative to his and spreading her legs wide, he was able to get the top of his cock to rub against her clit while his glans and medial ring continued to rub her g-spot mercilessly with each stroke. Her body began to spasm, and her pussy did that thing it was so good at. Her eyes snapped open, and her mouth opened in an anguished, overwhelmed, but silent scream. With one more thrust, she squeezed her eyes closed, and her hands came up, making an ‘X’ over her chest as she squeezed herself tightly. Goosebumps rose up all over her body as the persistent stallion’s cock drove into her and extracted another orgasm from her exhausted, shaking body. Her pussy clenched much harder than it had ever done before in her life, and she at last let the trapped air in her lungs escape as a panicked shriek. 

Monique, on hearing it, leapt up and rushed from the room, closing the door behind her as footsteps sounded in the hallway. Elliott, startled, watched her go, then sighed to himself and silently kicked himself for missing his opportunity…again.

But Randall was dumbstruck. As the bitch’s vulva had clamped down hard around him, the unthinkable had happened. He’d orgasmed again, of course, and as he did, the pleasurable sensations had wrapped around his cock, and his balls had begun to churn out their load the same as they always did. His muscles, well-trained over almost a decade of practice, had automatically started squeezing down to hold back the flow. All of that was perfectly normal.

What wasn’t normal—the part that had him sitting there as if he’d seen a ghost—was that he’d felt himself cum.

It wasn’t a lot, and if he was careful about it, he could probably play it off as just her being overly enthusiastic and frothing up a bit. Chicks did that all the time, after all. But no matter how small it was, it shouldn’t be there. Randall hadn’t lost control in, what, five years? Six? He swallowed hard and hoped like hell that nobody had noticed. What was worse was, like a powerlifter feeling that first twinge in his back after a dead-lift gone awry, he knew he was in for a world of pain unless he was very careful—and maybe even if he was very careful.

Stopping his thrusting immediately, he hoped his conquest was still reeling from the intense fucking too much to notice. Had he begun thrusting again, that might be true, but for as shallow as she seemed, Jordan was pretty observant, and as soon as the orgasmic fog wore off, she immediately knew something was going on.

Frowning and looking up, she struggled in her current position to prop herself up on her forearms behind her. In the process, she tightened up her muscles—including her vagina.

Randall’s pupils constricted as he felt his balls begin to shudder. His eyes began to widen, and his breath caught in his throat as the force from his oversized gonads overcame years of fierce, rigid control, blew past his exhausted muscles, and exploded through his urethra. Between the force of his ejaculation and losing his grip on her as he panicked, his cock blew him backwards, shooting out of her pussy and arcing up into the air, flinging the latter part of his first spurt in a streak that started at her waist, shot up between her breasts, painted a stripe over her pillows, and plastered a line on her pink headboard. As his body rocked backwards, his prick launched another spurt that streaked from her wall up to the roof of the canopy, all the way across it, and between the canopy curtains behind him. Escaping the confines of the bed, it hit the ceiling, continued going, and blasted against the window. There was a brief gap as his balls churned out the next spurt, which streaked down the mirror at her makeup table, over several containers of likely very expensive makeup, down the little bench she sat on while applying said expensive makeup, and over her pink carpet. With the initial momentum from his first spurt and pulling abruptly out of the Pomeranian’s nether regions at last spent, his cock throbbed on his chest, shooting over his shoulder and coating the bed in gob after gob of thick, sticky, yellowish-white semen. The first spurt painted a two-square-foot splotch, and the spurts that followed had no less volume than the first. Like a broken faucet valve, Randall’s cock continued dumping its contents for what seemed to him like eternity, splashing and splattering all over Jordan’s bed, her pillows, her stuffed animals, and her carpet. Nothing was sacred, it seemed, and everything was coated by the time it was all over.

For a long moment, nobody said anything. Randall was still reeling from having dumped a full 100% load, something he hadn’t done in years. Jordan was in shock, and so was Elliott. Monique, who had opened the doors again just as the ordeal started, stood looking in horror at the room that she would undoubtedly have to clean. The elderly butler who had escorted Randall and Elliott up the stairs stood equally dumbfounded, staring in disbelief at the bed, the floor, the window, and—with a start and an incredulous look (the first break in his neutral expression in at least a dozen years)—the ceiling.

“Dude.” Elliott breathlessly broke the silence, and the severity of what had happened all came crashing down on Randall all at once. “I heard you could cum like a mofo, but dude, that is unreal!”

The maid let out a wail of protest, and the butler dutifully patted her on the back to try to calm her down. Jordan, finally coming to her senses, leaned up and looked around, aghast, before focusing on Randall, the bewildered expression on her face demanding an explanation.

His mind reeling, Randall lay there breathing hard, his cock realizing it had done a bad thing and quickly retreating into his sheath. Feeling everybody’s eyes on him, he knew he had to say something to save face before things got even worse. 

Wracking his brain, he quickly blurted out the first thing he could think of. “See? I told you it isn’t broken.”

His face burned the second he said it. It was, in fact, broken. Very broken. Something seriously wrong had just happened, and while he’d moved past disbelief, he was rapidly searching for answers, his mind scrambling to explain what had happened, how he had lost control after so many years of practice. In his mind, he was his barely pubescent self again, struggling and failing against a libido with a mind of its own. A sense of dread closed in on him. He was reverting back to his old ways. He was going to be a laughing stock! He wasn’t going to be able to get anyone to sleep with him ever again! What if—

“Well,” Jordan’s voice pierced through his spiraling thoughts like a beacon of desperately needed hope. “It looks like I finally got you off.” 

For the first time, she flashed that winning smile—the one Randall had seen her use on so few occasions— at him. He ought to be recording this in his journal, phoning in the government to declare the day a national holiday in celebration, but instead, all he could do was stare at her stupidly.

“W–what?” he managed.

“My, when you get off, you get off big, don’t cha?” she chuckled, starting as she noticed the ceiling for the first time. “No wonder it took you so long!”

His mind in a fractured state but quickly beginning to piece things together, Randall started, his ears flicking back momentarily.

“Now, let’s get something straight,” he said, “You didn’t make me get off. I choose to get off when I want to.”

“I dunno,” Jordan teased, grinning as she sat up and leaned forward to cuddle up against him, “You sure seemed surprised when you—”
“I said, I get off when I choose to,” Randall snapped, his vehemence amplified by the knowledge that he was flat-out lying through his teeth. “You say any differently, and I’ll—”
“Whoa, whoa!” Jordan said, putting her hands up, taken aback. “Easy, boy! I was just kidding.” She laughed—a genuine laugh!—and leaned against him. “You don’t have to prove anything to me; I saw it firsthand. The, uh, rumors…absolutely true. I can attest to it.” She thought about it. “No, I will attest to it. That was the deal, right?”

Randall stared at her, not understanding what she was saying.

“Hell, yeah, dude, you won!” Elliott said from his seat. “I knew you could do it!”

It finally clicked in Randall’s mind, and he forced himself to smirk—that’s what he’d normally, do, right? Smirk about it?

“Y–yeah, that was the deal,” he said, forcing himself to sound firm and confident. “And you were gonna be nice to others.” He glanced over at the maid, who still looked horrified. “You can start by cleaning up the mess yourself instead of making her do it,” he said.

“But you shot on the ceiling! How am I supposed to—”
A warning look from Randall stopped Jordan mid-protest. She sighed. “Okay, fine, but I’m not carrying the ladder up the stairs.”

“Fair enough.”

He caught the maid’s look again and nodded almost imperceptibly in response to the grateful look she gave him. Stirring suddenly, he inhaled deeply and stretched.

“Well, I think my work here is done,” he said. “It is way past my bedtime, and I’ve got to be up at 5.”

“But classes don’t start until 9!” Jordan pouted. “Stay here?” she pleaded. “Maybe you can make more streaks on the ceiling before it’s all said and done?” she added hopefully.

Randall shook his head firmly. “Afraid not. That’s why I wanted to do it at 5 this evening, so I could make it home in time for bed.”

Jordan pouted, but nodded. “At least let Charles take you home,” she said. “It’ll be much faster than the buses.”

Randall hesitated but then agreed. Jordan watched him intently as he got his clothes on, grimacing as his tight-fitting shirt pressed his cum up against his skin. Finally clothed, he turned to go.

“Hey, um, Randall?”

“Hm?” Randall asked, looking over his shoulder.

“I just wanted to say, I had a really good time,” Jordan admitted, biting her lip and smiling at him. “If you wanted to do it again sometime…”

There was a pregnant pause, then Randall turned forward again and said, “Sure, yeah, maybe one of these days. We’ll see.”

Not wanting to wait around for any follow-up comments, he quickly ducked out of the room with Elliott in tow. A very posh limousine ride later, they arrived at his house, and he and Elliott got out, thanking Charles, who nodded silently, his indefatigable neutral expression ever-present.

“That dude totally thinks you’re a baller,” Elliott chuckled as the limousine drove off. “That was just—wow. After all these years, I guess people can still surprise ya, huh? I mean—”
“Elliott?”

“Huh?”

“Go to bed.”

*************
Alone at last, Randall took several deep breaths and looked at himself in the mirror. Had he really just blown his whole load? How was that even possible? Was it something he ate? Maybe he was—

Tired. That was it. Randall breathed a sigh of relief and nodded to himself. He was tired. Obviously he was tired. And who wouldn’t be? After all, between Chelsea’s inability to take everything he had to give, his monster workout that morning, and the admittedly impressive way that rich bitch could make her pussy move, no wonder he was tired! Plus, he was up past his bedtime.

“A good night’s rest, and everything will be fine again,” he assured himself. “Just gotta get some good sleep, and I’ll feel a lot better tomorrow.”

With that in mind, he got things ready for bed, groaned on seeing the clock reading almost midnight, and turned out the lights.

*************
He woke up the next morning at the usual time, though after so much less sleep than he usually got, the usual spring in his step as he prepared his man-cove was noticeably absent. Dragging a bit, he went through the motions and realized he’d forgotten to record his activities with Jordan the night before. Sighing, he recorded what he could remember, including the bit about evidently losing control. He sat back objectively for a moment and thought to himself that if he really had overworked himself, the smart thing to do was to hold off on his workouts for a while and let himself recover. But as he sat there, looking at his limp dick that should have already gotten off several times—today was a volume day, one of his favorites—he couldn’t help but wonder if he really had broken himself the night before.

“Give it a try,” he murmured. “At least we’ll know, one way or the other.”

He made a note in his journal that he was deviating from his usual routine, circling it several times as if trying to convince himself that after so many years, he really was about to do it. He had to admit, the deviation itself made him feel like a failure. Sighing, he turned on the TV and pumped the prescribed amount of lube into his hand.

Right on cue, his cock began to unfurl and stiffened in his hand.

“That’s good, at least,” he murmured.

But as the pressure began to rise and his prick began to throb, he immediately knew something was wrong. He was too sensitive, as if he would go off at the slightest touch. Grimacing, he adjusted his position a little to something less intense, reasoning that maybe he’d fucked so much the night before that he’d rubbed himself raw. That seemed plausible, he thought, so he continued on.

On the TV was a mare squeezing her breasts together and giving him a pouting look. He licked his lips in anticipation and felt himself getting excited. Yet as his orgasm neared, his eyes shot open, and he quickly let go of his cock, gritting his teeth.

“Sh–shit,” he gasped, feeling the telltale warmth of a drop of cum halfway down his urethra.

Laying his head back against the chair, he sighed and considered his situation. He hadn’t even orgasmed, yet he’d nearly cum already.

“What the hell is wrong with you?” he chastised himself. “Are you an awkward teenager again, trying to figure out how your body works, or are you Randall Fucking Rodson, legendary stud who makes all the females cum but only cums himself when he fucking decides to?”

He sighed, his pep talk having done nothing for him. The fear and hang-ups he’d had as an awkward teenager might be years behind him, but they were still all too vivid to forget completely.

He glanced at the clock and realized that he was about an hour behind schedule. He had things to take care of before class, and he needed to get done with this chore so he could go do them.

“All right,” he said, “Let’s just get this over with.”

Grabbing his prick again in a less-than-loving grasp, he stroked a few times, wincing at the sensitivity and turning his attention to the TV. The mare was still there, but now she was on her back, her legs spread and her winking vulva glistening with arousal.

“Fuck,” Randall breathed, feeling his cock throb in response.

He stroked himself harder, pushing himself towards climax and anxiously awaiting to see how much control he’d have. All the while, the mare continued winking on the screen.

Wink….wink…wink…
Everything happened so fast. He felt himself about to orgasm, but before he could clench his muscles, he felt his balls quiver and shot a blast of cum all over the screen.

“Shit!” he yelled, dropping his cock, fumbling for the towel on the back of his chair, and hastily wiping the sticky liquid off the display before he ruined it.

In his hurry to get the towel, he’d failed to notice that his cock was still spurting when he dropped it, and he’d dumped about two gallons of jizz all over the floor. The thick, sticky stuff spread slowly, seeping its way into the carpet.

“Mother-fucking damn it!” he cried. Not even bothering to stop the TV, he ran and grabbed paper towels to clean up what he could, then abandoned the idea and grabbed real towels, alternately saturating them and wringing them out in the kitchen sink. The smell of cum was everywhere, and that was deeply unsettling. As far as Randall was concerned, he should only smell cum when he had deliberately let it out somewhere besides in a female’s pussy, and if he smelled it other than that, it was because he’d failed to control it. The pervasive smell left him no wiggle-room and shamed him to the core over and over.

An hour later, having accomplished none of his morning chores—not even his workout—and feeling considerably more upset than he had when he woke up, he hurried off to class.

*************
He walked back in that afternoon and immediately collapsed on his bed. He couldn’t recite a single word of what any of his professors had said, and he’d actually gone to classes he wanted to attend today! Breaking yet more of his rules, he’d spent the entire time worrying about his dick’s bad behavior, and for all the energy he’d spent worrying, he’d achieved exactly nothing.

Well, no. Nothing implied that things had stayed the same. Things had actually gotten much worse. He hadn’t eaten lunch, hadn’t had proper sleep, and because he hadn’t done his morning chores, he hadn’t gotten a good shower to wake him up or consumed his morning water ration. He was stressed out and worrying constantly instead of staying in the moment. In short, he was doing everything wrong, and worse than that, he knew it. That knowledge in itself only stressed him out even more.

“Damn it. Can things possibly get any worse?” he muttered. 

As if in answer, there was a knock at his door.

Randall sighed. He didn’t know who it was, but Elliott always just let himself in, so whoever it was, it was probably nothing good. Groaning, he got to his feet and went to the door.

“Look, I’m really not—”
He stopped short.

“Randall!” the Pomeranian said, her face lighting up, a huge smile cutting thorough her uncertainty, and her tail wagging furiously.

“J–Jordan?” the stallion asked, doing a double-take. “Wh–what are you doing here?”

“Oh, um, well, you know, after I finally got things cleaned up last night—do you have any idea how much work it is to get horse semen out of all this hair?—I got to thinking to myself that even though it was really messy, it was also a lot of fun. Buuut, since I didn’t want to clean up my place again afterwards, I figured we could do it at your place.”

Something about her—maybe it was her smile or how enthusiastically her tail wagged, but something—made Randall forget all about his problems. A wry grin crossed his face.

“What, this—ah, what did you call it?—‘nasty, dumpy little hole in the wall or wherever I live’? Careful; you might get a hair out of place.”

Jordan rolled her eyes good-naturedly. “Okay, fine, I get it; I was a total bitch to you, and I totally own that. I was hoping, though, that maybe we could put that behind us and focus on a—let’s see, how to put this?—brighter, sexier future for both of us.”

Randall frowned. “Wait, what?”

“Oh, you know, after you left, I kinda”—she shriveled up her nose in the most adorable way—“looked you up a little bit. Found out that you’ve actually got a bit of a reputation—which is totally fine; with a stallion of your skills, it kinda comes with the territory—and, as you know, I, ah, have a bit of a reputation, too, and I thought to myself, ooh, we should totally be the sexy power couple that this university totally needs. You be you, with your, uh, plebeian chic—I call it ‘pleb-chic’; isn’t that adorable? It’s like shabby chic, but for those on a budget! Oh, I can see from your face that you hate it; fine, I’m stupid, but whatever; that doesn’t matter. You, ah, do you, and I’ll, ah, do this fabulousness”—she half-curtsied and gestured to her latest outfit—“all while we’re doing each other. You have your harem, I know, but it has come to my attention”—she leaned in conspiratorially—“that at least one of them is not putting out the way she used to be, and in my, ah, not-so-humble opinion, with your talents, you can do better.”

As she spoke, and particularly at the end, she arched her eyebrows much the same as she had the day before, yet this time instead of feeling under attack, Randall felt somehow exalted, as if it was the greatest compliment in the world for her to raise her eyebrows when she talked about him.

Yet as she was talking—and quite a lot, at that—Randall couldn’t help feeling his mind wandering a bit. “Pleb chic” sounded like a way of her calling him poor, and what the hell did she know about his harem? Had she and Chelsea talked? How else could she know that she wasn’t putting out like she used to? Besides, wasn’t this the same bitch who’d tried to put him in his place the day before? He started, suddenly realizing that this moment was what last night had all been about. It hadn’t taken her days and days to come back to him; she was here right now, and this was his chance to tell her off, to make her feel the way she had made so many other people feel!

“Ah, no,” he said, interrupting her in the middle of babbling on about something or other. “Sorry, I, uh, I’ve got a lot on my mind right now, and—“

“Wait, are you putting me off?” Jordan asked, looking truly mortified. “Last night was amazing. Come on, you can’t deny it! We had a lot of fun. We make a great team, you and I, and if you give me another chance, I promise you I’m worthy to join your harem.”

Randall shook his head. “What is this about you and my harem?” he asked, rankled. “It’s by invitation only, and I get to invite people to it that I think are worthy!”

The Pomeranian remained silent a moment, blinking and nodding, then said, “Okay, but let’s not pretend that I wouldn’t be perfect to join it.”

Randall started to close the door.

“Well, fine, if you’re mad that I broke you, I’m sorry,” Jordan muttered.

The stallion paused. “What did you say?”

“I mean, I get it. I’m good; it’s what I do, like you’re good—it’s what you do. You broke me a little bit, I broke you a little bit, we’ll just call it even.” She hesitated a moment, then started again in earnest, “But don’t you see? That’s why we’d be perfect together! I can push you to be a better lover just like you can push me to be one! You get the two of us together, and the sex will be just—”
“There is nothing wrong with me!” Randall snapped, opening the door and thrusting his finger into her face. “You did not break me. I am just fine! Maybe I don’t want you in my harem because I think you’re a snooty bitch, and the only reason I fucked you yesterday was to put you in your place! Did you ever think of that?”

Jordan’s smile faded, and her tail stopped wagging. In fact, for possibly the first time in her life, it curled down between her legs. She stood there, unable to think of something to say, yet was too obsessed with her image to turn away crying.

“Look,” she said at last, her voice soft and tremulous, “I’m…sorry for whatever I did that made you hate me. I know I was a bitch to you, but in all fairness, you butted into my conversation with that creep who’s been stalking me on social media for months. I thought we really had something last night. Yeah, maybe we did start it out as a hate-fuck, but can you look me in the eyes and tell me you didn’t feel anything? Not even when you got off? I’ve never seen anything like that before.”

Randall said nothing, but he averted his eyes and looked down at his hooves.

“If it’s all about your harem, well, I—okay, it wasn’t right for me to butt in, to just assume you wanted me. That’s—that’s on me, and I’ll own that. But”—she looked up at him with pleading eyes—“Won’t you at least give me a chance to prove I’m worth it?”

Randall sighed. Damn it, the bitch was right. Whatever his motives had been the day before, he had to admit that he had felt something there. But fuck, her timing sucked! Why did she have to be here at his place now, while he was still trying to figure things out? 

Don’t lose her a voice in his head warned. She’s the best sex you’ve ever had, and she said the same thing you were thinking: the two of you could really push each other to get even better.
Don’t do it! another voice screamed. She’s the reason you can’t control yourself right now. What’s she gonna think if you try to fuck her like this?
But she’s gonna leave!
So tell her you need some time. Yeah, she could be great for you, but if you rush into it now, you’re gonna regret it!
Girls like her don’t wait around. She can have anybody she wants. She’s not gonna wait for your ass to figure itself out.
The stallion sighed again. The situation sucked, and his choices sucked worse.

“Your silence speaks volumes,” Jordan said quietly. “I–I’ll go. I’m sorry things…you…hate me so badly.”

Fucking damn it. “Jordan, wait.”

The Pomeranian turned. “Yes?”

You’re gonna regret this. “Would you—like to come inside?”

Her tail uncurled and started wagging. Light broke through the gloom on her face, and Randal legitimately felt like the sun was beaming up at him.

“You won’t regret this, I promise!” Jordan said as soon as they were inside, her tail going a million miles a minute. “I’m gonna figure out what gets you off and work extra hard to do whatever it takes. You’ll see!”

She stopped abruptly, sniffing the air. “Hey, do you smell cum?” she asked.

Randall’s face turned red.

“I love cum!” Jordan beamed. “After you left and I kicked Monique out of my room, I might have had a taste of yours…or two…okay, fine, I pigged out on horse jizz—don’t tell anybody—but, seriously, how do you make so much of it? Are there, like, supplements or something? And how do you not, I dunno, pass out?”

Taken aback by both her enthusiasm and what seemed to be earnest interest in his passion, Randall found himself speechless once again.

“Th–the supplements are all fakes,” he managed at last. “Just people trying to sell you stuff. I would know; I—” he cut himself short, deciding it was probably best not to reveal his darker past to this relative stranger, especially given the conditions under which they had met. “Ah, that is, I’ve spent a lot of time practicing and studying on it. There’s, uh, a lot of information out there about it. It just takes a lot of practice and patience, a good diet, plenty of sleep and a low-stress lifestyle. And, ah, for the passing out part, a lot of water.”

“Oh, wow. So, like, living a healthy life makes you shoot better?”

“Actually, yeah, that’s a huge part of it. I train for a couple of hours a day, but other than that, it’s just—”
“Wait, wait, you train? Elaborate, please.”

Randall’s eyes darted to his man-cove, but given his recent mishap there, he was in no hurry to show it off.

“Uh, yeah,” he said. “You know, um, jack off, see how long I can go, how many times I can do it back-to-back, stuff like that.”

Jordan raised her eyebrows. “Wow.” She grinned. “You know, I kinda train, too!”

Randall frowned. “Really?” he asked, cocking his head.

“Yeah! Here, I’ll show you.”

Without prompting, the Pomeranian dropped the designer skirt she was wearing, carefully stepped out of it, and then laid it primly on the back of Randall’s sofa. Stepping out of her panties, she laid them neatly beside her skirt, then gestured for Randall to kneel down in front of her.

“Okay, so, this is like, the thing I am most proud of in the whole world,” she said. “Just, um, you know, well, here.”

She reached down and took hold of Randall’s wrist, then guided his fingers up to her vulva, eliciting a groan from the stallion on feeling how hot, wet, and ready she seemed to always be.

“Now, just go a little further—yes, right there,” she grunted. “You ready?”

Randall shrugged uncertainly. “I, um, I guess? Ready for what?”

His eyes suddenly went wide as he felt his fingers being squeezed in multiple places all at once. His jaw dropped as he looked at her in amazement.

“It, um, it gets most of the boys off,” she said, blushing.

“You mean you practiced doing that?” Randall gasped. “How did you even—”
“It’s like you said…there’s a lot of information out there. I just kinda found what worked and practiced it until I got good at it. Apparently I still need to get better, though,” she added, giving him a significant look.

Randall hesitated. He wasn’t ready to admit that she had gotten him off, but at the same time, he understood too well how far a little encouragement could go.

“It’s—it’s really amazing,” he said. “I’ve been with a lot of females, and you’re the only one who’s ever done anything like that.”

“So, you felt it, at least?”

“Psh, yeah! It was impossible to miss!”

“Really?” she asked, brightening.

“Definitely.”

“So…maybe we could practice?”

“Sure, um, some day—”
“Like, right now?” she blurted. Recomposing herself, she added, “I mean, I’m here; you’re here. I…don’t have my panties on, and you….could take your pants off…”

This won’t go well…
LET’S HAVE SEX! 

“O–okay.”

“Gah, don’t sound too enthusiastic,” Jordan teased, rolling her eyes.

Randall chuckled nervously. Why was he nervous? He’d had sex a thousand times. Why was this any different?

Let’s see, not enough sleep, not enough food, not enough water, too much stress—
SEX!
“So, like, I know you’re really good at sex and all, but I really wanted to kinda, I dunno, try to get you off on purpose?” Jordan said as they went to his bed. “You got me off so many times yesterday, and I just, well, I want to make it up to you, but I also want to hone my skills a little bit. I can’t really practice on my own since, well, I don’t know what feels good and what doesn’t. Not firsthand, anyway.”

Oh, nonono… This is bad. This is very, very b—
SEX!
Will you shut up, you primitive Neanderthal?! Randall, you’re not ready! You need to—
FUCK THE POMERANIAN!
“O–okay. Yeah, we can do that, if you like.”

“Great! So, once I get good at doing it to you with me on top, I really wanted to try it in other positions. I mean, cowgirl is great because I get that feeling of power and control and all, but if I could be in a different position—I dunno, maybe doggy-style or missionary and still able to get someone off? Mm, that would be amazing!”

“Uh…”

“Oh, I’m sorry; look at me getting all long-term on you; let’s just make this about right now. You want to lie down?”

“Oh, uh, yeah. Sure.”

Randall lay on his bed, his cock already firmly erect after the sensation he’d felt on his fingers and the Pomeranian’s seriously suggestive words. His hooves fidgeted nervously, but fortunately, Jordan didn’t seem to notice as she straddled him.

“So, I’m gonna slip down you slowly, and if you’ll tell me where it feels the best, that would be so helpful. I can’t believe you’re letting me do this. Most guys are, like, terrified to be with me after I get them off the first time.”

No wonder. Most guys can’t get off more than once; pull a stunt like that on Elliott, and he’d be done for the—WHOA!
Randall sucked in a breath as the Pomeranian’s vulva pressed up against his member, hesitated, and then swallowed his glans.

“Okay, so, how’s that?” she asked.

“Gah,” Randall managed, his leg twitching.

“Is that…good?”

“Y–yeah,” Randall panted. “Sorry. I’m, uh, a little sensitive after yesterday.”

“You’re sensitive? Man, I thought you were gonna rub me raw!” Jordan laughed. “Glad to know it wasn’t just me. Okay, so, here goes.”

Fireworks shot off in Randall’s brain, and before he even realized his balls were contracting, cum had already shot out of him, flooded into the Pomeranian’s womb, and squirted out between her pussy and his shaft. 

SHIT! Randall gritted his teeth, straining with all his might to stop the flow. Sweat broke out on his head and chest, and the tendons in his neck bulged from the exertion. After several agonizing seconds, he at last felt the urgency in his balls subside, and he collapsed, exhausted on the bed.

Jordan’s mouth was open, her head cocked, a perplexed look on her face.

“W–wait, did you just—just cum?” she asked.

Randall’s face reddened, but before he could respond, the Pomeranian let out an ecstatic cheer.

“Oh, heck, yes!” she cried. “I did it! I actually did it!”

Yup, she did, now send her on her way before you do some real damage.
Hey, she can’t do that! Challenge her to a rematch!
You blithering fool…
“H–hey, now, come on. Don’t get too excited; I let you have that one.”

Jordan rolled her eyes. “Well, don’t,” she protested. “I read all about you last night, Randall; I know you can cum pretty much anytime you want, but I’m being serious here: I really want to get better at getting guys off, and if I can do it to you, then I can do it to anybody!”

Bail out now, before it’s too late! Randall, are you listening? For the love of everything that’s holy, I’m telling you–
“Okay, okay, I’ll behave,” Randall replied, flashing a grin despite the distinct sensation of losing control.

“Okay, this time for real. You promise you’re not gonna cum unless you really want to, right?”

“Definitely. I’m definitely gonna stay in control of my cum. It’s not going anywhere unless I want it to,” Randall said, more to reassure himself than her.

Nope. You’re fucked. Good luck getting your mojo back. I’m out.
“Good! Here goes.”

She lowered herself again, and the moment her hot, glistening vulva touched his penis, Randall’s leg kicked out sharply. He let out a whimper, gritting his teeth and squeezing his eyes closed as the feel of those oh-so-slick folds on his cock threatened to send him over the edge.

Stop it! he yelled in his head, slamming his fist on the bed. You’ve got more control than this! You do not get off the second you touch something warm and wet! 

Yet his chastisement had little effect. As the Pomeranian’s folds slipped over and then around his sensitive prepuce, an ecstatic gasp escaped his lips.

“Randall?” Jordan asked, lifting off of him. “Are you—”
That little bit of movement was all it took. The stallion’s heavy orbs visibly shuddered, and although he felt it coming this time, his muscles just wouldn’t engage. His cock blasted her with everything he had left. She had actually managed to pull him completely out of her by the time he climaxed, but he shot with so much force that the central stream of his jism forced her lips apart and streamed up into her. The rest splattered off her perineum and inner thighs, drenching the bed in more of that humiliating scent. Yet as Randall lay there clutching his face and grimacing, there was nothing he could do to stop the flow once it started. Each second seemed like an hour, each spurt lasting a full day. From between his fingers, Randall could see the look on Jordan’s face, her features scrunched up as she used her hands to shield herself from the jets, and before his cock even quit twitching and spitting, he knew he’d blown it. All that remained was to wait it out and then face the music.

The silence was deafening one he finally stopped cumming. For what felt like an eternity, Jordan knelt there, still straddling him as his cum dripped from her pussy and streamed down her inner thighs, splattering onto his cock, balls, and legs with a wet splatting sound.

All at once, her face went from perplexed to indignant, and she smacked him a few times with both hands.

“You jerk! Why did you invite me in here if you were just going to be nasty to me?” she cried, pummeling him with her hands. “I thought we really shared something last night, and when I open up to you, tell you how I want to be better—like you wanted to be better—you mock me and cum all over me? Who does that?”

“Jordan, wait—”
“No!” the Pomeranian snapped, her tail no longer wagging but certainly not between her legs a she stepped clumsily off the bed onto the floor. “You’re an asshole, Randall! A real asshole!”

With that, she stormed out of his apartment, leaving her panties and skirt where they were, cum still dripping between her legs.

“It’s called ‘bottomless chic’, and it’s in vogue right now!” she yelled at someone outside just as the door slammed closed.

Randall lay there silently for a very long time. The sun crept downward across his wall, but he could do nothing but stare at the ceiling, his mind an empty void. When he at last came to, he sighed heavily.

“Fuck,” he murmured, his head rolling to the side on the pillow. “What the hell is wrong with me?” 

He sighed, thinking over all that had happened.

“It’s got to be fatigue,” he said at last. “I mean, all the signs point to it, and I—I really did a bad job of saying no. ‘Take care of your body first’,” he recited. “‘Inadequate rest, inadequate nutrition, inadequate water are all libido-killers, as are all drugs and alcohol.’ Damn it, I know better,” he chastised himself. “A powerlifter does not go try to dead-lift things after he’s hurt his back.” He scoffed. “Of course not, it’d hurt too bad. That’s the trouble with this kind of thing, I guess…other than not being able to do what you used to be able to do, there’s no constant reminder to force you to stop the way pain does.” He clenched his fists. “Well, I am putting a stop to it now. Tomorrow’s Saturday, and I don’t have anything planned. I’ve been pushing myself for a really long time, and the last few days were just too much. We’ll have a rejuvenation day and get back to the basics: self-love, patience, and pleasure.”

He nodded to himself, then shifted and winced, feeling the veritable mountain of cum on his waist shift.

“For tonight, though, I gotta get this cleaned up.”

Grimacing, he got up and scraped as much of the cum off of his groin and onto the comforter as he could, then pulled the comforter off his bed and put it in the washer. Rolling his eyes, he stripped the sheets and mattress protector off of his bed, too, and put them in a heap beside the washer. He was glad he had the mattress protector—a necessity anytime he had squirters over unless he wanted his mattress to be permanently imbued with eau d’estrus. If it weren’t for that, his cum would have lent a distinct and likely permanent eau de humiliation to his bed.

While he waited on the laundry, he set to work cleaning up the place and doing the chores he hadn’t done that morning, including getting a much-needed shower. All the while, he had the nagging feeling that the worst irony in all of this was that, in a sense, he’d gotten exactly what he wanted in the first place: Jordan had showed up, and although things hadn’t gone exactly like he’d envisioned, she did leave feeling humiliated, rejected, and angry.

The joke was on him, though, he thought as he stepped into the living room to give it one last sweep before going to bed. As he picked up Jordan’s discarded skirt and panties, he couldn’t help but feel a terrible, gut-wrenching sense of loss.

*************
As Randall woke up the next morning, he stretched luxuriously and realized he couldn’t remember the last time he’d let the sun wake him up. Certainly as far back as the start of college, he’d been sticking to his grueling schedule, and before that, he’d had school and work to get him up before the crack of dawn. Although part of him was anxious to get to the “main event” of the day, he forced himself to relax and take his time.

“Rushing is what got you into this mess in the first place,” he admonished himself. “Take it slow, take it easy, and most importantly, enjoy yourself!”

He put on some water to boil to make tea and then stepped into the shower. Spritzing some aromatherapy oils into the steam, he closed his eyes and just basked as the scents of marjoram, cinnamon, peppermint, juniper, and sage took turns wafting through the air, opening his sinuses and making him feel serene. The gentle, rhythmic beat of the water on his body was the tactile equivalent of white noise, lulling him into a peaceful state of deep relaxation.

He wasn’t sure how long he’d been at it, but he did know that by the time he finally toweled off and went to the kitchen, his water had long since boiled and the electric kettle had turned itself off. He started it again, and the residual heat got it boiling again in no time. Pouring it into a cup and dropping some green tea leaves into it, he sat down, rested both elbows on the table, and brought the tea to his lips. He sighed contentedly. Something about the tea reminded him of home and the way his mom made it. It was…peaceful.

After he finished his tea, he went to his man-cove and grabbed the lube and several of the lotions and creams he seldom used, then went to his bed and lit some candles and incense. Turning on the TV that sat across from his bed. He hardly used this one but had installed when he first got the apartment because he thought he might want it. Scrolling through his usual sources, he found a good porn flick on the Internet and cued it up but didn’t start it just yet. Before he started with the visual stimulation, he wanted to get a little self-love in.

Liberally squeezing some warming gel from one of the bottles into his palm, he rubbed his hands together and then brought them both to his groin. Starting with his balls, he began rubbing the gel into the velvety skin of his scrotum, half-closing his eyes as his orbs slipped forward and back in their pouch. As the gel began to take effect, he could feel himself poking out and moved his hands upward to rub the base of his sheath. With a light shudder, he felt himself unfurl. 

He went back for more gel and continued his slow, gentle caresses up his shaft, staying just behind his glans as his sheath continued to grow. As he continued upward, he felt the gel beginning to work behind his hands. His hooves curled, and he let out an ecstatic, open-mouthed sigh. The smell of incense flowed gently into his nostrils. He’d picked one with a warm, woodsy smell but that also carried with it a hint of aroused mare. He’d seen them at a sex shop and had been skeptical at the time, but he had to admit that he was glad he’d bought it. The smell of her arousal was indeed very faint, but as his lip curled upward, the distinct scent of her pheromones was unmistakable, and his cock, fully erect but resting placidly on his chest, stiffened in response.

He sucked in a breath as the movement of his member activated the rest of the gel, and a warm, tingling sensation began to penetrate his flesh all over. Once again, his hooves curled backward, and his hips thrust gently upward in response. As he sighed again, more of the incense slipped into his nose, and soon he felt like his whole body was buzzing with arousal, from ears to hooves and everywhere in between.

Sensing that it was finally time, he squirted some lube into his palm as he started the porn flick. His hand moved to his throbbing shaft and began to gently stroke up and down, barely making any contact save for the lube itself. On the screen, a mare had spread her legs and lifted her tail. Oh, geez, the way that tail listed off to the side! Randall bit his lip and began to thrust gently into his hand, imagining that mare’s wet, winking pussy swallowing him.

Admonishing himself once again not to get in a hurry, he reminded himself that he did have all day, after all, and backed off his hand, once again only letting the lube itself touch his member as he stroked. He shuddered deeply, his whole body involved as his cock anxiously bobbed, desperate for more attention than his hand would give it.

As the porno continued, a stallion entered the shot and gave the mare’s ass a nice, firm slap. Randall groaned, watching her ass bounce and jiggle in response. The mare moaned and bit her lip. The stallion slapped her again and then once more as the mare’s back arched and her tail lifted even higher. Just as Randall began stroking himself in earnest again, the stallion in the movie pressed his much-smaller cock up against the mare’s pussy, which winked around it.

“Fuck me!” Randall gasped. “Oh, shit, that’s hot!”

The smell of aroused mare once again tickled his nostrils, and unable to bear it any longer, he began thrusting hard into his hand, pretending that it was he and not that obviously inferior male in the picture pounding that mare, about to put a foal into her.

“I’ve probably played around long enough,” he grunted. “Let’s see if I can start edging.”

Squirting some lube into his other hand and rubbing his palms together, he began to stroke himself with both hands, squeezing with his fingers the way Jordan had done the day before.

“She was so good at that. Damn, she was good at that.”

He returned his attention to the porno just in time to see the stallion pulling out to spray his little load on the mare’s ass.

“Fucking waste,” Randall muttered. “Unless you can make gallons like I can, you put every drop in that mare’s womb. You only get to play with it when you bring enough for everybody.”

His jacking speed increased, and soon he felt that prickle in his balls and at the base of his skull.

“Okay,” he whispered. “Just…take it easy. Don’t want to—”
His eyes snapped open as he fired his whole load into the air, extinguishing the incense, splattering on the TV, and leaving a massive mess on his just-washed comforter.

Stunned, he lay there with mouth pulled back into an anguished grimace. Tears formed in the corners of his eyes.

“B—but I…I did everything right,” he whimpered.

Closing his eyes, he let his head fall back on the pillow as his cock went flaccid and lay there limply drooling the last of its contents onto his chest.

“You!” he roared, grabbing his dick in both hands and squeezing it ruthlessly, “What the hell is wrong with you?! Why are you doing this to me? After all these years, all the work I’ve done, you’re gonna give up on me just like that?! Fuck you!”

Throwing his dick down, he immediately yelped as his member struck his chest it was still attached to him. Slamming his fists down onto the cum-soaked bedspread, he growled and yelled through gritted teeth.

“Mother-fucker!” he roared, leaping to his feet and getting up to pace. “All this time, so much energy spent trying to overcome this kind of crap, and now look at me! What have I got to show for it? Huh? I’m gonna be a laughing-stock! My harem—”
His pupils constricted, and he stopped dead in his tracks.

Swallowing, his anger gone and replaced by abject terror, he began to tremble.

“Th–they can’t know,” he said to himself. “I–I have to fix this. But, in the meantime, they—they can’t know.”

His phone buzzed.

“Waugh?!” he gasped, startled so much that he jumped.

He let out several sharp breaths, almost like hyperventilating in reverse, trying to steady his nerves.

“All right, enough!” he snapped, forcing himself to take a normal breath. “Now,” he said, preternaturally calmly, “Let’s see who just texted me.”

Steeling his nerves and refusing to tremble anymore, he took slow, deliberate steps over to his phone, each step a little more self-assured than the last. He picked up his phone.

Hey, long shot, but you wanna do bars tonight? One beer won't hurt ya, you know.
Randall scoffed and shook his head. Good old Elliott. He might be a pathetic excuse for a male where sex was concerned, but he was, Randall had to admit, a pretty good friend. He started to type back a rejection but then stopped.

I have all day, after all.
He sighed and deleted his response, one character at a time.

Yeah. Sure. See you at 8.
After all, what else was he going to do with his time other than worry about his malfunctioning dick? Maybe a night out and a brewski or two might help to take his mind off of sex and his problems.

*************
Randall sighed and glanced at his watch. It was 8:11, and there was no sign of Elliott. The stallion had taken a seat at the bar and ordered a light beer on tap. The first taste had reminded him strikingly of piss. Not the exciting, pheromone-filled kind that made his lip curl up and his pants tight, but the boring, stale, watered-down kind that was as mildly offensive as it was a waste of his olfactory bulb’s attention. But, at 110 calories and a low alcohol content, it had fewer calories than soda pop, and despite its mildly off-putting taste, it still smelled better than the tap water.

Randall grimaced and took another drink of his beer. Glancing down the bar, he noticed an ewe trying to catch his eye and quickly looked away.

Randall didn’t do sheep.

Other than that, the bar was relatively empty; Randall wondered whether that was normal, and if so, how the place stayed in business, or whether maybe he’d gotten the wrong place. He was just about to text Elliott when he felt someone clap him on the shoulder.

“Hey, there he is! Glad you made it!” Elliott beamed.

“Yeah… Where have you—"
“So, don’t hate me, but I already got you a date lined up.”

Randall’s eyes widened. “Elliott, I’m not—"
“I know you can be kinda picky, and who can blame you, being the #1 dick in town? But, Andrea here was just dying to make your acquaintance. Andrea, Randall. Randall, Andrea.”

Uttering a faint whimper that was fortunately drowned out by the bar music, Randall nodded to the shy-looking ferret. He had to admit, she had a decent rack. Not as good as Jordan’s had been, but definitely bigger than Chelsea’s. She didn’t have much of an ass, though, and that kinda disappointed him.

“I’ve, uh, heard a bunch about you,” Andrea said, smiling shyly.

“And the rumors are all true!” Elliott said. “Why, just the other day, I saw him—”
“Let’s not get into that,” Randall said. “Look, Angela—”
“Andrea.”

“Right. Look, I’m just here to—”
“Show me a new definition of fun and what it means to go ‘all night long’?” Andrea asked, brightening. “I know! Elliott told me all about how, um…potent you are.” She bit her lip and grinned. “I’m, um, really looking forward to it. My last boyfriend just had no idea how to please a female.”

Randall sighed. “No. I’m here to unwind and have a beer. It’s…been a rough week, all right? I’m sorry, but no sex for me tonight.”

“Aww, come on, man!” Elliot scoffed. “You can’t tell me you’re just gonna leave this hot thing hanging?!”

Randall’s ears flicked backward, returned to neutral, and then flicked backward again. “Yes,” he replied, annoyed. “I just said this week has been rough, and today has been particularly frustrating. Why do you think I’m out here in the first place?”

“You know, I was kinda wondering about that. Sheesh, you’d think your dick was broken or something.”

Randall’s ears pinned. “My dick is not broken!” he snapped.

Elliott said nothing, just looking at him expectantly.

“Then what’s the problem?” he asked, finally breaking the silence. “Go fuck a chick and feel better. Cripe, man, you’re pissy when you don’t get off enough. You need to go get yourself laid, and Andrea here is just what you need! Do you know what she can do?”

“No,” Randall replied flatly.
“Show him, Andrea.”

“Right here?!”

“Sure! We’re all friends here, right?”

“Well, okay.”

Without missing a beat, the ferret bent over backwards, used her hands to keep her balance, and brought her torso up through her legs.

“Pretty amazing, huh, Randall? You can finally live your dream of having a chick lick your balls while you fuck her silly!”

Randall really could not care less about how flexible what’s-her-name was. He came out tonight to try to get sex off his mind, and although Elliott might have good intentions, he was making things so much worse. Worst of all, Elliott was not the type of person Randall could confide in and tell him what was going on. Despite his good intentions, Elliott would inevitably let the cat out of the bag, and if word got out…

“So, I’m just gonna go and leave you two alone to talk…or get laid—I’m just sayin’—while I go and hit up that group of perfectly bangable but also way-out-of-my-league ladies over there.

“Have fun, Elliott!” Andrea said, waving enthusiastically.

Turning her attention back to Randall, she lowered her voice and said huskily, “So…you wanna get out of here?”

*************
Randall frowned. Where is this? This isn’t my door.
“I’m really glad you’re giving me a chance, Randall. I…I’ve heard such amazing things.”

Who is this? Oh, crap, it’s…that person. Why is she here? No, wait. Why am I here?
“So, I’m, like, a freak in the sheets, but all I ask is that you don’t get it on my face. Is that cool?”

Fuck. Mother-fucking-shit-damn-it.
“Randall?”

“Uh–ah, yes! Absolutely. No cum on the sheets—your face! No cum on your face. Definitely. Not gonna cum on your face.”

How the hell do I get out of here? What on earth did I say that landed me here?!
“You, um, you okay? You look a little, I dunno, scattered.”

I am a little scattered. “Oh, no. I’m fine. Just, uh, for curiosity’s sake, what exactly did I say before we left the bar?”

“Is this, like, a test? Ooh, I’ve heard about your tests!” She gasped. “Are you considering me for your harem?! Already? Even before you see me in bed?” The ferret made an enthusiastic squeaking noise that sounded rather like nails on a chalkboard, making Randall wince. “I–I know this one! Don’t tell me. Um, you said: ‘Yeah, let’s just get this over with and put an end to this crap-tastic day. Might as well go out with a bang!’”

Randall frowned. That didn’t sound like something he’d say. “Did I really say that?”

The ferret nodded eagerly, then licked her lips. “Does this mean I’m in?” she asked hopefully.

“Uhh…”

“Oh, you’re right; I should show you what I can do first. Have you seen my trick?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, good; I hoped you hadn’t forgotten.”

There was a brief pause in which Randall felt himself feeling increasingly uneasy.

“So! Let’s get started!”

In a shockingly fast movement, all of the ferret’s clothes fell to the ground in a heap at her feet. Randall opened his mouth to speak, but instead, his head cocked to the side and he just stared, speechless.

“Cool trick, isn’t it? My mom taught it to me.”

Okay, red flag!
“But…you’re still dressed! Ooh! I know; I’ll help!”

“That’s really not—”
Before Randall could finish his sentence, the eager ferret had undone his pants, pulled them down, and dropped his underwear and was already sitting back, her eyes wide, her mouth open in awe.

“There it is,” she gasped, reaching her hand out. “I”—she glanced up at him hesitantly—“Can I touch it?” 

Her hand moved forward again, paused for a brief second, and then pressed against his barely-unfurled cock-head. She gasped.

“Wow,” she breathed.

“L–look, Audrey—”
“Andrea.”

“Right. I don’t think I’m—”
“Look, don’t worry; I know what to do. You just sit back, relax, and leave it to me, okay? Here, sit on the couch.”

She practically dragged him over to her sofa and plopped him down, spread his legs, and then slipped up between them. On any other day, Elliott would be right: she was tantalizingly flexible. Randall’s flaccid member twitched in approval.

Glancing up at the stallion and catching his eye, she lowered her head down to his groin, breathed hot air on his sheath, and then reached out and licked him with the softest, warmest, gentlest tongue he’d ever felt.

Ooh…
His cock emerged and stared at her, hoping for more.

“I think he likes that!” 

“Mm, hmm.”

She grinned eagerly and began lapping all over it. Randall shuddered, snorted, and kicked hornily as his prick unfurled some more.

“Mm, definitely enjoying it.

She reached down and felt of his large balls, her eyes widening in surprise at how heavy they were. As she put them down, she moved her hands over his shaft. Lightly squeezing at the base, she coaxed his full length out.

“Oh, wow…the rumors really are true!” she breathed.

Practically giddy with excitement, she began rubbing his cock up and down rapidly. It took a bit of effort—she was clearly not as practiced at stimulating a male as Randall was—but his dick began to react, hardening and stretching out even longer, until it was finally fully hard and throbbing.

“My gosh!” she cried, “It’s like an elephant’s trunk!”

Randall shuddered. Having his pride and joy compared to his best friend’s nose was not high on his list of desirable comparisons. Before he could say much, though, the ferret had scurried up on his lap and was rubbing her pussy on his shaft. It was…warm…sort of? Definitely not as hot as Jordan’s or even Chelsea’s, but it at least felt warmer than the air in the room. It was very wet, though, like, sloppy wet. Given it was also the smallest pussy Randall had seen in quite some time, he imagined that was probably for the best if she was going to try to fit him inside of her.

Yet at that particular moment, the ferret seemed interested only in rubbing her slimy slit along the underside of Randall’s shaft, stroking up and down and arching her back backwards impossibly far. While it was impressive—Randall had to give her that—it was not particularly arousing, and to his dismay, his dick didn’t think so, either. He felt himself going flaccid, something he hadn’t done in the heat of the moment since before he’d started training himself.

“Wait, no, come back!”

Randall couldn’t have said it better himself, but the words weren’t his. The ferret scurried off the couch, and with all the dismay of a gardener tending a wilting plant, began petting and coaxing Randall’s cock back to life.

“What—what’s wrong, Randall? Don’t you like this?”

“It’s, um, maybe a little slow-paced,” the stallion admitted, doing his best not to panic. “Maybe if we, um, take things up a notch?”

“Ooh, yeah! No more foreplay!” The ferret’s eyes narrowed. “Playtime,” she whispered fiercely.

Clambering back up onto Randall, she positioned her pussy over his dick and practically sat straight down on him. Randall’s eyes bulged, and the ferret sucked in a breath.

They both looked at each other, then Randall looked away.

“Is it…is it in?” the ferret asked, confused.

“No,” Randall replied, embarrassed. “You’d, um, you’d know if it was in.”

“Well, why not? I thought you were supposed to be super hard all the time?”

The words burned like fire, and Randall turned every shade of red under his brown-and-white muzzle.

“It—it must be the beer,” he said weakly.

“You only had one,” the ferret protested.

“Look, Amber—”
“Andrea!”

“Yeah…look, I’m just not feeling myself tonight. I tried to tell you that earlier, but—”
“You’re some lightweight! Geez!”

“You’re not helping!” 

“Fine, fine. You know, my friend said that sometimes if you talk to a penis, it will tell you what’s wrong with it.”

“I really don’t think that works.”

“Well, let’s at least give it a try!”

“Andy…”

“Andr—oh, well, close enough. Yay!”

She climbed off of him and knelt in front of him. Grasping his prick in both hands, she pointed Randall’s glans at her and said, “What’s wrong, Mister Peter? Are you having a bad day?”

“Yes,” she said, squeezing Randall’s prepuce in such a way that it looked like his urethra was talking. “I’m a sad penis!”

Randall was too mortified to say anything. He sat there, mouth agape, soft whimpers of protest getting stuck in his throat. Yet, as utterly ridiculous—and humiliating—as this exchange was, somewhere deep in the back of his mind, he couldn’t escape the fact that the weird way she was grasping his malehood felt kinda good.

“Well, Sad Peter, how about I give you a great, big kiss? Will that make you feel better?”

“Yes! Kiss me! Kiss me!” she said in a high-pitched voice, squeezing more emphatically.

“You promise to be good?”

“Yes! I’ll be good! I’ll be good!”

Randall squirmed.

“Well, okay… Here goes!”

Her hands moved backward slightly to cup the sides of Randall’s shaft, sending a thrilling sensation up his dick and into his balls. Randall shuddered, and then his breath caught.

Oh, no…
Fumbling for words, his hooves scrabbling on the tile floor under him, he started moving his hands to grab his dick away from her. As if in slow motion, he could watch her face moving in, could see the bulge ripple up his cock. Shaking his head and silently screaming, he abandoned trying to move her head, squeezed his eyes closed, gritted his teeth, and dug his fingers into the couch cushion. Clenching his muscles with all his might, he prayed to every deity he could think of and let out a strained, anguished groan.

The ferret’s lips brushed his cock. His cock exploded. Two and a half gallons of horse jizz erupted all over her face, cascaded down her back and sides, and splattered on the floor like a massive water balloon.

Randall opened his eyes and saw what he’d done. Two stunned eyes blinked out of a formless blob of cum. Mortified beyond belief and yet also tickled by the absolutely ridiculous sight, he burst out laughing. Not light snickers but full-on guffawing and holding his sides as tears of utter humiliation streamed down his cheeks.

“I–I’m—I’m s—“ he gasped, holding his sides and rocking forward and backward. “S–ss—sorry, s–so sorry!” he cried, laughing even harder. “I–I didn’t—didn’t m–me—me—mean to! Oh, your f–face! Your poor face! I—”

“You FUCKING PRICK!” the ferret screeched, throwing a pillow at him. “I told you I didn’t want cum on my face! You led me on, making me think your dick was messed up just so you could shoot all over my face! Ugh! It’s so gross! Get out! Get out!
“B–Bertha, I’m sorry!” Randall cried, springing to his feet and racing behind the couch to grab his pants and underwear.

“What?! That’s not even close! Get out!” Andrea screamed, running after him and throwing a shoe at him.

Not about to argue, Randall flung open the door and went racing down the hall.

“Put on some pants, you freak!” yelled some dude.

“It’s called ‘bottomless chic’, and it’s in vogue right now…allegedly!” Randall yelled over his shoulder, streaking down the stairs, down the sidewalk, and all the way home without stopping for breath.

*************
“Okay, that is it! Randall spat as he paced inside his apartment. “No more sex. Period. None. No sex today, none tomorrow, not for a week until I get this shit straightened out! That poor ferret…Gah!”

He punched his bed, then yelped as he slipped off and hit the headboard, too.

“Augh!” he cried, clutching his injured hand to his chest and leaning forward. “Mm, hmm, hmm…agh, shit, that hurts!”

He sighed, taking some deep breaths and blowing them out forcefully until the pain subsided.

There was a knock at the door.

“What?!” he yelled.

“I–it’s Chelsea?” a voice answered.

Randall growled under his breath as he went to the door.

“What do you want?” he demanded as he opened the door.

Chelsea did a double-take. “Oh! It looks like I got here just in time!”

Randall looked down, then started. Apparently he’d forgotten to get dressed. Had he been up all night? Quickly ducking his body behind the door but keeping his head out, he said, “I’m sorry, but now’s not a good time.”

“But I need—”
“I don’t care!” he snapped, cutting her off. He sighed. “Look, things are not good for me right now. Understand? Just go away.”
“But, Randall!”

“Just—go away. Don’t go away mad, but go away. I’ll explain when I can.”

He closed the door in her face and locked the door. The feline stood there, stunned for a few moments, then slowly turned, shaking her head in disbelief, and walked away.

Once he was sure she was out of earshot, Randall yelled an expletive at the top of his lungs, then sat down on the bed, holding his head in his hands.

“Shit…” he gasped, rocking himself. “Th—wh—mmf!”

Still rocking, he pulled his hands from his head and balled them into fists. His arms began to shake from the strain. His eyes squeezed closed, and his lips pulled back in an anguished grimace. 

This continued for quite some time, until his fists, exhausted from clenching so hard, relaxed on their own. His arms fell to his lap, and he slumped forward, his rocking finally stopping.

“It has to get better,” he murmured. “Somehow…it just has to get better.”

*************
Yet despite his intentions, Randall’s position at the head of his harem made swearing off sex completely impractical. Not even six hours had passed since he’d rebuffed Chelsea than another, lesser member of his harem came to pay him her weekly Sunday booty call. Realizing she didn’t know what was going on with him and was only trying to do her duty to the harem, Randall let her down easy, telling her to go take the day to enjoy herself.

The second day of his abstinence was Monday, which at least meant that he had the gym and his classes to distract him. While he struggled a bit when he got up that morning and realized that he had over an hour to kill without masturbating, he took the time to meditate a bit, to put the negative thoughts out of his mind and to welcome fresh, healthy ones. He acknowledged that he’d overdone it—several times—and praised himself for (finally) taking the time to let himself heal and recover. With some deep-breathing exercises and a little non-mare-infused incense, he felt better than he had in several days. Putting aside all of his stress and worry, he went to the gym and to class, and with just a few exceptions, was able to stay focused on his professor and schoolwork.

When he got home, he prepared himself a healthy lunch like he always did, and when the next in line of his harem came to call, he politely told her that he needed some time to himself and asked her to come back the next week. All in all, things seemed to be going pretty well.

The next day, however, was Tuesday, and that meant he had class with Jordan again, whom he hadn’t seen since “the incident”. He deliberately avoided eye contact or even looking her way, yet his sensitive ears could clearly hear her whispering and snickering with her friends. He tried to put the thoughts from his mind that she was snickering about him, yet they nagged on, distracting him for the rest of the period, and indeed, when he at last went to bed, they were still gnawing away at his mind.

But it was the fourth day, a Wednesday, that would spell the end of Randall’s abstinence. The morning started out okay, much like Monday had. He’d gotten up, meditated instead of masturbating, had some tea, and gotten a shower before the gym and class. Class itself had gone well enough. Without Jordan there whispering things behind him, he was at relative ease the whole day.

But, as he was finishing his lunch, there came a sharp knock at the door. Sighing, not realizing what day it was and already thinking through the words he was going to use to let one of his lesser harem members down easy, he opened the door and was startled to see Chelsea there.

“Oh, uh, Chelsea!” he stammered. “I’m still—”
“Shut up,” the feline snapped, shoving her foot in the door before Randall could close it. “Now, you listen to me.”

The position of the cat’s ears told Randall this was not the time for bad manners. Pursing his lips, he sighed and opened the door.

“Won’t you come in?” he asked, gesturing.

Chelsea glared at him but nodded. She walked to the couch and sat down, arms crossed.

“What can I do for you?” Randall asked.

“You can fuck me!” the cat spat. “It’s been a week, Randall! I know you have the rest of your harem to take care of, but I’m your number one, and you owe it to me to give me what I need, too!”

Randall opened his mouth, then closed it.

“I had thought that maybe you were just blowing off steam, getting some different pussy in for a while, and, hey, as long as you keep me sated, I don’t care who else you fuck. But Marjorie told me that you sent her away on Sunday, Ashton said you sent her away on Monday, and yesterday, you told Jesse to come back next week. What the shit, Randall? Last anyone heard, you fucked that bitch from English Appreciation, and then it’s like you melted down or something. Someone saw you in a bar—a bar, Randall? What the fuck are you doing in a bar? Why would you go to a bar when you know you can call any of us up—hell, call all of us up at once!—and we’ll be at your beck and call. You’re the one who says drinking screws with your libido. So, why were you drinking, Randall? Then you went home with some nobody who says you squirted all over her face and laughed about it. Far be it from me to blame you for that—anybody who can’t appreciate cum on her face deserves to drown in it—but it’s not like you to be that big of a dick. Snide remarks? Yeah, I get that. Passive-aggressive insults? Yeah, that’s you to a ’T’. But outright mocking someone?” She shriveled her nose. “Nah, that’s not like you. I’ve been your number one for a long time now, and I know something’s going on.”

Randall opened his mouth to reply, but Chelsea kept going.

“I don’t know what that bitch from EA did to you, but if you’re gonna stiff your harem, we’re gonna find someone who will take care of our needs. We’re not a charity, Randall. You demand that we give you what you need at a moment’s notice, and all we ask in return is that you give us what we need at our scheduled time. Did you know that Marjorie spent all day Saturday getting her ass bleached and waxing her pussy for you? You think that shit feels good? And then you told her to go do something for herself on Sunday instead of you doing for her what you were supposed to do. You really hurt her feelings, Randall.”

“I–I didn’t know…” Randall replied, hanging his head. “I, look, I’m going through some shit, and—”
“And what, Randall?” Chelsea yelled. “We’re all going through some shit! That’s why we joined your harem! So that for one fucking day a week—two for me because being number one is supposed to have its perks—we can forget about all that shit out there and just have a good time. When you take that away from us? Shit, my whole fucking week goes to hell!”

Randall slumped, sighing heavily.

“So, what’s it gonna be, Randall? Are you gonna pull your share of the weight and fuck the ever-living shit out of me, or am I gonna go find someone else to scratch my itch?”

A twinge of panic hit the back of Randall’s neck like the realization a wasp had landed on him, its stinger twitching a hair’s breadth from his skin. He couldn’t afford to lose his harem; if he did, he would never get them back. And if even Chelsea was thinking of walking, then things really were way worse than he’d imagined.

Three full days—three and a half, really—that should be enough, right? Surely that’s enough…it’s gotta be!
He nodded slowly. “Y–yeah,” he said. “I’m…I’m sorry I’ve been slacking off. I guess I didn’t realize it meant so much to you guys. I guess I thought it was just an honor or something.”

“It is an honor,” Chelsea said, her voice softening and her ears turning forward earnestly. “When I’m with you, gosh, the fireworks just…burst. I mean, yeah, you can be kind of demanding, and when it gets intense with you, it gets really intense, like, scary intense, but after it’s all over, I feel so fucking good for the rest of the week. Everybody on campus knows you’re the best at what you do, and to be your number one? You have no idea how much pride that brings me. But,” her tone turned serious, “If you’re not putting out, then what good does it do me to be your number one? The number one of a reasonably-good-looking but poor stallion who obsesses over his output too much? Results, Randall, results!” she teased.

Randall gave a wan smile and huffed. “Yeah, I guess so.”

“Well! That’s enough of all that sad talk about feelings,” Chelsea said, making a face and pulling off her spaghetti straps. “Let’s get fucking!”

Man, I hope this goes well…
Randall nodded and stripped down, kicking his clothes off like he used to do as Chelsea followed him into the bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed, and he buried his nose between her legs, inhaling deeply and blowing hot air on her clit. Grazing his dexterous lips over her mound, he teased her clit and elicited a delighted squeal.

“Fuck, yeah! It’s been way too long!” the cat moaned. “I’m ready, Randall. Gimme that horse cock.”

Afraid of what he might see, Randall glanced down and was relieved to see his member not only up but throbbing, bobbing, and drooling precum like it had a week ago.

Yes! he cheered in his head. Feeling elated, he eagerly pressed his slick member against her folds as she spread her legs and gave him all the access he needed. He slipped inside feeling like his old self, confident, virile, and rock-hard. Going through his old routine, he tried undulating his hips and was rewarded with a breathless sigh and a loud moan from his number one. Stepping it up, he added side-to-side movements and felt her vagina squeezing him. She was close.

“You like that, huh?” he growled, leaning over and grabbing her by the hips. “Well, let’s see how you like this!”

He thrust forward, rocking his hips to drag the upper part of his cock against her clit.

“Oh, sh–shit!” she cried.

Randall felt her clamp down around him and smirked to himself. He wasn’t even close to cumming.

Fluid gushed around the side of his cock, tickling nerves there that hadn’t been used in a while. 

His pupils constricted. He felt his balls heave. He hadn’t even gotten any warning!

Shit.
He gritted his teeth, and through sheer force of will, managed to slow down enough to avoid cumming then and there. It felt like a ship going through a hurricane. His mind was reeling, his hormones were raging, and his senses were on overload as he steered his vessel into the waves, desperately trying to avoid capsizing. The wind and rain and water beat at him coldly, callously, cruelly. Yet deep, deep down, though he had to yell in desperation to keep his nerve, he knew he was going to make it through.

The winds died down. His hormones settled. The urgency subsided.

“Randall?” Chelsea asked. “Why’d you stop?” She shifted to get a better look at him.

The other side of the storm caught him and sank his boat beneath the waves.

“Augh!” he screamed as his cock flew out of her and blew its entire load in one massive eruption that flung cum all the way across the room, streaked the ceiling, and shot him under his chin, knocking his head back from the force.

Reeling and woozy, he staggered forward and leaned on the bed.

“R–Randall…” Chelsea’s voice was quiet, her tone sounding like she’d just found out he had terminal cancer.

“Ch–Chelsea, I–I can explain…”

“I—” She swallowed hard. “I’d heard rumors. I was…I was afraid to say them aloud. I hoped that if I gave you an ultimatum, if I sounded angry enough, it might…I dunno, might shock you out of it.” She sighed, her tone reflecting her strengthening resolve. “I heard there’s someone else who…well, he’s not you, but then again, you’re not you anymore, are you?”
“Chelsea, please…I—just give me a week, okay? Just—just one more week. I think I overdid it with Jordan—with, with that bitch, and I—I’ve just been…look, you wouldn’t expect a powerlifter to do dead lifts after hurting his back, would you? I need time to heal, Chelsea…”

Chelsea scoffed. “Don’t flatter yourself, Randall. You’re not a powerlifter; you’re a gigolo who gets paid in kind. A hooker gets her pussy torn while fucking, and if she doesn’t keep putting out, she starves to death. Or, her pimp beats her until the tear in her pussy doesn’t seem so bad.”

Randall’s ears pinned. “I’m not—”
“Oh, sure, we let you think you’re the one in charge, let you call us names and degrade us, but all the while, we’re biding our time, waiting on the next hot stud to come along…”

“Chelsea—”
“One week, Randall,” the cat said firmly. “You get one week. And if you can’t blow my fucking brains all over the wall all fucking night, well”—she smirked—“I have it on good authority there’s someone in town who can.”

“Who?!” Randall cried. “Who on earth can even hold a candle to me?!”

Chelsea laughed. “Right now? A rat jacking it in the sewer. Back in your glory days? Well, he’s not that, but he’s a hell of a lot better than…this,” she said, gesturing disdainfully towards his limp, dripping cock.

She got up, wiped the cum off her pussy and flung it on the ground, then wiped her hand on the bedspread.

“Who, Chelsea?” Randall pressed as he followed her into the living room.

“Oh, you ought to know,” Chelsea replied as she got her clothes on. “You taught him everything he knows.”

Randall blinked. Who had he taught anything?! The only one he ever hung out with was—

“Elliott?!” he cried. “You mean Elliott, the elephant with no balls?”

“Oh, he’s got balls all right,” Chelsea purred, pausing to indulge herself as she walked towards the door. “He might not show them off like you do, but again, good authority says that his loads are quite plentiful. And, while he might not match your legendary stamina, he does have his trunk, and he’s very good with it.” She licked her lips before her expression turned cold and she looked straight at him. “Once your dick blows, what do you have, hmm?”

Randall gaped.

“Exactly. You have nothing. A big, floppy, messy dick.”

*************
After that, Randall cloistered himself in his apartment all hours of the day, not even going to the gym. He went only to class, where insidious, whispered rumors nipped at his ears and every snicker just out of his field of view seemed to laugh specifically at him.

I’ll show them became his daily mantra. He ate healthier, slept harder, meditated harder, worked out harder, and watched twice as much porn a day to make sure his drive didn’t diminish for lack of stimulation. 

But, he did not touch his cock, not even to piss. He even avoided it when showering, giving it just a perfunctory rub with the shower gel to keep it from getting gross. The days dragged on, but every snicker, every whisper just fueled his fury more. He would get his mojo back, and as soon as he did, he was going to kick Elliott in the not-balls, kick Chelsea—that scheming slut—to the curb in front of everybody, and take on a completely new harem, one with chicks who fucking idolized him and the ground he walked on! Just wait. They’d see. They’d all see!

*************
Chelsea arrived at Randall’s door a week later. He let her in, and without even the faintest pretense of being happy to be there, she dropped her clothes off as she normally did, went to the bed, and sat down, legs spread, giving Randall an expectant look.

“I know what you’re doing, but it won’t work,” Randall smirked, dropping his jeans. “You’ve given up on me, but I’m about to prove you wrong.”

Strutting up to her, he dropped his underwear and revealed his cock, already half-hard. She cocked an eyebrow and spread her legs, moving her waist to the edge of the bed. Randall stepped up to her, lifted his cock—

—and dropped it onto her pussy.

“Ack! What the shit, Randall?”

“Oh, sh—”
The stallion’s smirk faltered, as did his confidence. It wasn’t supposed to do that; it was supposed to be hard by now! Gasping, he scrambled to pick up his cock and pumped it a few times with his hand, but it remained very much still only half-hard. 

“Oh, come on!” the stallion pleaded, jerking it harder. 

Growing increasingly anxious, Randall began pumping with both hands over Chelsea, who laid her head back on the bed, letting out an exasperated sigh. Yet for all his efforts, his cock rewarded him by beginning to retreat back into his sheath.

“No, shit, no!” he cried.

Chelsea sat up, scooted past the still-desperately-jacking stallion, and stood, getting her clothes on.

“It’s a shame,” she sighed, looking wistfully at the shrinking member, “It was such a nice cock…”

She reached over and petted it, her fingers barely brushing it.

Randall’s whole body jerked. He sucked in a huge breath, his eyes and mouth opening wide. His body convulsed, and his arms and legs began to tremble. Falling to his knees, he leaned on the bed as a small drop of whitish fluid—no bigger than the size of a pea—appeared at the tip of his cock. It didn’t even have enough weight to drip to the ground.

Chelsea watched all this with bated breath, but as Randall finally stopped twitching and sagged against the bed, his chest heaving and sweat pouring off his body, she finally let out an exasperated sigh.

“Well, I guess you did prove me wrong,” she said, shaking her head. “I just lost a bet, thanks to you. Now I gotta go fess up.”

“Wh–what bet?” Randall asked, annoyed.

“I bet Jordan that you could at least still cum after a week of doing without. But, even for twenty bucks, I can’t in good conscience call that cumming.

“J–Jordan?!” Randall gasped.

“Yeah. We met at Elliott’s. Ya know, I really misjudged her; she’s actually pretty cool. Oh, by the way, she sends her regards.”

“She does?”

“Yeah. She’s the only one who does, though.”

Randall frowned. “What do you mean?”

“I guess…” Chelsea began reluctantly, “I guess it’s only fitting that I should be the one to tell you.” She sighed and shook her head. “You, um, don’t have a harem anymore. We’re Elliott’s girls now. I…I figured you’d find out eventually, but since nobody’s seen you outside of class for the last week, it seemed only fair to tell you that we all went to him last week—”

Randall sagged.

“—Right after I left here on Wednesday.”

The room was silent.

In the kitchen next door, the compressor on the refrigerator turned on.

Chelsea let the news sink in, then padded out of the room, opened the front door, and closed it behind her.

*************
The phone vibrated. Randall ignored it. 

It vibrated again. One missed call.

A few seconds later, it vibrated again. One voicemail.

Sitting on the couch, staring idly at porn and drinking his tenth beer of the day, Randall reached down with one hand to scratch his bloated gut and deliberately avoided his very sore penis.

One voicemail.
Randall stared at the screen, blaming the mares in the porn flick for not being pretty enough to get him hard. A stallion appeared, his prick hard and throbbing, and proceeded to fuck the lined-up mares one after the other.

“That’s how you get STDs,” Randall spat, turning the TV off.

One voicemail.
Randall huffed, glanced at his phone, then looked away, his lip curling into a defiant sneer. Whoever it was, he didn’t care. There couldn’t be anything good on that voicemail. Some telemarketer, maybe.

One voicemail.
The stallion glared at his phone, then snatched it up. 

“Fine!” he snapped.

Unlocking his phone, he started the voicemail playing.

“Yo, Randall! It’s Elliott. Hey, man, I can definitely see now why you didn’t go to bars. Man, how did you keep up this schedule for so long? Man, I’ve got chicks, mares, bitches, and kittens crawling all over me right now! But hey, listen: I didn’t call just to brag. I actually called to thank you. Not for being a good friend, ‘cause let’s face it: you were a shit friend, always putting me down, keeping me in my place and all, so much so that I never had the confidence to try selling myself the way I sold you. Man, if you only knew how much I put myself out there for you, man. <There was a long pause.> But, hey, man, I didn’t call to complain, either. Like I said, I called to thank you. Thank you for stepping down, getting out of the way so that I could finally come into my own. I dunno what happened to you, but whatever it was, it was, like, my salvation, man. So, thanks. We’ll see ya around, huh? Peace!” His voice moved away from the phone, and just before the recording stopped, Randall could hear the elephant calling out, “Jordan, Chelsea, play nicely! There’s plenty elephant here to go around!”

The recording cut off, and Randall threw his phone at the TV. There was a sharp POP and the sound of breaking glass, accompanied by sparks and a plume of smoke that rose to the ceiling, spread, and vanished. The stallion sat, his lip curled furiously, glaring at the hole in the TV.

Hefting himself up from the sofa, he scratched his balls and went to the refrigerator for another beer. The clock said 3:19 in the morning. What difference did it make? It’s not like he was getting up early in the morning anyway.

In the weeks that had followed his final encounter with Chelsea, he’d tried everything he could think of to try to get his old prowess back, but after a month of trying—even cutting class to jack off harder—he finally gave up. For a time, he moped around his apartment, trying to jack off here and there but receiving nothing but frustration in return. 

That was when he’d started drinking. At first it was just a beer or two to take his mind off it. Then it was five or six to help him sleep, yet the more he drank, the worse his sleep was. He started waking up hung-over and miserable, which meant that he wasn’t even going to the gym anymore. Cooking healthy didn’t seem to make much sense when he was drinking a thousand-plus calories in piss-water, so he started ordering take-out instead. Empty cartons were strewn all over his once-tidy apartment, even stacked, leaning, and about to fall off of his ripped man-cove chair. Not that it mattered. After he threw the scale at the TV and destroyed both the TV and the scale, there wasn’t much sense to sitting in the chair anyway. In a fit of anger, he’d torn up his journal—seven years’ worth of detailed notes—and had even eaten some in protest. The rest of them were probably still around somewhere, except he’d thrown the journal itself out the window, complete with the spine-bound halves of the pages.

At some point, maybe around a month ago, he’d finally gotten up the courage to go see a doctor about his problem. The doctor ran all kinds of tests, checked his prostate, checked his testosterone levels, checked for hernias, torsions, varicoceles, and testicular cancer, and yet everything was perfectly normal with him. The doctor had suggested stress or lifestyle choices as potential causes, then lowered his glasses to the tip of his nose, looked over them, and admonished Randall about his obesity, about the dangers of alcohol, and about the benefits of plenty of water, nutritious food, and plenty of sleep and exercise.

The one thing the doctor did not comment on was the size of Randall’s malehood. To do so would have been impolite; it’s not nice to poke fun at those who are worse off than oneself. But Randall’s change in lifestyle had wreaked havoc on his once-proud cock. Unable to get hard and frustrated when he tried, he had quickly abandoned his daily ritual, and as days turned to weeks between attempts, his balls rapidly atrophied. Without the constant pressure to keep them enlarged, they began to shrink only a few days after Randall’s unfortunate follow-up with Chelsea. And, with neither large volumes nor frequent ejaculation suppression exercises to contend with, his penis had also lost its tone, first shrinking in girth and then in length as it no longer felt the intense love it had once received. Nowadays, all it received was abuse in the form of verbal bereavement and lube-less friction from a desperate hand.

Taking his beer back to the sofa, Randall glanced over his belly at where he thought his dick was and began to idly play with himself. Putting his beer down on the floor, he reached over and grasped a scrap of fabric.

“At least I still have you,” he said, holding Jordan’s panties to his face and inhaling deeply.

His lip curled upward, desperately trying to smell that old scent he’d enjoyed so much, yet he picked up no trace of it.

Grumbling, he manhandled his cock, pulling it from his sheath and gripping it tightly, squeezing it hard in an attempt to get it to swell up. Only half-successful, the stallion grunted and winced as his hand rubbed over a particularly painful blister on his glans. Wincing, he tried stroking himself a few different ways, fast and slow, this grip and that, and even using his hand to flop it forward and backward, but without success. 
He couldn’t get hard.

His eyelids grew heavy, but he really, really wanted to get off. Fighting back sleep, he spat on his hand and tried going at his glans, hoping the sensitivity there would at least jump-start some kind of sensation. Yet as his hand began to cramp, raking his abused cock over the coals, he felt himself beginning to nod off. His hand squeezed one last time, then fell limp.

The stallion’s blistered, aching penis slithered languidly back towards its sheath, which seemed so impossibly far away. About halfway home, it stopped to rest, lying there to dry out as the fat horse slept.


