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“Hey, man.”  The dude onscreen flicked his head back, the way you would if you were trying to get another guy’s attention across a noisy bar.  “You work out?”

“Only if you count walking from here to the fridge as running laps.”

Willy knew when these webcam guys were just making pointless conversation, grooming him, gearing up to get naked.  Even so, he’d wanted this random dude, screen name BigStudly1 (even though he wasn’t terribly big or remarkably studly), to hear that he had a sense of humor. BigStudly1 meant nothing to him, but Willy still wanted the guy to understand that he was a person, he had a personality.  WebcamWilly was a funny-ass dude, and he wanted the men out there to remember him for his comedic side.

“Hey, do you know the speed limit of sex?” Willy kept talking even as the guy onscreen slipped out of his jeans.  He hadn’t been wearing a shirt to begin with, and his abs were pretty hot, his nipples pink and pointy.  Now he had nothing on but tight blue underpants.  BigStudly1 rubbed the bulge with his whole hand as Willy gulped and finished his joke.  “Speed limit’s 68, right?  Because at 69 you have to turn around.  Get it?  Turn around?”

“Uh-huh.” Studly tossed his head a little to the side.  His words all sounded like little moans to Willy.  “Hey, here’s an idea: how’s about you take off your clothes while you’re telling me knock-knock jokes?”

Sheepishly, Willy grinned.  It was nice to know someone, even a stranger, wanted to see his skinny body naked.  Tearing his T-shirt over his head, he said, “Actually, that wasn’t a knock-knock joke.  Knock-knock jokes are the ones like, ‘Knock-knock.  Who’s there?  A panda.  A panda who?’”

“Yeah.”  The guy made a face as he rubbed his cock, like he was full of pleasure and ready to burst.  “That’s great, man.  Want to take off your pants now?”

Willy knew he was easily distracted, didn’t have the greatest attention span in the world, but he really should have been paying more attention to this nearly naked guy rubbing his bulge.  “Sorry.  Yeah.”

He stood up from his wheelie office chair and pushed his track pants down to the floor.  The inside of the material was so downy that he didn’t like to wear anything underneath.  He was a little embarrassed that he was still soft when this dude was getting a live feed of his naked dick, but after a long day of lectures and labs, it always took him a while to refocus his energies from school to sex.

“You going to get that dick all good and hard for me?” BigStudly1 asked.  His tone was gritty, rough, and Willy felt somewhat glad they weren’t in the same room together.  Who knew what that dude was capable of?  Willy had always been a little bit afraid of strangers.

But Willy loved the taste of fear.  Maybe that’s why he so enjoyed jerking off via webcam with guys he didn’t know.

“Yeah, sure,” Willy said, hoping he could manage it.  He didn’t sit back down in his chair.  His webcam was now picking up only his scrawny twink chest, his starving student belly, and his long flaccid dick.  Suddenly, he didn’t want BigStudly1 to see any more of him than that.  He wanted to be an anonymous torso instead of a funny guy.

Cupping a hand around his balls, he slipped his fingers along his lazy shaft, encircled the ridge around the tip, teasing there.  Sometimes Willy felt like his dick belonged to someone else, like it wasn’t really a part of him and it didn’t represent who he was in any way.  Why should one organ determine his life’s desires or activities?  Wasn’t it enough just to work hard at school and get good grades to earn a degree?  Something inside him nagged, “No, you need more,” but his body wouldn’t always co-operate.  Maybe this wasn’t the right kind of “more.”

“Yeah, that’s right,” Studly said, pulling his dick out the top of his tight blue underwear, then scooping his nuts out, too.  “Yeah, make it big like mine.  Make it hard like mine.  That’s right.”

A surge of energy shot through Willy’s core, sparking something, like a bolt of lightning.  He wasn’t sure if his excitement was in reaction to Studly’s words or the sight of that good-sized dick and those shaved balls.  Not that it mattered what the cause was.  When he felt that strange sensation below the belt, he smiled.

God, look at those hard nuts!  Willy’s balls were big and bouncy, fun to play with, but he felt a secret urge to reach through his computer screen and touch Studly’s.  They seemed to clench every time the guy tugged on his dick, so smooth and tight.  Wow...what would they feel like in hand?

Studly encouraged Willy as they stroked their shafts in time with one another.  “Yeah, touch your pecker, man.  Touch it for me.”

That gravel voice made Willy a little weak in the knees, but he wouldn’t let himself sit back in his chair.  His thighs strained, and he stared at his computer screen, wishing the other guy had a faster feed.  He could see that Studly was jerking off, but the movement of his hand on his dick wasn’t much more than a blur.

“Keep talking,” Willy pleaded. “Tell me what to do.”

“Stroke it,” the guy replied without missing a beat.  “Tug it.  Hard.  Is it getting big?”

“Yeah.”

“Is it getting huge?”

“Yeah.” Willy pulled on his dick, reveling in his own erection. The hardness of his shaft was such a beautiful complement to the softness of his skin, and his hand loved touching it. Willy loved playing with his body.  Other guys liked to play rugby or soccer or Ultimate Frisbee, but Willy’s favorite piece of sports equipment was his dick.

“Lick your finger,” Studly instructed. He was working his cock like crazy, though Willy caught only staggered glimpses of it, thanks to the crappy web streaming.

Willy licked his finger.

“Then stick it up your ass.”

Willy nearly fell over when he heard those words. “God, yes!”

He reached back, circling his wet fingertip around that puckered hole, still tugging hard on his dick. His ass was damn hungry, and shoving stuff in the back door was probably Willy’s second-favorite pastime.  There was nothing better than jerking off in front of some dude, and forcing all sorts of toys up his butt.

“How’s that?” Studly asked. God, his gritty growls were really starting to turn Willy on.  “That good?”

“Yeah,” Willy groaned.

His asshole was like a little mouth, sucking his finger in. That ring of ass muscle was damn tight, and it was hotter than hell inside, but he pushed through, kept with it until his entire index finger was buried to the hilt. Oooh, that felt good.  Every time he jerked on his cock, his ass ring would tighten around his finger, and that added sensation boosted Willy to new heights of pleasure.

He petted his insides, finding his P-spot and concentrating on it while he toyed with his hard dick.  When he was a little younger that would have made him come for sure. Now he just held that sensation, savoring it, hoping his knees wouldn’t buckle and send him plummeting to the floor.

The guy onscreen was slowing down now. He seemed to be watching more, and just casually stroking his dick with one big hand, squeezing his tight little nuts with the other. His cockhead was engorged and red, just like Willy’s.  Just the sight of it made Willy want to stick his head through the monitor and take that fat tip between his lips, tease it a little with his tongue.  Yeah, that would be good—taste this stranger’s salty precum, suck his dick until he started thrusting.  Would Willy let a guy like that fuck his throat, no holds barred?

Hells yeah, for sure.  Fuck away, BigStudly1.  Fuck my goddamn throat with that big fat cock!  Fuck it so I can’t breathe!

“Fuck yourself with something,” Studly snarled. “Not just fingers. What else have you got?”

The question tore Willy from his fantasy of sucking that man’s dick, but he didn’t mind so much, not if it meant fucking himself in front of the guy.  God, he loved it when guys told him what to do.  Tearing through the box at the bottom of his bookshelf, Willy pulled out his realistic dildo and also his slim red vibe.

Holding them up to the webcam, he asked Studly, “Which one?” Willy hated making decisions on his own.  Plus, if Studly made the choice it
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