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Chapter One

 


There was a sign on a nearby shop that read “Magical
Balls”.

Derrick couldn't help himself; he grinned. He
wondered if the owner of the store knew what the sign implied. It
wasn't every day that a psychic store offered such masculinity.

"Oh, magical balls," one of his friends said,
elbowing him in his side. "Looks like you'll need to go in there,
eh? Did you fall short again?" The sign didn't seem quite so funny
anymore.

Derrick was eighteen years old and had just graduated
from high school a month ago. He was enjoying the last free time
that he had with friends before they all went their separate ways.
Some were going to the community college a few miles from the high
school, and others were taking the high road and were traveling to
some obscure place.

Unfortunately, Derrick was in neither of these two
groups of people. He wasn't sure whether he wanted to push himself
through a few more years of school or travel. He wasn't sure of
much of anything anymore, honestly. It also didn't help that he was
the laughingstock of his friends right now.

A few weeks ago, right after graduation, the school
goddess and beauty queen had approached him with teary eyes and a
lit-up smile. "I like you so much." One thing had led to another,
and she had crawled all over him, a drunken tiger. But she hadn't
turned him on. Her size D breasts, her waist-length long hair, and
her fat, red lips had done nothing to excite him. She had tamed
their math teacher that year and had made him crazy about her, yet
Derrick’s cock had remained as flaccid as a dead snake. After the
incident, she had said, "I'll never tell." One day later he had
over thirty text messages varying from insults to cruel jokes. He
still hadn't recovered. Worse yet, he still couldn't figure out why
he hadn't been able to have sex with her. If she didn't turn him
on, then no girl could, which meant that he wasn't attracted to
girls at all. He had been arguing with himself inwardly regarding
that, but he was too nervous to embrace the realization that was
dancing in front of his face.

Derrick sighed and tore his eyes away from the store,
which he had been staring at in his absentmindedness. Peter,
however, stopped their group of five and continued to examine it.
Derrick couldn't figure out what Peter found so appealing about it.
From what he had seen of Peter in the locker-room, he had huge
balls and a dick to match.

"Let's go," Derrick said weakly, grabbing Peter's arm
and attempting to pull him along.

"Come on. Let's just look inside. It's
interesting."

They entered inside the shop and looked around. It
was small and cluttered inside, and everything smelled too much
like incense. Derrick coughed into his hand and grimaced. He should
have waited outside while Peter got his fortune read by a magical
testicle seller.

"Is no one here?" Derrick asked, looking around.

Peter shrugged and waited.

There was the sound of scuffling from beyond the
room, and then someone stepped out from beyond a veil of dark
black. The fortuneteller was nothing like Derrick had expected.
First off, the fortune teller was a male. Derrick wasn't sexist,
but every fortune teller that he had seen before was a female.
Also, the man wasn't even portly and old. Instead, he had to have
been in his late twenties to early thirties, and the shirt that he
was wearing did little to hide his bulging muscles.

There was only one word to describe what this man
was: sexy. Derrick gulped. Though he hated to admit it, his cock
didn't feel so flaccid anymore. In fact, it was becoming so active
that he felt it throb and ache, pushing past his boxers and rubbing
against the hard material of his jeans. He reached downward and
tried to readjust himself.

Shit, shit, shit, he thought. No wonder I
couldn't get it up for the cheerleader.

As if the man could sense his thoughts, he looked
right at Derrick and grinned wickedly. Derrick could hardly ignore
the day-old growth on the man's chin, nor the way that his strong,
gorgeous jaw line tightened when he laughed. Derrick’s cock
throbbed again.

The man turned toward the rest of the group and said,
"My name is Lucas."

"You're the fortune teller?" Peter asked him. He
snuck a look at Derrick out of the corner of his eye. "You're going
to read my cards?"

Lucas grinned and then laid his eyes on Derrick
again. Derrick moved his hand to cover his dick. Peter, who had
been standing next to him, shook his head. Derrick felt his face
get hot.

After Lucas had provided four more folding chairs
around the round table, Derrick moved forward and sat in the seat
nearest to Lucas. Lucas looked over at him and grinned wickedly
again. Derrick half wanted to upturn the table and start humping
Lucas’s leg like a dog in heat. Instead, he shifted uncomfortably
and cleared his throat. He had never, ever had this happen before.
Once, he had had a dream about his male camp counselor and had
enjoyed it, but it had been nothing like this.

Lucas laid Peter's cards out on the table and
explained them one by one. Peter looked narrow-eyed and angry.
Derrick wondered why. It was Peter’s fault that they had come into
the shop to begin with. He gritted his teeth in annoyance.

Hell, Derrick thought, reaching between his
legs again.

"You've got a big future ahead of you," Lucas said to
Peter, but he was looking at Derrick out of the corner of his dark
eyes. He was practically smoldering at him. "A very, very
big future. This future is so big that it's going to have a great
deal of trouble fitting."

"Big future?" Peter's eyes narrowed even further. He
cast a look at Derrick.

"You'll enjoy it, though," Lucas said. "I'll make
sure that you do."

Derrick's cock throbbed in response to Lucas’s
words.

Another card was pulled, but Derrick was too busy
trying to keep from squirming underneath Lucas's gaze, which was
hot and intense. Derrick felt as though Lucas was running his
fingers up and down his stomach, even though there was no possible
way it could have been happening. It must have been Lucas's
intensity. It was undeniable, even from across the table.

That was probably why Derrick hadn't noticed that the
reading was over. Everyone was standing up around him, but he was
still staring at Lucas and Lucas at him. Derrick felt as though he
was being hypnotized. His heart was beating hard; his cock was
throbbing; and his mouth was dry. God, help me, Derrick
thought. If I didn't know any better, I'd swear that he was
putting a spell on me.

"Derrick," Peter said, grabbing his arm way harder
than necessary and forcing him to stand up. "Come on, dude." Peter
begrudgingly dug into his wallet and pulled out a wad of cash. To
Derrick's surprise, Lucas shook his head. Their other three friends
bustled out, but Derrick lingered. Peter was waiting for him at the
threshold of the door. Lucas was watching him with eyes of liquid
chocolate. Lucas reached into his pocket and pulled out another
oracle card and handed it to him. After that, Lucas took a step
closer until they were pelvis to pelvis. He then wrapped his arm
around Derrick's back and squeezed his ass, three times. His breath
was a whisper of peppermint.

"It's the card of lovers," Lucas said to him.

Before Derrick could say anything, Lucas walked away
without another word.

Card of lovers, huh? Derrick thought, looking
down at the card. He shifted uncomfortably. Lucas had been sexy,
but he hardly knew him. He shouldn't have even thought about having
sex with him.

****

"Derrick, are you okay?" Peter asked him. "You're
looking a little flushed."

Derrick ground his teeth. He had felt hot all over
ever since he had left Lucas's psychic parlor, hot as in horny as
hell. In fact, his cock was still painfully erect, even though he
had taken a break from dinner three times to masturbate. He felt as
though Lucas had put a needle in his arm and had filled him with
some sort of magical sex hormone.

Derrick shuddered and picked at his tomato ravioli.
Peter watched him and made a sound out of his throat. Derrick
wondered why Peter had his underwear in a twist. He wasn't the one
that had been having a problem with his cock. Already, Derrick was
so horny again that his body was beginning to hurt.

As the waiter came to deliver water, Derrick noted
how fine the waiter's ass was, like two plump cantaloupes squeezing
together. Just as he was examining the man's tight ass, Derrick
made a sound out of the back of his throat and realized that he was
being ridiculous. He was going to have to jack off for the fourth
time tonight.

"Again?" one of his friends said, as he stood up and
shielded himself with his hands. "How much water did you drink
today?" Derrick scowled and then walked away.

When he reached the bathroom, he was relieved that
nobody was in there. Last time, a man had been at the urinal, and
he had had to stifle his groans as he jacked-off in the stall. It
had been embarrassing as hell, especially when he had come with
such overwhelming force that he had splattered white ribbons all
over the bathroom wall. That was something that he had never done
before.

He locked himself inside the only available stall and
started to undo his pants. Already, his erection was full mast and
was red, swollen, and dripping with pre-cum. He cursed Lucas and
then ran his hand down his cock from top to bottom, imaging the way
it would feel to fuck the waiter who was probably delivering the
table breadsticks. He thought, I wish that he would deliver me
his breadstick.

As he ran his hands from base to balls, he moaned. He
couldn't help it. He imagined the way the waiter's fine ass looked
as he bent over, the way it would feel to watch that waiter's mouth
move over his cock, and he started to lose control. Cum spilled
from his body, and he could not contain a yelp. This orgasm was
much stronger than the last one.

He cleaned his dripping cock and shuddered. This
has to do with exploring a new side to your sexuality, he
thought. You didn't realize that you were into guys…until
now. Unfortunately, he didn't have time to digest this new
information. He was too busy getting horny.

A moment later, he stumbled from the bathroom stall
and nearly ran straight into Peter, who was standing outside of it
with his arms crossed.

"Have fun?" Peter asked, smirking. "And I wondered
why the hell you kept disappearing."

Derrick’s face filled with heat. This was more
embarrassing than the time that Peter had pulled down his pants in
the middle of his seventh grade pool party. On top of that, he knew
that Peter was the type of guy who would never let him live this
down. He was the class clown, the famous football running back, the
guy that everybody knew and talked to. There was no way that he
could keep his mouth shut.

"Shut up," Derrick said, still flustered.

"So do you normally jack-off for dessert?" Peter
asked. "Or was this a special occasion?"

Derrick was silent for a moment and then said, "Why
do you care so much anyway, Peter? Is it normal for you to question
a guy about his masturbation habits, or were you just disappointed
that I didn't let you watch?"

Instead
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