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Chapter One

 


 


 


Troy Appleton gulped as the family SUV
pulled into the large hospital parking lot. "I still don't
understand why I need to get a physical before I go back to SPU for
a second term!”

From behind the steering wheel his sister
Jessica laughed, working the pedals with her long runner's legs.
“They probably want to make sure you’re in shape for your
athletic scholarship," she said, rolling her eyes. "Maybe
this semester they expect you do more than just stand around with
your boner twitching in the breeze!"

"Hey! My nude modeling pays for your classes
too, remember!"

"I know,” Jessica giggled, driving too
fast through the packed lot as she looked for a spot. “That's why I
let you slide, all those times you tried to sneak off and
masturbate over Winter Break when you thought I was
asleep."

She roughly jerked the wheel to screech into
a tight space as Troy's jaw dropped.

“Like the time you thought about sucking the
toes of that cute barefooted girl you saw in the mall. Or the time
you thought about getting a bare-ass spanking over the lap of Mrs.
McCarthy, our tenth-grade English teacher. Or all those times you
squirted your load thinking about me, your poor, innocent sister!”
she laughed, shutting off the car and spinning her keys around her
finger. "But luckily, I don't know about any of those times,
do I Troy?"

Troy groaned, at the unfairness of it
all!

Ever since the psychic Sex Powers had come
to all women on the Earth, men barely had any privacy anymore.
After they Awakened in their late teens, untrained females could
sense a man touching himself behind a closed door, and after just
one semester at Sex Powers University, Jessica could read a
masturbating man's thoughts from a block away without barely
trying. And Troy had heard rumors of more powerful women, whose
psychic sex magic could do even worse!

As always, Troy had tried to wait until his
mother and sister were out of the house or fast asleep before
seeking relief, but that meant he spent four out of five nights
rock hard and clawing at his sheets, trying not to touch his aching
erection. Troy tried to resist, but he had to cum some time-
what the hell was he supposed to do?

Jessica giggled at her red-faced
brother.

"Oh, relax! I didn't read your dirty
thoughts for too long. And I didn't mind you giving me a
good laugh before I went back to sleep,” his sister laughed,
getting out of the car. “Now come on, this physical isn't going to
give itself, short stack.”

"Hey!" Troy hissed, getting out of the car
himself. “We agreed! After last semester, you said you weren't
going to tease me anymore about-" he looked around the half-full
parking lot, then whispered- "...my size!"

"I said I'd tease you about it less,
little brother," she said, walking past him with her thumb and
forefinger held just an embarrassing four inches apart. "Just a
little, wee, itty bit, less than normal-"

Jessica squealed as Troy lunged to knock
away the 'small penis gesture' she was making at him, then laughed
and sprinted for the main door with him in hot pursuit.

Troy was in good shape due to his SPU
scholarship workouts, but Jessica's gym schedule was almost as
tough (with more running), and the athletic brunette reached the
safety of the hospital's front desk just before Troy caught her
from behind.

"Eeek! Get off!" she laughed.

"Take it back!" he demanded.

"Can I help you two?" a less-than-amused
reception nurse asked the two wrestling siblings. Troy immediately
let his sister go and started to open his mouth, but Jess was just
a little quicker, again.

"He's here for his Sex Powers University
physical!" she said, handing the nurse a folded letter from her
back pocket. "Make sure you make it extra thorough!"

Troy saw the SPU letterhead on the paper,
but couldn't see what else it said. In fact, he had never actually
read the letter, since it had been addressed straight to his
mother, who then had given it to his sister for safe keeping. The
nurse skimmed the paper and then turned a raised eyebrow to the
boy.

"Are you sure you want to do this, son?"

Troy sighed.

His first term at SPU had been five months
of the worst blue balls of his life, especially after the freshmen
girls had learned the Loop spell that blocked a man's orgasms for a
day. When he hadn't been Looped by teachers demonstrating for
students, he had been Looped by the students themselves as
homework, and then by Jessica herself, for four weeks straight over
the mid-term break when he was supposed to be getting a break from
Powers!

But his first term had also ended the two
best (and only) blow-jobs of his young life, one from his high
school crush, whom he hadn't had the courage to talk to for four
years previously.

Anything that got him even closer to Amber
this term would be worth it.

"Yeah," he told the nurse. "I guess I
do."

The nurse shrugged. "Come on around, then."
She pressed a button on her desk and spoke over her shoulder.
"We've got another SPU boy, Doctor Waters."

“Don’t forget to turn your head and cough!”
Jessica laughed, already dropping into a waiting room chair and
starting to text as a nervous Troy went through the double
doors.

 


***

 


A striking forty-ish woman in a white coat
met Troy behind the nurse’s desk.

"I'm Doctor Miranda Waters. Come this way,
if you please.” As they walked, she turned and said, “And I must
say, it's very noble of you to bring your girlfriend along for this
procedure. It really shows that you trust her."

Troy swallowed, looking up from the
stilettos and long, shapely calves visible below the hem of the
doctor’s coat. "Um, she's my sister, ma'am. Not my girlfriend."

"Oh, I see." The attractive doctor gave him
a knowing smirk. "You're one of those."

"One of what?"

She just smiled and opened a door. "This is
your room. Why don't you get comfortable and totally nude for
me?"

"That's fin- oh..." he gulped, finally
hearing her words. He looked around. "Um, do I get a gown or
something?"

Doctor Waters grinned as she closed the
door. "You're an SPU boy and you're shy about getting into your
birthday suit for me? What are they teaching you men up there
nowadays?"

Troy blushed then started unbuttoning his
shirt. "Sorry! It's Winter Break, and I've been away from school
for four weeks..."

"And you're a little out of practice
stripping in front of women?" she chuckled, then pointed to a wide
plastic container. "All clothes in the bin please."

Troy blushed and nodded, putting his shoes
and socks in the bin, then laying his folded shirt on top of them.
He expected Doctor Waters to at least turn away as he started
unbuckling his pants, but she just smiled and watched him with her
full attention.

“You know, my daughter's going to SPU next
year,” the woman said, as Troy blushed and undid his belt. “We're
so proud, as you can imagine, but it will be her first time away
from home. It's a safe campus, right?"

Troy shivered, looking at the ground as he
undid his fly. "Yeah, I guess!"

The doctor chuckled. "You don't sound so
sure."

"It’s very safe... for the girls I
guess!"

“That's what I like to hear. Come on, now.
Last bit of your clothes in the bin.”

Troy gulped. This was always the worst
part! His heart quickened, but Troy took a deep breath and slid
his pants and boxers to the floor in one quick motion, then put
them into the container. He fought the urge to run as the doctor
checked him out, especially when she smirked at his totally shaved
cock and balls.

“Mmmm, I like your landscaping down there.
Very sleek."

"I was a nude model first semester!" he
stammered, his face turning even more red as he covered himself
with both hands. "They make you shave everything!"

"And you just kept it up, out of habit?
Don't be shy about it. More wives and girlfriends are requiring
their men to go as bare as a baby's bottom down there nowadays."
She looked at his crotch again and smiled. “And it suits you so
nicely.”

Troy's face burned as she laughed, but then
his eyes got wide as Doctor Waters picked up the plastic bin and
headed towards the door. "Where are you going with those?!"

"Oh, just a little insurance for the
procedure. We've found taking your boys' clothes cuts down on the
number of runners. Back in a jiffy."

Then he was left, alone and shivering in the
exam room for a very long few minutes. Every breeze of the air
conditioning made him more aware of how helplessly naked and
trapped he now was. There wasn't a screen or robe in the room at
all!

"Runners?" Troy asked, when the doctor came
back empty handed and shut the door again. "Why would anyone run
from something every scholarship athlete has to go through?"

She gave him a strange look. "Why indeed? Up
on the bed for me, please. Just lay back and relax."

Relax! I doubt it! But Troy did try
to not freak out as he laid nude on the inclined bed and the Doctor
came to his side. He closed his eyes as she took his pulse, trying
not to remember that he was completely exposed to this older,
confident woman.

“Why don't you grip the sides of the bed,
dear? Before you shake yourself right off it?” she laughed.

Troy swallowed hard, but did as she asked,
his dick and balls now completely exposed. He closed his eyes
tightly, not wanting to look down her silk shirt as she leaned over
him, or at her long legs in those sexy open heels.

But even with his eyes closed, the smell her
feminine perfume crept its way into his brain... And it had been
four long days since Jess and his mother had both been out shopping
at the same time...

Troy felt a familiar tingle starting to
build in his dick.

Not here! he begged
his body.

Not now!

Doctor Waters chuckled as she put a cold
stethoscope on his chest. “Go ahead and let your penis erect, Mr.
Appleton,” she laughed. “Men always seem to want to do that around
me, and all that straining to resist will just throw off your blood
pressure reading.”

“Sorry,” he gulped, his face burning as he
relaxed his muscles. The doctor chuckled as she shone a light in
his ears while his dick started to stiffen quickly, reaching for
the ceiling with each beat of his heart. The doctor laughed as she
shone the light in his eyes and mouth too, then palpated his
abdomen, all with his hard dick twitching in the air in between of
them.

It was all Troy could do to not die of
embarrassment.

"You know, I think I'll have my daughter
look you up when she gets to SPU next year. I’d like to have a nice
boy show her around campus, now that I know she'll be perfectly
safe around you."

Troy looked at her. “What do you mean by
that?!”

“I think you know what I mean,” the doctor
chuckled, making sure he saw her look down at his exposed erection,
then back to his face. “That three-inch cutie isn't exactly a
Lady-killer, is it?”

Troy felt his face go
fully red, even as his dick got fully hard. God, how
could this get any worse?! And he was FOUR inches long, not
three!

“I do okay,” he pouted, looking away as she
put the blood pressure cuff on his arm.

“Oh, you have a steady girlfriend?”

Troy swallowed. “No.”

“Lots of dates then? Lots of
experience?” she chuckled.

The new blush on Troy's face was enough of
an answer. The doctor patted his shoulder.

“A shy, poorly endowed virgin is
exactly the type of boy I want giving my daughter campus
tours,” she laughed. “A mother's dream- my daughter won't be
tempted to do something foolish with you at all!” She looked down
at the dial on her cuff. “Blood pressure's a little high,” she
chuckled, as his erection twitched in the air, untouched. “Wonder
why that could be? Now, arms up for me, wrists above your head.
Just one last thing to do before we start.”

Troy turned away as she wrote some numbers
on his chart. He couldn't see what she was doing behind the bed,
but right now, he didn't care. He was so embarrassed he could
barely talk!

“Doctor, please, I have to know... in your
medical opinion,” he gulped, unsure how to ask this. “I've never
been with a woman, but... am I, um big enough down
there? To, you know... please someone?”

He felt her pushing something soft onto his
wrists, but it was her answer that Troy was paying attention
to.

“Oh, honey... a woman's G-spot is usually
four inches inside the entrance to her vagina, so...
almost?” she laughed. “You've seen other boys in the shower, right?
Normal-sized ones?”

She might as well have stabbed him through
the heart.

“But... doctor...” the blushing boy
stammered, “there's a girl I sort of like
at school. Isn't there anything you could do... some sort of spell,
or something... that could make me big enough for
her?”

Miranda laughed, holding down his wrists.
“Oh, if I had a dollar!” She shook her head, chuckling. “I know
three different Magic spells or creams that shrink penises;
did you want one of those? I could make you so small you could wear
your sister's bikini bottoms without even seeing a bulge.”

“No!” Troy cried, and tried to jerk his
hands back down, but the doctor just held them there with a firm
grip and a laugh.

“I'm joking! I only shrink men's penises if
they ask me to. Or if their wives do,” she chuckled. “Now relax,
honey, just one more step and we're done with this part.”

Troy gulped and let her press his wrists
down to the soft leather again. “But isn't there anything I
can do?”

“Well, I know SPU has a very strong
Cunnilingus program. You're on the way to getting a Minor in that,
correct?”

Troy felt his neck go red as he nodded. “The
Headmistress required me to.”

“Well there you go. Some modern women keep a
house boy or two around, to help get them ready for their well-hung
Studs. Eventually, you might work your way up to second husband, or
maybe boy toy.”

Troy groaned. That couldn't be all he was
good for!

“And you know, Sex Magic actually works
better the harder a man is, and nothing gets harder than tiny
penises that have been well teased. So as girls try to learn more
complex spells at a competitive college like SPU, I bet it won't be
long before overachiever swings by and locks you right up.”

There was a loud click above his head.

Troy jerked his arms down out of reflex, but
he couldn't lower them an inch- they were locked in solid steel
cuffs!

“Wha- What’s happening! What's going
on?!”

Doctor Waters made a few adjustments to the
cuffs even as he pulled against them. “Just one last safeguard. As
brave as you have been for me so far, most boys chicken out once
the procedure really gets going. So we take precautions.” She
walked to the foot of the bed. “Now, legs in these stirrups,
please.”

Troy kept his knees tightly together, away
from the stirrups as he still tried to free his trapped wrists.

"Why... why wouldn't I be brave? I mean,
this procedure... it doesn't require big needles does it?"

"Oh no,” the doctor said. “Nothing so bad as
that. I just need to spread your thighs to get good access to your
testicles.”

Troy felt sick to his stomach. “Doctor!
Why?”

She sighed, resting an elbow on the empty
stirrups. “Do you want to go back to SPU for your second term or
don't you?”

Troy imagined all the laughing girls his
little hard dick would cause, just like last term. Normal colleges
didn't force men into nude modeling classes!

“Maybe I'm not so sure anymore!”

Miranda shook her head. “You're a virgin,
Mister Appleton. And due to your endowment, will probably stay that
way for a long time, if your girls have any standards. Don't you
want to lose that virginity sometime soon?”

The nude boy squeezed his thighs together
even tighter around his hard cock, blushing deeper.

“Yes! So? What does have to do with my
second term at SPU?”

She patted the stirrups again. “You can't go
back to college until I complete this procedure. And if you do, I
guarantee you you'll lose your virginity
at SPU this term.”

He swallowed. That was the entire reason he
was returning to SPU- to lose his virginity to Amber!

“How... how, can you guarantee
that?”

The doctor smiled. “I'll let Headmistress
Parker explain that when you get to campus; I wouldn't want to
steal her thunder. But suffice to say, you're not the first SPU boy
to come through this office for his second term.” She patted the
stirrups again. “Now, legs up in the restraints, young man, or
you'll miss all the fun college has to offer!”

Troy gulped.

The doctor was right- SPU was a sexually
charged campus. He hadn't gotten any action all through high
school, but he had tasted so many pussies last term in his
Cunnilingus class... and tasted the juices of his exotic teacher
Professor Zadora as well... and there had been the incredible
blow-job from Amber, even after she had politely turned down his
offer to penetrate her. He wouldn't have got any of that at a
normal college...

“You're sure I'll lose my
virginity?”

She laughed and crossed two fingers in front
of him. “Doctor's honor.”

Troy swallowed again, then finally let his
legs relax towards the metal stirrups.

“Okay. Let's do this.”

“Young boys and their shyness about their
bodies,” Doctor Waters chuckled as she strapped his legs in,
pulling the leather belts very tight. “I'd almost believe all the
protests you're making, if your three inch penis wasn't rock hard
in front of my eyes.”

Troy blushed again. “That's not why
it's-”

He gasped as the doctor flicked his erection
with her finger, making it twitch in the air.

“I know exactly why penises get
erect, Mr. Appleton, thank you very much.” She checked his wrist
and leg restraints again, satisfied he was totally unable to move.
“There we go, all ready. Now let me go get a nurse and we'll
complete the procedure to take away your ability to masturbate
forever."

"What?!?" Troy screamed, yanking at
his bonds. "I'm just here for my scholarship physical!"

The doctor laughed. "You never read the
paper you gave to the nurse, did you? You're here for a Procedure
501."

"A what?!?"

"Maybe you boys call it a Willy Wanker? I'm
going to use Sex Magic so that your penis puts out a force-field
against your hands whenever you get erect. That way you won't have
to use your limited willpower to stop yourself from masturbating
all the time. You literally won't be able to, after this."

"NO!" Troy screamed, bucking and pulling
against his bonds to no effect. "I don't want that procedure!
NO!"

"Now you sound like every other boy
we've had in here," Doctor Waters laughed, writing something on his
sheet. "But it's for your own good, I promise."

"NO!! I won't let you!"

Troy pulled against his wrist cuffs, but
they felt like they and the bed were bolted into the foundation of
the building! They didn't move an inch!

The doctor called out to the hall as if
nothing was amiss. “Gretchen, we’re ready in two, please.”

"Doctor! Please! Don't do this!" Troy
begged, his voice going high in fear as a cute blonde nurse only a
few years older than him pushed a supply cart into the room. The
cart was full of jars of different colored pastes, brushes and
other equipment he didn’t recognize. Troy blushed as the young
nurse peeked between his trapped, spread legs and giggled.

“Oh, another Willy Wanker for a bad little
boy just learning to masturbate, eh?” she laughed, setting up the
cart. “I love it when we catch them before they hit puberty- keeps
them from learning bad habits!”

“I’m nineteen!” Troy cried. “I’m going to
college!”

“You are?” The nurse leaned over to look
between his legs again, then covered her laugh with her hand. “Oh,
I’m sorry! I just thought, from your hairless crotch and the size
of your… never mind!”

Troy just wanted to die, to run away, but he
could do neither!

"Doctor, please! There must be a mistake! I
didn't want a Willy Wanker! I can't even pay for it!"

The doctor laughed and started setting up
her supplies, jars of blue paste and fine brushes. "It's covered by
your scholarship dear. And it's no mistake- we do it to all boys
starting their second term at SPU."

"Why?" Troy squeaked, watching more supplies
come out.

“Headmistress Parker and the teachers have a
plan for you second termers, that's all I'm allowed to say,” the
doctor chuckled. “But trust me, your dating life is about to become
a lot more interesting.” To the nurse, she said, “Troy here
was just complaining that his tiny penis was preventing him from
meeting women at college.”

Troy's face burned as the nurse looked down
at his erect cock again and giggled.

“Yeah, I can see that. None of my friends
would date that, except maybe on a dare.”

Troy was so humiliated, nude and tied up as
two professional women laughed at his bouncing erection, which he
couldn't make softer no matter what he tried!

"Well, now Troy won't have to worry about
that," the doctor said. “Headmistress Parker has a plan to make
sure all boys, even the littlest-dicked ones, are included in the
dating scene this term. And he'll never have to worry about trying
not to touch himself every night. I bet that habit got you into a
lot of trouble your first semester, didn't it?"

Troy blushed, remembering the week every
male on campus had spent in metal chastity belts for unauthorized
self-touching after lights out. It had been the girls’ faults, but
still...

And he remembered when his nemesis at
school, a rich blond model named Miranda St. Claire, had tricked
him into jacking off in the school nurse's station, so every girl
on campus could sense his fantasies about Amber and Jessica
showering together and licking each other’s feet- he had been the
laughing stock of campus! And Jessica had apparently been watching
and laughing at his fantasies all during Winter Break!

Troy swallowed hard. "Yeah, I guess it
did."

"Well now you'll have the iron self-control
of a monk,” Doctor Waters said. “With a little help from us, of
course. Now just relax." The doctor picked up the feather duster
and started applying the teasing tips to Troy's erect cock- the mix
of pleasure and pain made his teeth ache!

"AHHH! How long do you have to do this?!!"
he cried, thrashing in his bonds as his cock and balls were tickled
without mercy.

Doctor Waters chuckled as the boy thrashed
but his erection got even harder. "Ten minutes. But that's just
step one."

 


***

 


A red-faced Troy was being helped down the
hall by the blonde nurse back to the waiting area.

"Now, you'll feel a little woozy for a bit,"
Gretchen giggled. "And you'll need someone to help tuck your stiffy
into your underwear and zip up your jeans just like I had to do for
you just now. At least for the first day," she laughed, as the boy
blushed even more. "But the force field will shrink to normal size
after a few days, so later you can dress yourself even if you get a
boner while doing it. Or maybe you'll find some cute girls at
school to help you out with that, hmmm?"

Troy was light-headed, swaying on his feet.
"I don't... know. I still can't believe I can't... touch myself
anymore!"

"Oh, you probably won't even miss the little
thing," the nurse giggled. "You'll have other things to occupy you
second term. Here we go, here's your sister to help you get
home."

Jessica jumped out of her seat and gave her
brother a big hug. "Hooray Troy! You just solved your jacking off
habit forever- I'm so proud of you!"

He pushed her away as a few mothers in the
waiting room chuckled. "You knew?! You knew that's what the
appointment was for?"

Jessica laughed again. "Knew? Mom had me
make the appointment! That's why SPU sends the letters to
the boys' parents instead of the boys.
They know you'd never walk in here for a Willy Wanker on your
own!"

Troy groaned as all the women in earshot
chuckled again, then jumped as the nurse gave his ass a pinch as
she left. "Good luck at school! Study hard!"

Troy still couldn't believe what had
happened, as Jessica helped him out of the doctor's office, across
the parking lot, and into the passenger seat of their SUV. It was
only when they were driving away when it hit him.

"Wait a minute! We don't take the train to
SPU for another two weeks!” he cried. “Why the hell did you
make the appointment for today instead for the day before I
left?!"

And Jessica laughed all the way home.

 


***


Chapter Two

 


Jessica giggled as she dropped into a seat
of their private train compartment. “You look tense Troy. Haven't
been sleeping well these last two weeks?"

"Shut up."

He threw his bags into the rack above the
seats and reached down to adjust his aching groin while he still
could. After two plus weeks of blue balls, just seeing a girl's
ankles could get him stiff, and recently Jessica had been showing
him much more than that!

Today, instead of her usual t-shirt and
jeans, she wore a sundress so short that her tanned legs looked a
mile long. She kicked off her flip flops and propped up her bare
feet on the empty seat next to him, her naked feet drawing his eye
against his will.

Why the hell did she do this to him?

He sat down on the opposite side of the
cabin in a huff and she laughed again.

"Awww, are you still mad that you can't play
with your favorite little toy anymore?"

"It's not funny!"

"It's super funny," she giggled,
flexing and stretching her bare toes in a way that made his cock
start to tighten. "Besides,” she said, opening her class handbook
for the term, “at least this way you got to have that nice wet
dream three nights ago. Boys your age don't usually get those."

"You sensed that?!?"

"Oh yeah. It wasn't as loud in my head as
your jack off sessions are, but it was still hard to ignore since
you and I are so, um, connected?" she giggled, and he blushed
anew.

At Sex Powers University, the teachers
called it 'affinity', the magical bond that developed between a
woman and the men who lusted after her regularly. Some spells
required a lot of affinity to cast, and as much as Troy tried to
fight it, Jessica's spells and his cock and had a stronger link
between them than any brother and sister should!

"It was sooo cute," she chuckled, wiggling
her painted toenails again. "Sensing your body tense up while you
were sleeping, feeling your little pecker stiffen and twitch as you
dreamed your dirty thoughts, sensing you get more and more excited
until- splat- you came all over your own stomach! Mom and I laughed
so hard about it the next morning!"

Troy's jaw dropped. “You told
her?”

“Of course! Why do you think she made you
chocolate chip pancakes that morning? She felt sorry for her son,
the grown-up bed wetter!”

Troy mashed his teeth, looking out the
window as the train started moving.

He had to take control of his life,
especially his sex life! Especially with this stupid Willy Wanker
spell on him, he didn't have a choice- he'd have to get laid to
empty his balls this semester, or else he'd go crazy!

He HAD to lose his virginity!

And thus, watching the trees and hills start
to pass by their train window, Troy set his jaw and made The
Resolution.

He wasn't going to whine anymore at how
unfair Sex Powers made the world; what was the point?

He wasn't going to let Jessica get to him
anymore; she had already done all she could to him!

And he was going to get a steady
girlfriend; a fun, kind, sexy one who would take his virginity and
finally let him cum as often as he wanted!

It has to be possible, Troy thought.
There's four girls on campus for every boy and everyone says I'm
good looking. Then he swallowed, knowing exactly why his dating
prospects were so limited. But there has to be ONE girl on
campus who doesn't care how big my penis is, damn it! Just one girl
who could look past my dick size and see the true beauty inside
of-

There was a knock on their compartment door,
and Jess leaned forward to open it. "Oh, hey. Come on in."

"Thanks, Jess! Oh... hey Troy."

Troy gulped at the beautiful redhead
standing in the doorway.

Her hair shimmered like silk around her
shoulders. She was wearing a short, thin dress that the light shone
through and open sandals that showed off the cutest little feet in
school. It was obvious she didn't wear a bra. Her small, perky
breasts didn't need one; but in Troy's opinion, everything was just
where it should be on her, right down to a smile that could melt
icebergs. He had just been thinking about her, and here she was!
This had to be a sign!

"Amber," he gulped. "You look...
amazing!"

"Well, we hadn't seen each other in six
weeks, so I figured I'd dress up for you a little. It looks like
Jess thought the same thing.”

“Oh, this old thing?” his sister laughed,
looking down at her sun dress. “I just had it lying around.”

“Jess, I've seen your closet,” Amber
laughed. “That's probably the only dress you own.”

His sister snorted, and Amber looked back at
him. “Do you mind if I sit on your side, Troy?”

“No, uh, that's fine-”

But instead of taking the empty seat next to
him, the small girl sat right on his lap. “Thanks! You're such a
good friend!”

“Sure!” he gasped,
gritting his teeth and not moving. “No problem!”

Jessica snorted again,
flipping another page in her handbook. “Oh, you two are still
doing that act, huh?”

“It’s not an act!” Amber
said, wriggling to get more comfortable on Troy's lap. “No matter
what happened last semester, Troy knows that he and I are just good
friends, right Troy?”

“Sure," he agreed, already
feeling the tell-tale tightness of a growing erection. "We’re just
friends.”

For now.

“Good,” Amber giggled, relaxing into his
lap. “Oh, Troy- are you taking that Debate class on Thursday
nights? I signed up for that, but it seems kind of hard.”

“No, I skipped that one,” he gulped, trying
not to think about anything hard.
“It’s getting har- uh tougher all the time to keep with my
major, so I'm not taking any electives I don't have to. They really
ride freshmen at SPU.”

“Not as hard as they ride Sophomores,”
Jessica sighed. “I barely kept up with my Journalism homework last
term. And this semester it looks like my reading list only got
longer!”

“I know,” Amber agreed. “I think I’ll have
to do a lot more homework this time, too.”

“More homework than zero?” Jessica
snorted. “All those weekends I was going blind reading old
newspapers for research, all you were doing was answering those
surveys Ms. Parker gave you! What the heck do ‘Independent Studies’
majors do anyway?”

Amber blushed and squirmed on Troy’s lap,
making him wince. He tried to breath and relax- not now!

“It’s kind of... tough to explain,” Amber
said.

“Well, one more term of having no social
life because of all this reading and I might switch over to
Independent Studies myself!” Jessica laughed.

“I don’t think... that’s possible.”

“Anything’s possible with sex magic.”
Jessica said, idly turning another page. “So, did you get any
action on New Year’s Eve? I hope at least one of us losers
did.”

Troy saw Amber blush. “Actually... I did
hang out with some friends from my new neighborhood.” She giggled.
“We sort of went skinny dipping."

“Really?!” Jessica cried, tossing aside her
book as Troy’s dick gained new life in his jeans. “With boys?”

"Yeah," Amber giggled, blushing a little
more. "Two of them.”

Jess hooted and gave her a high-five.
“And?!” Troy's sister demanded. “Did anything pop up?”

“Alright, alright,” he gulped, as his dick
hardened. “We don't need to hear all about-”

“Speak for yourself short stack!” That shut
Troy up, his face turning red as even Amber giggled. “Now spill it,
Amber! Is underwater sex as fun as it looks?”

“Um, well, the lake was way too cold for
anything like that! We were in and out in like a second,” Amber
giggled, and part of Troy relaxed for a moment. Then she added,
“But we all did go back to Mark’s place afterwards, and he and his
friend found lots of ways to warm me up in the shower
later!"

Jess squealed. “Tell me
everything!”

Troy silently groaned. His high school crush
had gone skinny dipping and had sexy shower fun with her studly
ex-boyfriend over vacation while he had been home unable to even
touch himself, and now Jess was going to make him hear all about
it!

Troy pretended to look out the window and
Amber tried to be proper and leave out details, but Jessica kept
wheedling her like a star reporter. For once, Troy was happy he
wasn't more hung, because as Amber slowly described more and more
how she was the strawberry filling of a well-hung stud sandwich in
her ex-boyfriend's shower, Troy's dick got harder and harder until
he was grinding right against Amber's tiny ass through his jeans.
Good thing neither she nor Jessica could-

“Jeepers, Troy, you love hearing stories
about Amber getting double teamed by hot studs, huh?” Jessica
laughed, looking right at his crotch.

His jaw dropped as both girls burst into
laughs. “How! You can't even see my-"

"Sex Magic!" his sister laughed, tugging on
her ear. "It's not just Loops to block your cummies or sensing when
you jerk off. I can hear when men get hard near me, you know!”

“Oh god!” he gasped, then looked at the girl
on his lap. “Amber, I'm sorry-”

“Well I took it as a compliment to my story
telling skills,” she giggled, wiggling her ass against his rock
hard dick. “And it's okay if my friends' penises get hard around
me. As long as they don't try to do something naughty with it.”

Oh god- she had known the whole time!
Troy wanted to throw himself out the window and die.

“Besides,” she said, “I like hearing a
familiar erection again. With my Sex Magic, it's not bad, just like
a little buzzing in my ears."

"It's like a loud ringing in mine!" Jessica
giggled, crossing her long, bare legs in Troy's view, making his
cock surge even more. "Someone should really answer that phone! It
sounds like it's dying to go off!"

Troy's face was burning- and now Amber was
laughing at him too!

“Well, I can't answer that call right
now,” the redhead giggled. “But maybe I can give a good friend
some, um... call waiting?”

And Troy watched in amazement as Amber took
her cellphone out of her purse, slipped her sandals off, and
snapped a set of candid, sexy pictures of herself while still
sitting on Troy's lap.

“There,” she giggled, entering a number into
her phone. “I know how you like feet, so I made sure to get my bare
toes into every shot; I painted my nails just this morning.”

Troy's jaw dropped as his phone buzzed. He
pulled it out of his pocket, and his dick twitched looking at the
pictures she had sent.

“Amber!”

“Just a little something to warm your bed
this semester,” she said, winking at him. “From one friend
to another.”

His face was red and burning. Jessica had
both hands covering her mouth, like she was ready to burst.

Troy pointed at his sister. “Don't you say a
THING!”

Amber was confused. “What?”

“I mean it! Not a thing, Jess!”

His sister finally stopped laughing long
enough to speak, and Troy couldn't jump up to stop her.

“Troy's had- the Willy Wanker spell put on
him! He can't masturbate! No matter how much he wants to!”

Amber gasped, turning to him. “Troy! Is that
true?”

His face was beet red, he couldn't even look
her in the eyes! But he remembered his Resolution, even though this
was humiliating to admit.

“Yes.”

Amber had a hand over her mouth. At first
Troy thought she looked compassionate, but then he realized she was
laughing behind her hand too. “I'm sorry, I didn't know!” she said.
“That means those pictures I sent you will just-”

“Make his balls bluer!” Jess cried. She was
laughing so hard she forgot to cross her legs and Troy saw a peek
of her white cotton panties. “He'll probably keep them on his phone
all year and get hard looking at them every day! But he won't be
able to do a thing about it! Oh god, that's the best!”

With his sister still laughing, Amber put
one hand on his cheek.

“Troy, I'm really sorry, I didn't know. I'll
find some way to make it up to you, I promise-”

Just then the train hit a bump in the
tracks, and Amber yelped as she started sliding off his lap towards
the hard floor. Troy shot out his arms and caught her, one hand
around her ribs, and one under her dress, high up her leg. Very
high- Troy felt a hint of her underwear under his fingers!

He pulled his hand away as soon as he had
pulled her to a stable position on his lap. “Amber- I'm sorry- I
didn't mean to-”

She put her smaller hand on top of his, to
keep him from pulling it off her leg entirely. His hand wasn't as
high under her dress as it was before, but it was still much higher
up his 'friend's' warm, smooth thigh than it should have been.
Amber leaned, to whisper into his ear.

“I know you didn't. Don't let me fall now,
Troy.”

He swallowed hard, as the train sped on. “I
won't.”

 


***

 


Jessica teased Troy about the pictures off
and on for the rest of the trip, even texting Troy pictures of her
own bare legs and feet with suggestions to 'frame them above his
bed'. But all the jokes stopped as their taxi from the train
station pulled up to SPU's grand, old admissions building.

It was a much more hostile welcome than they
received for of their first semester.

“Who the hell are these duckwads?” Jessica
demanded, craning forward as the cab pulled around a crowd of
fifteen protesters yelling and waving signs at them.

A few of the angriest protesters stepped out
to try and block the road, but the two overworked policemen trying
to keep them in check made a hole small enough for the taxi to
barely fit through.

“Ahh, they’ve been freakin' out here all
week,” the cabbie snorted, slowly weaving around the yelling
people. “They’re from some big mega-church nearby." He nodded at a
woman at the center of the mass, the one who was yelling the
loudest. "That's their leader, Prudence Something or 'Nother." He
hocked a spit out the window. "They're just making things harder
for everyone, seems to me.”

Troy looked at the crowd. They looked like
normal people he would have passed on the street except that they
were so… angry. Especially Prudence- she looked just like every
middle-aged librarian he had ever seen, except for how loudly she
was yelling at their cab.

“WITCHES!” Prudence yelled as Troy opened
the door and stepped out. “That’s what they’re making here! Modern
WITCHES!”

“Harlots!” another woman yelled.

“Have some shame!” a man agreed. “Sex Ed
should be taught at home! Not in schools!”

Troy just shook his head while getting his
suitcase out of the trunk, but when Jessica and Amber stepped out
of the cab, the crowd frothed to new levels of outrage.

“God is magic!" Prudence cried, shaking her
sign, which said the same words. "Not you Jezebels!”

Jessica laughed and flipped the woman a
double bird. “Get bent!”

Troy watched how the crowd surged in anger,
almost knocking the policemen over. “Jess! Don’t do that!”

“Whatevs! They’re just jealous! They can
kiss my ass and suck my-"

There was a loud honking behind him and all
three students turned around to see a long black limo trying to
pull up behind their cab.

"And who's this rich bitch?" Jess
demanded.

"You know who it is," Amber sighed, getting
her own suitcases. "Miranda St. Claire."

As if her name had summoned her, the tall
blond model emerged from the moon roof of her stretch limo, to yell
at their cab and the protesters alike. "Get out of the way! Don't
you know who I am?!"

Jessica cupped her hands and called back.
"We all know who YOU are! You're the one who swallowed a huge load
of my brother's cum last semester!"

Miranda's attention snapped away from the
crowd and she finally seemed to recognize the three students
standing in her limo's path.

"You!" she cried, pointing at Jess. "You're
the reason my father grounded me over Break! I'm going to make this
semester a living hell for all three of you!"

"You already have, just by showing up!"
Jessica snapped back.

"Why you poor, filthy-"

Even louder than Miranda's horn, a revving
motorcycle engine made them all stop and turn. The racing bike flew
down the small SPU road at highway speeds, and even the protesters
who had stood bravely in front of Troy’s cab dove out of the way of
the reckless rider. The bike passed the crowd and the limo before
skidding to a stop, throwing up a cloud of gravel onto the
sidewalk.

"And who the hell is that guy?" Jess
wondered, brushing dust from her dress.

"That's no guy," Troy gulped, noticing how
the rider filled out her skin tight jeans. A second later, he was
proven right as the rider took off her helmet to reveal a hip-long
cascade of shiny black hair, which waved in the sun as she shook
her head back and forth.

"Show off," Jess said, smoothing her own,
less shiny, and shorter brown hair. "Anyone could have done
that."

"I don't think so. That's a Bergatta XL
500," Troy said, looking at the bike. "There's not a lot of guys
who could handle that much horsepower between their legs, not to
mention a woman."

His sister shot him an annoyed look as she
started to lug her own suitcase to the front door. "Well why don't
you just marry her then?"

"Yes, and you that ogre can live happily
ever after in some trailer park somewhere," Miranda snorted as she
daintily exited her limo. “You can wear an apron and make dinner in
the kitchen while she splits wood and throws truck tires around the
yard.”

“Hey!” Troy protested. “She's not
that big! She's actually kind of...”

Hot, he realized.

Her ass under her skin tight jeans looked as
hard as a rock. Her arms were toned like an Olympic swimmer's. Yes,
she was more muscular than any girl he had seen at SPU, but she was
as sexy as a comic book superheroine come to life and moved with
the calm confidence of a warrior, not reacting even as the crowd
yelled just a few feet behind her parked bike.

"SHAME!" a man shouted at her. "Don't you
know what they teach here? SEX SEX SEX!"

The rider ignored him, working to unbuckle
her small travel bag from the back of her bike.

The man took a step closer. "What would your
parents think, young lady?!? What would your father say if he saw
you going to this school?"

Even from a distance, Troy saw the rider's
jaw clench. She spun and grabbed the man by the collar, almost
picking him off the ground even though he was her height. "Don't
you dare talk about my father."

"Jezebel!" he shouted into her face. "You're
just Daddy's little whor-"

The rider head-butted him.

"Get into the building!" Troy yelled,
pushing his sister and Amber towards the entrance hall as the crowd
surged. Troy pushed so hard that the girls flew up the first few
steps before catching their feet and starting to move on their own.
He looked back and now the crowd was totally past the two cops,
swinging their signs like battle axes. "Now!"

The girls ran.

Troy started to follow, then looked back at
the rider. The biker definitely knew how to fight, her fierce
warning jabs into the air keeping at least three protesters at bay.
But could she hold off fifteen of them? By herself?

Against his better judgment, Troy ran back
towards the biker.

The crowd had circled her. Troy grabbed one
man from behind and pulled him away, then shoved past another to
stand back-to-back with the rider. She felt him behind her and
spun, a raised fist coming down towards his face-

"Hey! I'm a student here too!" he yelled,
throwing up his hands. "I'm helping you!"

"I don't need your help," she
growled, pulling her punch meant for Troy at the last instant and
redirecting her momentum to shove someone else instead. Pulling
back to punch again, her elbow hit Troy's temple first.

"OW!"

"Get out of my way!" the rider spat, turning
to punch another man.

"Then get yourself somewhere safe!" he shot
back, holding the side of his head as an older man took a swing at
him. Troy swung back, the man went down, and behind him was... a
church lady who looked nearly seventy years old.

Troy froze.

The older woman hit him on the side of the
head with her sign's handle, a 2x4 club of wood. Hard. Troy went to
his knees as the rider jumped over him to punch the church lady
right in her chest.

"Oh my!" the grandmother said, falling over
backwards into the street.

"First fight, huh, Sally?" the rider
laughed, pulling Troy to his feet.

"It's not my first fight!” he said, getting
up. “I just don't hit women!"

"Yeah, let's see how well that works out for
you," the rider laughed, as three church women came at them, waving
their signs like axes.

There was a screech to their right. Miranda
St. Clair was yelling, pointing at her limo. One of the men Troy
shoved had fallen against the hood.

"Don't scratch that paint!" Miranda yelled.
"IT'S A LEXUS!"

For once, Troy appreciated Miranda's shrill,
harpy voice. Half the crowd started heading towards her, figuring
she was the easier, and more annoying, target than the fighting
pair. The pressure around the bike lessened, but Troy saw Prudence
coming their way, swinging her sign handle like a baseball bat
right at the rider's defenseless back.

Troy jumped forward and took the blow on his
own shoulders, shielding her. The rider turned, realized what
happened, and punched Prudence hard in the nose.

"Maybe you are good for something," the
rider laughed, moving to pick him up from the ground for a second
time that fight.

“Thanks,” Troy said, now holding the side of
his head and his shoulders.

"Get them!" Prudence was yelling from the
ground, trying to stop her bleeding nose. "Get the deviants! NOW!"
Five males started closing on them, now deadly serious.

The rider pushed Troy back down, putting a
boot on either side of him. "Stay down, Sally! I'll protect
you!"

Troy tried to get up. "No! I'm
supposed to protect you-"

On the other side of the crowd, Miranda
tried to run but tripped on her fancy high heels. Five protesters
descended on her, and her burly driver could only hold off two.

"Get away from me!" the model screeched as
someone pulled her long blond hair. "I mean it! Get away! FINE! If
that's what you want-"

Troy saw Miranda raise her hand to the sky,
as if calling for some higher power. Her hand started glowing blue-
he saw it with his own eyes- and when she slammed it back down onto
the sidewalk, the cement cracked, as a shock wave of pure pleasure
radiated out.

Every man around Miranda instantly got hard
in his pants, painful if his equipment had been tucked the wrong
way a moment before. Luckily Troy was wearing loose jeans, his
erection just popping up towards the rider.

Miranda did something with her hand,
muttered some words, and slammed it onto the sidewalk again. All
the erect men were flung away from her, even her driver and the two
cops. Already on the ground, Troy just slid a few feet on the
gravel, as a phantom force on his dick tried to drag him away.

Suddenly, the space around Troy and the
rider was clear, all the men knocked to the ground and the church
ladies unwilling to tempt the rider's fists.

The muscular girl looked at the blond waif
with new respect.

"Damn. That girl's got some Powers,"
she laughed, then pulled Troy up and onto her bike in one smooth
motion. "Let's go, Sally!" She gunned the bike before the men could
get to their feet, and Troy only had time to hold on for dear
life.

The supercharged engine had them clear of
the area within seconds, but the girl kept going.

"Hey!" Troy squeaked. "That's far
enough!"

She just laughed and sped on for another
minute, only starting to slow as they crested a quiet hill
overlooking the campus. They rolled to a stop in the grass and she
put her legs down to steady the bike.

"You can let go of my tits now, Romeo."

Troy gulped and dropped his hands from the
front of her riding jacket. “Sorry! I just grabbed the first thing
I could... to keep from falling off!”

She laughed and put down the kickstand.
"First time riding bitch on a bike too, huh?"

Troy blushed and leapt off the seat.
"No!"

"So you ride bitch on women’s bikes a lot?
Good to know." She turned and stuck her hand out. "My name's
Cheyenne. Thanks for your help back there. Even though I didn't
need it."

"Troy... Troy Appleton," he said, catching
his breath as they shook. Her grip was firm, but her skin still
smooth and feminine. "And you're welcome."

Still holding his hand, Cheyenne looked down
at the tent in his pants.

“The vibrations from my engine have that
same effect on a lot of my bitches. Most of them were women,
though."

"It's not like that!" he blushed, dropping
her hand to cover himself, even though his Willy Wanker mostly
prevented it. "It was from Miranda! And her spell! This isn't from
you!"

Cheyenne’s cocky smile dropped
instantly.

"Oh, you're one of those snobby college boys
who only want to fuck princess girls like that little stick figure
back there? You think a woman whose got muscles and doesn't use
makeup could never get you hard?"

"What? No! That's not what I meant!"

She was taller than Jessica, even taller
than him in her motorcycle boots, and her extra muscles only added
to her figure and posture, like a sexy Amazon warrior. And the way
her hair was mussed and her cheeks reddened after the exertion of
the brawl, Troy thought that looked better than any make-up could.
"I mean, we... we barely know each other!"

She swung her leg back over her bike and
snorted. "Oh, so you'll grab a girls' tits hello, but you'll only
get hard for her after the third date? I hope all the boys here
aren't as old-fashioned as you, or I'm transferring back to my
community college next week!"

"Hey!" he yelled as she started the bike.
"Where are you going?!"

"I've still got to register for classes.
It's my first day here."

"What about me?!"

She laughed and put on her helmet. "Grinding
your dick into my back and then turning up your nose at me after I
saved your life from that mob? You can walk your ass back to
school, Sally."

Cheyenne flipped down her visor and roared
off, leaving Troy standing on the hilltop, confused and still
painfully hard in his pants.

 


***

 


"Who thought there'd be so much violence at
Sex Powers University?" Amber asked, watching out the window as the
now twenty police officers roughly shoved handcuffed protesters
into a paddy wagon. "But maybe things will return to normal
now."

Jessica had her nose to the glass too. They
were behind the solid oak door of the SPU entrance hall; with the
bar across the door, they had been safe as if they were inside a
castle.

"Yeah. But I'm just worried about Troy
riding off with that hussy."

Amber rolled her eyes. "She's hardly a
hussy, Jess."

"A girl who rides a bike like that? She
probably smokes and spits into those brass vases in saloons too.
Troy doesn't need to be around a girl like that."

"I don't know," Amber giggled. "She was
about your height and body type. And before you started teasing
Troy by wearing girly clothes, some jeans and a leather jacket were
more your speed than what you're wearing now."

Jess frowned and pulled at the hem of her
feminine sundress. "Whatever."

"You should try straddling a bike sometime,"
Amber giggled. "I think you'd look hot."

"Double whatever!" Jess cried, storming away
from the window and towards the receptionist down the quiet,
carpeted hallway.

"I'm more worried about that spell Miranda
used," Amber said as she caught up to her friend. "An instant
erection and then a Force push against ten guys! Think of how much
affinity that must have cost- I felt the Power wave from here!"

"I know. Have they even taught us that spell
yet?"

Amber shook her head. "Professor Zadora said
it was too dangerous until Junior year. But Miranda must have had a
private tutor or something over break."

"Great. So now that rich snob can do that
when ever she wants, too."

"Not whenever she wants. I can feel it,
she's drained. That must have taken all the stored affinity she had
built up over Break. She probably won't be able to do that again
for a month."

"A girl that mean, with that much sexual
Power?" Jessica shook her head. "Sometimes I'm thankful that I
don't have a dick."

Amber giggled. "Just sometimes?"

Jess started blushing. "You know what I
mean-"

"Headmistress Parker will see you now," the
receptionist said, and both girls quieted down. Jessica quickly led
the way into the large, quiet office while Amber followed, still
grinning.

The Headmistress was dressed as she always
was: in a form-fitting blazer, pencil skirt, heels and stockings,
looking professional, commanding, and with a suggestion of erotic
power, as she always did.

"Ahh, girls. So good to see you back. Sit,
please. I heard there was a little commotion outside.”

“Yeah, an angry mob,” Jessica said.

“Yes, The Sunshine Church has been trying to
protest our existence for years. The police will handle it, I'm
sure; I know the police chief very well.” The way the
Headmistress said the last two words made Jessica giggle.

Did Ms. Parker's Powers catch him jacking
off just like hers did to Troy?

“Come, let me get you two girls some
refreshments."

Ms. Parker rang a little silver hand bell on
her desk and Jessica and Amber grinned at each other. A few seconds
later, a fit, embarrassed and totally nude young man burst into the
room to stand at attention, his long penis and full balls shaved
just like Troy's were.

"Yes ma'am?" he squeaked, blushing more as
he noticed the two girls his own age looking over his nude
body.

"Oh, how I've missed this place!" Jess
sighed. “Hello again, Jimmy.”

The boy gulped but otherwise didn't break
posture.

"Jimmy, four Cokes for our guests,” Ms.
Parker said. “In the original bottles, please."

"Yes ma'am!"

And the girls were giggling again as the
nude boy ran off.

Jessica laughed, craning her head to look
out the hallway after him. "Jimmy's never going to graduate from
your 'special training sessions', is he?"

"He came ever so close last semester," the
headmistress chuckled. "But some how that poor boy and his
beautiful seven inch cock got just one too many demerits yet
again." The older woman sighed, looking at the empty doorway. "But
I guess this term I'll finally have to let Jimmy go and start
looking for a new assistant to break in."

"That could be fun too," Jessica giggled,
and the older woman smiled as well.

“Perhaps. But that is for another day.
Today, I'm calling all the returning Sophomores girls into my
office for some advice. First, my warning from last semester is
even more true this time around: you're getting more powerful, so
be careful using Sex Magic on the boys. They're such sensitive
things already, so don't hurt them or their delicate
equipment. We want that in perfect working order for later,
right?”

The two girls giggled. “Yes Ms. Parker.”

“Second, this semester you girls will be
getting much more... intimate with your male classmates than
you have before. We've built the curriculum this way by design. But
while you are getting in deeper with the
boys, so to speak, make sure to not get attached.” Mrs. Parker slid
a manicured nail along a cream colored letter laying on her desk.
“At least not yet. A lot of Sophomore girls fall in love with the
first boy they take, and it only leads to broken hearts down the
line. There are a lot more stallions in the paddock; we're just
giving you a taste at SPU, okay?"

"Trust me, I understand," Amber said.

"Somehow, I knew you would, Miss Peoples."
She turned to Jess. "And how about you, Miss Appleton?"

Jess was still watching the door, waiting
for the nude boy's return.

"Of course, Mrs. Parker, I won't get tied
down! Wham bam, thank you Sam- that's my motto!"

"Yes, of course," Ms. Parker said wryly,
then looked over to the side as the nude Jimmy returned. He was
unable to cover himself because of the tray of sodas he held, and
the boy blushed fiercely as he had to approach the girls to hand
out the drinks, his thick cock helpless and swinging in front of
him as he moved.

Mrs. Parker patted his ass as he handed her
a bottle. "There's one for you too, Jimmy. Why don't you stay and
drink with us?"

He looked at the two girls, obviously
wanting to leave, but then nodded and started drinking. His six
pack abs rippled as the nude boy tried to drain his soda as fast as
he could.

"Now that's a poster that would sell a lot
of Coke!" the Headmistress laughed, then clinked bottles with the
girls and took a small, ladylike sip herself. “And girls, finally,
my last advice for this term: have fun! You're only a Sophomore at
SPU once, right Jimmy?” This time, when she rubbed her fingertip
along the head of her cold bottle, the boy gasped and almost spit
out his mouthful.

"Yes ma'am!" he gulped, breaking his
swallows.

Ms. Parker winked at the girls, wet her
lips, then took a long swallow off her soda bottle.

Jimmy jumped like he had been goosed,
moaning and thrusting his hips forward.

"Still now, Jimmy," the older woman
chuckled. She licked the tip of her bottle, and the boy whimpered
again.

Jessica looked at Amber, whose mouth was
open too. She didn't know the exact spell, but she could feel the
affinity spent to cast it- something was connecting that soda
bottle and Jimmy's cock!

The boy blushed mightily as he tried to
resist, but his dick started to harden and grow, right in front of
the three women. The Headmistress laughed and gripped the base of
her bottle on her desk with one hand, while administering light
twists to its head with the other.

“You girls are in Madame Milieu's Monday
morning Distance Powers class, correct?”

Jess was enthralled by watching the boy's
long member stretch and erect, as if being fluffed by a phantom
hand, but gulped and nodded.

“Yes ma'am!”

She noticed the Jimmy's cock was jumping in
time to the Headmistress' caresses of her bottle. He was squirming,
totally unable to stop what was happening to his own body or his
male reaction to it.

Distance Powers! she thought. I love sex magic!

She felt a tingle under her sundress and
squeezed her thighs together.

“Let me show you girls a taste of what
you'll learn this term,” Ms. Parker said, grinning at Jimmy as she
used the soft nook between her pointer and middle fingers to twist
the head of her soda bottle.

The boy's knees almost gave out.

"Headmistress! Please! I'm going to...
explode!" he cried, his face red, his cock erect and dripping.
“Please... stop!”

"Boys are begging not to cum now?"
Jessica laughed. "What kind of bizarro universe is this?"

“That may be due to an experimental spell
Professor Zadora is working with Jimmy on,” the Headmistress
laughed. She smiled at the squirming boy. “Come now, Jimmy, you
know what careers your major is suited for. You should get used to
having your release in front of an audience; it's most likely the
only way you'll have them for the rest of your life.”

The boy moaned, shaking his head. “Ms.
Parker!” he begged. “Please!”

"Two demerits," the Headmistress chuckled,
not slowing her strokes a bit. “Keep protesting and I'll keep you
nude until our Valentine's Day dance!"

The young man clamped both hands over his
mouth and suffered in silence, as his cock bobbed and twitched in
front of the two girls, touched by an unseen magic hand.

Jessica squealed, squeezing her thighs
together again.

How far away will I be able to do that from?
On just boys that know me? Or on anyone?! Oh, god, that's going to
be great!

The helpless boy moaned, his heavy, full
balls pulling tight, and the Headmistress chuckled.

“Not long now, girls.”

She paused to take a quick drink from her
bottle and Jessica sensed the boy almost cum right then. But Ms.
Parker knew exactly how to ride him. He was close, so close, but
not over.

Jessica knew what image she would be
masturbating to tonight.

But Amber was concerned, looking at the
section of desk right in front of the boy's increasingly red cock.
“Mrs. Parker- your papers! Your picture frames! You'll get sperm
all over them!"

"That's the trick, isn't it?" the older
woman laughed, not slowing her strokes a bit. "To find something to
do with all the nasty extra fluid whenever you wish to have a
little fun with a male friend? Where to put it all? Where, I
wonder?"

Jimmy was holding back, every muscle in his
body straining. "Please ma'am! NO!"

Ms. Parker casually crossed one stockinged
leg over another, dangling a heel from her toes as she kept
stroking the soda bottle with her expert hands. “Open your mouth,
dear. Show the girls this is no trick. Or earn enough demerits to
stay nude for the whole term.”

His face as red as a barn, the young man
did.

"Watch closely now girls."

Jessica couldn't look away. Troy's little
dick always pointed up at his belly button when ever he was close
to orgasm; not that she had ever let her brother cum in her
presence. But he had hit his orgasm block enough times around her,
his sperm shooting from his balls at high speed only to hit a magic
barrier and be painfully pushed right back into them, for Jess to
imagine what it might look like. But Jimmy's longer, thicker cock
stood straight out from his body, like it was resting on a shelf,
when he was ready to cum. It was like a long gun barrel, pointed
right at Jessica's face.

And then he was cumming.

He thrust his hips forward and yelled in
pleasure. Sensing the explosion of Power that always accompanied
real, non-blocked, male orgasm, Jessica threw her hands in front of
her face to protect her eyes. But instead of showering her and the
desk with weeks of backed-up cum, all that shot out of the boy's
untouched dick was a sparkly puff of smoke and glitter that
disappeared as soon as it hit the air!

Jess sensed the boy make another spurt, just
as hard as the first, but instead of semen, there was nothing but a
second wisp of smoke!

And then she saw the most amazing thing.

The first puff of smoke reappeared in front
of Jimmy's open mouth and turned back into cum, jetting into the
back of his throat with the same high velocity that it had left his
dick.

And then the second spurt did the same.

The next spurt missed, splashing his lips
and nose, and the next hit his cheek as the boy recoiled from his
magical assisted facial. Half of the next spurts got into his
mouth, half splattered somewhere on the boy's face, and finally the
Headmistress stopped stroking her bottle.

The girls almost fell out of their chairs
laughing.

"Holy shit!" Jess squealed. "That's
amazing!"

“Wow!” Amber giggled, hiding her mouth with
her hand. “Very impressive, ma'am.”

Ms. Parker smiled and brought the soda
bottle to her lips, but her long swallow caused another, weak
dribble of cum to squeeze out of young man's softening cock. She
sighed and used her manicured-nail to catch the drop before it hit
her desk.

"Well, almost," she muttered, standing up
and bringing her coated finger to the humiliated boy's mouth. “You
can see we've still got some work to do on the Clean-Up Spell. It
doesn't correct it's aim if the man squirms too much.” She wagged
her cum-coated finger in front of his lips again. "Come now, Jimmy.
Finish up like a proper boy."

He was trying not to cry, watching the two
girls watch him with great interest. Ms. Parker simply raised one
eyebrow and he opened his mouth to accept her dripping finger.

“Ewww!” Jessica and Amber squealed together,
as the boy licked up his own sperm, then swallowed.

"Males are always so squeamish about their
own ejaculate," Mrs. Parker chuckled, scooping other drops of sperm
off Jimmy's face with her finger and feeding every drop onto the
grimacing boy's tongue. "But they ask us to swallow all the
time, don't they? Down the hatch, there you go, Jimmy, like a good
boy.”

She held the tip of his penis like a baby's,
wiping off the last drops onto her finger and making him lick all
of it clean.

"We'll be able to do that to boys by the end
of the semester?!?!" Jessica asked, hoping against hope.

"Well, the Distance Powers, yes. The sperm
teleportation is just an experimental spell; we're developing it
for birth control in third-world nations, where they don't have
ready access to condoms.”

“Awwww...” Jessica whined, and the
Headmistress chuckled.

“Don't worry, girls, each of you will have
many other chances to turn the tables on some boys this term. I've
left you both a present in your dorm room. Please bring them to the
general assembly tomorrow morning. That is all.”

Both girls nodded as they picked up their
bags to leave. “Yes ma'am!”

As they were leaving, Jessica heard the
Headmistress laugh.

"Jimmy, you look like you've swallowed a
bug! Here, have the rest of my Coke, I'm done with it."

 


***

 


"Well! Looks like someone missed me
over vacation," Nurse Hannah giggled, as Troy stepped through the
private door to her medical office, completely nude and already
rock hard.

He blushed, his hair still damp after the
shower which was always required before seeing the SPU nurse. His
cock had also gotten hard during the shower, but he hadn't been
able to dry it off because of the stupid Willy Wanker field!

“Sorry I'm late,” he gulped. “I had a little
trouble with, um, transportation.”

“Oh, no worries,” the cute late-twenties
nurse giggled, then glanced at his twitching cock again. “Goodness!
Have you been saving it all up for me all Break?"

He swallowed again, starting to blush. "Sort
of."

"You scholarship boys are so sweet," she
laughed, pinching his cheek. "But we've got a whole physical to do
before we can deal with that. Step up on the scale for me,
honey."

And so Troy had to endure an entire nude
physical- a real one this time- to prove he was still in good
enough shape to endure another semester of SPU scholarship. The
nurse measured around his biceps and thighs, took his pulse, blood
pressure, height and weight, all while his cock throbbed and
twitched between them, untouched.

The closest she got was flicking his diamond
hard shaft just once with her finger, making him groan. "Goodness
boy! Did you pop a Viagra in the showers or something?"

Troy moaned, his cock dripping. "No! I
just..." His face flushed even more. "I got the Willy Wanker
procedure two weeks ago and I..."

"Haven't gotten lucky since?"

He blushed even more. “No.”

“Well, we might as well
get to that. Grab that good old bar for me."

With relief, Troy did, grabbing the metal
bar that ran waist-high along one wall of the nurse's station like
a handrail in a ballet studio, as he had done to get relief every
Sunday during his first term.

"Freeze, freeze," she said, touching his
wrists, and Power spells locked Troy's hands solidly to the bar.
Smiling, the nurse knelt down and tapped his ankles while saying,
"Freeze, freeze!" and now his feet were stuck to the floor as
well.

Troy hated being trapped like this, but the
nurse always insisted on immobilizing scholarship boys completely
before helping their balls get relief from all the tension SPU's
classes built up. Troy didn't know if the nurse's husband required
it as a safety measure, or she just got pleasure from having
helpless, nude boys stuck like this.

But Troy remembered his Resolution and kept
his mouth shut. It would feel so great to finally cum again!

Nurse Hannah put on her gloves as usual,
then lubed them as usual, humming to herself. She dropped two big
dollops of clear lube onto her fingers, then used one hand to split
his butt cheeks and the other to slide the lube up and down his
sensitive rear entrance.

Troy grit his teeth. He wasn't going to
whine! He wasn't!

The nurse slide her finger up and down, up
and down, and then started to swirl around his tingling sphincter,
making his dick jump. Her other hand found that spot behind his
balls and rubbed against it, and soon Troy was breathing
heavily.

And then she slid a finger inside him.

“So tight!” she giggled, sliding the slick
finger in and out of his ass. “It will take me a while to work you
up to where you were at the end of last term!”

Face red, he took the ass play without a
word, letting her work his sphincter wider and wider while his
desperate cock ached, untouched. He took it for thirty seconds.

Then a minute.

“They say...” he panted, just to break the
humiliating silence, “...that the Headmistress guarantees I can
lose my virginity this term.”

“A cute boy like you?” she laughed, still
fingering his ass. “Of course!”

“How?”

The nurse giggled, using her fingernails to
lightly scratch Troy's aching blue balls, making him shiver.

“The Headmistress will explain that tomorrow
morning.”

And then a second finger joined her first
inside him.

"Nurse..." he panted. His penis was
dripping!

"Yes?"

"Can't you... please... play with my cock
too? Just like last term? I need to cum!"

"Oh, that's not what we're doing here
today," she chuckled. "I can only help the Freshman boys ejaculate.
Sophomore term I'm not allowed to empty your balls at all."

"What!?" he cried, pulling against his
frozen limbs as her fingers kept going in and out of his slick
asshole. He tried to look behind him, but the magic held.
"What are we doing this for then?!"

In response, the nurse produced a big rubber
bag filled with hot water, then hooked it to a support hanging from
the ceiling.

"I'm giving you your first enema of the
semester. Don't worry, I'll use the slimmest nozzle- your rear is
so tight after being away from me for six weeks," she
laughed, still working his ass.

"What!" the nude boy cried, trying to escape
again. "Why do I need an enema?"

The nurse chuckled again. "I think I'll let
the headmistress explain that to you tomorrow, too. Just relax for
now. Deep exhale now. Relax."

Troy grunted as a large invader pressed
against his asshole. “Nurse! Please!”

“It only feels big,” she giggled, “but this
is my smallest enema tube. If you fight me, I'm just going to push
harder and slide it in anyway.”

He moaned, then forced his ass to relax as
the nozzle slowly slid inside him. It felt like he was being ripped
in half!

“Unngh!”

"There we go," she giggled. "Hot water
coming now."

She turned a valve and Troy felt a hot
splash coat the inside of his bowels, pumping, surging inside him
as the nurse rhythmically squeezed the bag.

Wave after wave of hot fluid jetted into his
rear, washing away his precious resolution not to whine.

"Nurse! NO! That's too much pressure!"

"Oh, we've barely started," she laughed.
"You've got another whole liter to go! Don't worry, you'll get used
to it as the term goes on. We sprinkle some magic powder into the
water, that will keep you squeaky clean until next Sunday, when you
get your next enema. You have to get at least one a week, your
scholarship contract requires it.”

Troy squirmed as the nozzle kept filling
him.

"But... I've got the Willy Wanker spell on
me! If you don't help me get off... how the heck am I supposed to
cum this term?!”

The nurse giggled and then he felt her slide
the enema nozzle out, just an inch. And then she slid it back in,
just an inch. And then out the same inch, while Troy squirmed
before her, filled to bursting.

“Don't worry. The Headmistress explain all
of that to you tomorrow.”

She laughed and got out a magazine to read,
while setting her timer for fifteen minutes.

 


***


Chapter Three

 


A day later, Troy was still blushing and
clenching his butt at the memory of what the nurse had done to him,
as he sat and waited for his Monday morning class to start.

The small auditorium was buzzing with
excitement; some the boys had heard the same rumors Troy had- they
were guaranteed to get some action this year! Even though, like
Troy, no one knew exactly how.

But based on the enema, Troy was starting to
have some suspicions.

Looking around, Troy saw a lot of familiar
faces. Off to the side, his three roommates, the dark skinned
Alphonso, the smaller Billy and the average looking John, sat,
chatting to each other. Up front, Miranda St. Claire was surrounded
by her usual gaggle of hangers-on and groupies, which had shrunk
during Finals week because of the prank Jessica had pulled on her,
but apparently appearing on a few European magazine covers over the
Break had recharged her popularity yet again.

Troy also noticed some new girls he hadn't
seen last term, transfers from other schools. There were two cute
honey-haired twins sitting together, crossing their stocking
covered legs and dangling their high stiletto heels exactly in
unison. Troy gulped. They were so... feminine, so well dressed,
like they had come right out of a Paris fashion show. He even
thought he heard them giggling to each other in French.

And next to them sat Cheyenne. Troy couldn't
help but look at how her long, muscled legs filled out her tight
jeans and how her bust filled out her tight t-shirt. Cheyenne
caught him staring at her tits and gave him an unbelieving look, as
Troy quickly blushed and looked away.

“I missed seeing you in uniform, Troy,”
Amber giggled, sitting down on his right side and looking down at
his crotch. “It makes it so easy to know what you're thinking
about.”

His hands darted to cover himself, but were
stopped by the force field. “Amber!”

On days where he had only normal classes,
Troy was allowed to wear normal clothes. But on days that Troy had
any SPU scholarship classes, he was required to wear his SPU
scholarship uniform, which was just a pair of blue flip flops and
the shortest, lightest, silkiest pair of running shorts he had ever
seen, so that any teacher could strip him for a 'demonstration' in
mere seconds. The shorts were so light sometimes it felt like he
wasn't wearing anything at all, and the thin material showed every
twitch of his cock if he got even a little hard, which he was
starting to do now!

Amber giggled, starting to unpack her
notebook and pens. “It's okay, I know you can't help it.”

“A 'helpless boner' describes most boys
around here anyway,” Jessica snorted, sitting down on his left.
“Even more so, now that Troy can't even touch it anymore.”

Troy blushed and covered his crotch with his
notebook. How did the Willy Wanker figure into his second term? Why
did he need a weekly enema? How was he guaranteed to lose his
virginity? When was he going to get answers to-

“Lover and beloved. Giver and taker.
Hunter and Prey,” a voice rang out across the
auditorium, from everywhere and no where at once, silencing the
students. “So has romance been, since before time. So it
will be at Sex Powers University. With a twist.”

A flash of smoke exploded
on the stage, and when it cleared, a standing hooded figure
threw back the top of her full-body cloak to reveal the long, curly
midnight-black hair and light brown skin of Professor Zadora. She
smiled at the stunned students and her voice became normal human
volume again.

“Welcome to Sex Magic 201.”

“That's impossible!” Jessica hissed,
stamping her foot on the ground. “I looked right at that spot in
the stage like three times! There was nothing there a second
ago!”

Amber was smiling. “Still think it's a trap
door in the floor?”

None of the students had yet figured out how
Professor Zadora made her grand entrances, and she wasn't telling
them until they did.

Jessica was shaking her head. “But
invisibility isn't a Sex Power! It's not possible!” She looked at
Troy, her teasing of him forgotten. “Is it?”

Troy gulped and shook his head. “I don't
know. If it is, that means-”

“Now all the rules have changed.”

The second booming, disembodied voice was
crisp, precise English with no accent, but carried around the room
just like Professor Zadora's had.

“This term, some of you will be the
hunters. Some the hunted. And some will be both.”

Now the class was uneasy. Troy looked at
Professor Zadora, who was standing with a smile, mouth closed, at
the front of the room. What was going on?

There was a second flash of smoke near the
back rows and a second hooded figure stood up, this time from an
empty seat right between two students! Troy and others gasped as
she doffed her hood to reveal the face of Headmistress Parker.

“But open yourself up to
new ideas, and you will make it through this term just fine,” she
said, her voice dropping to normal levels as well. Ms. Parker
walked to the front of the stunned room and took off the robe to
reveal her normal headmistress garb. “Thank you for letting me
borrow this, Professor Zadora. It served its purpose
well.”

The Headmistress turned to
address the class as Zadora put the second robe away. From
his Cunnilingus classes last semester, Troy knew why the exotic
professor with the liquid voice couldn't take off her own flowing
robe- because she was always completely nude underneath it!

Troy's growing erection twitched harder
inside his too-thin shorts.

“Now, I know some of you students may be
excited to start this second term,” Ms. Parker said, smiling
at the slowly erecting Troy, who blushed and looked away. “And with
good reason. Second term SPU students have more sexual partners
these four months than they do at any other time in their lives.
Even the ones with the most trouble getting dates.”

This time, the Headmistress smiled pointedly
at Troy's roommates, and it was their turn to blush.

“You will have these new sexual partners for
a simple reason: your grades will depend on it.” There were a few
gasps around the room, and the Professor smiled. “Now, which of you
are in my Wednesday pegging class?”

Half the girls in the room, including Amber,
raised their hands. Blushing, Troy did as well, and felt even worse
when Cheyenne saw his hand up and laughed out loud.

“The girls with their hands up, please
display your equipment for this term.”

Troy's jaw dropped as those female students
reached into their book bags and pulled out life-like silicone
dildos and strap-on harnesses right in front of everyone! There
were all sizes and colors of rubber cocks on display in the room
now, some with balls, some without, including to his right where
Amber was pulling out a-

“Holy shit!” Troy gasped. “Amber! Why the
hell did you choose that one?!”

His high-school crush had pulled out a
purple rubber dildo that was at least ten inches long, and as thick
around as a soda can.

“I didn't choose it!” the redhead
replied, blushing a little herself as nearby girls giggled at the
huge fake cock sitting on her desk. It took her two hands just to
keep the massive phallus from tipping over and smacking her in the
face. “These packages just showed up in our rooms! Headmistress
Parker choose them for us.”

“Why would she give you that? No one
in the world could take something that size!”

Now Amber blushed a little more. “Well,
actually... you remember my ex-boyfriend Mark?”

“You're kidding me!”

The girl was smiling and blushing at the
same time, as she used both hands to measure her cock's immense
shaft. “It's about the same girth he is,” she giggled. “Mark might
have been a little longer though...”

Troy felt his stomach drop to the center of
the Earth.

The girl of his dreams, the girl he finally
had the courage to pursue, she had slept with a man packing
that in his pants? No wonder Amber turned me down for sex
last semester! My dick looks like a baby's compared to that
thing!

Oh god, I was so stupid...

Jessica had noticed Amber's cock too, and
reached over Troy's desk to run her hand over the thick, heavy
dildo.

“Man Amber, if this is what your ex is
packing, you have got to give me his number!”

“Hey, hands off!” Amber laughed, pulling her
strap-on out of Jessica's reach. “I don't know if Mark and I are
really broken up yet. We hooked up again in that shower on New
Year's Eve, you know! And it was great!”

And Troy's stomach fell just a little bit
more.

“I can't believe you're not still sore!”
Jessica laughed, and gave her friend a high five as Troy sat low in
his chair, arms crossed and his small cock throbbing with jealousy
in his shorts.

Seeing his face, Amber patted his hand.

“Troy, don't be mad, you can't help how you
were born. And besides,” the girl giggled, crossing her sundress so
that her short hem rode even farther up her slim, smooth legs and
her sandal dangled from her small, perfect feet, “I like you much
better as a friend. That way, it doesn't matter how small your
penis is!”

Troy pouted more even as his cock surged
harder, tenting his shorts.

“And with these beautiful, majestic
phalluses,” Ms. Parker said, quieting the buzzing girls, “you
ladies will experience what dating in the modern world is
like, with women in charge. You will do the pursuing. You will do
the taking. And for every new boy you penetrate with your strap-on,
you will receive ten points added to your overall grade for the
semester.” She smiled. “And the boy will receive one.”

The girls erupted into excited giggles again
as Troy struggled to understand.

They would get ten points and he would get
only one? How was that fair?!

He didn't dare look at the purple monster
towering on Amber's desk. And he couldn't take that thing!
No one could!

Zadora nodded at the forest of dildos,
taking up the speech.

“Professor Parker will teach you women how
to properly use the wonderful tool you have been given. You will
learn more about pegging technique, etiquette and safety in one
semester with her than a hundred books or videos could teach
you.”

The Professor walked down the row of desks,
running her fingers along each of the freestanding cocks as gently
as if they were her lover's, and Troy fought not to cum in his
shorts.

“But the one thing she cannot teach you is
how good it feels the first time you convince a boy to accept you
inside him. Or how to find the rhythm that best pleases you and
him. That you can only learn from practice. Much, much
practice.”

There were hoots and catcalls from the
females in the room, directed at the shocked boys, and Troy's heart
was beating like a scared rabbit.

Practice? With that up his ass? And his
grade would depend on it?

Zadora raised a finger in warning.
“Consensual practice. Any student who makes a scholarship
boy take her strap-on by force, be it physical or magic, will have
her tool taken away from her.”

From the front of the room, Miranda St.
Claire's hand shot up in protest. “But if we can't use our magic to
hold them down while we take them,” she whined, “what are we
supposed to do?”

Professor Zadora laughed. “Why, what young
suitors have been doing to the apples of their eye since the
beginning of time, my dear. Convince them.”

The haughty model still looked put out, as
if the teacher was asking the world of her. But Troy breathed a
small sigh of relief. A small one.

Now Headmistress Parker spoke.

“And which of you lucky ladies are in
Professor Zadora's Friday Futanari class?”

The half of girls who had not raised their
hands before did so now. This included Jessica, and to his shame,
Troy a second time. He heard Cheyenne snort at him again.

“Pull out your equipment,
please.”

Jessica and the other female students
reached into their book bags, but all Troy's sister pulled out was
a small, clear pill box with only one red pill in it.

What was that? Troy wondered, but was
afraid to ask.

“While Headmistress Parker prefers her girls
using the boring predictability of a plastic penis,” Zadora boomed,
swishing around the stage in her long robe and bare feet, “students
in my class will know the fire and the joy of having a real
phallic appendage! Take that one pill, and you will become a
Futanari! A dick girl, expressing the best of female grace and male
sexual drive at the same time! You will feel every ridge and thrust
into your partner's tight hole, and be as insatiable as the
horniest teenage boy, with nearly endless stamina and seed to
deposit!”

The girls hooted again, and Troy felt a
second shiver down his spine.

Futanari.

He hadn't even known what the word meant
last term. It was a myth, a fantasy. But now he was going to be
walking around on a campus full of them?

“But beware, that you only take the pill
when you are ready,” the curly haired professor warned, her
commanding voice growing dark. “For most futanari do not last very
long. If a futa girl gives in to her lust and brings herself to
orgasm with her own hands, she will fall into a deep sleep and then
awaken, a futanari no more.”

Jessica laughed, then looked over at her
brother.

“So I guess I won't be jacking off all the
time like Troy does. Ooops! I mean, used
to do!”

The athletic teen laughed as Troy grit his
teeth, then put the pill box back inside her bag.

“You're not going to take it now?” Amber
asked.

“You heard the prof- I'm saving it until I
really need those ten points!”

Troy was shaking his head, still
unbelieving. They couldn't be serious! Strap-on girls and futanari,
roaming the campus looking to peg boys to raise their grades! It
would be a madhouse!

Why was he in both classes? It didn't make any sense! And he was
a male!

“And the same rules apply to you,”
Headmistress Parker said. “No forcing our poor boys to take your
futa cocks, no matter how horny you are. If the boy's penis aren't
just as hard as yours are when you bed them, you may find yourself
in my office, explaining your actions.”

The girls quieted down, including Jessica,
but Troy saw she still had a mischievous glint in her eye.

“One last thing,” Ms. Parker told the crowd.
“At SPU, we also want to train our girls to not settle with damaged
goods. So, while male virgins are worth the full 10 points,
deflowered males are only worth 5 to the girl the second time they
are taken, then 3, then 1.” She smiled at Troy. “We aren't training
you girls to go after male sluts, after all.”

Troy lowered his head as more girls
laughed.

Professor Zadora spoke, in her liquid voice.
“Do not despair, my little tongue dancers,” she laughed, looking at
Troy and the other scholarship boys. More than a few were in her
Cunnilingus class. “It is true that first time you sleep with a
certain woman, it is worth ten points to her but only one to you.
However, the second time you sleep with that same
woman, be it futa or strap-on girl,
you get three points, then five the next time, then ten! We're
trying to train you how to keep a girl, after all. So learn to be
good in bed.”

That just made Troy blush more.

What did she mean? How could he be good in
bed- taking it up the rear?!?

Standing at one end of the stage, Professor
Zadora looked confidently at Headmistress Parker.

“And then we will see which team ends up
with the most points at the end of the term.”

From the other end, the Headmistress was
smiling back. “Yes, yes we shall.”

Next to Troy, Amber's cute nose was
scrunched in confusion as she tried to work out all the math in her
notebook.

“But ma'am? If the male virgins are worth
ten points and then start decreasing each time they're taken, and a
girl is worth more points each time a boy convinces her to take him
again, and there are a hundred students playing this game, all
switching partners... how are going to keep track of it all?”

“Oh that's simple,” the Headmistress
laughed, holding up her phone. “We have an app for that.”

All the girls laughed again, the bell rang,
and then the students started heading for the doors, the girls
excited and the boys walking with leaden, timid feet.

“Welcome to your second term at SPU,
everyone!” Headmistress Parker laughed as they left. “May it be
your most exciting yet!”

 


***

 


Troy raced out of the auditorium through a
different exit than Amber and Jessica, because he didn't want the
girls to see how flustered he was.

He splashed water on his face in the
bathroom as he tried to think.

I want to sleep with Amber, but she's going
to be trying to sleep with guys who can take that... monster... up
their ass? And the whole school would know the second I do, through
that app?

This wasn't fai-

Troy caught himself from
breaking his Resolution again. I'm not going to say it's
not fair. It's just how it is. I'll find a way.

He looked at his watch and
realized he was almost late for his next Monday morning class,
which, due to his 'athletic'
scholarship, was the same as it was last
semester.

Nude figure drawing.

He got there just in time, stepped up on the
stage at the mousy Professor Gilda's nod; she was still setting up
the lights, already behind schedule for the term.

Troy was glad the boner he had gotten in his
first class had gone down already; last semester a few cute girls
in the front discovered Troy's foot fetish and then painted their
toenails and slipped out of their sandals every single class,
making the whole class laugh at Troy as his penis erected every
single posing session for no obvious reason.

But this term Troy vowed it would be
different; he had enough self-control to keep his gaze above the
girls' waists, and it was a whole new group of women this time; if
he didn't stare at their feet, none of them should find out about
his fetish.

“Alright model,” Professor
Gilda said, closing the door. “Disrobe, please.”

Troy exhaled, stepped out of his flip-flops,
then shucked his thin shorts to the floor, pleased that he wasn't
feeling even the stirrings of an erection.

But the class started laughing for a whole
different reason.

Professor Gilda looked up from setting up
the stage lights, confused. She pushed her disheveled, curly hair
out of her eyes looking for her glasses, which she eventually found
already resting on her head.

“What are all you girls
laughing at? Oh yes, over the Break I'd forgotten about our
model's shortcomings,” she said,
looking at Troy's cock, as most of the students were. “Just make
do, girls.”

A cute British student in the third row
laughed out loud, still not putting her pencil to paper.

“Is our nude drawing model
seriously going to be the boy with the littlest willie in the
entire school? For the whole semester?” she asked as Troy started
blushing, still holding his pose.

“Yes, unfortunately, all
the normal-sized scholarship boys are in the blow-job or distance
powers classes,” Gilda said, walking around and correcting how the
students were holding their pencils. “But think of it as an
opportunity, girls!” Gilda said, coming to the stage. “Great
art is made through adversity! This is a chance for you to focus on
the other parts our model! Why not draw his full lips, his long
eyelashes, or his cute, upturned bottom? Why, I could teach you
girls for a month, using just the curves of this delectable
derriere!”

Troy gasped as the professor squeezed his
nude ass, but he still held his pose, even as a tightness started
growing in his cock.

“And last term, our model
would have disrupted the whole class by getting a very childish
erection right in the middle of it, if a women touched him like
this,” she said, still petting his bare ass. She looked up at the
blushing boy. “But it looks like our model has matured past that
silly stage, hasn't he?”

“Yes ma'am!” he blurted
out, then sighed in relief when the Professor let go of his butt
and started walking the aisles, correcting students.

“Don't press so hard,
Tanya, just a light touch...”

“Center that drawing,
don't go off to the side...”

And so a blushing Troy stood in a
semi-strenuous pose, totally nude in front of a class of 30 girls
all staring intently at the details of his exposed body. It was
mostly quietly except for Professor Gilda's occasional
announcement, and except that Troy could hear every whispered
comment of the girls in the front row.

“Gawd, I didn't know they
made dicks so small. It's practically a pinkie!” a Jersey girl with
ripped jeans and a low top giggled to her friend, smacking her gum
as she drew.

“My mother says they
should lock up all the little dicks that size in steel chastity
belts,” her friend replied, a graceful ballerina wearing a tight
sweater and black yoga pants on her long legs. “Keeps them out of
the dating pool.”

Troy's face got even deeper red, but he
didn't respond. He tried to be above their jibes, to look over the
girls instead of at them. But then a well-endowed brunette three
rows back reached down to sharpen her pencil and her orange tank
top fell open, revealing a smooth, deep valley of firm teen
cleavage pointing right at Troy's face. He closed his eyes
before-

“Eyes open, model!” Gilda
called from the back of the room. “And no grimacing! I want your
face to have smooth lines- smooth
and relaxed!”

Troy swallowed and reopened his eyes, to
find the excellent cleavage still dead center in his view.

Amber didn't have big tits; Troy thought she
was incredibly sexy just as she was. But with Jessica and possibly
his mother reading his masturbation fantasies at home, he didn't
dare look at porn over the break, and so Troy hadn't seen big,
beautiful breasts like this in a long time.

Breasts that promised a soft place to rest
your head and hard, pink nipples to suck.

Breasts that could be oiled, or soaped, or
just left to bounce free.

Breasts that could slide around his cock
and-

Troy felt his dick start to tighten.

“Like, my Mom's totally
serious,” the ballerina said, as Troy fought to think of anything
but the orange shirted girl. “She says, why don't we lock down all
the little dicks and just throw away the keys? We've got Powers
now, it's not like men could stop us.”

“Yeah if this little dick
was my boyfriend, I'd totally lock his little pecker away and fuck
Studs right in front of him, to teach him a lesson,” Jersey girl
agreed.

The orange tank top girl leaned forward
again, and Troy got a view of everything from her collar to her
belly button. He grunted as his cock started to stiffen, which did
not go unnoticed by the two girls in the front row.

“Oh, you like that idea, little dick? You
think we should lock your pee-pee away forever just like Melanie's
Mom wants?”

“No!” Troy hissed. “Leave me alone!”

“Oooo, little dick's a sassy sissy,”
Jersey girl laughed to her friends. She tucked her pencil behind
her ear and leaned forward, smacking her gum just a few feet from
Troy's straining cock.

“You know what, little
dick? If you were my brother, I'd make sure my mom locked you in a
little boy-sized chastity belt the second you started getting
boners around me,” she said, making her friends giggle. “And I'd
walk around the house every day in panties just to make you ache.
And if you were my boyfriend- oh god can you imagine-” she laughed
to her friends before turning back to him- “I'd tuck your clit away
in a full front-to-back belt so tight, you'd think it was a
girl's chastity belt!”

Troy didn't know why, but some combination
of her words and the breasts in front of him made his penis keep
stiffening until he had a full boner in front of the class.

“Oh my god Heather! He likes that idea! He
wants to be locked away in a girl's chastity belt!”

“No I don't!” Troy barked.

“Model!” Gilda barked,
turning away from an easel. “What is going-” She saw Troy's red
face and his twitching erection, and her anger turned into a
chuckle.

“Oh goodness, look at
that. You just don't learn, do you? Well, we might as well use
it.”

She directed Troy into a pose that he could
never have held on his own, a one-legged tiptoe ballerina stance
with one foot held by one of his arms as his other reached to the
sky, and then touched the center of his chest with one feminine
finger.

“Freeze.”

And then Troy was stuck in that humiliating,
female dance pose for the rest of class, as Jersey girl and her
friends whispered teasing comments about his little dick until it
was dripping and his balls ached.

 


***

 


“Oh, what if I started a line of little dick
panties?” Jersey girl was saying as the bell rang. “Except instead
of cotton I'd make them out of steel and put a lock on the front-
sexy little chastity panties for boys like him! I could call them
'Heather's Home for Useless little Dicks!' All cocks under six
inches get in free!” She smiled Troy and smacked her gum again.

“Good bye little dick, see you next week!”
she laughed, dropping the sketch she had made onto the stage as she
walked out.

She had drawn him in a slender, more
androgynous body than he really was, and instead of being nude, he
was wearing a girls' chastity belt, bikini cut with a smooth metal
plate over his crotch, which he was desperately trying to pull off
while fat tears ran down his face.

“You know, I might sit in
the front row every week,” Heather
told her friends as they walked off. “I'm feeling more artistic
already!”

Troy tried to ignore the receding laughs as
Professor Gilda released him from her spell with a chuckle and a
shake of her head, but his face was still burning red as he took
real clothes out from his book bag and hurriedly dressed. Posing
was his last scholarship class for the day so he could dress
normally until tomorrow morning.

He managed to pull his shorts over his Willy
Wanker field and press his erection to his stomach, and was
buttoning his shirt when one of the drawing students timidly came
up to him.

“Hey, don't let Heather's
friends get to you. Trust me, they're mean to us nerdy girls
too.”

She wasn't one of Heather's friends or the
hot orange-shirted girl from the back row, but an average looking,
maybe-kind-of-cute-if-you-dressed-her-the-right-way girl that Troy
hadn't looked at much in class.

She seemed a little
nervous as she approached. Why was she so nervous?
Her nerves were making Troy nervous. That, and
his heart still rushing from the humiliation he had just
suffered.

“Thanks. I
guess.”

She bit her bottom lip in a cute way. “So, I
wanted to thank you for posing for us today.”

“No problem. But I kinda, have to. Because
of my scholarship”

“Oh.” She giggled, then pushed a piece of
paper at him. “Well, it kinda inspired me, like... here, just
look!”

This sketch showed Troy as more rugged and
muscular than he really was, standing on an ocean rock with the
waves crashing behind him like he was the God Neptune. But instead
of his real cock, jutting from Troy's crotch was a thick, healthy
erection at least eight inches long with every single throbbing
vein and ridge lovingly detailed in. It was a cock a porn star
would have been proud of.

“Wow,” he laughed.
“I wish that was me!”

The girl giggled, adjusting her plain
t-shirt, then blushing. “I've been drawing for a long time; I know
how a body works.” She blushed even more. “Speaking of which, do
you want to, um, maybe come back to my place? I could draw you in
private... maybe make you a few more sketches you'd be happy to put
on your wall... if you just let me get a few points with... you
know....”

She opened the top of her book bag to show
Troy a thick, healthy looking strap-on that was at least eight
inches long, with every throbbing vein and ridges lovingly molded
in. Troy looked from the strap-on, to the sketch, then back again,
and then it all made sense.

“Oh, no!” Troy gasped, stumbling backwards.
“You're a Sophomore too!” The girl looked hurt as he picked up his
own bag and retreated towards the exit. “Thanks, but, I... I just
can't right now!”

 


***

 


Unlike Troy, Jessica was giddy to get to her
second Monday morning class. She rushed into a front row seat ten
minutes before it even started, and spent the time laying out two
fresh notebooks and sharpening three pencils to a fine point, as
Amber just shook her head, seated beside the athletic teen.

Right on time, a confident French woman
strutted to the front of the all-female class in her designer dress
and silk stockings.

“I am Madame Milieu. Welcome to the
Principles of Distance Powers.”

Jessica squealed. Next to her, Amber just
rolled her eyes.

The teacher strutted around the room, her
stiletto heels clicking. “In this class, we will learn the building
blocks of the most powerful spells Sex Magic has to offer.
Ze Distance Tease. Ze Force Push. And ze Handle, so you can fly
horny boys around the air like birds.”

Jessica squealed again. The teacher raised
an eyebrow and the teen turned her squeal into a cough, trying to
look studious.

“But with this immenze power, you must learn
control,” the french-accented teacher went on. “Ze spells I will
teach you, they may be used for fun, oui. But they are also used
for very serious work. Have you ladies heard of 502 divisions?”

A girl in back raised her hand. “Yes ma'am.
They're special female-led units in the Army, organized after the
Drake Cheerleaders Incident. They use Sex Powers to fly male
soldiers over rivers and obstacles, to attack from directions the
enemy won't expect. Mostly for counter-terrorism.”

The teacher nodded once. “Exactement.
And some day, some of you students from this very class will lead
your own 502 units! A job requiring the utmost of concentration and
control. So today we will begin with an exercise in control.”

The teacher snapped her fingers and four
blushing scholarship boys came running out from the back room.
Blushing because they were totally nude in front of the dressed
females, their thick cocks swaying like elephant trunks and their
large testicles obviously painfully full.

“Oh my god I love this school,” Jessica
giggled to Amber, grabbing the other girl's knee. “They practically
hang down to their knees!”

“Just like all men should,” Amber giggled,
and the girls traded a quiet high-five. But then Amber turned her
head, as if she was hearing a faint bell. Then she held her palm
out in front of her, as if warming it from a fire.

“And they're horny!” she whispered to
Jessica. Amber moved her palm-out hand across the group, recoiling
when she reached the third boy from the right. “Really
horny! They must be from Mrs. Parker's special sessions!”

“Quite observant, Miss Belle,” Madame Milieu
said. Both girls blushed, not expecting the teacher to have heard
them. “In fact, these are Juniors the Headmistress has
especially prepared for you, with a quite demanding
regimen.” She smiled. “Bull's Milk, I think, is what Professor
Zadora calls the potion she makes them drink each night. Their
sperm production is probably two to three times normal. Too bad
they have no place to put it.”

Some girls giggled at the blushing boys and
their obviously uncomfortable blue balls, while Jess felt that
tingle in between her thighs again.

Two to three times as horny and still never
allowed to cum? This was the best school ever!

“Now,” the teacher went on, “can any of the
rest of you girls sense their sexual need with your Powers, as Miss
Belle did? From where you are right now?”

Some of the girls put their hands out as
Amber had done, some just tilted their head to listen. A few gasps
and murmurs went up from the crowd, as girls found the right
frequency. But Jess was still frowning, with one hand out.

“I can't feel anything! Am I...” She put her
other palm out too. “Am I doing something wrong?”

The teacher shrugged. “It is nothing to be
ashamed of. You may simply grow into it as you mature.”

The last word made some students around
Jessica giggle and the teen felt her face get hot. What did the
teacher mean? She was mature! But it seemed like
three-fourths of the class were oohhing and ahhing with their hands
out, while Jess couldn't even feel any heat at all!

“Now, for some hands on practice,” Madame
Milieu said. “You four girls in front, come stand here, across the
stage from our specimens.” Jessica, Amber, and two other girls left
their desks. “Now, extend a finger, and point it right at your
boy's waiting leash.”

The class giggled as the four boys blushed a
little more, forced to stand nude while four cute co-eds pointed
fingers right at their dicks! Some of their cocks twitched just
from that.

The professor smiled.

“Mmmm, our test subjects are waking up. Now
girls, imagine a feather. That's all. A light, delicate feather.
Stroking your boy's leash. Up and down, up and down.”

The class giggled again, but fell silent
quickly. There was a tension in the air, a tension that seemed to
grow thicker and heavier until-

“Ahhh!” the boy in front of Amber cried out.
His large cock was surging, starting to erect with each
heartbeat.

“Excellent Amber!” the teacher said, as if
hearing something the others couldn't. “And you other girls?”

Jess strained, her finger out. What was she
supposed to feel? The feather? His cock? Something else? Sometimes
sex magic was so confusing!

She closed her eyes and instead of a
feather, she imagined sucking the penis of the boy in front of her.
Not the ladylike, teasing, sucking they had been taught last
semester, but falling-to-her-knees desperate sucking, as if her
pussy was on fire.

Her boy's cock twitched.

“Oh! I feel something!” Jess cried, even as
her cheeks blushed. She was imagining giving the most degrading
blow-job possible- something no self-respecting woman did in a Sex
Powers world- but she didn't care! Amber's boy's cock was half hard
already, she had to catch up! She opened her eyes to see her boy
erecting steadily, then gave her friend a smug look. “This isn't so
hard.”

The shorter girl just raised an eyebrow,
then wiggled three fingers up and down instead of one. Her boy
almost fell to his knees in pleasure.

“Oh god!” He was almost fully hard now,
dripping and squirming. “OH my God!”

“Show off,” Jess muttered, closing her eyes
and gritting her teeth. She tied even harder, but her hold was
slipping, her cock's growth slowing. It stayed at half mast even
the other two girls in line passed her.

The teacher let Jess struggle for a half
minute more, then said, “It is okay, Miss Appleton. Not all women
have full command of their sexuality right away.”

She gave Jessica's boy an imperious look,
pointed one finger at him, and he cried out in pleasure. It was
like all the blood from each heartbeat was going into making him
more erect.

“Oh god! Professor! Please!” he begged. He
was at full mast, but still more blood pumped into his helpless
erection until it was a throbbing, dripping missile threatening to
shoot off his body.

Madame Milieu lowered her finger just a
fraction of a millimeter and the boy came down of his toes, still
sweating with a painful erection, but no longer screaming.

The teacher raised a perfect eyebrow at
Jessica.

“You will get the hang of being a complete
woman, eventually.”

Jess clenched her jaw as she heard female
snickers behind her again.

“Now that all
four boys are prepared for liftoff,”
Madame Milieu said, “reach out girls, and grasp the air as if you
were picking them up by their cock. Just grasp right in front of
you while thinking of your boy's helpful Handle. That is where the
spell gets its name.”

The other three girls did, then gasped.

“It's like I'm holding it in my hand!” one
girl said, her fist loosely closed around the air.

“I can feel his heartbeat!” another
added.

Amber said nothing, but just smiled, and
with her fist loose, she raised her arm. Her boy levitated up off
the floor, his feet floating above the ground.

“Excellent Miss Peoples! You other girls,
try to lift your boys as well. But gently, with control!”

One girl picked her boy up a few inches and
the other barely got him up off his tiptoes, but Jess still
struggled, her boy's feet firmly on the ground.

“How... how are you doing this?” she asked
Amber. “How come you can do it but I can't?”

Her friend blushed a little, her boy
floating halfway to the ceiling. “Must be my Independent Studies
classes, I guess. They make me more sensitive to Powers.”

“You and those damned independent studies
again!” Jessica said. “When are you going to tell me what the heck
you're really doing-”

“Problems, Miss Appleton?”

Jessica jumped, and if she had been
levitating her boy, she surely would have dropped him right
then.

“No ma'am! I'm just having a little trouble
getting him up!”

Her face burned as her phrasing caused a few
girls behind her to laugh at her again.

“Oui. That is obvious. Perhaps I can
help.”

And then Jessica was enveloped by a cloud of
light perfume as the teacher pressed close against the back of her
body, holding the teen's outstretched arm in hers.

“Distance Powers require sensuality,” the
woman purred into the teen's ear. “Projected sensuality.
Feel the sexual tension in the room. Feel the yearning of your
target to relieve his painful male urges.”

But all Jessica could feel was her teacher's
hot breath in her ear and the woman's firm breasts pressed against
her back. And when the teacher's bare left hand found Jessica's
stomach, the teen jumped a little.

“Feel the sensuality in your center...
here,” the Professor said, rubbing soft circles on Jessica's
stomach.

The teen gulped. “Okay.”

“You are the sister of Troy Appleton, are
you not?” the teacher asked, still holding Jessica closer than a
tango partner. “The very horny young man with the tiny penis?”

Jessica giggled. Even the teachers called
it that! “Yes ma'am.”

“Maybe that is the trouble. You are so used
to his small penis, you cannot wrap your mind around a large
one.”

There where the girls behind her, giggling
again.

“Do not worry, Miss Appleton,” Professor
Milieu said, still rubbing Jessica's abs. “We practice on large
cocks here because they offer the most room for new girls. The most
space to grab. But small penises offer much more power if you can
control them.”

“They... they do?”

“Mais oui! Small penises erect more easily
than large ones and get so much harder, all types of magic works
better on them. So much so that the military sends out special 502
recruiters, to ask all the girls in a town which boys have the
smallest cocks to recruit them.”

The teacher was rocking Jessica back and
forth, hip pressed to hip.

“So if it helps, you may imagine your
brother in front of you. His little dick in your hands. His balls
filled to the point of pain and beyond. Begging you not to use your
spells on him again...”

The teen gulped- why... why was she
feeling a tingling down there? Am I... soaking my panties?

Jessica felt a phantom cock materialize into
her hand all at once and her boy yelped as he was dragged up into
the air by his painfully hard dick.

“I got it!” she cried, swinging the boy back
and forth in a wide arc, higher and higher. “I got the Handle!”

“Excellent Miss Appleton,” the professor
said, patting the teen's hip before she left. “You simply had to
find your inspiration, that's all.”

Jessica blushed. Now she could definitely
feel the tingling in her soon-to-be-damp panties.

But had it come from thinking of her
brother, or the sexy teacher?

“Yes...yes ma'am.”

 


***

 


“That sucks,” Troy's
roommate Billy agreed that evening, after Troy had told him what
had happened in the posing class. “She was trying to peg you the
first day? And she wasn't even hot?”

“I mean, she wasn't
ugly either-” Troy looked up in
disbelief. “Why does it matter how hot she was? She was trying to
stick something up my ass!”

Billy shrugged. “Well, if we're going to
give it up to someone the first day, she might as well be really
hot.”

Troy threw a pillow at the
smaller boy. “That doesn't make any sense! Shut up!” He
jerked a thumb at Billy as his other two roommates walked in from
the showers. “Alphonso! John! Can you believe this guy? A girl asks
to peg me the first day, and Billy asks how hot she was!”

The taller brown-skinned boy, Alphonso,
laughed as he set down his shampoo and threw a pillow at Billy too.
“Shut up about that! John and I got propositioned the first day,
and it's guys like you that make girls think they have a
chance!”

“You too?” Troy asked Alphonso, as John
threw a pillow at the protesting Billy as well. “A girl just came
right up and asked you?”

“Yeah, can you believe
it?” Alphonso laughed. “Last term, the Four-Inch Musketeers
couldn't get a date- and now we're fighting them off the
first day!”

Troy blushed a little. He had once thought
it incredibly mean, that Headmistress Parker did the boys' room
assignments by penis size, but he was coming to see the logic of
it. The four boys knew what some girls on campus called them, and
at they could laugh at their situation together.

“We need to find some nice
girls who don't care about scoring points,” Alphonso said, pulling
on some sweatpants. “What's your plan, Troy?”

Troy recoiled. "Me? I'm in the same boat as
you guys!"

"Bullshit," John said, putting his guitar
away. "I heard you got laid last year during Finals- sucked off in
front of the whole girls' dorm by none other than Miranda St.
Claire!"

Troy shook his head. "That wasn't like-"

"And you're friends with that beautiful
red-headed girl Amber," Alphonso said, hanging a snowboard above
his bunk. "If you're never going to make move on her, at least put
in a good word for your friends, huh?"

"Hey! She's not fair game!" Troy said. "I'm
still.... um, trying to ask her out."

"Then how about your sister!" Billy cried.
"God, she's got an ass on her! She just makes me want to- UNNNNGH!"
He tried to mimic a jacking off motion, but some unseen force field
kept him from reaching the dick that had tented his jeans.

Troy's eyes got big. "They got you too? A
Willy Wanker?"

Billy grunted, still trying to reach his
dick and failing. “Yeah! It fucking sucks!”

"Well you know that sister you want me to
invite over?” Troy said. “Jess told me I was getting a physical,
drove me to the hospital, and then had the doctor put the Willy
Wanker spell on me instead!"

Billy was still trying to jack off. "They
told me I was getting a tetanus shot!"

John moped near his bed. "They told me I was
going to the park."

Troy shook his head. All four of them had
all gotten the spell? None of them could touch their dick this
semester, maybe for the rest of their lives! How had the world come
to this?

He looked over at the last boy. "How about
you, Alphonso? Did they get you too?"

The tall boy sighed, then nodded. "Remember
my three cousins? The ones whose nightly activities had kept me
awake for years?"

Troy gulped. “Yeah.”

Masturbating women sent out waves of
pleasure affecting nearby men if the women didn't dampen their
Powers; over break, if Jessica had seen a good romantic comedy that
night or gotten into their mother's bodice-rippers, Troy would
writhe in bed with his dick ringing like a tuning fork, unable to
cum even as Jessica got herself off again and again.

"With three of them, they didn't need to
trick me," Alphonso said. "They simply took me from my house and
forced me onto the train- I couldn't fight back without hurting
them! For two hours, they teased me about what was going to happen
when we finally got to the hospital, about what I would never get
to do again. And they watched while the female doctor applied the
spell, enjoying every second of it."

Troy sighed, holding his head. "Man. I'm so
sorr-"

"Wait! A two hour train ride to a hospital?"
Billy cried. "Where the fuck do you live?"

"Pakistan," the tall boy said. "We don't
have modern hospitals in every tiny village like you guys do,
dicktard."

"You're from the Middle East?" Billy asked.
"I thought you were, like, Spanish or something."

"Nope," Alphonso said. "Pakistan."

"Huh," Troy said. "Really?"

"Yep."

The three boys considered this new
information in silence for a moment. Then Billy pounded his bed
again.

"So when are we going to get some hot
bitches in here!" he cried. "Troy! We need your sexy sister to come
over!"

Troy put his hands up. "You guys wouldn't
like Jess! She's a huge cocktease-"

“Or Amber-”

“I said NO!”

“Why don't we all just put
out for just the girls with the smallest strap-on cocks and maybe
they'll repay the favor so-”

The boys were hitting Billy with pillows
again when a high-pitched voice yelled down the hallway.

“Lights Out in five minutes! Everyone strip
for 501 check!”

The boys looked at each other, confused.
This hadn't happened first term!

Billy, who was a little smaller than Troy in
frame and endowment, stripped fully nude right away. Troy just
stripped to his boxers, figuring he could pull the waistband down
for a quick check to preserve his modesty. The other two followed
Troy's lead.

A minute later a tiny Asian girl in a loose
tank top and cut-off jean shorts that were barely bigger than
panties entered the room, holding a clipboard. She saw the three
clothed boys and put her hands on her hips.

“Strip for Willy Wanker
check means totally buck naked! Get those ugly boxers off or I'll
have the Headmistress order you three to go to class in nothing but
your birthday suits tomorrow!”

She smiled as the boys rushed to comply,
then stood nude at attention for her like Billy was.

“It looks like my job as
night monitor is going to be super easy this term! If you are all Willy Wankered that means no
masturbating boys to keep psychic girls up at night! Although,” she
laughed, “I really should check myself...”

The girl walked up right
up to Troy and grabbed his full balls with her fingers.

“Hey!” he gasped.
“What-”

Her grip wasn't painful, but definitely firm
enough that he couldn't pull away.

“Stand still. Or
you will be going to class buck
naked from now on.”

Holding himself rigid, Troy gulped as the
hall monitor leisurely scratched one fingernail on the underside of
his blue balls. Then again a second later. Then again. She laughed
as he erected quickly.

“You little dicks are so
easy. Just a little touch and you go right off, no matter how
scared you are!” She let go of the blushing boy's balls, took his
hand in hers and tried to reach his erection, smiling when the
force field stopped them about six inches away.

“Troy Appleton, Willy
Wanker securely applied for tonight,” she giggled, making a check
on her clipboard. “Although... it's always better to
double check.”

Troy gasped as the Asian girl's soft hand
grasped his cock directly and started jacking him furiously, her
tiny fist a blur.

“Ahhhh! Hey!” he cried,
going up on his tiptoes, his balls pulling up, his muscles tensing.
Two strokes before he would have cum, she dropped his cock
cold.

“NO!”

His reflexes forced his
hands to try to finish the huge orgasm she had gotten him so close
to, and the laughing girl made a second mark on her clipboard as he
tried and failed. She repeated the process on each boy in the room,
except that she gave Billy three forced edges, laughing as the boy
danced around the room, trying to find any
way to relieve the backed up balls she had given
him.

“Try to hump your mattress
to get those rocks off and I'll go find the four ugliest, most hung
Sophomore girls and bring them back here myself to take all your
anal cherries,” the hall monitor warned Billy, and the blushing boy
stopped, his balls aching but untouched.

“The only thing keeping
all the Sophomore girls on campus from storming this dorm and
fucking you boys senseless is me, so stay on my good side this
term,” she laughed, walking to the door and putting her hand on the
light switch.

Troy gulped and started to reach down for
his shorts, but the Asian girl coughed.

“You know, I've always
liked it when my boys sleep in the nude. It's more natural that
way.” She gave Troy a meaningful look. “It would really keep you on
my good side.”

The boys all looked at each other, and,
blushing even more, retreated to their separate beds, still naked
with their hard cocks bouncing in front of them.

The girl laughed and flipped off the light,
and now she was a sexy silhouette standing in Troy's doorway.

“Oh, and if you fellas are
ever feeling too wound up to get a
good night's rest this term, just call my room and I'll let your
nice Sophomore girlfriend into the dorm to fuck you hard,” the girl
giggled, sliding her bare legs together as she stood in the
doorway. “I always find that eight inches of thick, hard dick
pumping in and out of my tight hole until I'm sweating and
screaming and can't take it anymore always puts me
right to sleep.” She laughed again as she
left. “Sleep tight, bitches!”

Troy didn't, tossing and turning with aching
balls for hours after that.

 


***
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Chapter Four

 


 


Troy was awoken the next morning by a light
feather teasing his already hard cock. It was a weak sensation,
going in and out, but two weeks of blue balls and morning wood on
top of that had him painfully hard.

His hands drifted down out
of reflex but were stopped six inches away. He groaned and rolled
over, rubbing his hips into his bed to feel something,
anything against his cock.

Who was doing this?

A whistle rang down the hall, coming from
the Hall monitor's room, and Troy groaned again and went off to
take a cold shower. He never did find out which girl had teased
him.

 


***

 


Troy's first Tuesday morning class was a
Cunnilingus Lab, which Headmistress Parker had made mandatory for
all small-dicked boys.

When she spotted him, Professor Zadora
immediately waved Troy to the front.

“Ah, my prize student returns! Come, my
little tongue dancer! Kneel before Zadora, and show these new
students how a woman should be worshiped.”

As Troy approached, the seated professor
parted her thick robe just enough for Troy to see her nude legs
from foot to hip, her mocha-colored skin enticing and flawless.
Troy gulped, remembering how those thighs had felt, wrapped around
his ears last term, when he had been in a chastity belt and the
professor had bade him to-

“Lick, boy!” she laughed. “What are you
doing down there, admiring the view?”

He gulped and closed his eyes as Professor
Zadora guided his head in between her thighs. Troy let the warmth
of her thighs envelop his ears again, let his nose tickle the neat
patch of close trimmed hair she kept around her lower lips. His
cock started to fill, smelling her scent again. He tried to
concentrate, nibbling slowly on her lips as he tried to remember
all he had learned last year-

Zadora pushed his head away in shock.

“What has happened?!” she cried, covering
her legs with her robe. “The end of last term your tongue was like
a dancer on the wind! Now it is like a bull in a china store!”

“I'm, I'm sorry!” he cried, pointing at the
tent in his crotch. “It's the 501 spell! I'm just so horny and I
can't-”

“Do not worry about that little thing! You
must learn to please women with your primary sex organ!” the
teacher said, causing giggles from the three girls sitting next to
her on stage, awaiting their licks. “I assigned you one hour of
practice a day over Break! Did you not do your assignments?”

He was blushing, still on his knees in front
of the storming professor with a tent in his thin shorts.

“I... I... don't have a girlfriend at home,
Professor. I couldn't find anyone to practice with-”

“Well you certainly will not work off
your rust on me!” She clapped her hands. “Back of the room!
You may only watch for today! You are banned from practicing with
your lazy tongue on me or any of my assistants!”

Troy's jaw dropped. He wanted to taste her
again so badly it hurt.

“But how am I supposed to-”

“Reread your Art of Cunnilingus from front
to back, practice licking your closed hand every night for a week,
then I might think of letting you attempt to worship me
again! Next!”

 


***

 


 


So Troy had to stand at the back of the
room, dick hard, watching his roommates take their places in line
and please Professor Zadora and her teaching assistants well, or
well enough for the first day at least.

Troy stormed right up to them as soon as the
class ended.

“What the hell! How come you guys could
please her and I couldn't?” he demanded.

“Maybe we actually did the assigned homework
over Break,” Alphonso said, wiping his face with a damp towel.

“How?”

The dark-skinned boy swallowed, looking
embarrassed. “I told you about my three female cousins. They're my
third cousins; they were more than happy to force me to lick them
and rate my performance...”

Troy spun on Billy. “And you too?”

But the smaller boy was grinning as he
washed his dripping face. “Yep! A friend of my Mom's let me
practice on her every day. And on weekends she had her whole
book group come over-”

Troy turned to John. “Even you?”

“Yeah. I've got a girlfriend.”

“Really?” Billy laughed. “Is she hot?”

The average-looking boy blushed and nodded.
“She's a model.”

“Bullshit!” Billy laughed. “How come I've
never seen her around?”

“You don't know her. She's... from
Canada.”

“Oh yeah? What's her Facebook page?”

“They don't um, use Facebook up there. They
use something else-”

“Such bullshit!” Billy laughed, hitting John
with the towel, and Troy's three friends went off down the
sidewalk, leaving him behind.

 


***

 


And so it was a slightly grumpy Troy that
showed up for his Pegging Lab Wednesday morning, having stayed up
late after lights out reading his cunnilingus book by flashlight
and practicing licking his closed hand as his cock throbbed,
untouched. And this morning, girls sitting behind him at breakfast
and those walking past him in the quad had made suggestive comments
about “scoring points with that sweet ass of his.”

His mood brightened when he saw Amber come
in and sit right next to him, but soured again when she pulled out
her huge, ex-boyfriend-sized purple dildo.

“Oh, relax. It's not a competition,” she
giggled, running her fingers up and down the long cock, squeezing
it lovingly.

He exhaled. “Look, Amber... can I ask you
something?”

She licked her finger and cleaned a smudge
off the dildo's fat head. “Sure.”

“I'm not doing well in Cunnilingus class. I
didn't do any practice over break and Zadora's mad at me. Would you
mind if I um...” Troy looked at how she was lovingly cleaning her
dildo, and how much smooth leg her short, thin yellow sundress left
in sight. “Could I practice on you?” he asked, his cock stirring
again. “We'll still be friends! It doesn't have to mean
anything!”

She laid her heavy cock down on the table,
now just petting it. “Troy... I don't think we should...”

“Why not? I licked you once last term. You
seemed to like it!”

“I did! But... I'm learning more about
myself at SPU. About what I am, and...”

“And what?”

Headmistress Parker strode into the room in
her high heeled riding boots, ending any further discussion.

“Attention class, we will now begin the
lab.”

Besides the boots, she was wearing tight
white riding jodhpurs, a simple blouse, and a jet black eight inch
strap-on. Troy thought the dark, glistening strap-on looked as evil
as the Devil's cock.

“This will be a lab on practice and
theory. To don your strap-on harness, first put your leg through
one hole...”

Amber took studious notes next to Troy and
for a while, he did too. Then, in a fit of insight, he threw down
his pencil.

“What's wrong?” Amber whispered.

“Why am I doing this?” he hissed back to
her. “I'm never going to wear one!”

“You should still take notes,” she said,
trying not to be heard. “It's going to be on the test.”

“But why am I here?” Troy demanded. “Why am
I even in this class?”

From the shocked silence, Troy realized that
the professor had stopped talking and was looking at him.

“You are here, Mr. Appleton,” she chuckled,
stroking her strap-on, “to help us with the live
demonstrations.”

An icy hand gripped Troy's heart.

She... she couldn't mean!

Not in front of all these girls!

Not in front of... Amber!

“Ma'am, please! No!”

The teacher chuckled. “Relax, I'm not a
monster.” She clicked away on her heeled boots, then added over her
shoulder, “At least not until Senior term.”

Ms. Parker snatched away a sheet covering a
nearby table to reveal a bent-over male sex dummy, his asshole wide
and exposed and his rubber mouth permanently formed in a wide,
surprised 'O'.

“Lubricate the dummy if you please. I do not
wish to get smears on my riding uniform. I do not believe the
students do either.”

And so Troy had to be the lube wench for
fifteen strap-on girls and five rubber dummies, making sure each
doll's rear entry was well lubed, wiping it down between each
girl's turn, and sometimes holding the dummy down when a girl
wanted to try a particularly spirited bit of ass fucking. The girls
would go nice and slow when the Headmistress was watching, but then
slam into the dummy hard and fast when her back was turned, smiling
and looking into Troy's eyes as they did.

It was embarrassing, but he was still very
thankful the dummies were there. It was better than the
alternative!

Not only did Troy have to lubricate the back
door of the poor rubber dummies, but the dildos of each girl too. A
few blushed, some giggled, but more than half the girls smirked
down at the boy kneeling in front of them and whispered little
comments the Professor couldn't hear.

“Your wrist action is so natural- give a lot
of hand jobs do you?”

One of the girls started pumping her hips,
driving her slick cock into his hand. “That feels so good! Keep
that up and I'll cum on your pretty face!”

He was humiliated, even before Amber
appeared at the front of the line, wearing her strap-on harness
under her short yellow sundress.

“Make sure you use two hands,” she giggled,
wagging her cock at him. “I wouldn't want it to hit you in the
face!”

Troy blushed and put extra lube on his hands
to coat her purple monster. And because she wore such a short
dress, he could see flashes of her panties as he knelt in front of
her, making his own cock stiffen in response and distracting
him.

“You're missing a whole side,” Amber said.
“Troy, you're not getting it all!”

“It's tough to get my hands all the way
around it!”

“And I'm not even all the way hard yet,”
Amber giggled, pumping the semi-soft dildo in and out of his
grip.

“This isn't funny!” he cried, unable to keep
himself from comparing his dick to hers. There couldn't be real
men with dicks like this- it just wasn't fair!

“Enough foreplay,” Headmistress Parker said
from her desk. “Help Miss Peoples with the penetration please, Mr.
Appleton.”

Troy guided her tip to the hole at the
dummy's rear while Amber used her two hands on the shaft, and
together they tried to get her massive cock-head in.

“It... it won't fit!” he said.

“It will,” the teacher sighed. “Keep
trying.”

The teens did, pushing harder, starting to
exert themselves.

“It's too big!” Troy cried.

“Something no one's ever said to him,” he
heard a girl giggle, and he blushed even more.

The teacher sighed and walked over to the
bent-over dummy, lifted its rear higher, pushed its neck down and
spread its knees much wider.

“This position is called called 'Face down,
Ass up', Mr. Appleton. You may as well learn it now- you and your
male friends may find yourself in it very soon.”

The girls in the class laughed as Troy
blushed again, imagining that horror, and then Amber gasped and
suddenly popped forward six inches.

“Oh my god! I'm in!” she giggled, watching
the dummy move as she fucked it. “This is awesome!”

 


***

 


Troy was washing up in the classroom sink-
it felt like all this lube was never going to come off his
hands- when a cute Mexican girl and her two friends came up to him
after class.

Troy remembered that the Latina had a long
blue and white dildo with swirls and ridges on it, her red headed
friend had a thick, fat, clear one, and the tall blond a smooth
pink nub that had felt very soft in his hands.

“Hi,” she said. “So, my name's Carmen.”

“Um, hi,” he replied, still washing his
hands.

“I noticed you did a pretty good job back
there lubing our cocks,” the raven-haired girl giggled, as did her
friends. “Like you were pretty comfortable with the whole
thing.”

Troy noticed how tightly her shirt was
stretched over her breasts and her jeans over her ass, and quickly
looked away from both before his shorts got too tight.

“Not really,” he gulped. “I'm just learning,
just like you guys are.”

Carmen leaned forward, so those tight
breasts in that tight shirt were pressing against his arm.

“You wanna learn some more... together?”

Troy's butt clenched. “I'm... I don't think
I'm ready for that!”

Her hand found the front of his shirt and
Troy gasped as she started rubbing his nipples through it.

“Come on, sugar. I'll make it worth your
time. You can suck Lucy's big tits while I ram your ass. I promise
you'll be nice and hard the whole time.”

The tall blond, Lucy apparently, giggled and
bounced, as if her large tits were nodding 'Yes' to him. They were
D cups. Troy had never sucked on D cups before...

“Please, not right now,” he gasped, his dick
growing too tight. “I... don't want to do that tonight!”

“You don't want a four-way with us, baby?”
the Latina giggled, using a long painted nail to stroke his bare
neck. “We're pretty hot girls. We don't take kindly to being turned
down.” Her hand clamped on his ass through his thin blue shorts.
“Your sweet ass is going to be someone's, sugar. Why not someone
smoking hot?”

Troy looked around the room desperately.
“Because... because, I'm going home with her right now!” he yelped,
pointing at Amber. “Amber! Want to get some lunch?”

She looked up, saw the girls ganged up
around Troy, then laughed. “Sure, honey.”

He gulped and backed away from Carmen and
her friends, then jogged after Amber out into the quad.

“Thanks for doing that,” he said.

“No prob,” Amber said.
“You would have done the same for me, I know.” She reached over to
pinch his ass. “I'll see your sweet little butt safely home, Troy
Appleton.”

“Amber!” he jumped, swatting her hand away,
then looked around to see other girls eying him as they passed.
“It's just... I don't know how to deal with all this pressure from
strangers trying to have sex with me all of a sudden.”

She laughed. “Welcome to any girl's
life.”

“No, I mean... they're just so aggressive!
All they want to do is stick their thing inside me and leave!”

Amber laughed even louder. “Welcome to any
cute girl's life!”

Troy swallowed, looking behind him. “Um, I
think Carmen and her friends are still following us.”

Amber reached over to hold Troy's hand, and
three girls behind them turned away.

“Thanks,” he gulped. “Can I uh... go
wherever you're going?”

“Not hungry all of a sudden?” Amber laughed.
“I'm going to my Independent Studies class after this. Are you sure
you can handle that?”

Troy looked behind him one last time to be
sure, then covered his ass with his books as they walked. “It can't
be worse than this!”

Amber's smile had dimmed a little.

“Don't be so sure.”

 


***

 


There was an old church right at the edge of
campus, obviously well loved in its day, with large stained glass
windows and intricate woodwork around the door. But at the modern
college, no one used the old-fashioned building for anything and
the administration was waiting for it to crumble so it could be
demolished and rebuilt as something useful. Or so Troy thought.

Amber walked him around to a smaller rear
entrance he didn't know the church had and fished a large iron key
out of her purse to unlock the heavy door.

“This is where your Independent Studies
classes take place?” he asked, staring at the gargoyles peering
down from the church roof.

“Sometimes people just need the right place
to pray,” she said, trying to turn the old, solid, lock.

“Isn't that old-fashioned?”

“Yes. But not in the way
you're thinking of. What they're praying to is even older than
that. But that doesn't mean it doesn't still work.”

The lock opened with a heavy noise, and she
lead him inside.

There were computers, Troy saw, massive
servers along the walls, humming with electrical energy. And a
control room. There were also three sound stages, one made up to
look like a girl's bedroom, one for a group shower like a women's
locker room might have, and one for some sort of amateur basement
dungeon. Each was just three fake walls facing a camera set-up.

“What is all this?” he asked.

A young women with glasses, maybe in her mid
twenties, came rushing out of the control room.

“Amber! Where have you been? We go on in
five minutes!”

“I know,” the redhead said, walking to the
bedroom sound stage and setting down her book bag. “But I had to
walk my friend across campus. It's not safe for a cute boy like him
to walk around by himself these days,” she giggled.

The woman looked Troy over. “Sophomore term?
Points for getting pegged, right?”

He gulped, covering his crotch with his
books. “Yeah.”

“Ah, I remember those
days.” The sort-of-cute girl stuck her hand out. “I'm Nellie. Grad
student at SPU. Advanced Power Studies.”

He shook, feeling a little jolt of Power
snap from her hand to his as they touched. “I didn't know SPU even
had a graduate studies department,” he said, rubbing his hand.

“We don't. Not officially.” Nellie turned to
Amber, who was brushing her hair in front of the fake bedroom
mirror. “Amber- we go on in four! We did shower sets last time- I
was thinking casual, bra and panties teasing this time?”

“Way ahead of you,” Amber
giggled, and then lifted her dress over her head right in front of
the disbelieving Troy. She pulled on a short sleepshirt that didn't
even cover her ass or her purple thong, took off her bra underneath
it, and then quickly started applying a touch of make-up as Troy's
crotch started to harden.

“What's happening here?” he cried.

“Is he staying for the cam session?” Nellie
asked, turning switches at the control panel. “Because he'll have
to be quiet if he does.”

Amber plopped down onto the bed, lying on
her stomach with her bare feet waving in the air behind her. “I'd
like Troy to stay. If he thinks he can handle it.”

“Handle what? What's happening? This looks
just like your bedroom at home!”

“It's supposed to,” she
giggled. “For realism.” She put on an extra coat of lipstick and
fluffed her red hair again, making his little dick start to harden.
“Except that closet is fake, the windows don't open and that door
doesn't go anywhere.” She giggled again. “But somehow, my viewers
never notice the difference.”

Nellie was turning knobs on her control
panel. “He's not going to jack off and affect the instruments, is
he? Do I need to Freeze him in place?”

“He's had the Willy Wanker,” Amber said. “He
should be able to control his dick.”

“Good.” Nellie looked at the big clock on
the wall. “One minute to air.”

“But you may want to Freeze him to that
chair just in case,” Amber giggled.

“What?” Troy said. “Why-”

“Handle pull- sit- freeze!” Nellie said, and
Troy's dick picked him off the ground, into the air, then into a
waiting folding chair off camera, and his limbs locked into place
where ever Nellie touched. As an afterthought, she also touched his
jaw. “Quiet. Freeze!”

And now he was unable to talk as well!

“Thirty seconds!” Nellie said, running back
to her panel and turning more dials. “Remember: flirty! Playful!
But just a little bit bitchy!”

“Always am!” Amber giggled, tugging down the
loose hem of her shirt to present better bare cleavage to the
waiting camera. She looked over the trapped Troy, and blew him a
kiss.

“Five.... four... three...” Nellie said,
then made the last two numbers with her hand, and pointed at
Amber.

It was like some one flipped a switch and
the smiling, cute friend Troy knew suddenly turned erotic. She
looked the camera dead in the eye, and spoke in a husky voice.

“Well hello, my little slaves. Tuning in to
stroke it to my live cam show again this week? Naughty, naughty
little losers.”

Barefoot, in just her short shirt and
panties, Amber stretched like a cat on the bed and Troy's cock got
fully erect in his shorts at the sight. Standing next to him at her
control panel, Nellie just chuckled and adjusted the lights.

“You just caught me waking
up in the morning,” Amber giggled, pointing at the artificial rays
of sunshine Nellie was casting through the fake blinds. “I don't
even have a bit of make up on! But do I still look sexy enough to
get my subscribers' little loser dicks hard?”

Troy couldn't believe what he was seeing.
Amber's Independent major was being a cam girl for
money?!?!

She looked at the open laptop next to her
bed, reading the chat. “Oh! I see that I am still getting
you boys hard! And my, you boys are such good spellers, typing with
one hand like I know you're doing,” she giggled, making a jack off
gesture.

She stood up, on her knees on the plush bed,
using two hands to pull her already tiny thong into an even smaller
tiny purple strip that barely covered her shaved pussy lips.

“But none
of you should even be able
to type coherent thoughts, not during an Amber
Flame Jerk Off Instruction! Let's see if we can turn up the
heat!”

Troy was straining,
mumbling through Nellie's spell, with a hard, dripping dick.
As his cock started to leak a spot onto his scholarship shorts, the
grad student casually pulled his shorts down to his ankles, then
took a tissue and wiped the pre-cum from his tip like a mother
would wipe a child's nose.

“Can't have you leaking on your SPU shorts,”
she giggled as Troy burned in humiliation. “Cause then you'd have
to go to all your classes naked.”

He moaned into his magic
gag. Would there be even one girl at this college who
wouldn't see him naked and humiliated?

Seeing Troy nude and hard, his dick
straining for her, seemed to give Amber a new energy. Troy couldn't
be sure, but it seemed like her already fetching eyes burned an
even brighter shade of green.

On her back, her legs sticking up into the
air above her headboard, Amber laughed.

“Alright boys,” she
giggled, looking upside down at the camera, her hand running down
her shirt to pinch her nipples, finally resting on the purple thong
between her bare legs. “I know your teeny, tiny, little baby dicks
are already nice and stiff looking at my bare feet,” she laughed,
sliding her shiny shaved legs against each other.

“You'd just
love to lick and suck my cute little girl
feet, wouldn't you?” she asked the camera, then gave the struggling
Troy a wink too. “But you can't! So it's time to pray to me. That's
right! Take your little dripping dicks in your hands and stroke it
for me. You know how much that turns me on!”

Amber's fingers started rubbing little
circles over her cotton panties and Troy groaned, his cock
assaulted by entirely new set of sensations.

When Jessica masturbated back home and
forgot to cloak her Powers, it was like an intense vibrating egg
pressed right up against the tight spot behind his balls. His
sister's pleasure radiated through him in a stiff, insistent hum,
usually making his whole crotch vibrate.

Amber's Power washed over his cock like a
silk hand job, not buzzing, but flowing and insistent, driving him
to ever more painful heights of hardness.

Still playing with herself, Amber looked
over questioningly at Nellie. The grad student checked her dials
and gave the redhead a thumbs up.

“Come on, boys. I know you
can stroke it faster than that!” Amber laughed, and now her fingers slipped
inside her panties.

Troy bucked and moaned in Nellie's psychic
bonds. Even with no one touching his cock, just seeing his beloved
crush play with herself, feet from his face was making his hard
cock leak freely and his two-week denied balls tighten. Without
even looking at him, Nellie took one hand off her console and threw
a Loop around his cock.

Troy's balls emptied, firing their
long-denied sperm out at high speed, only to have it hit her magic
block and be forced back into his blue balls, leaving them even
fuller than before. He thrashed and sweated, trapped, as Amber just
laughed to the camera.

“Okay boys, there you go! Now you're all hot
and bothered and ready for the BIG finale! You regular viewers know
there's only ONE way Amber Flame ever lets you losers cum on my web
shows! You've got to.... swallow it all afterwards!” she giggled,
rubbing her bare stomach.

Troy's eyes bugged out.

“Now, no cheating, because I'll know through
my Powers!” she giggled, tapping her temple. She slipped off her
sleepshirt off while keeping her nipples covered with her thin
forearm. “I'm not getting naked for a bunch of cheaters, am I?”

Somehow, with one arm still covering her
breasts, Amber slipped her tiny thong down her legs and off her
cute feet without ever showing Troy or the camera anything more
than a quick flash of the top of her ass. Amber sat up against the
headboard of her bed, one arm across her nude breasts, her legs
crossed to just barely hide her pussy from the world, and her bare
feet and toes pointed towards the camera like an accusing
finger.

“Come on boys! Here I am,
just a helpless little nude college girl you jack off to, and I'm
going to force you to do a
disgusting, humiliating thing like lick up all your nasty cum after
you shoot it for me?” She laughed, not a giggle like Troy usually
heard, but a deep, powerful laugh.

“Yes I am! And you're
going to do it, too! Because I command you!” Still nude but not
showing anything, she pointed her toe toward the camera. “I.
Command. You. Here's your countdown! Ten!”

Troy was dying, begging to touch his
cock.

“Nine! Eight! Seven!
Six!”

Troy was writhing in need,
leaking pre-cum furiously, but this time Nellie didn't wipe him
clean. He saw that the grad student was glued to her readouts,
counting down silently at the same time Amber counted out
loud.

“Make it a big one boys!”
the nude girl giggled, almost but not quite showing her nipples and
pussy to the camera. “More for you to lick up! Yum yum! Five, four,
three, two one- CUM! CUM for me NOW!”

Troy would have cum if he could. He would
have done anything for Amber in that moment, even, though he hated
to believe it, licking up his load like she was ordering him to do.
He had never thought of doing that, the idea turned him off so
much, but something in her voice- her commanding tone- made him
want to follow! But all he could do is thrash in his magic bonds
and hit Nellie's orgasm block a second time, crying as his balls
ached.

Troy opened his eyes a few seconds later to
see a blue glow settle over Amber, similar to the one he had seen
Miranda pull to shock away all those protesters. But this one was
softer, more... heavenly.

Amber seemed to feel it too and when she
fell back against the headboard, the nude girl was breathing
heavier, her skin flushed.

“Good job boys. See you next week,” she
giggled, and blew the camera a sexy kiss before Nellie called
out.

“Off the air! We got it!”
She was beaming looking down at her dials. “The readings are even
better than last week- great job Amber!”

“Just another day hitting the books,” the
redhead laughed, still breathing hard. Her arm still covered her
breasts and her legs were crossed so Troy couldn't see their
junction. “Um, I'm a little nude here, Nellie,” she giggled. “Could
you get me a robe? Or a blindfold for Troy?”

Troy moaned into his gag. No!

Nellie did both, and Troy felt his dick
being clinically wiped again while the blindfold covered his eyes.
When she finally released her magic bonds on him, he ripped off his
blindfold to see Amber relaxing in front of a vanity, brushing her
hair while wearing a full terrycloth robe. He pulled his shorts
over his still hard dick, avoiding his force-field as he did, then
stormed up to her.

“Amber! What the hell was
that?!? Are you leading some crazy double life or
something?”

She looked a little hurt.

“It pays for my tuition, Troy. Just like
your scholarship duties pay for yours.”

“They pay for more than that,” Nellie said,
shutting down her equipment slowly. “Amber Flame's live cam shows
bring in so much money to this University- she's practically
funding the entire graduate research department by herself!”

“But... but you're nude on the internet for
money!”

“I'm never
nude,” she replied, taking off her extra
lipstick. “They'll never get to see all of me. I always hide my
bits at just the last second- that's my rule!” She giggled.
“And I think that actually turns the men on more.”

“But... how is this
research?” he demanded, causing Nellie to
slap a thick stack of printouts to his chest.

“Normal co-ed cam girls pull in this much
per week,” the grad student said, pointing at a line. “Amber pulls
in five times that, and look here- when a normal 'femdom' cam girl
tells her viewers they have to eat their loads after jacking off to
her, less than half of one percent do. But when Amber Flame tells
them to- seven percent of them do, and that number's
growing!”

Troy looked at the labeled black and white
numbers. “How could you possibly know that?”

“Sex Magic sensors,”
Nellie said, pointing at her console. “It's not just in women's
heads anymore.”

From behind Troy, Amber laughed, making him
turn around. She was reading her laptop, still connected to the
chat window.

“Yeah, but one hundred percent of
these guys on the chat are saying they did it,” she said, closing
her computer with a giggle. “Are all men such liars, Troy?”

“Amber, what is this? Why are you doing all
this?”

She looked at Nellie, and the grad student
left to check on something in another room, leaving the two of them
alone. Holding her robe closed, Amber reached into her book bag and
pulled out a thick notebook marked Independent Studies.

“Let me show you what I learned in my
private studies last term,” she said, flipping to the front of the
book. “In the library,” she added, at Troy's concerned
expression. “I was researching my family tree. See, here?” She
pointed at a genealogy chart she had drawn in the notebook.

“My great-great-grandmother Meredith Adams,
born in the old country in 1872. She had red hair, just like
me.”

“Okay. So?”

“She also took her first husband when she
was just sixteen. That's just how they did things back then, when
people didn't live as long. But he died when she was twenty. So she
took another husband, at twenty-one. This one proved more hearty,”
Amber said. “He lasted almost ten years. She took another at
thirty-two, almost too old to marry in those days. That one lasted
twenty years.”

“Okay, so she had bad luck with marriages,”
Troy said. “That doesn't explain why you have to-”

“Meredith took another husband when
she was fifty-three years old,” Amber said, pointing at the page.
“And he was an eighteen year-old man, the most attractive boy in
the village, if these old letters are to be believed. Why would a
man that young in the prime of his sexual life, want a woman that
old?” she asked. “Unless she had some secret weapon to make her
unnaturally desirable. Almost as if she was using Sex Powers.”

Troy took a step back. “But... Powers are
only like ten years old. Sex Magic didn't even exist back
then!”

“Not in the form that we know,” Amber said,
flipping a page to show many copied page references and quotes from
books Troy didn't recognize. “But there are stories from the old
country, legends really, of women who had similar powers. Women who
could entice and enrapture any man, even from a great distance
away. Even, sometimes, through her letters or even paintings of
her. All of this, all these numbers Nellie is tracking,” she said,
waving her hand at the TV studio, “are a test to see if I can do
the same.”

Troy's dick had gone completely soft, from
fear. “But... Amber... what do you think you are? What did your
great grandmother or whatever pass down to you?”

Amber looked at him, her face now a little
scared herself. “Meredith Adams lived to be a hundred fifty years
old,” she said. “She had flaming red hair until the day she died.
She took six husbands, and each of them died from physical
exhaustion in bed. It was said she could entice almost any man to
do her bidding, and seemed to gain strength from their desire for
her. There's only one creature of legend that fits all those
traits. They call it a succubus.”

Amber swallowed.

“And if Meredith Adams was a
succubus, that means I'm at least one-sixteenth succubus
myself.”

 


***

 


Troy's head was still spinning the next day
at breakfast.

A succubus? What did that mean for Amber? Or
for him dating her?

It seemed like Amber wasn't totally sure of
the consequences either; she had ordered Troy not to tell anyone,
even Jessica, about her potential secret. Nellie and Professor
Zadora still were running tests to see if she was part succubus,
and what her Powers might be.

Succubus were suspected of being able to
exert some type of mind control on men, even through their
portraits and letters in the olden days, (or via web-cam in modern
times, which is what Nellie was testing). And their fluids were
definitely known to be addictive and further the mind control,
which is why Amber wouldn't let Troy practice Cunnilingus on her,
no matter how he said he wouldn't mind being addicted to her.

Which left them at breakfast the next
morning, with a huge secret between them that they couldn't speak
of, while Jessica went on about her meal.

“I'd forgotten how awesome
eating at SPU was!” she laughed, cutting into her
strawberry-and-whipped-cream-covered pancakes. “With my body
absorbing affinity from all these horny males around me, I can eat
all I want and not gain a pound!”

“It is a nice side
benefit,” Amber giggled, applying a huge pat of butter to her
toasted double-chocolate muffin.

“And Professor Zadora
says, when I become a futanari, my metabolism will increase even
more!” Jessica added, pouring even more syrup on her already coated
pancakes, then putting a big bite into her mouth. “I'm going to
enjoy this while it lasts!”

“Must be nice,” Troy
muttered, applying just a dash of syrup to his plain pancakes.
“I've got to stay in shape the old-fashioned way, or Professor
Gilda won't let me nude model anymore.”

“Awww, poor baby. Does it
suck to be judged by society solely on your physical appearance and
always having to worry about your weight?” Jessica laughed, adding
whipped cream on top of her syrup. “I'm sure Amber and I don't know
what that feels like!”

Troy held his tongue; he knew she was right.
But each pancake he ate still meant another mile he'd have to run
in his workout tonight!

Jessica swallowed with a look of pleasure.
“Ahhhh! Anyway, let's talk about something more normal. So, Troy...
got any hot dates lined up to take your butt cherry tonight?”

“No!” Troy hissed,
squirming at the attention girls at the nearby tables were paying
to his answer. “I'm not going to do that!”

“Do what?”

“Let anyone... sleep with
me that way!”

“Oh come on!” Jessica
laughed. “You couldn't find one nice strap-on girl willing to make a woman out of you in the
back seat of her car?”

“Shut up!”

“You're not going to try it even once?”
Jessica asked. “They say college is where boys do a lot of
experimenting...”

Troy gave her an icy stare.

The teens ate in silence for a moment, and
then Amber giggled. “What about those three cute girls in our
Pegging lab who were interested in you? They seemed nice.”

Troy gave her a shocked
look. “And they weren't nice! They were...” He shivered.
“Super aggressive!”

Jessica took a suck of her thick vanilla
milkshake. “Tell me more about these three girls, Amber. I gotta
make sure they're good upstanding women before I let one of them
take Troy's anal virginity!”

“Well, Carmen's pretty
hot,” Amber giggled, giving Troy a playful look. “And she has
really sexy feet, so I know Troy will like her. And her friends-
oh, in fact there they are!”

Troy swallowed as he followed Amber's gaze,
then his stomach sunk.

The Latina girl was wearing a sexy
schoolgirl skirt, over the knee socks and high heels, and her
tied-off shirt made Troy's balls ache with how much of her smooth,
bare mid-section it exposed. His dick started to rise but he fought
it down, even though Carmen's friends were looking hot as well.

“Those girls want to fuck Troy?”
Jessica laughed, looking too. “I'd do it little brother- you're not
going to score any hotter chicks than that!”

Troy looked at her in disbelief. “Why does
it matter how hot they are?”

Carmen spotted Troy looking at her, smiled,
and pulled out her cell-phone. She typed something, gave Troy a
wink, and a second later Troy's cellphone buzzed with a new
message.

“What the...”

HEY CUTIE, the text read. A SPECIAL PRESENT
FOR YOU. And there was an attachment.

“Open it!” Jessica squealed, reading over
his shoulder.

Troy grimaced, but did.

It was a picture of Carmen, standing in
front of the mirror in her dorm room. The slender Latina was
topless, covering her nipples with one arm, and using her other
hand to stroke the blue strap-on jutting out from the harness she
wore over her tiny cotton panties. And she was smiling.

COME BY MY ROOM AT EIGHT IF YOU WANT THIS, a
second text buzzed.

Jessica covered her mouth. “Oh my god.”

Troy looked up at Carmen in shock, who blew
him a kiss before walking off with her friends.

“What is it?” Amber asked, not able to see
Troy's phone.

He swallowed. “She just sent me...”

His phone buzzed again. This time it was
from Carmen's tall, blond, friend; a picture of the Swedish girl in
a bra and panties, but again, she was stroking her soft pink
strap-on suggestively.

ME TOO, CUTIE. ALL THIS CAN BE YOURS.

“They're dick pics!” his sister howled.
“Troy's getting dick pics from the girls who want to bang him!”

The boy jammed his phone back into his
pocket. “This is stupid! Why do they think seeing their dicks will get me horny?”

Jessica and Amber were
laughing, holding each other. “Why do men?”

Troy was blushing, ignoring his phone as it
buzzed again, when there was a tap on his shoulder.

“Professor Gilda!” he
gasped, turning half around.

The nude modeling director was looking down
at Troy's breakfast, and she didn't look pleased.

“I thought I asked you,
young man, to be a little more careful with the amount of carbs you
consumed.”

He gulped. “I did! I mean, I am, ma'am!” He
looked down guiltily at his syrup-covered waffle. “I mean, I was
going to go for a run later today, so I could maintain my
weight-”

“I don't want you
to maintain,” she interrupted. “You
didn't do quite all your required workouts over Break did
you?”

Troy gulped as his phone buzzed again, but
he didn't dare check it with her standing there.

“Um, no ma'am.”

“Yes, you're about ten
pounds heavier than I'd like you to be. My students need to see
each abdominal muscle, to be able to draw it.” She nodded with
finality. “No more carbs until you make weight.” She took Troy's
plate away and replaced it with one of hers, which only contained a
single grapefruit. “Your scholarship depends on it.”

The girls held their laughter until the
Professor walked away, mainly because Troy's phone had been buzzing
non-stop during is conversation, receiving texts.

“Your dates sure don't
have a problem with your weight!” Jessica giggled. “Maybe they're
all chubby chasers!”

Troy phone buzzed again, then again, and he
grabbed his food tray in a huff and stood up.

“So what are you going to do tonight?” Amber
asked.

“Go for a run!” His phone buzzed again, and
Troy put it away. “Alone!”

 


***

 


Troy pumped his legs, sprinting up one
flight of the stadium's concrete steps, then two.

Then he rested, jogging back down to ground
level.

Then he did it again, sprinting up the
stairs until his thighs burned. Then a rest.

He repeated the cycle as the sun went down
and the air got cooler, making the sweat pouring down his body a
little chilly as it soaked his shirt.

But at least he didn't have to look at
any more pictures of strap-on cocks. He had left his phone at
home for just that reason; he just wanted some peace and quiet.
Troy got into a rhythm running the steps, enjoying the exertion.
For once, at least, he was alone with his
thoughts. He didn't have to study cunnilingus, or worry about
scoring points, or think about-

“Take off the high heels, Sally!” Cheyenne
laughed, blazing up the stairs past him. “Time to do some
real running!”

Where the hell had she come from?

“It's not a... competition!” Troy panted,
speeding up to catch her anyway. “I've been... running for a
while!”

“And I've been in the
weight room for the last hour- your point?” she laughed. As soon as
he had pulled even with her, the athletic girl pushed harder,
pulling away on strong, sexy legs. “I knew you couldn't keep up
with me!”

Troy started sucking air, breathing hard to
catch the fleeing Cheyenne. He almost did, just before she reached
the top of the stadium, and they matched pace to the bottom where
she stopped and turned to him with a smile.

By now she was sweating and panting as well.
“Good pace, Sally. Maybe you're not totally useless. Go again?”

“No!”

“Go!”

She took off, and after a second, Troy
followed.

She was fast! And powerful... He was
behind her the whole way up the stairs, watching those rock-hard
calves bounce right before his eyes, those tight quads flex and
pump.

Unlike gym barbies Troy
had seen in their matching Victoria's Secret's 'workout gear' that
they barely broke a sweat in, Cheyenne wore real gym clothes, loose
and faded from many tough runs, and still managed to
look sexy in it. She's built like a pro athlete, he
realized. Only a female version. What must her body look like
naked...

He stumbled on a step.

“Day dreaming Sally?” she laughed, looking
back. “Or staring at my ass?”

“I-”

“Too slow! I'll see you
later!” she said, and took off at a speed Troy was sure he couldn't
match.

He stumbled to a stop, hands on his knees as
he fought for breath, watching her climb the last half of the
stadium without him. And she kept going, crossing to the next
section to go down the stairs, then up again, until she was lost in
the darkness of the falling night.

That was impressive...

Troy caught his breath for a minute, then
stumbled back to ground level, wiping away his sweat as he got
ready to drag himself home.

That's when a female voice laughed at him
from the darkness.

“Well look that. Don't you
think it's a little dangerous for a cute boy like you to be out
after dark?”

He turned to see the source as she walked
out of the darkness under the stadium, then gulped.

“Carmen.”

The Latina girl was
dressed in tight yoga pants and a tight workout top, not a hair on
her head mussed and still wearing diamond earrings.
Whatever workout she was doing, it couldn't have been harder
than a light stretching, Troy
thought.

“You didn't reply to any
of my texts,” she said, making a pouting face. “That hurt my
feelings.”

“Carmen,” he gasped, still
winded from the run, “I don't think we'll work out. Maybe you
should try someone else.”

“Well to bad, because I like sweaty men.
Right girls?” And when her two friends stepped out of the shadows
behind her, Troy started to worry. The Latina smiled, stepping
closer to him. “Makes them look all rough and manly.”

Troy gulped. “What do you want?”

“My points, virgin.” She checked the app on
her phone. “Yep, it says you're still cherry; worth ten points. Why
don't we go under the bleachers and change that?”

“I don't think so. I'm kind of tired,” he
panted. But he could see that her two friends were already
giggling, pulling their harnesses out of their gym bags and
stepping into them.

“And I'm
tired of watching you strut that tight ass
of yours around this campus in those tiny shorts and not give
anyone a taste!” Carmen said, pulling her own cock and harness over
her yoga pants and cinching the straps tight. “I hate
cockteases!”

“Hey! I said no!”

Carmen pulled the last
strap tight, then started stroking her fake blue, cock with a
laugh. “Your mouth says no, but
what if you popped a rock hard woody while I slipped it in? Do you
think Ms. Parker would agree that your body consented?”

Troy gulped. He couldn't be sure. And it
would be her word against his!

“What say we get him hard,
girls?”

Carmen's blond friend clapped. “I know! He's
that foot guy, someone told me! If he sees our toes he has to get
hard!”

Carmen looked around at
the sticky, stained gravel below the stadium. “Yuck, I'm not going
barefoot here. We'll just have to do this the
old-fashioned way.”

And before Troy could react, she was kissing
him. Passionately.

And her other hand was grasping at his cock
through his thin shorts, tugging and rubbing his parts as if he was
her lover. And it worked.

When she pushed away, he was sporting a tent
in his shorts.

“That's good enough for
me,” Carmen laughed. “You really want this, you dirty slut.” She
knocked her fake cock against Troy's. “You want to spit on
it for lube? Or should we use your sweat?”

“I can't wait to get in
him,” the blond with the big breasts giggled. “I bet he's going
to moan.”

“Are you both crazy! I said I don't want to!
HEL-”

“Freeze!” Carmen laughed,
slapping the side of his face, and Troy was cut off in mid-yell.
And now his mouth was frozen open!

“Well that's
convenient,” the Latin girl laughed,
tracing the open circle of his lips with a manicured nail as the
boy struggled. “Lucy, now you can take his front while I take his
rear. Extra points!” She grabbed Troy's arm. “Come on, sugar, let's
go under the bleachers!”

Carmen had been a little sloppy with her
Freeze spell; Troy wasn't frozen solid, just felt like he was
trapped in taffy. If he really applied his willpower, he could move
some of his smaller muscles, starting from his fingertips.

Mute, Troy shook his head and yelled, but
all that came out of his frozen tongue was a low mumble. Carmen was
pulling his arm, the other girl was pushing his ass from behind,
and the blond started stroking the front of his shorts, making his
hard dick painful. That was the only part of him that wasn't moving
in slow motion!

Troy continued to fight as the girls dragged
him to a spot no bystander could see.

“Ohhh, your nuts are so full!” Carmen
giggled, squeezing his testicles as they carried him into deeper
darkness. “I'm going to tickle your balls while I take you,
sweetie, to make sure you're dripping and hard for me the whole
time!”

Through force of will he had regained some
control of his muscles up to his elbows, but with the wicked
dark-haired girl tickling his balls, his cock got harder and his
muscles refroze as the spell got stronger. That's when Troy started
to cry, because he knew.

This was going to happen.

The giggling girls laid him down onto one of
their yoga mats below the bleachers. The blond girl lovingly took
off his shoes and socks. Carmen looked at his shirt, then laughed
and just ripped it from his body.

The Latina hooked her fingers under his last
piece of clothing, the waistband of his shorts, then said, “Get
ready for the ride of your life, sugar-”

“HEY! What are you bitches doing to my
boyfriend?!?”

Cheyenne stepped out of the darkness,
covered in sweat and her nostrils flaring like a bull.

Carmen pulled back. “Your
boyfriend?”

“Yeah! Didn't you see us talking on the
stairs, you thieving slut?”

The girl stamped her foot, her blue strap-on
wobbling. “You two aren't going out! All you've done is just talk a
little bit!”

The muscular biker stepped forward, and the
other three girls stepped back. “Sure we are. That little hottie is
my main squeeze on campus. Isn't that right, Sally?”

His mouth still frozen and tears streaming
down his face, Troy nodded.

“Sally?” Carmen laughed. “His name is
Tom!”

“His name is
Troy,” Cheyenne shot back. “Sally's my pet
name for my little piece of ass.” She crossed her arms and looked
at the girls. “Now, I don't know where you girls were raised. But
in the California Penal System, if one girl tried to get with
another girl's bitch, that mean we'd have to rumble.” She grinned
at the preppy girls and popped her knuckles. “You girls don't want
to rumble... do you?”

Carmen looked at the muscles on Cheyenne's
arms, then stepped back.

“Whatever. Fine,” she said, tossing her long
hair around her hoop earrings and picking up her bag. “Come on
girls, we'll be late for yoga.”

The tall blond girl giggled and waved at
Troy as she followed her leader into the darkness, and then he and
Cheyenne were alone.

“Wow,” Cheyenne giggled, looking down at the
boy lying on the grass with only one piece of clothing on. “Give
prep school girls some rubber dicks and they become all rapey.”

“Thann... nnnannk ou,” Troy tried to say,
then pointed to his Frozen jaw. After a moment of confusion,
Cheyenne finally understood the problem.

“Hold on... I'm a semester behind the other
girls in their Powers.... unfreeze?” she said, touching his cheek.
Nothing happened. “UNfreeze! UnFREEZE!” It finally worked, and Troy
was able to close his mouth and move his muscles again.

“Thanks,” he said,
standing up. “I... I didn't know what I would have
done-”

“Oh, don't get all
emotional on me, Sally. I've already seen you cry once tonight.”
She laughed as the blushing Troy wiped his eyes again. “And
besides, you came back for me when those church nazis were
attacking my bike, so now we're even.” She looked at him. “Even if
you don't think I could ever get you hard.”

“That's not what I... ”
Troy said, gathering his clothes. “That's not why... Look, I think
you're hot, really! But I just get nervous around girls. I'm
sorry.”

When he finished gathering his clothes, he
looked up and gulped as he saw Cheyenne was looking him over. But
her look didn't seem angry, just curious.

“Want me to walk you home? There could be
more girls waiting to ambush your cute ass,” she laughed.

He blushed, then shook his head. “No, that's
okay.”

He still had some pride, and the rest
of campus was crowded with people.

And then Troy watched in amazement as the
tall, athletic girl walked over to the scorer's table, wrote down
her phone number on a loose scrap of paper and shoved it into his
hand.

“Why don't you call me sometime, Sally? I
wasn't kidding about the California Penal System; I did a few years
in Juvie. Those bitches don't want to mess with me. If they see us
at dinner together, trust me, they'll leave you alone.”

And then she turned to start running up the
steps for another punishing lap of stairs, while Troy barely had
the energy to walk home.

 


***

 


“So how's your first week of classes going?”
Nurse Hannah chuckled, standing up as Troy entered her office.
“Meeting old friends and making new ones? Getting a sense of your
classes and how this semester will go?”

“I guess,” he gulped,
trying to cover his crotch. He hated walking into her office
already sporting an erection; it made him look like such a loser!
But now it had been three weeks of denial, with no end in
sight!

“Grab the bar, cutie,” she
laughed, lubing her glove. “Let's get you that enema.”

He blushed and did, and she froze him to the
bar as always. But Troy still jumped as her slick finger began
swirling around his asshole, eventually plunging inside with a
practiced curl.

“Ungh!” he groaned as she
started finger fucking him.

“I know sweetie, I know,”
she laughed, adding a second finger. “I'm just loosening you up for
the enema nozzle. Trust me, this will feel a lot better when a cute
girl your own age does it.”

“I don't want a girl my own age doing
it!”

“Really?” she laughed, then patted his
balls. “You seem pretty full. You're sure you haven't found
one girl on this entire campus worth spreading your
legs for?”

He thought of the phone number handwritten
on a scrap of paper tucked into his running shorts.

“No! I just want to have
normal sex! Like a normal man!”

“Not this semester,” she laughed, and
brought the hollow plastic nozzle up to his rear hole, holding him
open with her fingers so the nozzle slid in with little resistance.
“Hot water coming in a second.”

“Nurse, please! I don't need this! I'm not
going to have sex this way!”

The nurse turned the nozzle anyway, laughing
as Troy shivered when the first wave of hot fluid splashed inside
him.

“Well, I'll keep giving you your special
magic enemas each Sunday anyway.” She giggled, sliding his thin
nozzle in and out of his ass, slowly fucking him with it as Troy
groaned, his dick dripping but untouched. “Just in case some lovely
SPU lass makes you change your mind.”

 


***

 



Chapter Five

 


 


 


This morning Jessica was having strawberry
covered Belgian waffles instead, while Amber ate half a doughnut
and Troy had his grapefruit again.

“I love this place!”
Jessica laughed, while Troy made a sour face as he ate his sour
fruit.

Amber put her hand on Troy's arm, calming
him, then pointed her butter knife at his grapefruit. “If you hate
that so much, why are you still eating it?”

He took another sour bite, puckering his
lips. “I dunno. At least it's something. I can't barely eat
anything else and keep my six-pack abs.”

“Another reason I love
being a girl!” Jessica laughed, mopping up more cream with a bite
of her waffles before eating them. “I don't have to watch my
calories any more to keep a sexy figure for dating!”

“It's not for dating,” he said,
gripping his grapefruit spoon tightly. “It's so that I can keep my
athletic scholar-”

“Hey Sally!” a voice
barked from behind him, making Troy jump. He turned to see Cheyenne
storming across the cafeteria towards their table. “It's
been three days! Why haven't you
called me yet?”

He gulped as Jessica and Amber giggled. And
other girls in the cafeteria turned to watch the drama play out
too.

“Cheyenne! Look, I'm sorry- I was going to
call-”

“Is it because I'm not
sexy enough?” she demanded, coming right up to their table.
“Because I don't wear pink dresses or slap on makeup like other
Barbies?”

“No! I just-”

“So are we not going to go out? Or are you
playing the field now, looking for other action?”

Troy saw that some of the girls who were
watching this exchange from another table were Carmen and her two
friends. And they were eagerly waiting to hear what he said
next.

“No, of course we're still going out!” he
gulped. “I, I just was, um following the rules, you know? A man
should always wait three days to call a-”

“Fuck etiquette! Let's go out tonight,
Sally. Downtown, the Gilded Lilly, 7 o'clock.”

Troy swallowed. That was one of the most
expensive restaurants in town!

“Um, Cheyenne, my scholarship only gives me,
like, a small stipend for meals. I really can't afford-”

“Oh my goodness!” she laughed. “I'll be
paying, Sally- just make sure you look nice! I'll pick you up at
six thirty- don't be late!”

Then the tall brunette turned on the heel of
her riding boot and strutted out of the cafeteria, her rock hard
ass flexing inside her tight jeans.

Troy swallowed hard. He had a date, with
that? Her ass cheeks looked like half-bowling balls and were
probably just as hard! At least Carmen and her two friends had
turned away, looking for easier prey.

“Well!” Jessica laughed, breaking the
silence. “Girls are asking Troy out and not taking no for an
answer? This is different from last semester!”

 


***

 


Troy blushed, nude on the modeling stage.
Today Professor Gilda had him posed with one arm curled around the
top of his head, his ankles crossed, and his hips shifted to the
side, like some a curvy swimsuit model would stand on the cover of
a magazine! And once again, his little dick stuck straight out from
his freshly-shaved crotch, bobbing with his heartbeat for all girls
in class to see. It was so humiliating!

At least he was posed looking away from
Heather and her hot friends in the front row. They had started the
class whispering comments about his little dick again, but had
eventually quieted down as Professor Gilda walked around,
inspecting their work.

And the cute, large breasted girl in the
back rows had at least worn a modest polo shirt today, with only a
small neck V, but still, staring at how her mounds stretched her
tight top had Troy imagining his cock sliding right into the smooth
valley of her bare cleavage and sucking her hard nipples...

The thought had kept his cock hard and
bouncing for the last fifteen minutes.

The well-endowed girl bent forward and Troy
grunted, his cock aching to be touched.

Somewhere behind him, a girl laughed.

“Mmmm! Now that is one fine example of a
naked ass!”

His face burned, and even though girls
behind him laughed, he couldn't turn to look- Professor Gilda had
already slapped his ass for breaking pose once today. Troy held
still, even as he heard booted footsteps approaching the stage.

“A girl could get used to waking up to that-
I could lick honey off those sweet buns for breakfast!”

His blush spread from his face to his chest
as more girls laughed, but he still didn't dare move.

Where was Professor Gilda? Why wasn't she
telling this girl to get back to her seat?

Now even the quiet girl with the great tits
was holding a hand over her mouth and laughing. That just made her
breasts bounce, and Troy's cock throbbed and twitched more, begging
someone, anyone, to touch it!

The booted steps came around the stage, and
suddenly Troy was looking into the face of a smirking, fully
dressed Cheyenne.

“You know, I think I'm going to like SPU,”
she laughed, looking up and down the shocked nude boy. “It's the
only college where a girl can check out her date in the buff
before they go out for the first time!”

Troy's face started to turn red as Cheyenne
looked him up and down like a piece of meat. She nudged the girl
who had drawn him as the God Neptune last week.

“Is his little dick always
so eager to stand at
attention?”

This time the girl giggled and nodded. “He's
usually hard all class long.”

Cheyenne looked the blushing Troy in the eye
and laughed. “Good to know my little Sally's got
stamina.”

Troy had never been more ashamed! And now
that the one girl who might want to date on campus had seen the
size of his dick, she would probably never talk to him again!

He had finally recovered enough to try and
form words. “What are you-”

“Consider us confirmed for tonight,
Sally. I'll pick you up at six thirty!” And on her way out, she
nodded at the quiet girl with the big tits. “Great top, cutie. I
can see where little Troy gets his inspiration from.”

The busty girl blushed as Cheyenne strutted
away, and this time when Troy's dick twitched, he was imagining
sliding it between the tight globes of the biker's ass, and no
where else.

 


***

 


At six fifteen that night, Troy stood in
front of his mirror. He had showered and shaved, and was wearing
cologne, and his best dress shirt and pants. He reached over and
put on his only tie, making a Windsor knot around his neck.

Troy took the tie off.

Then he put it on again.

Then he took it off.

“You look fine!” Alphonso laughed, taking
Troy's tie away from him. “Stop worrying about it!” He tossed the
tie into Troy's closet. “Besides, didn't you say you didn't want
this date to go that well anyway?”

Troy got the tie out of his closet and sat
on his bed, fidgeting with it. “I mean, I don't. I don't know!”

“If you bend over four
times tonight it still counts as four different times with the same
strap on girl,” Billy cried, suddenly interested. “You could be the
first boy to get ten points! Some of the soccer players told
me-”

Alphonso shoved the smaller boy away then
turned back to Troy. “Look, you'll do fine. Just open doors for
her, pull out her chairs, girls love that stuff.”

Troy got his tie back out of the closet. “I
don't think this one does! I'm not even paying for tonight.
She's-”

He jumped when there was a loud knock at the
door. They opened it to see Cheyenne in her riding boots, tight but
clean jeans, and a tight knit sweater that made her look sexy and
athletic at the same time. She looked down at the tie in his
hand.

“Put that on, Sally. We're
going to a classy joint.”

 


***

 


The Gilded Lilly was a classy joint,
Troy judged, going by the prices on the menu. He and Cheyenne were
the only people their age in the place, the rest being older,
conservative townsfolk who looked more like Prudence and her church
gang than college students.

“Um, Cheyenne, look, you really don't have
to spend this much money on me-”

“Order whatever you want, Sally.”

“But these prices...”

“What ever you want,” she repeated.
“I'm having the Filet Mignon myself.” She closed her menu with a
snap. “Why don't you get the lobster?”

“But that's the most expensive thing!”

“Have you ever had really good lobster?
Like, really good?”

Troy shook his head. “No.”

“Get the lobster,” Cheyenne said, taking his
menu away and snapping her fingers for the waitress. “You only live
once.”

He gulped. “You uh... seem to make decisions
pretty quickly.”

“Cammi liked me to be the
guy in the relationship. She liked feeling taken care of, wanted me
to be decisive. I guess old habits die hard.”

Troy looked confused. “Cammi?”

“My last girlfriend. A tiny blond high
school cheerleader with the cutest little ass you ever saw.”

Troy's jaw dropped as an attractive young
waitress arrived and Cheyenne said, “I'll have the Filet, medium
rare, and my date will have the lobster with extra butter. And I
must say, that little skirt looks amazing on you.”

“Thank you ma'am!” the girl giggled, and
Troy was still speechless as the waitress
left.

“You're... you're a lesbian?” he
whispered.

Cheyenne smiled and crossed her legs. “Let's
just say my sexuality is... fluid.”

“So why are you
dating me?”

She shrugged. “Seemed like fun. And there's
something about you that reminds me of Cammi.” Then Cheyenne's eyes
lit up and she motioned to Troy with her chin. “Ooohh, check that
out.”

Troy turned to see their waitress adjusting
her garters in what she thought was a private spot behind some fake
plants. But their table was at just the right spot to catch the
girl pull up her tiny black skirt to smooth down the silk stockings
on her slim legs and flash her red silk panties at them for a
second.

“I just love a girl in stockings,” Cheyenne
whispered to him. “I'd definitely leave them on as I fucked
her.”

Troy chuckled even as his pants got tight.
“I guess old habits are hard to break.”

“I won't feel guilty if you won't,
Sally.”

“Deal,” he laughed. “Maybe later we can go
watch the SPU girls swim team practice and hope their swimsuits
fall off?”

“Hope? I can go into their
locker room and watch them come
off!”

They both laughed again, but as Troy started
to picture the toned, athletic girls of SPU's swim team peeling
their tight uniforms down their bodies, he directed his thoughts to
his date. He was a gentleman, after all.

He swallowed, then nibbled on the
complimentary rolls. “So why are you here? If you really like
girls, I can't think of why you'd come to a school where all they
focus on is sex with guys.”

“Like I said, I'm flexible,” Cheyenne said.
“And the world is changing. Girls need to know Sex Powers for all
sorts of jobs. You could kind of say I'm on a scholarship here
myself.”

Their hot waitress walked by, and Troy
forced himself not to look at her long, stockinged legs and focused
on his date even as his date checked her out. “What kind of
scholarship?”

“Well, you know how biker gangs are mostly
men?” she said, and Troy nodded. “So, if you were part of a biker
gang, and you were involved in some... gray market dealings, and
the cops started using female officers with Sex Powers to freeze
and capture some of your boys as they tried to escape during busts,
it would probably be a good investment to send one of your only
young female members to a school like this, right?”

Troy swallowed. “You're in a gang?”

“The Bucking Broncos, out of
California.”

“And you want to learn Sex Powers to help
them do... illegal things?”

“Gray market,” she repeated. “And defending
against Powers is easier than doing actions with them. The next
time the cops try to use Handles to capture some of our guys, maybe
some of those spells might just happen to fizzle out...” She
shrugged. “I'd rather help defend my family that way than toting
guns. Anyway, the Bucking Broncos are paying my way, but I've got
four terms to decide if I'm going to stay in the gang when I
graduate.”

“The Broncos won't care if you take their
money but then don't help them afterwards?”

“They owe me, because of my Dad.”

“What happened with-” Troy started, then
remembered how Cheyenne had dealt with the last guy that had
mentioned her father. Troy swallowed, then looked up at his date.
“Cheyenne, why did you ask me out? You like girls, right?”

“Don't you?” she laughed.
“Their pretty little faces, their suckable tits, the way they moan
and squirm in their high pitched voices as you go down on their
cute, shaved pussies-” She laughed as Troy grimaced and shifted in
his seat again.

“So why not keep dating
girls?” he asked, then swallowed as a frightening thought hit him.
“Are you... are you doing this just to get points off
me?!”

“Get what?”

“Points. Remember in the general session,
Headmistress Parker said there was a contest for all the Sophomore
girls- every time they have sex with a boy-” Troy blushed- “in the
butt, they get ten points on their final grades.”

Cheyenne laughed. “Damn! Too bad I'm not a
Sophomore!”

Troy felt like the clouds had parted to let
a beam of sunshine through. “You're not?”

Their salads arrived, and Cheyenne popped a
cherry tomato into her mouth before answering.

 


“I'm a transfer student.
I've got some credits in English and Math that count, but on all
the Sex Powers classes, I'm a semester behind. They've got me
taking Freshman classes, so I'm still learning Freshman stuff like
Freeze spells, blow job training and that Spanking lab. That's the
most fun.”

Troy felt a huge weight lifting off his
shoulders.

“So... you're not in Ms.
Parker's Wednesday Pegging class?”

“Nope.”

“And you're not in my
Friday Futanari class...” Troy gulped.

“Heck no. That stuff still
creeps me out a little.”

“So you're not looking for points? At
all?”

“Nope.” Cheyenne crossed
her legs in her tight jeans and smiled as Troy squirmed in his
seat. “Just a good time.”

And Troy's whole world shifted.

This could be it.

This date is going great.

I like her. She likes me.

I could lose my virginity, tonight.

“Oh god,” Cheyenne muttered under her
breath, kicking him under the table. “Check out the legs on that
greeter by the door. Heels that high should be illegal if you're
not a stripper!”

Troy checked out another girl's ass with his
date's approval for the second time that night, then saw Cheyenne
grinning back at him as their main dishes arrived.

“Enjoy the lobster,” she said.

 


***

 


Cheyenne threw Troy against the door to her
dorm room as they made out in the hallway, opened it, then threw
him inside.

“Get those fucking clothes off Sally!”

Troy couldn't believe it- the conversation
had been great all night, he hadn't done anything stupid, and she
still wanted to sleep with him, even knowing how small his dick
was! He was finally going to do it- he might just lose his
virginity!

“Are you sure?” he panted between kisses.
“You're not worried that we're maybe going... too fast?”

Cheyenne laughed, unzipping her boots to
kick them off. “Cammi used to say the same thing. But then I would
flip that goody-two-shoes straight-A cheerleader over my lap and
spank her ass until her thighs were dripping and she was begging me
to fuck her like a slut!” She whipped her sweater off to stand in
front of him with a just a sports bra over her firm tits. “Do I
need to spank your ass to make you feel like a slut, Sally?”

“No!” Troy laughed.

“Strip, then!”

Troy did, throwing off his shirt, shoes,
socks, and pants in record speed, then paused. “Shit! Do you have
condoms?”

“Never use 'em,” Cheyenne
laughed from behind him. “Cammi was my first and only. And trust
me, that little church goer was as clean as whistle.”

Troy's cock throbbed, imagining slipping
into Cheyenne's pussy with no condom to get between him and her
hot, wet tunnel. He dropped his briefs to the floor and turned
around, naked and his hard cock jutting in front of him.

To see that Cheyenne had done the same.

Her cock was a thin blue dildo coming out of
a strap-on harness, twice as long as his.

“What the hell?” he cried, backing up. “What
are you doing?”

“Taking charge,” the toned girl said, coming
towards him. “Cammi was always the taker. I was the giver.”

“Let's try it a different way tonight!” the
nude boy said, dodging her arms.

“Let's try it a different
way tomorrow night,” Cheyenne
laughed. “Tonight I'm going to make you squeal like a little horny
cheerleader, and you're going to love it.”

She was nude, gloriously nude, but all Troy
could see was that blue dildo coming towards him.

“Cheyenne- I don't know if
this is right!”

“I do. They say a man's
prostate is in almost the same place as a girl's G spot. I made
Cammi cum every time- so you'll get off, I promise. And this blue
guy has a little section going back into my fun bits, so I'll get
off too. Win-win!”

Troy was quickly running out of space to
dodge her in the small dorm room. “I really think we should take it
slower!”

She laughed, grabbing for his bare ass and
just missing. “Take it slow? You should have thought of that before
you ordered a hundred dollar lobster!”

“Wait! Um, maybe I can just go down on you
tonight? I'm pretty good at that!”

“That could be a nice warm-up Sally. But for
what I spent on you tonight, I need a lot more!”

Troy squealed and grabbed his pants before
running out the door, still nude. “No! I don't want to do
that!”

Nude in her strap-on harness, Cheyenne raced
to the doorway of her room, but no farther. Troy heard her yelling
after him as he stumbled down the hall, struggling to put on his
pants as he still ran for his life.

“But you had the lobster!” she yelled,
stamping her foot. “THE LOBSTER!”

 


***

 


“Oh my god,” Jessica laughed at the
breakfast table the next day. “Who knew my brother was such a
little cocktease?”

“I'm not a cocktease!” Troy cried,
almost crushing his half-grapefruit.

“I don't know,” Amber giggled. “I've seen
the prices at that restaurant. And you did have the most expensive
item on the menu.”

“That doesn't mean I should have to-” Troy
said, blushing, then whispered. “I offered to go down on her!”

The girls exchanged looks and giggles.
“Getting a steak means going down on your date,” Amber explained.
“Getting the lobster means you have to go all the way.”

“At least it did before Powers,” Jessica
laughed, putting more whipped cream onto her Belgian waffles. “Now
girls are setting the prices. That Sophomore Derek gave his rear up
to that girl on our floor for just a hamburger!”

Amber nodded. “And that cute Sophomore
guitar player put out for Heather for free. He doesn't love her, he
just wanted the points because he's failed a few English quizzes.”
The redhead turned to him. “I think it's nice that Troy's waiting
for the right woman before giving up his butt.”

“I'm not waiting! I just-
I mean, what else am I supposed to do with this damn Willy Wanker
spell on me? I need a girl if I'm going to cum!”

“Why don't you just have
one of your little roommates help you out with that?” Jessica
giggled, making a jack-off gesture at him. “They help you, you help
them, and then all four of you boys fall in love and live in a sexy
apartment after college.”

“What? No!”

“That's what all the girls
think you're doing in there anyway,” Jessica laughed. “Why else
would four little hard-dicked boys sleep in the nude around each
other all the time.”

Troy blushed even
more. Who told them? “We didn't
choose that! The hall monitor is making us do that!”

“Sure she is,” Jessica
laughed, taking another bite of syrup-covered waffle. “And she's
making your little dick hard every time you look at your roommate's
bare butts, too.”

“She is!”

Troy was still being woken up by the feather
teases each morning. And worst of all, the spell caster was getting
better at it.

Amber laid a hand on his arm, calming him.
“I thought you'd be happy, Troy.”

“About what?”

“Finding a kind, cute girl
who still wants to sleep with you,” she said, looking into his
eyes. “No matter how big your dick is.”

Troy felt his face get warm. “She just
wanted to... do something else to me!”

“This time,” Amber agreed.
“But that's how relationships start. And if neither Jessica or I
can help you out with that,” she giggled, nodding at his crotch,
“maybe having a relationship with someone else at college isn't
such a bad thing?”

Troy gulped, noticing at how the other girls
in the cafeteria were looking at him, like he was ten points
walking around on a silver plate.

“Yeah. Maybe. I
guess.”

 


***

 


Troy failed his cunnilingus entrance test
again; this time Professor Zadora made him stand nude in the corner
of the room to watch other students on her teaching assistants,
making a few gasp and breathe heavier before the bell rang. And
because he had another scholarship class later, he had to wear his
flimsy outfit all day, getting looks from girls at lunch, and in
his Oceanography class, and even walking around campus.

It started to get worse near the end of the
day. First there were catcalls, then some girl pinched his butt as
he was getting a drink from a water fountain, and finally, two
girls approached him in the hall after his last class.

“Hey,” one of them laughed. “I saw you
staring at my legs all through Math class.”

Troy gulped. It had been a pretty
boring class, and the girl's shorts were pretty short.

“Well, um-”

“You think they're hot? You want to slide
your little dicklette up and down my legs until you spurt all over
them?”

The blush rose to his face. “No! Leave me
alone!”

“We mean it,” her friend giggled. “We'll
make you cum all over these silky legs, if you just let us take
Black Beauty to you.”

He gulped. “Black Beauty?”

The first girl opened her handbag to show
Troy a thick, midnight-black dildo that made him gasp.

“That's like seven inches long!” he gasped,
as the girls giggled. “I'm not letting that thing near me!”

Troy noticed they were slowly pinning him up
against a bank of lockers.

“Why not?” the second girl added. “We heard
you and your girlfriend were having problems. You tore out of her
dorm room and left her hanging last night.”

The girl in the short shorts with the great
legs laughed. “Come on, sweetie. I'll use three fingers to
stroke your little cock off instead of two, and then we'll both get
some points!”

“No!” Troy cried, darting past them right
before he would have been trapped. “I'm NOT losing my virginity to
you!”

 


***

 


Troy ran all over campus, searching for
her.

If those two random Sophomores knew about
their fight, then Carmen and her friends definitely would!

It was after dinner and the girls were
getting hornier. He searched the parking lot; Cheyenne's bike was
there, but she was not. He looked through the student center,
dodging wolf whistles from a few horny futanari, but didn't see
Cheyenne there either.

Wait! he thought. The last time I
ran into Cheyenne, she said she had come from....

Troy took off running.

The campus weight room was mostly empty
except for a group of jocks laughing and doing light weights on one
side, and someone lifting an awful lot of iron on the other. Troy
gulped and approached her, the sound of clanking weights getting
louder as he did.

A hundred tiny muscles in her back flexed
with each time she raised the heavy bar across her shoulders and
her rock hard glutes squeezed with each deep squat. Cheyenne wore
short, tight pair of spandex shorts that stopped just below her
buttcheeks to show off all of her bare legs and a tight sports top
that covered her breasts but left her arms bare. And while the cold
determination with which she pumped her impressive weights made
Troy's penis shrivel and tuck under him, she still cut an
undeniable female figure of power and sexiness.

It was like watching Wonder Woman work
out.

Troy cautiously approached, then coughed.
She ignored him.

“Hey, uh, Cheyenne-”

“Get the fuck out of here!” she said,
slamming the loaded bar back onto the supports with a loud clash.
“Can't you see I'm in the middle of something!”

“Look, I'm sorry about yesterday night-”

“About fucking running away when you saw my
naked body?” she spat, tossing her long black ponytail aside.
“Yeah, that does wonders for a girl's esteem! I should fucking kick
your ass for that!”

Troy backed away out of instinct, but
realized something.

“Wait! You thought I didn't want to sleep
with you because of your looks? Of course not! Your body is...
incredible!”

“Yeah? What then?” she
demanded, wiping the sweat from her face.

Troy blushed. “It was that strap-on!”

She growled at him, still not believing.
“That was my smallest one! The one I used on Cammi when she was
still a tight virgin! That's what made a big tough guy run
away?”

“Well, I wasn't expecting
it! And...” Troy blushed. “I'd never done something like that.
I'm... a virgin.”

She picked up a set of 30 lb. dumb bells and
started curling. “Most boy's butt's are.”

“No! I mean, I'd never
been with a woman... any way,” he whispered, his face getting even
more red. “I'm... a real virgin!”

She looked at him, her curls slowing.
“You're kidding me. At a sex college?”

He swallowed. “I... haven't had much luck
with girls. So when our date went so well... I wasn't expecting
that... and it was my first time and-”

“You're really a
virgin?”

She said it loud enough that Troy heard some
of the jocks goofing off in the corner snicker at him, and he
blushed even more.

“Yes. And I didn't want my
first time to-”

She dropped her weights with a laugh. “Be
some one-night stand? Alright, Sally, I understand. I guess.” She
wiped her face and chest again with the towel. Troy tried not to
watch her rub down her own cleavage. “Still pissed me off
though.”

“Yeah, I'm sorry about
that. When I saw you coming at me with that cock...”

“Your hole clenched up?”
she laughed. “Virgins do that, I guess. Fine. You're
forgiven.”

Troy swallowed. “Good. Because... um, some
of the Sophomore girls are bothering me again. And I was wondering
if we couldn't... pretend to go out for a while longer?”

“Why should I?” she
laughed, starting tricep curls where the tight muscles on the backs
of her arms popped with each one. “I pay for all the dates and I
don't even get to sleep with you at the end? What's in it
for me?”

Troy inhaled. She might help!

“I... I can pay you-”

The girl picked up a towel and started
wiping off her chest as she headed for the locker room. “My gang
pays me more each week to be here than your scholarship does.
Pass.”

Troy scrambled to follow. “Well, Billy, he's
in the Pedicure class! He can give you free pedicures all
semester-”

“Do I look like the type of girl who needs
pedicures?” she laughed, then drank from a water fountain and spat
into it.

They were almost at the door to the girls'
locker room, Troy saw. He was running out of time!

“Come on, Sally. This
is Sex Powers University,” she
said. “Offer me something sexy or
I'm through this door and you're getting bent over a bench
somewhere by your classmates.”

Troy swallowed. “I'm um... in the
Cunnilingus class on Tuesdays...”

She grinned, a towel slung behind her neck.
“I'm listening.”

Troy was blushing. Was he really going to
do this? “I'm um, pretty good at it, but my,
uh, teacher, she says I need to practice on someone outside of
class.” He gulped. “Regularly. It could be you, if you
want.”

Cheyenne didn't say anything, just kept
looking him up and down, and Troy felt ridiculous.

Had he really just done that? Of course
someone like her wouldn't want-

The girl threw her head back and
laughed.

“My Cammi was a great
pussy licker too- after I taught her how. I do miss that. Okay
Sally, come on.” She grabbed Troy's hand in an iron grip and yanked
him into the girls' locker room. “Let's see just how good you
are.”

 


***

 


Troy resisted as Cheyenne dragged him deeper
into the lair of women, but her pull was stronger than any Sex
Magic. “But, but, I can't be in here!”

“There are no girls at the
gym this late at night,” she laughed. “All those Barbies are too
busy putting on high heels and makeup to land guys.” She looked
over her shoulder at the scared boy she was dragging. “But I guess
all I had to do was build up a sweat!”

She opened a combination locker and started
to undress.

“Strip off those clothes,
Sally. Let's shower before fun.”

Troy looked around, his heart racing.
“Here?”

“I told you, no girl uses
the gym this late. They're all getting massages or yogurt facials
right now. Now hurry before I change my mind on this
deal.”

She laughed as Troy started stripping
quickly, tossed his clothes in with hers, and then she snapped the
padlock shut.

“There we go,” she laughed
at the nervous boy, then grabbed his arm again. “This
way.”

The shower was surprisingly business-like,
Cheyenne soaping and washing herself in an efficient manner a few
shower heads away, while Troy's dick got hard, watching the water
run down the hard slopes and defined muscles of her nude body. The
only hint of what was to come was the few times she looked over and
caught him looking at her, his dick rock hard in front of him. She
just smirked and turned away, bathing so that Troy could see her
ass, but not her front.

Looking over her shoulder at him, Cheyenne
laughed.

“Why do you have a bunch
of pink hand prints on your red ass?” she laughed,

“I had a session in the
Spanking lab today!” Troy said, blushing and covering his ass.
“They make scholarship boys go in there one hour a week so girls
can... practice their spanking on us.”

The tall black-haired girl laughed again,
then turned off her shower head and his.

“Alright, Sally. I think
it's time to earn my protection.”

She threw him a towel as they walked back to
the lockers, then spread another towel on the floor for his knees
and one on the bench for her butt. She sat, mostly dry except for
her damp hair, her knees together. “Let's see what you got.”

Troy finished drying his hair, then sank to
his knees on the towel in front of her with a gulp.

“I... I usually start at
the feet and go up.”

“Fine with me. Just don't
take too long before the main course.” She opened her knees
slightly, enough for Troy to see she had a neat landing strip down
there. “I don't like being teased,” she laughed.

The sight of a bare pussy made Troy's mouth
water and his dick an iron rod, but he still tried to warm her up
as he normally did, kissing the tops of her feet and her insoles,
then her calves, rubbing his cheek along their side as his fingers
caressed their back. As he did this, Cheyenne extended her foot a
little to make it easier for him and Troy gasped.

“Oh god, your calves are
so... tight!” he gulped, running his hands over them. “And your
thighs, there are so many little muscles you have that I've never
seen on any girl!”

“Does that turn you
on?”

His dick was dripping as he ran his hands
over her incredibly defined legs. “God yes!”

“Good answer,” she
laughed, looking down at his desperate cock. “Enough foreplay,” she
laughed, grabbing the back of his head and pulling forward, to bury
his face in her pussy.

Troy started licking out of instinct, soft
and slowly. He brought his hands around to grab her incredible ass
and pulled her into him like it was his last feast, which seemed to
please her, and her strong legs settled on his shoulders like they
belonged there. He made love to her with his tongue.

But after a minute she had only made a small
purr of pleasure once, and nothing like the reaction what Troy was
used to getting.

“You're not really wowing
me,” she said. “Do you even know how women work down
there?”

Troy grunted and tried harder. He knew he
was doing the tongue motions right! What was going on? And his cock
was rock hard, begging to be touched, and his balls were bursting,
full of need-

Cheyenne sighed and pushed his head
away.

“Let's try something
else.”

“But-”

Cheyenne pushed him away, then laid down
five thick towels to make a rectangle on the floor.

“Lie down, Sally, on your
back. I'm going to sit on your face.”

Troy blushed. “But... I haven't practiced
this way!”

“Lie down, Sally.
If you can't get me off, the deal is over.”

Gulping, Troy lay on his back on the soft
towels. Towering over him with a smile, the nude amazon started off
facing his head, but turned to face his feet as she lowered
herself.

“Wait!” Troy cried, as her
butt headed towards his nose. “Can't you sit the other
way?”

“You know my ass is
clean,” she chuckled, bringing a knee down on either side of his
head. “I caught you watching me wash it three times.” She paused,
her thighs trapping his head, hovering just inches above him.
“Don't worry, I'll let you up for air every now and
then.”

And then her pussy was covering his
face.

Her rock hard thighs were on either side of
his ears, not letting him turn his head, and her feet formed a
cradle behind his skull, pushing his nose deep into her solid butt.
He was trapped!

Out of instinct he started to lick again,
trying the licking techniques he had been reading about every night
before he went to sleep, the ones that Zadora had given him so much
praise for last term. But now his instincts were all upside down;
he wasn't used to licking girls this way!

And his nose was buried in her butt!

“Here, let me show you
what I like,” Cheyenne said, then pinned his hands at his side with
an iron grip as she leaned forward and ground her pussy in slow
circles on his face.

“There we go,” she moaned,
putting her full weight onto Troy's head. He felt like he was being
crushed! “Just keep your little pink tongue going, Sally, and I'll
get there.”

She continued using Troy's face, sliding her
dampening pussy where ever she wished- against his lips, over his
nose, on his chin. All he could smell were her juices, all he could
feel was the hot trap of her thighs and crotch while Troy's hard
dick dripped and twitched in frustration, begging to be
touched.

He groaned into her pussy and bucked his
hips, begging her to stroke him again, but that just made her
ground against him faster.

“You want me to play
with you while you're supposed to
be servicing me?” she laughed, and
Troy felt her strong hands forcing his knees apart like he was a
girl. “You know my Cammi always wanted to pretend she was some
upper-class hetero cheerleader instead of a submissive pussy-slut
lesbian,” Cheyenne laughed, forcing his knees wider. “So she always
needed her pussy slapped before her tongue got into
gear.”

Troy yelled in protest, but that just turned
into more vibrations against Cheyenne's smothering pussy.

“That's right,” she
laughed. And then her first slap landed on Troy's blue
balls.

He bucked, but her position was too strong.
He yelled again, but that just made her purr.

“Those vibrations are good
too, Sally. But you better really get licking or my love taps are
going to get harder!”

And she did, increasing the force of her
fingers slapping against his helpless balls until Troy's tongue
kicked into a gear he didn't know he had.

“Ohhhh, fuck. There you
go!” she moaned. She pressed her pussy back into his face as she
had before, grinding and mashing her lips against him as her feet
held his head in place. “Fuck- THERE we go!”

Troy was having trouble breathing through
her ass, and every few seconds, she would slap his balls harder.
Cheyenne was rolling her strong hips, grinding her face into him,
not giving him a moment's rest even as she drowned him in her
juices. His tongue action wasn't even relevant anymore; he knew
what she was doing to get herself off.

She was fucking his face.

His balls aching, his cock as hard as it had
ever been, trapped under a bucking nude woman, Troy used everything
he had learned to find Cheyenne's clit with his lips, and start
sucking it for dear life.

“OHHH FUCK!” she cried,
bucking against his face even harder. “THERE YOU GO!”

Her slaps of his balls stopped, and she
grabbed his hands, trapping them again. Troy just sucked, licked
and tried to breathe the best he could until she exploded on top of
his face, grinding his head down into the towels with all her
strength in her powerful legs.

“YEESSSSSSS!” she cried,
then rode his face for a few strong aftershocks, coating him with a
new flood of warm sweet juices, then finally raised up on her
knees, to look down at the red-faced boy gasping for breath between
her thighs.

“Yeah, I guess I can live
with this arrangement,” she panted, smiling at how her juices
absolutely coated his face. She stood up and threw the boy a towel
to clean his face. “Okay Sally. I'll be your fake girlfriend for a
while.”

 


***

 


Troy called Cheyenne a few days later, when
Sophomore girls started sending him aggressive dick pics and
cornering him in the halls again.

The couple made sure to be seen eating
together in the cafeteria, studying together in the student center,
walking around campus, and finally, working out together.

Troy tried to keep up with the sets she was
lifting, and though he could lift the same amount of weight, he
couldn't do it as often or as many times as she could in a row.

“You'll get there, Sally,”
she laughed, adding more weights to the machine after his set,
again. “I'll keep riding you until you do.”

Troy was dead tired after the workout, but
they showered together at the gym again, but this time Cheyenne
made a show of bringing him back to her dorm, so that a lot of
Sophomore girls could see them walking into her room together.

“Good, the French twins
aren't here,” she laughed, looking at the other empty bed. “We can
have some privacy.”

“They're your roommates?”
he asked, as she stripped again. Again, she hadn't worn panties,
just the tight spandex workout shorts. Troy liked seeing girls in
delicate, feminine panties. Did she ever wear
them?

“Yeah, it's torture,” she
laughed, pulling the spandex down and whipping off her shirt. “I
want to bury my strap-on in their tiny shaved European pussies so
bad!”

Troy's cock throbbed as he thought of doing
the same, but then she turned to see him still dressed.

“What are you doing? Get
into your birthday suit to lick me!”

He blushed. “I thought, since I just was
going to lick you and go, that I-”

“I get the full girlfriend
experience, or I'm not going to make a show of parading you around
on my arm anymore! Half the girls in this dorm are bi- I can have
a lot of fun if I drop
you!”

Troy sighed and stripped again, blushing as
Cheyenne whistled when his bobbing cock came into view.

Since he had more time
this go around, Troy noticed smaller details about her body as he
started warming her up. Her legs- they did have muscles that other
girls didn't have, and they were so sexy and powerful looking as
she walked- what would they look like in high heels and a
short dress? Her stomach- it was perfectly
flat, with sexy little striations between her muscles- she looked
like she had an eight pack instead of six! Her breasts were still
round and bouncy, even after all those pull ups. What
would it be like to suck those nipples? And,
he realized, Cheyenne's feet were long, but actually very slim and
feminine. With one of Billy's pedicures, they could rival any other
girl's!

Cheyenne laughed, pushing his head back.
“Are you trying to play with yourself while going down on me?”

Troy blushed, as he realized he had been.
“Yes.”

“Cammi was the same; she
got so turned on by licking me she couldn't help but finger
herself!” the girl laughed. “I don't mind- go ahead.”

Troy blushed even
more. He wasn't trying to 'finger' himself,
he wanted to protest. But he just
gulped.

“I can't. They've got a
special spell on me that.... see?”

Watching his hand get blocked from touching
his own cock, Cheyenne broke out in laughs.

“Oh wow! Sex Magic really
is a bitch! I've got an idea- let's do my favorite position
again.”

Troy protested as she laid a towel on the
floor again.

“Cheyenne! Please! I want
to lick you.. in a normal position
this time!”

“And I want to get off
before I fall asleep!” she laughed. “And maybe I'll play with that
little cock you can't touch while I do.”

Troy blushed, but couldn't turn the offer
down. It had been over three weeks since a hand had touched his
penis now- he was aching every night!

He laid on his back and the nude Cheyenne
settled her pussy over his mouth again, wriggling her hips so his
nose was really inside her smooth, tight butt.

“My little Cammi used to
like it when I played with her clit while she was licking me,” she
said as Troy's tongue started on her again.

And suddenly her soft, strong hand was
giving his cock five quick strokes and then stopping, five quick
strokes and then stopping, driving him crazy!

Troy moaned into her pussy, which just made
her laugh and grind against him.

“There we go- now I've
found your ON button!” she chuckled, playing with his cock in
cycles, never letting him get too close but driving him into a
licking frenzy.

She only spanked his balls lightly this
time, and only ground her pussy into his face hard when she was
really, really close, letting his tongue do most of the work to get
her there.

Even though she hadn't ridden him like a
mechanical bull again, Troy was exhausted, sweating, and dying of
horniness when she finally came, soaking his face with her juices
again. She ground her clitoris into his nose a few times as she
came down from her orgasm, then stood up and threw him a towel
again.

“That was a loud one,” she
laughed, her face flushed, her nipples erect. “I bet the whole
floor heard me; they'll leave you alone for a while.”

Troy wiped off his face, but didn't get up.
“What about me?” he cried, pointing at his rock hard, dripping
cock. He was just a few strokes away!

“Not part of the deal,”
she laughed, pulling on some sweatpants and a loose shirt, then
falling into her bed, already drowsy from her orgasm. “You're
my fake girlfriend; I don't have to
worry about getting you off.” She yawned. “Lock the door on your
way out.”

 


***

 


“Is that better?” Amber
giggled, massaging Troy's back. He was shirtless, lying on his side
on his bed, and Amber's hands were rubbing right above the hem of
his scholarship shorts, on either side of his spine. “My Massage
class says that this is where men hold a lot of their tension if
they aren't allowed to cum for a long time. A lot of wives massage
their husbands here at night, to help them get to
sleep.”

Troy groaned. “Why don't those wives just
let their husbands cum more often?”

“Because they don't have
to,” Amber giggled. “Where's the fun of letting you guys cum
whenever you want? So? Is this helping?”

He sighed, pushing into her hands more.
“Yeah. That's the part of my back that's sore in the morning when,
um...”

“You've had a boner all
night?”

He blushed. “Yeah.”

She laughed, rubbing harder. “Good. Maybe I
can practice more massage techniques on you this term.”

Troy's soft cock twitched at the
thought.

“Amber,” he gulped, as she
rubbed circles with her small fists, “can't I just lick you for
practice? The way Cheyenne grinds into me when she cums... I think
I might lose a tooth!”

“You should be happy you
can make a girl orgasm so hard,” she giggled at the blushing boy.
“Is it helping in your Cunnilingus class?”

Troy sighed. She had side-stepped his
request again. “Yeah. I guess. Professor Zadora says I'm improving,
but not as fast as she'd like.”

“Then it sounds like your
busy little tongue has got a little more work to do between
Cheyenne's thighs,” Amber said, switching to long strokes along his
spine.

“Why can't you and I,
just, you know? I already did you twice last term, and you were a
succubus then too.”

Amber blushed and looked around the empty
room. “Not so loud!”

“Sorry!”

She started rubbing his back again. “And
besides, I bet, after you licked me, you jacked off a lot more in
the weeks after, thinking about me?”

Troy blushed again. “I
don't know about a lot more...”

She giggled. “I do. Professor Zadora says
fluid transfer is a very powerful mind-control tool for succubi. So
no licking me until we've done more tests. Web-cam sessions are the
safest way to test my power over men. There's no fluid transfer,
and none of them even know my real name or where I live, so I can't
get any stalkers.”

“How come your
ex-boyfriend Mark wasn't affected by your succubi Powers?” he
muttered. “You got him off enough times.”

“Headmistress Parker
thinks it follows the same rule as other Sex Powers. It works on
men with small penises much better,” she giggled, patting his
back.

And Troy blushed even more.

“But can't you
just-”

“HEY!” the night monitor
barked, stopping at the entrance to Troy's room. “It's fifteen
minutes till lights out! What are you still doing with clothes
on?”

Troy turned on his bed, then his face got
white when he realized the Asian girl was serious. “But, I've got a
guest!”

“Is she going to take your
ass and get points off of you?”

Amber laughed. “Troy
couldn't handle my cock. I'd split
him in half!”

“Then I've got to kick her
out in fifteen minutes and you've got to strip. Now. Or face my
wrath.”

Troy blushed and, with a giggling Amber
watching, lowered his shorts and quickly laid back on the bed,
pressing against the mattress to hide his cock.

Satisfied, the hall monitor left.

“I actually like you
better like this,” the redhead laughed, starting to rub behind his
kidneys again as Troy blushed. “You're so cute
when you're naked!”

Troy blushed more, his penis erecting into
his mattress.

“Troy! Are you getting
hard! We're just friends!”

Now his face was fully red, and he hid his
dick in his mattress. “Amber! I can't help it! Please! Can't you
just... jack me off real quick?”

“Not until we know what my
Powers are! If a small-penised man orgasmed around me when my full
succubi essence was on, he could become my drooling slave for life!
You don't want that, do you?”

Troy just gulped. “That doesn't sound so
bad...”

She slapped his bare ass. “Troy Appleton! I
told you! I'm not going to cause any orgasms for little penises
anymore, and that's final!” She giggled, and Troy felt her finger
trickle down his nude buttcrack.

“Although, if your balls
really hurt... I could stick my middle finger up your bum and
massage your prostate to milk you without
an orgasm...”

“Amber NO!” he cried,
covering his ass and jumping to the far side of his bed.

“I'm just teasing,” she
giggled, pulling him back into position. “But you do have to stop
getting hard if I'm going to practice massage on you,” she said,
rubbing his lower buttocks. “It's not very
professional.”

He gulped. “I'll try.”

“Good,” she giggled. “Then
we can still be friends.”

There was a yelp of protest as Billy ran
into the room from the showers fully nude, obviously having been
stripped of his towel by the hall monitor, and then saw Amber.

She giggled as the nude boy dove into bed,
followed by John and Alphonso.

“I guess I should go,
before I cause too many other unauthorized boners.” She pecked the blushing Troy on the
cheek and patted his butt again.

“Keep your chin up, Troy.
This semester will turn out fine for you, I just have a
feeling.”

And Troy watched her bare legs as she left,
then twitched between half hard and three-fourths hard for hours
before falling asleep.

 


***

 


 



Chapter Six

 


 


“Harder, Miss Appleton!
Keep it up! Up!” Professor Milieu ordered, as Jessica struggled to
control her nude, flying male.

The boy's large dick was flopping, losing
hardness, and he himself was slipping towards the Earth.

“I'm trying!” Jessica knew
that if she could just touch herself, increase her arousal and
channel it into her Handle spell, she could keep him up- but she
couldn't do that in front of the class!

The boy went half hard and fell ten feet
onto the large gymnastics tumbling pad, throwing up a cloud of dust
as he landed. Half the girls in the class laughed, and when Jessica
looked over and saw Amber flying two boys at once near the room's
high ceiling as easily as if she was tugging two kites on a breezy
day, she hung her head.

“It is okay, Miss
Appleton,” the professor said, approaching and again touching
Jessica's bare neck in a way that made the teen shiver. “It was a
valiant effort, especially now that your body is with
cock.”

The girl jumped and turned. “What?!”

The teacher was confused. “You are not...”
she started, looking down at the crotch of Jessica's tight jeans,
which the girl covered with her hands. “Oh, due to your lack of
Powers, I simply assumed you were futanari already.”

“Sex Powers go away when
you're a futa?” Jessica answered, still covering the space between
her legs out of shame.

“Mais oui. Almost
completely. It is a tradeoff one must make.”

“Then how am I supposed to
pass this class then? I might be futa for most of the
semester!”

“Well Professor Zadora
would write you a note excusing you from Powers activities, of
course,” the teacher laughed. “We cannot expect you to do something
you are not able to.” She looked at Jessica's obviously female
crotch again. “But perhaps, you sit out the rest of today,
hmmm?”

Jessica dejectedly took a spot at the back
of the room on some benches, muttering to herself.

“I can't believe none of
the boys on campus can play with themselves, and I'm too bad a
Powers user to take advantage of it!”

“Excuse me, what did you
say?” a cute black-haired girl suddenly asked. “The boys can't
what?”

Jessica answered without looking up. “They
can't play with themselves! They've all got 501 spells to keep them
from even masturbating, so we're their only chance for relief, and
I can't even master the distance tease well enough to torment
them!”

“Oh my god, that means-
excuse me, I've got to go,” the cute black-haired Latina said, then
went over to talk to her friend, a tall, blond Swedish girl, as
Jessica continued to mope.

Thirty minutes later, as
they walked out of class, Amber patted the taller girl's
arm. “You'll get them next time, Jess. Already you're better than
you were last week!”

“There's not going to be a next
time.”

“What?”

In response, Jessica opened her purse,
pulled out a small, clear container with a red pill inside, and
swallowed it.

“Jess! What are you doing?!”

The tall brunette smiled.
“Getting out of a lot of
homework!”

 


***

 


Jess got back to her dorm room just as the
irresistible tiredness hit. Amber caught her fainting form and
guided her into bed.

“Jess! What's going to happen now?”

“Professor Zadora said... I'd sleep for a
while... and then wake up... changed,” the teen said, drifting off.
“Wheeeee.....”

Jessica was already half-asleep as Amber
took off her shoes, pants, shirt and bra, and just in case, her
panties too, before tucking the nude, athletic girl into bed.

Jessica woke up six hours later, feeling
refreshed.

And something else.

The teen's hands shot down between her
thighs, and she gasped.

“Holy shiite!” she squealed, jumping out of
bed and startling Amber, who had fallen asleep with her nose in an
old book. “It worked! It worked it worked it worked!” she laughed,
dancing in front of their full-length mirror nude, checking out her
new body.

She still had her long, female hair; in
fact, it looked even fuller and shinier than before. She still had
her perky, proportionate tits; in fact, they looked even fuller and
perkier than before. And she still had her sexy runner's legs and
tight teardrop ass. But now Jessica also had a veiny, stiffening,
seven inch cock hanging between her shapely female thighs, and a
full, hairless set of balls to match. And her cock was getting
harder with each heartbeat.

“It's so... beautiful,” Amber said, watching
it erect.

“I know!” Jessica laughed, turning side to
side to make it slap against her thighs. “I was so scared that I
was going to be a micro penis like Troy, but this is-” She gave her
half-hard cock a stroke and her knees almost buckled.

“Oh god- so THAT'S what jacking off feels
like!” she shuddered, pulling her soft hand up and down the growing
shaft. “No WONDER Troy can't stop doing this!”

“Well you better stop before he would,”
Amber said, closing her book. “Professor Zadora told us the first
day- if you orgasm by your own hand, you'll fall asleep and wake up
a normal girl again!”

“I can stop any time I want!” Jessica said,
still stroking. “But maybe just a few strokes more-”

Amber slapped her friend's bare ass.
“Jessica Marie Appleton!”

“Okay, okay!” the athletic futanari laughed,
letting go of her hard, seven inch cock to rub her stinging ass. “I
was only kidding!”

“Sure you were.”

The nude girl skipped over to her closet,
smiling as her new, hard cock bounced in front of her. “Now help me
pick out some jeans my new cock fits in to. Because we've got a
date with four little-dicked boys tonight!”

 


***

 


Troy was lying on his bed, studying his
Cunnilingus book when there was a knock at the door. He looked
over, but Billy had already gotten up to answer it.

“Hello Bitches!” Jess hooted, barging inside
with two grocery bags in her hands. “You ever walk into a place and
just know you've got the biggest cock in the room?” She
laughed, sticking her crotch out. “Because now I do!”

Troy gasped, staring at the unmistakable
bulge in the front of her sister's jeans. “What did you do?”

“I took my futa pill early,” she laughed,
swinging her hips back and forth in front of the boys who were
trying not to look. “Ahhh, it feels so great to have a big dick!
Now who wants to touch it? Billy? How about you?”

The boy stepped back as Jess stepped
forward, looking at the long snake that extended down the left leg
of her tight jeans, halfway to her knee. “Um, why don't we just
play video games instead?”

“Sure!” she laughed, putting her bags down
on a table. “I brought food! We've got hot dogs, popsicles, corn on
the cob and cupcakes to eat!”

Amber walked in behind Jessica, holding a
tray of desserts. “The cupcakes were my idea,” she told Troy. “All
the, um, phallic foods were Jess's.”

“Because we've got to celebrate the coming
of my new beautiful cock!” his sister laughed, dropping the other
food on a table and standing with her hips thrust forward
again.

“Now come on,” Troy gulped. “You were a girl
before. It can't be that-”

“It is,” Amber giggled. “I've seen it!”

Jess laughed again. “Come on, you little
dicks, who wants to feel a real cock? Here, I'll even unzip to give
you boys a better look-”

Troy hopped off his bed, grabbed a shirt,
shoes, and his keys.

“Where are you going?” Amber asked as he
passed the door.

“Somewhere else!”

 


***

 


“Ahhhh, I love eating in,”
Cheyenne laughed as Troy eagerly licked her slit up and down. She
had a firm grip on his hair, but was letting Troy service her in a
'standard' position today, him on his knees as she sat half off her
bed, instead of Troy flat his back as she normally preferred. She
relaxed, stretching her muscular legs before crossing her ankles
behind his back and pulling his face in deeper.

“God Sally, you ARE
getting better at this! I must be the best teacher
ever!”

The nude boy blushed but didn't speak,
letting her climb the last few steps to orgasm how she always did,
grinding her pussy hard against his face as he tried to ride it out
the best he could.

After she cried out, threatening to crush
his head between her rock-hard thighs as she orgasmed, Cheyenne
relaxed and released his hair, then swung her legs on the bed and
lazily tossed a hand towel his way.

“Thanks,” Troy muttered,
starting to wipe her copious juices from his face. He never got
them all- he could always smell her on him until he showered each
day!

“Don't be sour just
because I can cum on your face and you can't cum on mine!” she
laughed, pulling on a loose shirt and gym shorts. “I'm not the one
that needs protection here!”

Troy frowned but kept wiping his face, nude
with his small, stiff cock jutting out in front of him.

“So, you going back to
your room after this?”

Troy shook his head. “No. Jess is still
probably there, swinging her huge cock around. It's just not fai-”
he started, then caught himself, wetting the towel under the faucet
and wiping his face again. “Jess just got her futa cock, and it's
like, three times bigger than mine!” He wrung the towel out. “I
guess it's because she's such a tomboy.”

He went to pick up his boxer briefs, but
Cheyenne grabbed the nude boy's hip and pulled him into bed with
her instead.

“I don't think that's how
it works, sweetness,” she laughed, wrapping him in her arms and
throwing a bare leg over his. She nodded at the room's other bed,
currently empty. “The fancy French twins just got their cocks
yesterday, and they're hung like horses too.”

The nude boy gulped, uneasily settling into
her arms. Sometimes Cheyenne liked to cuddle after she came; this
seemed like one of those nights.

“Those girls?” he asked.
“But they're so... feminine. They wear stockings and panties and
high heels and-”

“You notice my roommates a
lot, huh Sally?” she laughed, gently stroking his chest. “Want me
to introduce you?” She tweaked his nipple.

“No!” Troy cried, pushing
her hand away. She knew pinching his nipples kept his cock
hard- why did she keep doing that if she wasn't going to
get him off?

“Come on, the three of us
women could pass you around one night. Me taking you with my
strap-on, them using their thick futa cocks- we could have a lot of
fun!”

“NO!”

“Calm down Sally,” she
laughed, pulling him back towards her as he tried to escape, then
pinching his nipples again to keep his cock hard and dripping. “I'm
not going to share you; you give me a lot of pleasure. Cammi gave
me a lot of pleasure, and you should have seen how many bikers I
had to fight off to keep her all to myself. It seemed like every
guy in the gang was trying to get into her little cheerleader
panties!”

Troy swallowed as she stroked his bare
chest. He was still painfully hard, and it didn't seem like she was
going to touch his cock, but her gentle affection on his bare skin
still did feel nice, in a way. He sighed and leaned back into her
chest.

“How did you and Cammi
meet anyway?” Cheyenne didn't strike him as the type to hang around
preppy cheerleaders.

She relaxed as well, holding him a little
less tightly.

“That's actually a fun
story. The Bucking Broncos and I were hanging around a truck stop
one Friday night, in full club gear; bikes, leathers, some guys
were even carrying. Then this shiny new Beamer pulls up, and three
little rich girls pile out of it, wearing these cheer-leading
uniforms right out of my wet dreams.”

Cheyenne pinched Troy's nipples again to
make his cock jump.

“Their tight bellies were
bare, their arms were bare, and their skirts barely covered the
bottom half of their butts. They were walking around almost
flashing their panties to half the world, and I could see the whole
gang watching them. And then their leader, Cammi, marches right up
to me and says she needs 100 doses of ecstasy and weed, because
their team just won their homecoming game and they want the
after-party to be amazing.”

She laughed and stroked Troy's hair.

“I thought it was some
sort of joke. But Cammi produced the money, all in dollar bills or
fives, like they had done car washes all season or something to
save up enough money. I asked why she thought we were dealers, and
she said she thought all biker gangs sold drugs, if you had enough
money.”

Cheyenne stroked the inside of Troy's
thighs, making him shiver.

“So what did you
do?”

“Well it sounds like a cop
set-up, right?” she laughed. “Sexy girls, walking around in
rape-bait outfits like that at a rough truck stop, got to be a
trap, right? But there was something in her eyes, she was so
earnest. So I told I didn't have that much
on me, but hop on the back of my bike and I'd take her to someone
who did.”

“And she did?” Troy asked,
amazed.

“Yeah, Cammi didn't have
the best street smarts. She needed my protection too, just like one
other fair little maiden I know.” She reached around and pinched
both of Troy's nipples at once and nibbled on his neck.

“Cheyenne!”

“Alright, alright,” she
laughed, releasing his nipples. But she smiled, as his cock started
dripping again. “So she does, and I do, and it's a twenty minute
ride, we pull up at the skeevy house, but she won't get off the
bike. She's blushing, holding her thighs together. Then I got it.”
Cheyenne laughed, and her soft sigh actually made Troy a little
jealous somehow.

“I asked her if she'd ever
ridden a motorcycle before. She says no. I ask if she liked it. She
blushes again and says yes.” Cheyenne smiled, stroking Troy's leg.
“Then I asked if it felt just like her vibrator back home, and she
says she's never used one!” She slapped Troy's leg. “That walking
little sex pot with the perfect upturned ass hadn't even
masturbated yet!” She smiled as she looked at Troy's throbbing,
untouched cock.

“Her parents were big into
church, didn't teach her about sex, but were okay with her being a
barely-dressed cheerleader, go figure. So I let her stay on the
bike so she doesn't have to show her soaked panties to her friends,
go get the drugs, throw them at her friends in the Beamer, and then
drive off with her still on my bike and take the beltway around
town.”

Cheyenne chuckled.

“The long
beltway, where I could really open up the engine.
My little Cammi had the first orgasm of her life doing one hundred
and ten on the highway, yelling and holding on to me for dear life.
And her second.”

The amazon reached between Troy's legs and
started rubbing small, soft circles on the tight spot behind his
balls, and he gasped.

“Cammi takes my number and
we go riding again one night the next weekend. And the next week.
And the next. After that, I tell her why don't I do this the right
way, take her back to my place and have her cum on my strap-on, not
my hog. And you know what she tells me?”

Troy was moaning, squirming, his cock
dripping as Cheyenne pressed on his prostate from the outside.
“No!”

“She says she's a good
girl and doesn't do that!” the teen laughed, finally grabbing
Troy's cock. “The little nympho was soaking the back seat of my
bike with her juices, but she turns down normal sex!”

Troy was bucking in her arms, moaning.

“Cheyenne! Please! Let me
cum!”

“You remind me so much of
her,” Cheyenne giggled into his ear. “Tight little ass. Virgin.
Wants to cum so bad, but he just can't ask for it.” She let go of
his cock, licked two fingers, then started heading towards his
asshole. “Stay here with me tonight,” she whispered.

Troy was groaning as her fingers found the
rim of his rear hole and started teasing it. His legs started
spreading wider on their own volition. The tip of one finger dipped
inside him, sending thrills up his spine and making his toes
curl.

Maybe... if he just let her...

“Stay with me tonight,”
she whispered again, starting to finger him.

Troy whimpered and bit his lip, then looked
at her and nodded.

“Okay.”

She grinned, starting to kiss him. He jumped
in pleasure as her fingers found his cock again, but all she did
was use the pre-cum freely running from his tip to lubricate his
asshole.

“You're going to look so
fucking good riding my cock.”

That broke the spell. Troy gasped and
slammed his legs shut, covering his hole.

“No! Cheyenne! Not yet!
I'm not ready for THAT!”

“Come on, I'm sorry. Just
let me finger you until you're horny enough-”

“No!” he cried, leaping
from bed and grabbing his clothes. “I don't want that!”

Cheyenne just shook her head as he started
dressing quickly. “Whatever you say, Sally.”

 


***

 


“So still no luck finding that special
girl?” Nurse Hannah laughed, sliding her lubricated finger in and
out of the bent-over Troy's ass. “It's been two weeks already. A
lot of the other boys have already given up their cherries, you
know.”

“Well not me!” he cried, his face red as she
fucked him with one, then two strong fingers. His dick was rock
hard and dripping as always, and his balls felt full of lead shot.
“I don't care if I have to wait all semester- I'm not letting a
girl fuck my ass!”

“Sure you won't,” the nurse chuckled, and
suddenly her fingers were gone. A second later she slid the enema
nozzle into his ass and started fucking him with that.
“It's nothing to be afraid of- every Sophomore
boy has to do it sometime or other. And if you find that special
girl, you may even enjoy your first time!”

She turned a valve and a rush of hot water
splashed into Troy's ass, filling him.

Troy just grit his teeth and took it.

 


***

 


“Your roommates are such
babies!” Jessica complained at breakfast the next day, cutting into
her strawberry-and-whipped-cream-covered waffles. “None of
them would even touch my cock last night! All we did was sit around
and play Xbox all night like losers!”

Amber smiled while delicately slicing her
toasted muffin in half to slather butter on it. “They were probably
intimidated by how long and thick it was.”

“I don't care!” Jessica replied. “I need to
get some action! Hand, mouth, butt, I don't care- I gotta stick my
cock into something and blow a load!”

“Could we not talk about this?” Troy said,
making a face. He took another spoonful of his grapefruit half, and
his expression got worse. “Especially not around me?”

“I'm just saying- I need to bust a big nut,
soon!”

“Come on, I'm eating!”

Amber giggled and put her hand on Jess' arm,
calming her, then turned to Troy. “You didn't come back to your
room before we left. Where did you go?”

Troy felt a blush rising on his face, but
fought it off. “Just around.”

Amber smiled at him. “Got any plans for
tonight? You and that girl Cheyenne seem to be getting close-”

“No!” he barked, then relaxed, even as he
felt his heart hop. “Just gonna study. A quiet night in.”

She patted his arm. “Everyone needs that
sometimes.”

“How about
you?”

She looked at the distracted Jessica, then
back to Troy. “A few more tests. For my Independent studies
class.”

“Oh.”

His cock throbbed, imaging her writhing, in
her panties on a bed, for that web-cam again.

Jessica wasn't listening, but slammed her
knife down on the table as a hot guy in tight jeans walked past.
“Look at that ass!” she whined, rubbing the tent growing in her
jeans. “That's not even fair!”

 


***

 


Troy wasn't harassed as much between classes
today; his sessions with Cheyenne seemed to be paying off; some
Sophomore girls treated him as taken.

It actually was somewhat of a quiet day, and
Troy got an early dinner before everyone else then was reading a
book in bed and John was practicing some guitar when Billy rushed
in, scrambling to close the blinds.

“Don't look outside, don't look outside,
don't look outside!”

Troy and John looked at each other,
confused. Troy sat up in the suddenly dark room. “Why the heck
not?”

“Just don't do it!”

“HEY BOYS!” Troy heard a group of girls
cheer from the lawn outside. “ANYONE WANT TO HELP US PUT ON SOME
SUNTAN LOTION?”

That was followed by even more female
giggles, and some low curses and whistles from the dorm room
neighboring Troy's. There were girls outside on the lawn- Troy
could hear them! But what were they doing?

“Don't look!” Billy warned, burying himself
under his blankets. But after a minute, Troy and Alphonso had to
pull the blinds open.

Early second term at SPU wasn't ideal
tanning weather, but it also wasn't cold enough to make it
unthinkable. And now, laying on blankets the lawn outside the boys'
dorm were the Latina Carmen, her tall Swedish friend, and their
other cute friend, all wearing the tiniest bikinis Troy had seen in
a while.

John cursed and Troy saw his friend grab his
crotch, before his hands were slowly forced away by a growing Willy
Wanker field.

“Hey virgins!” Carmen laughed, spotting them
in the window. Her suit was two small yellow triangles over her
hard nipples and a thin yellow strip just covering her shaved
mound. She giggled as she squirted a large white load of suntan
lotion onto her upper cleavage and started rubbing it in. “Why
don't you little dicks come down and get slippery with us? It will
make things slide in a lot easier later!”

And to Troy's horror, even as his cock
twitched at the sight of her sunning herself, Carmen pulled a
strap-on harness out of her bag, slipped it up her bare legs, and
grasped the blue, ridged dildo now jutting from her crotch with the
same lotioned hand she had just been using on her breasts.

“We know what you boys can't do anymore,”
she laughed, jacking herself in slow, languid strokes of her fake
cock. “All that denied cum. All that pressure in your poor
balls! Come on boys, let us help you out.”

Troy let the blinds snap shut, getting hard
in his shorts.

“We know you're still watching us!” Carmen
laughed after him. “We can hear your little dicks ringing like
bells inside there! Just come on down and we'll give you a little
relief. After we get our points!”

The rest of the afternoon was hell.

 


***

 


When it was clear the girls weren't going
away, Troy hustled himself and his roommates into the showers at
the end of the hall, turning the streams as cold as they could
stand and directing it onto their aching balls. As dusk fell, the
giggling, bikini girls stopped stretching and rubbing lotion on
each other outside the boy's dorm and packed it up for the night.
Only then did the four boys return to their room, exhausted, and
turn in immediately.

“They're out there again!” Billy cried,
running into the room the very next afternoon. “And now there's
more of them!”

Troy looked, and it was true: now the lawn
outside the boy's dorm was half-covered in co-eds laying on
blankets, tanning.

The modest ones wore two piece suits over
their young, fit bodies. The immodest ones lay face down with their
tops unhooked, the sides of their smooth breasts visible to the
horny boys. And the truly brazen ones lay face down too, but their
tops were no where to be seen and their tiny thong bottoms were
pulled down to their knees, to present all of their round smooth
butts to the boy's windows.

Carmen was one of these last types, the slim
girl practically naked on the grass below Troy's window.

“Come on down little dicks, the
temperature's fine!” she laughed, as Troy started getting hard. She
pulled her dildo out of her bag and, still lying on her stomach,
started licking and sucking the blue rubber suggestively. “I've got
something for you!”

At Troy's side, Billy swallowed, hard. “You
know, that doesn't look half bad...”

Alphonso slapped Billy on the back of the
head, then walked over with a grim face to shut their blinds
securely.

“It's a trick,” he said, his jaw set. The
boy forced himself not to look outside as the sounds of more female
giggles and frolic filtered in. “They just want to use us. None of
us are going anywhere. We just need to wait- it will be dark
soon.”

He looked at Troy for support, and sweating,
Troy nodded back.

 


***

 


The boys breathed a sigh of relief as dusk
started breaking up the sunbathers, as it had the night before.

This afternoon had been worse than the
previous one: some futa girls had joined the party too. They
obviously couldn't wear suits as revealing as the real girls, but
each futa had a glow about her, something that just forced a man's
eye to look, especially when the girls started cavorting. Some of
them started tickling each others feet as they laid out, which
turned into wrestling, which sometimes turned into kissing. Troy
watched in shock as a quarter of the futanari walked off with each
other or strap-on girls, instead of going after boys that night!
Imagining what was going to happen next behind closed doors made
his hard erection just hurt more.

But finally, as full darkness fell, there
were only a few strap-on girls left in the yard, Carmen and her
friends amongst them.

“Hey little dicks!” Carmen called at their
window. “We know you're still in there! We can hear your virgin
peckers twitching for us!”

Troy and his roommates were laying in their
beds with the lights off.

“Just ignore them and they'll go away!” he
whispered, cock hard in his shorts.

Carmen called at their window again. “I know
you can hear me! Troy! Billy! John! Indian guy! Come out, come out,
we're so horny for you!” she giggled.

“Hey-” Alphonso began.

“Stay in bed!” Troy hissed. “Just don't go
near the window and we'll be fine!”

The boys did, and after a silent minute
Carmen said, “Fuck this. If they won't come to us, and we can't
enter their dorms, we'll smoke them out!”

Troy's heart stopped. What the hell did
that mean?

A second later he felt a mouth on his
cock.

Not just a mouth- but a hot, wet, playful,
eager young woman's mouth, licking and sucking on him like he was
the captain of the football team after winning the state
championship.

“Oh fuck!”

He tried to bat the mouth away, but there
was nothing to hit. And his force field kept his hands from getting
too close anyway. He held a pillow over his twitching dick, but
that didn't stop the phantom mouth either.

Distance Magic!

Now the mouth turned aggressive,
deep-throating him as if on a mission, with phantom fingers rubbing
that spot behind his balls that always made him shoot gallons.

And then it was gone.

Troy panted, his cock rock hard and
dripping.

“Coming out yet?” Carmen laughed.

Troy could see that his three roommates had
felt the same thing- they were all sweating in their beds, too!

“Okay,” the girl laughed. “You asked for
it!”

Asked for it? How could it get any worse
than-

The phantom mouth returned, and this time
she had a friend. Troy could feel the two sets of lips sucking his
cock, passing it back and forth between their soft lips like an
ice-cream cone, each fighting to be the one that made him explode
in a huge, spine arching-

And then it was gone, seconds before he
would have cum.

“Fuuuuck!”

Troy heard the girls giggle as he punched
his pillow in frustration.

“Good job Barbara,” Carmen said. “That was
hot. Come on boys! We can do this ALL NIGHT!”

The two mouths returned, and tears came to
his eyes as he moaned and bucked on the bed. His balls pulled
tight. Oh, god, he was going to-

And then they was gone.

Troy fell back to his sheets, a sweaty mess.
Had he lifted off the bed that time? How was that
possible?

“We're not greedy!” Carmen laughed. “Just
one sweet boy ass will do! Come out now and we'll leave your
friends alone! And if you beg nicely, we might use our phantom
mouths on you while we're pounding your ass!”

Troy gripped his bed frame as the licks and
sucks started in on him again. No! He had to hold on! They had
to get tired eventually-

“Fine! I can't take it anymore!” Billy
cried, jumping out of his bunk. “I'm coming down!”

Troy tried to grab him, but the sucking
mouths made it so hard to sit up. “Billy! NO!”

He shook Troy's arm off and pulled aside the
blinds. “Stop it already! I'm coming down! I'm a virgin, I'm worth
ten points!”

The devilish mouths fell away from all the
boys' cocks at once.

“Well?” Carmen called up to the room. “We're
waiting!”

“Billy, don't!” Troy cried.

The other boy turned to him, hard in his
shorts, his hand on the doorknob. “Remember me!” he cried before
going outside. “REMEMBER ME!!!!”

He opened the door and ran out.

 


***

 


Billy stumbled back into their room around
dawn the next day, walking bowlegged, then collapsed into his
bed.

“What happened?!” Troy asked, rushing over.
“Are you okay?”

“Ice pack,” Billy mumbled.

“Are you hurt?” Troy demanded. “Billy?!”

“Ice pack!”

Alphonso rushed past Troy to get a cold pack
from the fridge and handed it to the smaller boy, who immediately
stuffed it between his butt cheeks against his asshole.

“Ahhhhhhh....” he sighed, already falling
asleep.

“Does it hurt?” Troy asked. “What happened
to you out there?!”

“Won't be able to walk for a while,” he
sighed, his eyelids closed. “But boy... can those phantom mouths...
suck.”

And then he was snoring, a happy grin on his
face.

 


***

 


That afternoon, every window on the lawn
side of the Boys' dorm stayed shut, no matter what the bikini girls
did outside to try and get their attention. Word of Billy's tale
had spread through the dorm, and any boy who had perhaps thought of
succumbing to the siren call just the night before spent the
afternoon securely resolved to stay in their room, even though
their hard dicks ached from hearing giggling sunbathing bikini
girls rub lotion on themselves, tickle each others' feet, or make
out on the lawn outside. Even after the sun went down and the
phantom mouths tried to coax the boys out of bed again, not a
single boy dared go outside.

“No one?” Carmen demanded, a half an hour
after the sun had set. “None of you want to be a man and take
what's coming to you?”

“You got your points!” Troy yelled back at
them, gripping his bedsheets. “Go away!”

“We need more points, losers!” Carmen
yelled. “I'm failing Spanish class!”

“We'll be more gentle this time!” her blonde
friend giggled. “We got a little carried away with Billy, he was
our first!”

“Yeah, we'll be gentle- we promise!”

Troy looked at his roommates. “Everyone
okay? Everyone staying?”

John and Alphonso were nude, face down on
their mattress, groaning and gripping their beds.

The three of them were sweating, bucking
their hips as the phantom teases started, then stopped, then
started on their painfully full balls. Billy was asleep.

“Come on, virgins!” Carmen cried at the
window. “Don't make us get mean!”

Mean? Troy wondered, already almost
in tears from their teasing. What could be more mean
than-

Two psychic mouths started in on him again,
invisible lips and tongues battling over his dripping, sensitive
cock head. Another tongue started washing his balls, lovingly,
tenderly, then with more excitement, all three mouths building him
to an amazing-

The mouths were gone.

“Fuck!” Troy cried,
falling back onto the bed. He had been thrusting his hips up, just
to get a little more stimulation.

The mouths skipped from one cock to another
in the dorm, working down the hall looking for the easy prey, as
Troy could tell by the screams and whimpers that rang out from the
different rooms around him.

But, balls aching, dicks twitching, no boy
ran out to meet the girls tonight.

“Just a few more minutes!” Troy told his
roommates. “They have to leave soon!”

“Fine!” Carmen spat at their open window.
“You're going to make us do this the hard
way!”

The hard way? Troy was thinking, as
John and his hard cock started floating off his bed and out the
open window. The boy kicked and grabbed the air as he levitated,
unable to stop it.

“What the hell!? Troy!
Help! Help me!”

Troy didn't move, it was Alphonso who
figured out what was happening first.

“Distance Handles!” the dark-skinned boy
cried. “They're trying to take him out the window! Hold him down!”
He leapt from his bed to grab one of John's hands, but the pair
still moved slowly towards the open window. “Troy! Help us!”

Troy gulped. He had a firm grip on his bed-
if he left it, the girls might take him!

“Troy!” Alphonso
cried.

Troy jumped from his bed too and grabbed
John's other hand. Two boys, pulling together, were enough to stop
John's progress towards the outside.

But not to reverse it.

“Billy! Wake up!” Troy cried. “Help us!”

“Oh, you're fighting us?”
Carmen laughed from outside. “How cute! You know the harder you
get, the easier you are to Handle, right? Turn up the sucking,
Barbara!”

John started thrashing in Troy's arms like
he was being electrocuted; but he was also yelling in pleasure. The
three boys started sliding towards the window again.

Billy finally rubbed his eyes and woke up to
what was happening, then jumped out to help. Between all of them,
they slowly started dragging John back to his bed, although it was
like pulling a bus.

“Fine!” Carmen squeaked.
“Barbara! Turn up the heat!”

Troy saw John's dick start to twitch as if
three or four girls were fighting to get it in their eager mouths,
and the floating boy started pulling the three of them towards the
window again.

“NO!” Alphonso cried, digging his heels in.
“Hold him!”

“I'm trying!” Troy shouted.

John was moaning, his eyes rolling back into
his head. “Oh fuck oh that feels so good don't stop-”

“Silly boys!” Carmen giggled from the lawn,
smacking her lips. “When are you going to learn that your weak
muscles are no match for-”

John screamed and exploded his cum into the
air, then dropped to the ground like a sack of potatoes on top of
his friends. Even as he lay on top of Troy and Alphonso, John's
nude cock spasmed and finished shooting its load all over his
chest, Troy's arm, and Alphonso's shoulder.

Outside, Carmen screeched. “Barbara! Didn't
you Loop our target off?!”

“I'm sorry! I forgot!” the blonde said.

“As if! I should
fuck you with this strap-on
tonight!” Carmen fumed, and then Troy heard her gathering up her
things in a huff. “Alright boys, we're too tired to play with you
any more tonight, but we're coming back with rested Powers
tomorrow, and pulling the HORNIEST little dick out that window for
all of us to fuck!”

The boys got up, making a face as they all
started to wipe John's cum off of themselves.

“So,” Alphonso said, “I
guess that's... a win?”

 


***

 


“Amber, please, you've got to help us!” Troy
begged as he walked her to the old church the next day. “The strap
on girls are going to come by every night and abduct some of us
with their Powers!”

“I know! If they keep this
up, there won't be one virgin boy left for me to get my full ten
points.”

“Amber! It's not
funny!”

“I know,” she giggled.
“But some of you boys like it. I
know that your roommate Alphonso went off with a hot futa girl
earlier this morning. He, um, had a nice little tent as she led him
back to her room.”

“He did?” Troy demanded.
“But if he had sex with a futa this morning, that means...” Troy
grabbed her arm. “I'm the horniest one in the room! Billy came two
nights ago, John came last night, and Alphonso came this morning!
I'll be the first one they can distance tease!”

“And you've got a little
dick so you'll be easy to Handle,” she giggled.

“Amber!” he said,
blushing. “Your Powers are so strong! You've got to help
me!”

They were at the old church door. “I'm going
to get my one millionth subscriber tonight,” she said, shaking her
head. “I can't.”

“But-”

“Troy. I can't be there to
protect you every night. Isn't
their someone else you can ask?”

Troy gulped. “Then maybe Jess...”

“Hah! That cock has made
her Powers weaker than when she started at SPU! And as horny as her
futanari hormones are making her, Jess is as likely to get pulled
out the window by Carmen's mouth than you are! Why do you think
she's stayed away from the boy's dorm these last few
nights?”

He rubbed his face. “Then who? I don't know
any other Sophomores who can stop a Distance Tease...”

“It doesn't have to be a
Sophomore girl,” Amber said, turning the key. “It's easier to block
Powers than to use them. Defense is easier than offense, in other
words. Any Freshman girl could protect an area as small as your
room.” The door opened to the dark church, and she gave Troy a
smile before she stepped inside.

“Don't you happen to know
a big strong Freshman girl who wants to protect you?” she giggled,
kissing Troy on the cheek before entering the church
alone.

 


***

 


“I don't know Sally, that
sounds like an expansion of our
deal,” Cheyenne laughed, stretching before her mid-day run. The
athletic girl had one leg on a stone bench reaching out to touch
the toes of her running shoes as Troy watched, trying not to think
of her ass.

“Going to all that extra
trouble...” she mused, stretching deep, “...that's not something
I'd do for just a study partner. Sounds more like what I might do
for a steady girlfriend.”

Troy gulped. “But you said you came here to
learn how to block Power users.”

She started stretching her back, thrusting
her breasts in their tight sports shirt towards Troy.

“I did. But I
also want a hot little college girlfriend
to fuck.”

“Cheyenne, please... I
don't think I'm ready for that.”

“You get dragged out your
window nude with your little hard dick waving in the air, you'll
sure get ready for it quick,” she laughed. “With three strap-ons at
once!”

His face turned red. “What are you
saying?”

“I'll protect your room
from the mean girls if you give me another chance to make sweet
strap-on love to you again. We go on a second date, a
real one, just like the first, and
afterwards, you have to do everything I say, just the way I say
it.”

“No way!”

“I'll go real slow, just
like I did my first time with Cammi. If I can't make you cum, I'll
protect your room for free, for the rest of the term. But if I do
make you cum with my strap-on, you have to admit you like it, and
we get on a regular fucking schedule, just like a normal
couple.”

“You're just going to use your hands on me
while you fuck me from behind- any girl can make a guy cum that
way!”

She laughed, starting down the jogging path.
“No hands, I promise. Just eight inches of my little blue strap-on.
That's the deal, Sally: you cum from that and that's how we make
love from here on out. If you don't, hell, I'll even let you stick
that little dick in me and pump away once or twice.”

She stuck out her hand to shake,
waiting.

He could finally lose his virginity? And
protect his room from Carmen at the same time?

“Fine,” Troy said, shaking
her hand. “But I'm not going to cum from you taking my
ass!”

“Make sure you tell the
hall monitor I'm your girlfriend so she lets me in the building,”
Cheyenne laughed, running away. “I'd hate to be stuck
outside.”

“Just be at my room before
the sun sets!”

 


***

 


“Hold on!” Billy cried, trying to pull him
back through the window.

“Try to get soft!” Alphonso yelled, pulling
Troy's other arm.

“I AM trying!” Troy
yelled.

The two phantom mouths were still sucking
him, and his rock dick was trying to pull him out the third story
room, ten minutes after sunset.

“My grip's slipping!” Billy yelled.

“Hold on!” John shouted, searching for an
icepack.

Troy was three-fourths out the window when
Cheyenne burst through their door.

“Sorry, I couldn't find parking,” she
laughed.

“HELP!” Troy yelled, and
the biker ran over.

Her strong arms pulled him
back inside, but he felt something else; the pull on his dick was
weakening, like fog clearing in a breeze. And then she scrunched up
her face and waved her hand at the window, and Troy fell, nude, to
the floor. His dick was still hard, but all the phantom
sucks and pulls were gone!

“It is easier to defend with Sex
Magic than attack,” Cheyenne laughed, picking him and Billy up by
the arms. “I'm barely trying.”

“What the hell?” Troy heard Carmen shout
from out in the quad. “Where'd he go?!”

Cheyenne leaned halfway out their open
window, flexing her biceps. “That's right bitches! He's mine now!
In fact, this whole room is MINE! You bitches better leave them
alone from now on, or you'll be dealing with ME!”

She laughed as the strap-on girls packed
their things in a huff. “I don't think they'll be bothering you
guys again.”

Troy was panting, sitting on his bed, but he
could see his roommates smiling. “Thanks.”

Cheyenne smiled. “And now for the other half
of our deal. Rest up tonight. And I'll pick you up for dinner
tomorrow at six.”

 


***

 


Troy blushed, looking up at the waitress at
the Guilded Lilly. “I'll have the house salad.”

“He'll have the lobster,”
Cheyenne corrected, taking his menu away. “And I'll have the
steak.”

“But-”

“Exactly what I
say, remember?” she said, and Troy heard the young waitress giggle
at how the biker was dominating him. Troy blushed more and nodded.
“The lobster.”

“Very good,” the cute
waitress laughed, and as she walked away, Troy whispered across the
table.

“You didn't have to say it like that! In
front of her- that was... humiliating!”

Cheyenne bit off the end of a breadstick.
“You like being humiliated. It makes your little dickie hard.”

“It does NOT!”

Troy lowered his voice as the nearby tables
looked over. Cheyenne didn't seem to care.

“Look honey, normal boys don't go to a
college where the girls have contests to see who can fuck them in
the ass the most. And normal boys don't get hard posing nude in
front of a room of girls who are laughing at how he has a tiny
dick.”

She leaned over and squeezed the blushing
boy's leg. She was wearing a sweater, jeans and riding boots again,
just like their first date, except this time, her sweater was cut
lower, and Troy got a look at the top of her breasts.

Very nice breasts, he realized.

“For every top in the world, there has to be
a bottom, or it wouldn't work out,” she continued. “It's okay, it's
the natural order of things. And tonight, you're going to be
my bottom who gets his little bottom penetrated
exactly the way I say, until he squeals and cums buckets. Don't be
ashamed of that. Oh, thank you cutie,” she finished, as the
waitress dropped off their salads.

Troy blushed even more. How much had the
waitress overheard?

“I'm not a bottom!” he whispered, when they
were alone again. “And I'm not going to cum!”

Cheyenne just grinned. “We'll see in about
an hour, won't we?”

Troy gulped, picked at his salad, and as he
saw their cute waitress whisper something to another waitress while
giggling and pointing at their table, he did feel a small tingle
start to grow inside his balls.

 


***

 


Cheyenne smiled back at Troy as she led him
by the hand to her dorm room.

“Nervous?”

Troy gulped and nodded.

“Remember, you have to
do exactly as I say, or the deal's
off.”

Troy almost stopped walking, but Cheyenne's
steady hand pulled him forward.

“Oh.. okay,” he
croaked.

She just smiled and opened her door. The
dorm room was lit with a hundred red candles, placed all around.
She pulled the shocked boy inside and closed the door.

“You like it?” she purred,
nibbling at his neck. “It's all for you.”

“Cheyenne,” he begged, but the
stronger girl put a finger across his mouth.

“Shhhh. We do this my way
or the deal is off. And the rules for my way are: the only words
you're allowed to say until we're done are 'Fuck me
harder'!”

Troy whimpered and closed his mouth.

She unbuttoned his shirt as she kissed him,
gently rolling his nipples between her fingers. Troy moaned, and
Cheyenne smiled. She undid his belt, kissing down
his stomach, and then ripped his pants and briefs to the floor in a
fast, dominant motion, leaving him bare-assed. Troy's erect dick
greeted her, and Cheyenne chuckled as she helped him step out of
his pants and pulled off his shoes and socks.

She kicked off her riding boots and laid him
on her bed, him totally naked, herself still clothed, then kissed
and bit his neck. Then she sucked his nipples and ran her hands
along his bare legs and ass until Troy was a shivering, squirming,
dripping mess. But she didn't touch his dick once.

“Cheyenne!”

“Yes?” she laughed.
“Something to say already?”

Troy whimpered and closed his mouth, and she
continued to tease and caress his nude body.

She pinned his hands above his head, making
him feel small and trapped, then ground her knee up under his balls
as her tongue explored all of his mouth. After ten aching minutes,
her fingers replaced her knee, rubbing soft, insistent circles on
the spot between his balls and his asshole, sending shivers of
pleasure through his body, even as his aching dick bobbed,
untouched.

Troy begged her with his eyes, and she just
laughed.

“I said I wouldn't touch
your stiff little dick. And I won't.” She made her finger circles
harder and faster, and Troy moaned, spreading his legs. “But your
prostate is fair game. Rubbing on Cammi's G spot like this would
always get her hot and dripping.”

Troy blushed, but true to her word, after a
few minutes Troy's dick was dripping pre-cum freely.

Only then did Cheyenne undress, efficiently,
confidently, like a man would. And then used a little lube on
herself before inserting the shorter end of her two-sided strap-on
into her pussy. Seeing it's length coming at him, Troy
whimpered.

“I know baby,” she
chuckled, lubricating her cock with a jack-off motion. “But I'll go
slow, I promise. Now roll over.”

Troy's eyes got big.

“Exactly as I say, or the deal is off.”

Troy swallowed, then rolled onto his
stomach.

“Up in doggie style,” she laughed. “You know
how I'm going to take you. I bet you studied it in class.”

Face burning red, Troy did, going up to his
elbows and knees, his butt pointed towards her.

“Wider, sweetie. Really spread those knees
for me. And pull your cheeks apart.”

“Chey-”

A hard smack on his ass cut him off. “You
know the only thing you're allowed to say! Now spread those cheeks
before you drip a lake onto my bed!”

Troy groaned and did. He could feel the air
on his asshole! This was so humiliating!

But his dick was as hard as he had ever felt
it.

Warm goo squirted onto his asshole and Troy
jumped, but Cheyenne pushed his head back down to the mattress.

“Just the lube, baby. I
made sure to use a lot of it.”

She rubbed her fingers slowly up and down
his crack, up and down, and then in a flash they were inside of
him. Troy had to bite his lip to keep from moaning in pleasure.

Her fingers left, and he looked between his
legs to see Cheyenne laying a hand towel directly under his
dripping cock.

“For when I win the bet,”
she laughed. “I wouldn't want to mess up my sheets.” Then her
fingers started working in and out of his lubed asshole again.
“We're going to be having a lot of sex on them this
week.”

This time, Troy
did groan, and she chuckled
again.

“Did you know your little dicklette throbs
every time my fingers go in you?” she said, watching his cock
dangle between his legs. “I bet you could cum from just a few
fingers, never mind my whole cock.”

If he came from this, it was Nurse
Hannah's fault! he thought. She had been training his
prostate for a term and a half now!

“Okay baby. Ready to
become my girl?”

Troy felt a large, firm pressure against his
asshole, then a great tightness.

And then she was in.

He groaned.

“There we go, relax like a
good girl,” she chuckled, rubbing his ass. “You don't have to pull
your cheeks apart anymore. Support your head; I'll be pounding you
hard pretty soon.”

Troy moaned as she filled him up and out,
going deeper inch by inch. Her fingers were pulling on his hips to
make him fuck her back; her pace was so confident, so
practiced...

And when she bottomed out in his ass, Troy's
whole lower body shivered in pleasure.

“That's your G spot,”
Cheyenne laughed. “I always hit it with Cammi, especially in this
position.” She started going a little faster. “You're going to cum
so fucking hard, butt slut.”

Troy grit his teeth and tried to breathe
deeply.

He couldn't let her win! Not this way!

She sped up and the tingling shivers of
pleasure in his lower body grew.

“Oh fuck yeah,” she panted, sliding almost
fully in and out; Troy could feel every ridge on her dildo as it
passed his hole. And his balls started getting tight.

No! He couldn't!

“Yes you can,” she laughed. “Say it.”

“Nooo,” he
mewed.

“I can feel your thighs
trembling,” she giggled. “After I win I'm going to fuck you every
night this week, and make sure you cum every time. You're going to
have the best drained balls on campus!” She sped up again, and the
front of her thighs slapped the back of his with each stroke. “Say
it!”

Troy was gasping with his mouth open, his
dick and balls tight and tingling. And was he thrusting back to
meet her?

No, it couldn't be! But he was so close!

And just as he was reaching the peak,
Cheyenne slowed her pace just a little.

“NO!” he cried.
“Fuck me harder! Please, fuck me harder!”

She instantly obliged, and every one of her
strokes nailed the middle of Troy's prostate and then he was
cumming, hard and explosively, yelling as his girlfriend fucked him
from behind.

“AHHHH!”

His orgasm lasted longer than it did when he
masturbated by himself, and it was deeper too, shaking him to his
core. The spurts of his cock were timed to the hits on his
prostate, and Troy heard Cheyenne growl and orgasm too, fucking him
faster even as he was coming down, then collapsing on top of him in
a sweaty heap.

She kissed the sweating boy on the cheek,
then pulled out of his ass.

“Good thing I put down the
towel,” she chuckled.

 


***

 


Walking back across campus in the dark, Troy
felt like what had just happened to him was written in neon lights
all over his face. But the few people he passed in the growing dusk
didn't laugh or point, and even his roommates didn't mention
anything as Troy returned home and changed to take a shower
immediately.

None of them can tell? he thought,
washing himself with soap again. Impossible!

He felt so different, like a changed person.
But after waiting in the bathroom for the blush in his cheeks to go
away, he returned to his room and the rest of the evening passed
without comment from any of his friends, and Troy fell asleep right
away for the first time in weeks, his balls empty.

 


***


Chapter Seven

 


 


True to her word, Cheyenne fucked him every
night that week and made sure that Troy came every time.

“I'm such a considerate lover,” she laughed,
stroking his nipples as he held his knees apart for her, near his
ears. He was on his back this time, because Cheyenne wanted it to
look into his eyes as she took him. “I always make sure my
girlfriend cums first.”

Troy mewed as she pinched his nipples, then
kissed him, then started thrusting her hips faster, her hard flat
stomach rubbing his cock against his own abs until Troy cried out
and shot his seed all over his chest and hers in an explosive
orgasm. Cheyenne came a moment later, then cleaned her chest and
his with a warm wet rag, laughing as the exhausted boy fell asleep
in her bed, nude.

When she got bored fucking Troy in her bed
after a few days, Cheyenne drove him to a secluded spot in the
woods and took the blushing nude boy on all fours on a blanket,
with the sound of a babbling brook nearby.

Near the end of the week she pulled out her
photo-illustrated copy of the Kama Sutra and made Troy choose new
positions to try, flipping through the pictures together. The
pictures were always of big, muscled, men fucking a lithe, petite
female, and Cheyenne loved to point out that Troy should follow the
instructions for the female part

“You're not as flexible,
but your nipples are definitely more pink!” she laughed, then
pointed out another picture of a girl getting boned. “Oooh! The
Rocking Horse! Let's try that one tonight!”

 


***

 


Even though Jessica and his roommates didn't
catch on that Cheyenne was now regularly fucking him up the ass,
Amber sensed the change in Troy's horniness right away, much to his
embarrassment. But at least she only mentioned it when they were
alone.

“So, is Cheyenne still
treating you well?” she asked, as he walked her to the church
again. She giggled. “She's still making you orgasm every
time?”

Troy blushed. “Yes! And... I don't even know
how! It hurts a little, when she goes in, like she's splitting me
in half!”

“A cock always feels big
inside you at first. But you'll get used to it.” She giggled again.
“And use lots of lube. That's what I have to do with
Mark.”

Troy's face turned even more red.

“Does it help if your
knees are higher, closer to your head?”

Troy couldn't believe he was talking
about this! “Yes.”

“Oh, and for the really
large cocks, I do some deep exhales when they're first going in.
That relaxes your sphincter so you can take more of it
inside.”

“I don't want to take MORE
of it!” Troy cried, his face red. “I shouldn't be... Amber, she
hasn't even offered to let me put it in her
yet!”

“It takes longer with some
girls. Not all of them give up their cherry as easily as
you.”

“Amber!”

“She'll come around,
you'll see. You're too giving of a lover for her to resist you for
long.”

“Unless she's into girls,”
Troy muttered, as the church came into sight. “So, um... any news
on the, uh, succubus front?”

Amber's grin faded. “Yeah. We're pretty sure
now. I'm up to a million subscribers. No cam-girl has ever been
that popular!”

Troy's jaw dropped. “And you're forcing them
all eat their cum?”

He could imagine the rain
of semen falling all across the country whenever her show ended,
all going into her subscribers mouths... God, it was like
a tidal wave...

“Goodness no!” she
laughed. “That's too powerful a power for me to use every time! If
I did, I'd be as bad as the Drake Cheerleaders!”

“Oh, okay. Good, I
guess.”

“I usually don't let them
cum each show. Maybe that's how I got all those subscribers,
huh?”

Troy looked at her and felt a stirring in
his cock, but willed it down. “So what now?”

“Well... I think I'm
starting to figure out how to turn it off and on. My Succubi
Powers, I mean. Watch.”

She stopped walking and turned to him, then
looked the taller boy up and down. Amber bit her lower lip, looked
shyly down, then back up at his face.

“Kiss me,
Troy.”

His heart beat faster. “Are you serious? Um,
okay, I guess...”

She laughed and put a hand on his chest when
Troy leaned toward her, stopping him a foot away.

“That was off.” She took a
step away, looked down again, and this time, when she tossed back
her hair and looked up at him, something in her eyes burned with
the same fire as her flaming red hair.

“Kiss me, Troy.”

This time, Troy's heart felt like it was
going to explode. His lips felt so dry, so cold- he HAD to put them
against hers! Her eyes bored into his, her hair tossed perfectly in
the light wind, and her cute, strawberry covered lips- he HAD to
feel them- if it was the last thing he ever-

Her hand on his chest barely slowed him this
time, but she stepped out his way, like a bullfighter dodges a
bull.

“Too slow,” she giggled,
looking more fuckable than she had ever had before. “That was with
powers on.”

“God, Amber,
please! Let me kiss you!”

He lunged for her again, and she laughed,
looked down and up, and then she was the normal, sexy girl next
door again.

Troy was confused, his dick hard in his
pants, but somehow, he managed to stop himself from pouncing on
her.

“See?” she giggled,
pinning her hair back. “I'm getting better at controlling
it.”

Troy was still breathing
hard. He might have to call Cheyenne tonight!
She always teased him hardest, on the nights he
came to her looking for an orgasm while riding her cock. But he
suddenly needed to kiss something- anything!

“Yeah,” he gulped.
“Great.”

Amber looked up as the clock tower rang.

“Oh! I gotta go! Have fun
with Cheyenne tonight!” she laughed, giving the flustered boy a
peck on the cheek as she ran off, leaving his dick still
hard.

 


***

 


Jessica was pulled awake by a warm,
pleasant, tightness between her legs. Reaching under her feather
comforter, the teen's hand slipped under the hem of her nightshirt,
the only clothing she wore, to close around her stiff morning
wood.

Well hello there, she giggled to
herself. Don't mind if I do.

With her eyes still closed, the girl slipped
her fist up and down her futanari shaft, biting her lip as pure
bliss tingled outward through her body.

It's so different than a clit. So much
more... urgent.

Jessica sighed, rubbing her soft feet
together as she stroked her futanari cock. I could do this
forever. Especially if that cute Damon from Distance Powers was
here, nude and trapped, so I could-

“Jessica Marie Appleton!”
Amber cried, from her side of the room. The small red-head was out
of her bed and ripping off Jessica's covers before the taller teen
could even let go of her dick. “Stop touching that penis right
now!”

“I wasn't!” the girl blushed, trying to yank
her nightshirt hem back down. But the hard, twitching evidence made
a tent between her hands. She blushed even harder as a wet spot
started to grow where her nightshirt stretched over her hard
dick.

“If you cum by your own hand, you'll lose
your futa dick and you haven't even gotten any points yet this
term!”

“I know!” Jessica squirmed
in bed. Even having Amber stare at her hard cock was making it
harder! “But I'm just so... horny!”

Her friend giggled. “I know. I could sense
you thinking about that stud Damon while you jacked off. For shame
Jess- he's got a girlfriend!”

The athletic girl blushed.

“Now come on, I obviously can't leave you
alone,” Amber laughed. “Let's take a shower and get ready for
class.”

The teen turned away, stripping off her thin
T-shirt then sliding her tiny flowered panties to her ankles.

Jessica gulped. She had watched Amber
undress a hundred times before. But now, seeing those chaste
panties slip over her friend's tight bottom, down her slender legs,
and off those tiny feet- she wasn't been able to look away!

And imagining her cute friend soaping
herself in the shower, nude, playing with her pert tits until her
nipples stood up, sliding a few fingers into her trimmed bush to
make her little button tingle...

Jessica's aching dick twitched again.

Amber turned back to her friend, her nude
body now barely covered in a towel. “What?”

“You uh, go ahead,”
Jessica said. “I'm going to go for a... run first.”

 


***

 


Troy sighed as he directed
the hot stream from the shower head down his back and almost
between his buttcheeks. Discreetly, he hoped. The hot water soothed
muscles tired from trying to keep up with Cheyenne's workouts. And
from their vigorous after-workout activities. Luckily, his roommates, showering at other spots
in the long, open room, hadn't noticed the hand marks on his pink
butt, or assumed they were from his spanking lab, not Cheyenne
gripping his ass as she came.

A miracle, he sighed.

“Hey little dicks, got room for one more?”
Jessica laughed, walking into the showers wrapped in a towel and
carrying a pink tray of shampoos and soaps.

“Hey! You can't be in
here!” Troy gasped, covering his nude body with his hands.
Alphonso, Billy and John did the same, trying to cover their dicks
or butts, whatever was facing her.

“Sure looks like I can,” Jessica laughed,
turning a shower on and testing the temperature with her hand. “The
hall monitor didn't stop me.”

“But this is the BOY'S shower!” Troy
cried.

“Well, I can't very well go in the girls
shower with this, now can I?”

And Troy shielded his eyes as his sister
dropped her towel, to stand before the four of them fully nude.

It was his sister! And she was nude! He
couldn't look! But still, Troy lowered his hand enough to see
her bare breasts, her flat stomach. And the thick, long cock
hanging between her shapely thighs. She laughed and turned on the
water.

“Somehow I knew you'd
peek, little bro.” She adjusted the shower temperature, letting the
water run over her otherwise sexy, female body. Although he had
fantasized about it, Troy had never seen her bare ass, her
tits...

His sister laughed as his dick started to
harden. “Big cocks make you horny, Troy?”

“No!” Troy said, turning
away. “Jess! This isn't right! I'm seeing you naked!”

“It's not really me,” she said. And out of
the corner of his eye, Troy could see her soaping her long cock.
“It's just something magic gave me. It's not like you're seeing my
pussy or something- now that would be wrong!”

“Jessica, I think Troy's
right,” Alphonso said, also blushing as his cock hardened. “You
can't be in here. Naked. With us.”

“Why? What are your little
peckers going to do to me?” she laughed, soaping up her pert
breasts right in front of them. “None of you are long enough to
stick it in my ass, and my other hole doesn't exist anymore. I
might as well be in here with four dickless girls, for all the
threat you pose to me.”

Troy wasn't looking, but John was, trying to
cover his small, hard dick with both hands, but his 501 force field
wouldn't let him, letting Jessica see everything he had, no matter
how he tried.

“Then why are you here at
all?” he cried. “Shower with the girls then!”

“Have you
seen the girls on this campus?” Jessica
laughed, soaping her tight teenaged ass as the boys tried to keep
their balls from pulling tight. “If I shower with the girls
anymore, my dick would be up the whole time and I'd give in and
touch myself like all you losers do.” She giggled, looking at the
four desperate boys, each of their hands skirting the edges of
their force fields. “Or used to!”

She sighed, letting the hot water wash the
soap away on her tits and ass, before starting to soap up her
legs.

“So? What do you guys
usually talk about in here?” she laughed. “Do you want to know
which Sophomore girls have the best tits, or which ones shave their
pussies?”

The four boys groaned as their dicks ached,
hard and untouched.

 


***

 


“I don't like being in here- let's go!” the
nude Troy said for the tenth time, as he and Cheyenne showered in
the girls' locker room. “This is worse than showering with
Jessica!”

“You want to walk all the way across campus
in your sweaty workout clothes?” she chuckled, nude at the shower
head next to him, washing her long, black hair. “Take a break. You
did well today. A few more weeks like that and your legs might be
almost as strong as mine.”

Troy snuck another peek at the way the
muscles in her legs flexed as she turned under the water, then
looked away before his dick started hardening.

“But I'm not supposed to be in here! Someone
could see me!”

“I told you, barely any of those Barbies use
this shower in the evenings.” She wrung out her hair, looked at the
half-hard cock jutting out from his crotch, then laughed. “And with
that little bitty cock between your legs, you're more like one of
the girls anyway.”

Troy stamped his foot. “That's what I was
talking about! Stop saying stuff like that! It's so
embarrassing!”

“Oh come on,” she laughed,
pulling him to her. “You should be thankful. If you had a normal
sized dick, you and I would never have hooked up.”

He looked up at her. He only recently
realized she was two inches taller than him, in bare feet. He
squirmed as she pulled him closer to her nude, wet body.

“We wouldn't?”

“Nope,” she laughed,
soaping his ass. “If you had had some manly, swinging sausage, some
thick veiny cock like they have for our Blow Job training, I could
never have slept with you. It would have been too much of a change
from my petite, feminine Cammi.” She pulled him closer, slipping
her soapy hand further behind him, between his legs. “As it is...
you remind me more of my little strap-on-loving cheerleader every
day!”

“Cheyenne!” Troy squealed,
trying to push away as one of her fingers penetrated his asshole.
“Not now!”

But she held on, one of her ankles hooking
around his so he couldn't step back, one strong hand holding his
lower back, and her other one, still sliding a slick finger into
him, up to the second knuckle.

“Oh come on. Don't tell me you don't like
it.”

“I don't!”

“Cammi used to act all
prim and proper in public too. She didn't want to admit what a
submissive she really was. But every time I threw her over my knee
and gave her ass a hard spanking, she begged me to treat her like a
submissive slut and fuck her in front of her friends.”

“I'm not a
submissive!”

“Sure you're not,” she
laughed, grinding her hipbone against his hard cock. She picked up
one of his legs, hooking her hand under his knee to give her better
access to his hole, then started finger fucking him more
aggressively. “Maybe that's what I'll make you say tonight, as I
getting you off on my long, thick-”

“Stop it!”

“Freeze,” the amazon said,
then laughed as the shocked Troy froze in her arms, standing on one
leg. “I may be a Freshman, but at least I've mastered
that spell.” She stepped away, to look at
her masterpiece.

Troy was hard, his dick dripping, nude under
a shower head, with one leg up in the air, his knee bent and pulled
as far towards his head as it could go.

“You know,” she told the
struggling boy, “for not being a
submissive, you sure look like you want to get your ass fucked by
the next girl that comes in here,” she said, fingering his exposed
asshole. “Should I leave you here and see if they can make you cum
as hard as I can?”

She laughed and stepped forward again,
saying only two words before she kissed him. “Lips unfreeze.”

Her hungry mouth found his, and when she
pulled away, Troy found himself able to talk again. He could only
think of one word to say.

“Please...”

She soaped up her hands, gave his cock and
balls one quick rub, then went back to fingering and grabbing his
ass.

“I told you, Sally- I'm
not sharing this ass with anyone,” she laughed. “I'd never put you
in a position like that. But I will use the position you're in to
take my sweet time with your sweet ass...”

Troy grunted as she put her middle finger
inside him as far as it would go, then added her index finger,
slowly and lovingly finger-fucking him as she made out with the
frozen boy.

He was trapped, but he was in heaven, unable
to do anything but take the sensations-

The sound of approaching feet made them both
freeze. Troy moved to run, but the nude blond girl was already at
the doorway, towel wrapped around her.

“HEY! He can't be in
here!”

Cheyenne pulled away and Troy tried to run,
to cover up, anything, but he could only stand, nude and exposed
for her.

“Stop screaming Princess,”
Cheyenne laughed. “He's with me. I'll keep his little dick away
from you. You're perfectly safe.”

The blond girl looked at Troy, then
Cheyenne, then back to Troy, nodding at him. “He's a
Sophomore?”

“Yep. My cute little
Sophomore slut.” Cheyenne laughed and slapped Troy's wet ass, hard
enough to leave a hand print, he was sure.

“In that case...” the
blond giggled, “...how about I join you?” She dropped her towel,
and now it was Cheyenne and Troy's turn to gasp.

“Holy shit,” Cheyenne giggled under
her breath, and Troy gulped.

The slim, willowy blond with perky tits and
a heart-shaped ass was a futanari, with a dick as
long as a sausage. Which started growing harder as she
looked at the couple.

“And she was worried
about you being in here?” Cheyenne
chuckled, low enough only for him to hear. “The other little
Barbies should be worried about her meat.”

The futa girl giggled, stepping a little
closer. “I like his positioning. You want to go first? Or should he
suck me as you finger him?”

Cheyenne giggled as Troy stiffened from
fear.

“Sorry, Princess. This
little girl is all mine.” She slapped Troy's ass again while
laughing “Unfreeze!” Troy fell forward, then snatched up a towel as
Cheyenne started dragging him towards the door. “And I've got
another surprise for him tonight anyway.”

 


***

 


“So, do you like the
socks?” Cheyenne laughed as Troy came up for air from between her
thighs. She was sitting on her bed, Troy was kneeling in front of
it, and they were both nude, except for the pair of white-and-blue
striped mid-thigh, schoolgirl socks she wore. Cheyenne pulled on
the upper edge of her long socks, tightening the fabric all the way
between her pointed toes and thighs so that the cotton outlined her
muscular legs. “Some cute little redhead told me you had a leg and
foot fetish, so I thought this might make it more fun for you down
there. You like them?”

Troy was blushing; his rock hard dick gave
away his thoughts! “Yeah,” he gulped, running his hands over her
stockinged calves. “I, um, really like them. Much better than your
riding boots you usually wear.”

“You probably want me to
wear high heels like those other Barbies.”

“Well, I mean-”

“Keep licking,” Cheyenne
laughed, pulling his head forward by his hair and locking her
socked ankles behind his back.

Fifteen minutes and two orgasms later, she
pushed his head away with a sigh. “You're getting really good at
that! I must be a great teacher!”

Troy gulped, wiping her juices from his nose
and lips. “Cheyenne, why don't we... have sex tonight?”

“I thought you'd never
ask!” She started reaching for her strap-on, but Troy's hand
stopped her.

“No. I mean, like, the
normal way.” He stood up, his erection level with her mouth.
“With my penis inside of
you?”

Without getting off the
bed, Cheyenne grabbed her strap-on harness and slipped her feet
into it. “I dated Cammi for a year, babe,” she said, pulling the
harness up her stockinged legs, by making a bridge on the bed.
“This is normal for me.” She
cinched the straps and gave her long, blue cock a few
strokes.

“No! I want to fuck you
like a man! I'm not a submissive like you said in the shower, and I
want to fuck you instead of getting fucked all the time!”

“You're a virgin,” she
laughed, lubricating her blue strap-on. “You'd last like ten
seconds in me and shoot your load! At least my way we both get to
cum.”

“Cheyenne, no!” Troy
whined, stamping his foot. “I don't think it's fair you get to fuck
me all the time and I never get to fuck you!”

She stopped stroking. “You're serious?”

“Yes!”

The amazon shrugged, then
rolled off the bed and threw him the bottle of KY. “Fine. Lube up
your cock, Sally. We'll do this the fair way.” She took off her strap-on harness, turned to get
something out of her nightstand and laughed when she turned back,
to see Troy still standing there with a dry erection. “That's
right, I forgot. You can't touch it!”

Troy blushed, unable to penetrate his own
force field. He motioned with the KY, his hand hitting the field.
“Can you, help me?”

“Sure sweetie,” she laughed, squirting two
spurts of lube into her palm and then rubbing his cock from root to
tip, over and over, up and down.

“Oh fuck!” he gasped, stiffening his
back.

“Don't pop off yet, Sally,” she laughed. “Or
I'll win by default.”

Troy grit his teeth and managed not to
prematurely ejaculate into his girlfriend's hands as she prepared
him, finally, for the first real sex of his life. She looked so
sexy, nude except for the long socks, kneeling in front of him. She
had been well warmed up by his tongue- Troy knew he would slip in
easily- this was finally going to happen! He would be a virgin no
more!

Her hands slid down between his thighs and
up underneath his butt.

“Hey!” Troy squealed, as her strong slick
fingers rubbed around his asshole. “Don't lube there!” He tried to
back away but she held him in place, another hand around his
balls.

“Just planning ahead,” she
laughed, then slapped her lube covered hand on his bare ass. “Get
on the bed, Sally.”

Troy did, but when he looked at her again,
Cheyenne was inserting the shorter end of a strap-less dildo into
herself.

“What are you doing?”

“It's called a feeldoe,” she said. “See, no
straps to hold it. One end goes inside of me, the other sticks out
like a real cock. This way it will be fair.”

Troy backed up on the bed. “What will
be fair?”

“Our competition,” she
laughed, getting into bed like a lioness stalking prey. “We've both
got a cock and we've both got one hole down there. Let's just start
kissing, and let our bodies do what comes naturally. Whatever
happens is what nature intended.”

He looked at her cock coming at him. “That's
not fair!”

Kneeling on the bed, hands on her nude hips,
her erection jutting proudly in front of her, Cheyenne

laughed. “Why not? Afraid you'll end up
getting your bottom taken again, my cute little sub?”

Troy frowned. They were both about the same
weight. Cheyenne had the reach on him, with three extra inches of
cock, but she was a female- her body was made to be penetrated! And
he had to prove that he wasn't a submissive!

“If we start kissing and I
end up on top, I'm sticking it in your butt,” he clarified, and
Cheyenne just shrugged.

“So be it.”

“Fine!” he said, and took
the initiative to kiss her, for once.

They were both kneeling on the bed, their
cocks rubbing against each other. Troy put a hand behind her neck
to pull her into his kiss, like real men did, and used his other
hand to squeeze her nude breasts, to show her who was the boss.
Cheyenne seemed content to rest her hands on the upper part of his
hips, not a hard grip, but still secure.

When he noticed she was smirking as she
kissed him, Troy lowered his head and sucked on nipples, and she
made the appropriate noises of pleasure. Troy got more aggressive,
pushing her backwards, which turned into them falling into bed side
by side. He grabbed her hard ass, she grabbed his, and their nude
legs slid against each other, sometimes his leg on top, sometimes
hers. All the while she kissed his face and neck, while her nude
body slid pleasurably against his. It was just how Troy imagined
fucking to be like! And at the end of it...

Troy was on his back, his knees spread
around Cheyenne's hips, as her cock pushed against his asshole.

“Stop!” he cried, clenching his ass just
before she penetrated him. “Reset! Reset!”

Cheyenne laughed, getting off of him.
“Okay.”

They started kissing, from a neutral
position again. This time, Troy snuck one hand down between her
thighs to rub the edges of her pussy, where it stretched around the
feeldoe.

“Ohhhh, Sally, that's very naughty of you,”
Cheyenne panted into his ear, bucking her hips against his fingers
as she began to roll with the sensations.

Finally! Troy thought. Now to
replace this fake cock with my own-

She chucked into his ear, her breath hot and
labored. “Now it's my turn.”

Troy gasped as she touched his cock again,
the lube making her strokes amazing. He tried to fight back as she
covered his chest with hot kisses and pulled on his dick, but she
was so strong, so practiced, and he was so horny...

They fell sideways into bed.

It was half love-making, half wrestling
match, his nude legs fighting with her long, strong, sock covered
ones. Cheyenne's legs and arms were like pythons, wrapping around
him, making him feel more and more pleasure until...

Troy was on his back again, his legs over
her shoulders.

“Wait! No!”

But Cheyenne just laughed. She had perfect
position, his cock was steel hard, aimed at his face, and hers was
right against his asshole. “Nature has spoken,” she laughed.
“You're a bottom, Sally.”

“No!” Troy whined, as she
used the pre-cum from his cock to slick up his rear hole even more,
finger fucking him a few times before lining up for the kill. “I
don't want- UNNNGH!”

Cheyenne slid forward an inch and the
irresistible pressure on his asshole became a full, stretching
feeling, and then she was in.

“Shh, shh, shh,” she laughed, wiping the
tears from his eyes and kissing his cheeks. “It's okay, sweetie.
Now just let me do all the work. You just lay
there like the little submissive you are.”

She grabbed his hips and started slowly
fucking the red-faced boy.

“No!” he moaned, bucking under her. The
pleasures were building with each stroke, a deeper, fuller pleasure
than he had ever felt jacking off. “But I shouldn't like this!”

The amazon sucked on his nipple as she
lifted his ass off the bed to get a better thrusting angle.

“You
should,” she panted, her own nipples
getting hard. “Some people were made to give it, and some were made
to take it. Don't fight what you are.”

“No!” he cried, as her
thrusting hit just the right spot and his dick threatened to shoot
off his body. “No!” He started off trying to get out from under her
cock, but as the pleasure from his prostate built, Troy mewed and
just grabbed the sheets. “Please...”

She held him down as she
fucked him harder. “Please what?”
she laughed.

Troy was tossing his head side to side,
embarrassed to say it!

“I could Loop you right
now, you know, to keep you from cumming,” she panted, wagging a
finger threateningly at his cock.

Troy bit his lower
lip. She was serious!

“Please,” he panted,
blushing, looking her in the eyes. “Fuck me harder.”

Cheyenne smiled and kissed him deeply, each
of her powerful thrusts now lifting his hips off the bed. She bit
his neck then growled in his ear. “Louder.”

Troy closed his eyes. “Fuck me harder!”

She did. “Louder!”

“FUCK ME! FUCK MY ASS
HARDER!”

He pulled his knees higher so she could get
deeper, so she could fill more of him just like Amber had said.

Cheyenne roared and came, Troy came a second
later, arching on the bed as he exploded in hard, violent spurts
all over his chest and face.

She thrust until there was no cum left in
him, Troy grunting and holding his knees as high and wide apart for
her as his body could handle. Then she stopped, sweating and
looking down at the boy, with exhausted grin on her face.

“That was
amazing.”

Troy was blushing, panting, and still trying
to understand what had happened. “Yeah.”

The door opened and three futanari stood,
gaping at the scene.

“Holy... fuck!” one of
them laughed.

Troy looked over in shock, but he could
barely move to cover himself- Cheyenne's strap-on was still inside
him!

Two of the futanari, Cheyenne's French
roommates, giggled. “Sorry- we forgot our purses!”

As the two girls skipped across the room to
get them, the last futa girl just stood in shock, still in the
doorway with her hand over her mouth.

“Holy fuck!” Jessica
Appleton laughed again, looking at her cum-covered brother with a
dick deep inside his ass.

 


***

 


“Well, I must say” Jessica
giggled, cutting her waffles at breakfast the next morning, “it's
good to finally meet the woman who's been stuffing my brother's
butt every night. Officially.”

“Likewise,” Cheyenne
chuckled, across the table, spreading butter on her toast. “I've
been wanting to meet Troy's family ever since he told me his sister
had once used her Powers to deny his orgasms and make him her nude
foot slave for four straight weeks.”

“She did WHAT?” Alphonso
coughed, dropping his doughnut.

“For FOUR weeks?” Billy
laughed, looking at the shocked Troy.

“Why are you guys even
here?” Troy demanded of his roommates, already blushing, then
turned to Cheyenne. “And I told you that in secret!”

He tried to pick up his tray with its half
of a grapefruit on it and leave, but Cheyenne hooked a few strong
fingers into his belt and pulled him back down, to sit next to her
again.

“A lot of secrets are
coming out today,” Cheyenne laughed, still holding Troy there by
his belt. “And it's nothing to be ashamed of, Sally. Your three
roommates are just hurting themselves popping boners in their
pants, wishing it had been them instead of you.”

Around the table, Billy, John and Alphonso
protested.

“No I'm not!”

“You're wrong!”

“I was thinking of...
something else!”

Amber giggled, tapping the side of her head.
“Don't try to deny it. We're can ALL sense your erections. Well,
except for Jess.”

Jessica, whose futa cock still kept her from
using her Powers, turned to the three boys in shock anyway.

“And after I spent so many
hours in your room playing video games with you!
That's how you think of me?!” she laughed.
“Just say the word, boys- I'll lose this futa dick and you three
can be my nude foot slaves for the rest of the term!”

As Troy's three roommates blushed and went
quiet, his sister turned back to Cheyenne, smiling widely. “So...
how long have you and Troy been girlfriend-girlfriend?”

“Just a few weeks!” Troy
said, blushing deeper. “And I'm not her girlfriend!”

“Since the beginning of
the term,” Cheyenne corrected. “We met the day before classes
started.”

“The day
before classes started?!” Billy laughed.
“And you were warning me not to go
off with strange strap-on girls?!”

“That's not how it-” Troy
turned to his partner in frustration. “Cheyenne, tell them the
truth!”

The amazon smiled, tearing away small slices
of her toast for a few seconds to make Troy squirm a bit before she
finally spoke.

“I guess my cutie is
right- we've only been going all the way the last few weeks. He put
up quite a fight- he would only go down on me for a long time,
before he finally gave up his bottom. And to be honest, I think I
enjoy pegging him much more than he likes taking it.”

Troy exhaled.
Finally, some truth was coming ou-

“But he does cum every
time just from my cock up his ass.”

Billy almost fell out of his seat in
laughter, and Troy put his face in his hands again. When he looked
up, he saw Jessica smirking at him with a most evil glint in her
eyes- he knew she'd be teasing him about this at family dinners for
the rest of his life!

But the worst was Amber. His high-school
crush was giggling too, her smooth legs crossed under her short
sundress, her bra-less breasts almost slipping out the top, and her
cheeks red. He knew how she must be picturing him right now.

Oh god, she'll never look at me the same way
again!

The former love of his life patted him on
the arm. “Well, I think it's very brave of Troy to explore new
sides of his sexuality,” she giggled, and Troy felt even worse.
“And with all those points he's building up, he'll probably never
have to study for class again!”

“What points?” Jessica
asked. “I've been checking Troy's profile on the SPU app every
day.” She grinned at him. “To see when my little brother finally
lost his anal cherry. And it still says he's worth 10 points to the
first girl that takes him!”

“I'm not your
little brother!”

“Little bro, I'm
hung twice as well as you are right
now,” Jessica laughed. “Want to whip them out and
compare?”

That shut Troy up, but Amber was frowning,
checking the app on her phone as well.

“Jessica's right,” she
said, scrunching up her nose. “Troy's still listed as a virgin.”
She looked at Cheyenne. “Haven't you been reporting each time you
peg him?”

“Why bother?” Cheyenne
laughed, then kissed the shocked boy on the cheek again. “I do my
baby for fun.”

“You mean I don't even get
points?!” Troy cried.

“I'm not in the pegging
class,” Cheyenne said. “What do I care?”

And Jessica and his roommates were laughing
again. She almost couldn't breathe enough to talk.

“Troy's been... taking it
up the butt half the term...” Jessica gasped, holding her stomach.
“And he won't even have any points to show for it at the end!” She
was wiping tears from her eyes.

Troy wished the earth would swallow him
whole.

“Let's change the
subject,” Amber said, finally taking pity on him. “Prom's coming up
in three weeks. Who's going?” She looked around the table as the
laughter slowly died down, but all three of Troy's roommates shook
their heads at her. “None of you boys? It's a Sophomore-only prom
to recognize the top point getters. You boys will be the stars of
the show!”

They still demurred, and even Jess shook her
head when Amber looked at her.

“You too Jess?”

The futa shrugged, picking at her
syrup-covered waffles. “No one's asked me yet. None of the cute
boys want a futa Prom date.”

The redhead finally looked at Cheyenne, who
just laughed.

“Dress up like some Barbie
in high heels, a fancy ball gown and ridiculous silk panties? As
if!”

“It'd be nice to see you
in a dress and high heels,” Troy muttered into his grapefruit,
digging for seeds. “For once.”

“Oh yeah? Maybe I'll dress
YOU up in panties, heels, and a dress and take YOU to Prom that
way!” Cheyenne stormed. “Because you're the only one of us that's
going to get fucked in the back of the limo with her legs up in the
air afterwards, virgin!”

Jessica dropped her fork.
“Virgin?! Wait wait wait!” she cried. “You mean, that after all the
times Troy has bent over and let you take his butt,
you still haven't let
him-” Her eyes got wide looking at her
horribly blushing brother. “Oh. My. God!”

“Attention Students,” a
voice said over the intercom, and they all turned to see
Headmistress Parker standing at the cafeteria entrance, the
microphone in her hands. “Just a reminder, Sophomore Prom is coming
up in three weeks, all second-term students are encouraged to
attend. The Prom will not take place on the SPU campus, but in
town, in the ballroom in a five-star hotel.”

Murmurs of discussion started taking place
at the tables all around Troy.

“A shuttle bus will run
from campus to the hotel all night, and rooms at the elegant hotel
are discounted 85% for SPU students, in case you want to stay
overnight.”

The murmurs got louder.

The Headmistress started to put down the
mike, then turned back as if suddenly remembering something.

“Oh, and one more thing.
Since some of you still haven't gotten a single
point in our Mating game,” she said, giving
Jessica and Troy significant looks, “all points scored on Prom
night... will be tripled.”

There were squeals of female glee all around
Troy, not least of all from Amber and Jessica.

“Triple points!” his
sister laughed. “I can get right back in the game if I find a few
virgins!” She punched Alphonso in the shoulder. “What do you say,
buddy?”

“I say, maybe don't hit
potential dates hard enough to leave a bruise?” he said, rubbing
his shoulder. “But if you lose the penis before we go-”

“As if!” Jessica laughed.
“How would I score points then?”

“A trusty strap-on will
never let you down,” Cheyenne laughed. “I can even show you how, if
you'd like.”

Jessica sat taller. “Yeah?
Well you can't feel anything with
your dumb strap-on either! If I'm going to take Alphonso, I'm going
to take him with a real, throbbing cock and shoot my hot load deep
down his ass!”

The brown-skinned boy held his arms up.
“Hold on a second-”

“You futa girls are all
the same,” the amazon laughed. “Can't control your dicks, just like
men.”

In the midst of this, Troy's phone started
buzzing. He was getting texts. Tens of them.

From strap-on and futa girls asking him to
Prom.

Looking at his shocked face, Amber patted
his arm and whispered.

“I've got to get to the
Church. Wanna walk me?”

Looking at his girlfriend and his sister
still debating which type of anal sex was the best, he gulped and
nodded.

“Absolutely.”

 


***

 


“Do you see what I mean?”
he cried when they were on the secluded paths across the quad. “She
loves humiliating me in public! And all I wanted was for her to
wear some perfume sometimes. Maybe silk stockings, a dress and sexy
shoes- for once- and she turns on
me!”

“Didn't Cheyenne wear
those sexy long socks for you last night?” Amber
replied.

“Yeah, because
someone told her I have a leg and foot
fetish!” Troy whined. “Thanks for that, by the way.”

Amber laughed. “You're mad... because I told
your girlfriend how to dress to turn you on, and she did it, and
you're also mad that she doesn't dress up enough for you?”

“Yes! Maybe! I don't
know!” Troy shook his head as they walked. “She's not going to do
it again, though. You heard her- she threatened to dress
me up if I asked her to prom!”

“I think you'd look very
fetching in stiletto heels and a gauzy dress, Troy Appleton. I'd
even help you shave your legs and pick the perfect pair of
panties.”

“Stop it!” Troy said,
blushing. He felt his cock throb in his pants, but willed it down.
That thought couldn't make him hard- he wouldn't let it!
And Cheyenne would just love it if it did- that would sure prove
her theories about me!

Amber hooked her arm into the troubled boy's
as they walked. “Oh Troy, you'll figure it out. And if there's
anything I can do to help you and Cheyenne out, just let me
know.”

Troy swallowed. “Amber?”

“Yeah?”

“Come to Prom with
me.”

“What?”

“This problem with
Cheyenne, I don't think it's going to go away. And I know you're a
sixteenth succubus or whatever, and I still don't care. I want to
go with you anyway. And I know you'd look amazing in your Prom
dress!”

She laughed, then sighed, looking up as they
were walking so the sun and wind fell on her face.

“Troy... I
can't.”

“I'll break up with
Cheyenne, I promise. Let's just go together and see
what-”

“I'm going with
Mark.”

Troy felt punched in the stomach. “Your
ex-boyfriend Mark?”

Ten inches of huge thick cock Mark?

“Yeah. Since we made love
on New Years Eve, he says he can't stop thinking about me. That he
has to have me back. That he wants to try again.”

“But...” Troy began, but
knew it was pointless. “I really can't compete with him, can
I?”

“Oh, don't be like that.
You're much better with your tongue than he ever was!” Amber
laughed. “He won't even go down on me.”

A gust of wind whipped up her short skirt
for an instant, and Troy dreamt of going down on her right there in
the bushes.

“Never?” he asked, and
Amber shook her head. “That's.. a crime! Amber, a girl like you...
should have a line of men around the block begging to go down on
her every night!”

The redhead giggled and jumped up on her
tiptoes to kiss his cheek. “Oh Troy! You're so sweet! If I could
just combine your tongue and your sweetness with Mark's cock, I'd
marry you!”

Troy closed his eyes, felt a tear leak out
the edges. There it was.

The love of his life, forever lost to him
because of the little cock dangling between his legs.

“But dating him is hard
sometimes too.”

“Why?”

“I mean, I use lots of
lube with Mark. Lots. But sometimes it's still tough to get him
inside of me when he's fully hard. You know, just like you feel
Cheyenne's ripping you in half?”

He blushed. “I guess.”

“But some gentle, skilled,
oral sex right before he came over, that would really help me get
ready for him!” Amber laughed, her arm still holding Troy's. “Heck,
if I could combine a licking date with you, with a fucking date
with Mark, my love life would be perfect!”

She turned to him, a strange look on her
face.

“I mean... you wouldn't be okay with that,
right?” Amber asked.

“With what?”

She was biting her lower lip again. “With...
helping me out, by licking me before I went to bed with Mark?”

“Amber!”

“What! Mark wouldn't mind,” she said.
“Anything that helps him slide in easier he'd be okay with.”

Troy's head was spinning. “Like, a three
way? Or do I, um, sleep with you before he's there, or
afterwards...”

“Oh, Mark definitely wouldn't be okay with
that,” Amber giggled. “And I wouldn't want to limit your
dating prospects. You should be sleeping with a girl who doesn't
care about your penis size. Someone like Cheyenne,” she added,
giving him a nudge on the ribs. “I'm just talking about licking to
help me relax, before Mark enters me.”

They had stopped walking; they were in front
of the old church again. But Troy definitely felt he was at a
different kind of crossroads.

Wind blew at Amber's shiny red curls, she
giggled and tucked them back in place. Wind pulled upwards at her
dress; she pulled her hem back down, but not before he got a peek
at her tiny pink panties, covering that pink treasure he had
licked, what seemed like ages ago...

“Troy?” she asked again. “So? I mean, would
you really be willing to-”

“Hey- you're Amber Flame!”
a man said, one of two men walking towards them and the
church.

The two men weren't students, they were too
old for that. And both were dressed in styles even older and
plainer than that. “Yeah, you're Miss Flame- aren't you?”

Troy shook his head to clear his thoughts,
then put out his arm to move Amber behind him. “Sorry guys, you're
thinking of someone else.”

“No, you are her!” the
first man said. “You look just like her! Doesn't she,
Leo?”

The other man smiled. “Sure does. We need to
have a word with you, Miss Flame.”

Something in his tone made the hairs on the
back of Troy's neck stand up.

“Absolutely not. Amber,
get in the church and lock the door. I'll deal with these
two.”

Leo looked at the old church, squinting at
the unwashed stain-glass windows and unkempt hedges.

“This is where you
broadcast your cam show from?” he exclaimed. “A house of God?
You are a witch! God
says-”

He reached for something in his suit jacket
and Troy jumped forward to slap it away. A thick stack of Sunshine
Church pamphlets scattered on the ground, falling into the
dirt.

“Hey!” the man said,
grabbing Troy's wrist.

“Run Amber!” Troy yelled,
shoving the man. He tripped over a flagstone and went down to the
grass. Troy tackled the other man as he turned towards the running
Amber, holding him down and ripping his suit in the struggle to
keep him from catching her.

“Get away from her, you
God-loving Church Freak!” He punched the man as Amber dropped her
books and ran. “RUN AMBER! RUN AND I'LL PROTECT YOU!”

 


***

 


Headmistress Parker sighed, looking at the
two students sitting in her office in front of her, Troy scuffed
and dirty, Amber untouched.

“Assaulting two church
elders in a public place,” she said. “Ripping their clothes,
battering men more than twice your age and calling them... what was
it...” She read something. “A 'God-loving Church
Freak'?”

“They were here to do
something horrible to Amber!” Troy protested, holding an icepack to
the slightly skinned spot on his head.

“There were doing no such
thing,” Ms. Parker stated. She flipped a dirt-covered,
crumpled-and-then-smoothed pamphlet over in her hand, then placed
it on the desk between them. “They were missionaries, on
campus with my permission, as a way
of making peace with the Sunshine Church. The worst they would have
done to Miss Peoples was give her a sermon.”

Amber squeezed Troy's arm. “But I appreciate
the chivalry, nonetheless. My knight in shining armor.”

Troy's head was
spinning. They were here with the Headmistress'
permission?

“But, but... they knew who
Amber was! Her web-cam name, I mean!”

“So they were church goers
who watch saucy things on the internet,” Ms. Parker said. “It
wouldn't be the first time. Nonetheless, I cannot have you
assaulting anyone on campus just because you fear them. You are
lucky, young man, that I talked them out of pressing charges. It
would have been tough for them to arrest you, since SPU is an
entirely separate legal entity from the town, but they didn't know
that. You could have gone to jail, if I hadn't convinced the local
sheriff that you just had a terrible misunderstanding.”

Troy gulped. “I'm sorry ma'am! Really!”

The older woman nodded. “Very well. As long
as we've all learned a lesson, I will consider this matter
closed.”

“I have! Thank you
ma'am!”

“Good,” the Headmistress
said, closing Troy's file with finality. “Summary punishment: one
week in chastity.”

 


***
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Chapter Eight

 


 


Cheyenne almost fell off her bed
laughing.

“Holy shit- that's
awesome!”

“It's not funny!” Troy
cried, again adjusting the crotch of his jeans to try and make the
tiny, tight, steel chastity cage around his cock and balls just a
little more comfortable; it didn't work. “And I have to wear it for
a week!” he moaned, pacing the
room. “And with the way the Sophomore girls are dressing, and how
hot the futa girls look, just going to class will be torture! I'll
probably have to skip all my classes-”

“Let me see
it.”

Troy stopped cold. “Why?”

“Because I want to,” she
laughed, pulling him towards her. “I've never seen one
before.”

“Cheyenne, come on...” She
was already fumbling at his belt; Troy tried to push her hands
away. “Do we really need to?”

“Don't be a baby. I'm
going to see it eventually anyway.” Cheyenne undid his fly, yanked
his jeans and boxer briefs to his knees, then started laughing
again. “Oh my god!”

Troy moaned as she started feeling around
the tight metal, her fingers tracing the smooth ring that looped
tight around his balls and the gleaming cage holding back his
cramped cock.

“Cheyenne-”

“Hold your shirt up!” she
ordered. “It's getting in my way.”

Troy blushed, but did.

Why did he always follow her orders like
that?

“Oh my goodness, look at
how it bends your little willy backwards,” she laughed, lifting the
cage and looking underneath. “You'll have to sit to pee in that
thing, won't you?!”

He was blushing furiously, and his belt was
tightening under her warm touch. “Yes! Now please-”

She tested the unbending steel curve. “And
you can't get hard? No matter what?”

“No!” he wailed. “Nurse
Hannah used the smallest size of belt she had- I think she did it
on purpose! It barely lets me erect at all! And worst of all, they
don't even keep the keys on campus! They're in a bank vault in
another state! So even if I beg the
Headmistress she can't-”

Cheyenne was ripping off his shirt, then
gave the stunned boy a hungry French kiss.

“Take off that damn
shirt,” she growled, pulling it off herself a second
later.

“Cheyenne!”

She was kissing him furiously now. “How long
are you in this thing again?” she gasped between kisses.

“One week!” he gasped,
trying not to fall over under her assault. “What are you
doing?!”

Cheyenne became a tidal wave, sweeping him
towards her bed, tearing his pants and shorts off, and flinging
them across the room. Troy was nude under her now, save for his
quickly tightening chastity belt.

“Please! I can't cum! I
don't have a key! No one has a key!”

Now the amazon was ripping her own clothes
off. “Oh fuck, keep talking- you're getting me wet!”

The now-nude girl pounced on Troy and
assaulted him with hot kisses again, running her hands over his
legs, ass and chest like she was possessed. Troy tried to resist,
but her knees were already spreading his legs apart.

“Cheyenne! What are you
doing?” She forced his palms to cup her bare breasts and the steel
band behind his balls threatened to castrate him as his cock tried
to erect and pulled the cage forward. “It hurts when I get hard!
Please!”

“Oh god, I love this
school!” she panted, hungrily kissing the boy's mouth as he writhed
beneath her. “Yesterday I didn't even know things like this
existed, and now you're in one! And you can't escape
it!”

Her nude body on top of his was forcing
blood to his cock, but the curved steel didn't yield a millimeter.
The cage felt like it was pulling his balls off.

“Cheyenne!” She reached
for the lube, and Troy took the chance to grab her strap-on before
she could put it on. “No! Not tonight!”

She looked down in disbelief. “Come on!
Seeing your cock locked away in that little thing... now you're
more like a girl than ever! Jesus Troy, I'm dripping!”

“No! I can't believe you
want to have sex if I can't enjoy it!”

The nude amazon stood back, then rubbed her
chin. “You know, I bet I could still make you squirt, if I hit your
prostate right while I pegged you...”

“No!” Troy cried, holding
her dildo to his chest with a death grip.

Cheyenne sighed as if all the air was being
forced from her lungs.

“Fiiiiiiiiiinnnne.” She
flopped onto the bed to lay next to the nude boy. “Sheesh, you're a
buzzkill. So what do you want to do
tonight then?”

Troy gulped, but didn't release her
strap-on. “I don't know!” He squirmed, pulling at his tight cage.
“I can't stop thinking about this damn chastity belt!”

“You and me
both.”

He gave her a dirty look. “I mean it's so
tight I can always feel it! Every time I take a step, or sit down,
or stand up- aaargh!” he cried, trying to pull it off and failing.
“I can't take a WEEK of this!”

Cheyenne gave him a look, then kissed Troy
on the forehead and wiped away the start of his tears. Then she
started pushing her pillows up against the wall, to make a backrest
for the bed.

“What are you
doing?”

“Give me that,” she
laughed, motioning at the strap-on. He didn't give it up. “I won't
use it, I promise.”

She put her dildo away, finished arranging
the pillows and blankets, gathered her laptop and a collection of
DVDs, then patted the bed next to her. “Come on Sally, come over
here.”

“Why?”

“Ever seen Sons of
Anarchy?”

“No.”

“It's a silly show about
biker gangs in Cali, and you won't believe the stuff it gets wrong.
But it gets some stuff right too. And it will definitely take your
mind off things.” She laughed at his unbelieving look. “If we can't
have sex, at least we can cuddle. Do you want to get dressed
first?”

Troy was shocked for the second time that
evening. “No, um, underwear or pants makes it worse. It'll pull
less on my balls if I'm... um, nude.”

“Fine with me,” she
laughed, squeezing his ass.

“But um... could you put
on something?” he added. “Something non-sexy? Just seeing you naked
like that...” He pushed his knees together. “I can't stop getting
hard!”

Cheyenne laughed then, a full, hearty,
relieved laugh, deep from her belly, as if a huge weight had been
lifted from her shoulders.

“Sure Sally. What ever you
want.”

She dressed in a ratty sweatpants and shirt,
then crawled back under the covers with Troy and held him. As they
binge-watched the whole first season together, Troy did find
himself forgetting he had the belt on, for a few minutes at a time.
He found himself enjoying the warmth coming off her body. He found
himself enjoying the natural smell coming from her freshly-washed
hair and the nape of her neck which he nuzzled against between
episodes. And when he fell asleep in her arms, he enjoyed that
too.

 


***

 


Amber was buzzing as she walked down the
hall back to her room. Web-cam sessions always left her tingling
from tongue to toes, as all her collected subscribers around the
world watched her images, listened to her words, and masturbated,
thinking of her.

Thirty percent more viewers than last
week, she thought, her nipples hard.
A new record! And we'll probably break that next week
too!

Amber giggled, feeling her wetness run down
her thighs as she walked. She had taken off her panties in the
church- she hadn't been able to stand wearing them!

How long had she gone
without something hot and hard inside of her, waiting for the
results of all her succubi tests? I'm so horny,
I'd probably even let Troy fuck me right now, she laughed to herself. A real dick, even a little one,
sounded good. And he's so sweet, and I could Loop his
little dick so he wouldn't shoot right away. He'd be so excited
it's happening, he'd probably pound away at me for hours!

The thought wasn't
unappealing. I could have him go down on me afterwards,
maybe have him use some toys on me, so I could cum with something
big inside of me. He'd definitely treat me much nicer than Mark
did. She giggled. And God, the
sexual energy coming off of that boy's denied balls...

Amber heard a weak,
rhythmic thumping coming from their room as she neared her
door. That's weird.

And she sensed someone stroking a cock,
while thinking of her.

But it was someone very close by.

Amber turned the key to find Jessica on top
of the covers, nude except for a pair of small blue socks, and
stroking her long futanari cock with two fast lotioned hands.

“Jessica! No!”

She was almost too late.

Amber threw a quick Loop at Jessica's cock
just seconds before the nude teen arched her back and came, her
long futanari dick tensing in preparation for a massive cum-shot.
The girl cried out, but fell back to the bed, still loaded. And she
still kept stroking.

“Jess, stop! You haven't
even earned any points yet!” Amber said, rushing over to try and
grab the pumping hands.

“I don't care!” the girl
said, fighting to keep stroking. “I'm too horny!”

“There has to be another
way!”

“I've got to
cum!”

Amber knew the Loop she cast had been a
hasty one- it wouldn't hold up to the sexual stress the futa was
putting on it! And now her hands were tangled in Jessica's, trying
to get her to stop.

“Jess! No!”

“It hurts Amber! It really
hurts!”

“Jess, just wait for a
second-”

She was wrestling with the taller, nude
teen, their bodies close, their faces almost touching. She was
straddling Jessica's thighs, feeling the heat come off the nude
skin.

She wasn't wearing panties.

And she was very horny.

Amber French-kissed her friend, using both
hands to hold Jessica's face as she stuck her tongue deep in the
girl's mouth.

“Oh fuck, Amber!”
Jessica's hands finally left her cock to cup Amber's ass under her
dress, desperate to yank down the redhead's panties. But she found
nothing to pull down. “Oh fuck!”

Jessica grabbed her cock again, this time to
guide it, pushing down on Amber's naked butt with her other hand,
and now it was Amber's turn to gasp.

“Oh god!”

Jessica's futanari cock was inside her.

Amber started bucking, grinding against her
friend faster, taking her cock deeper. Jessica thrust her hips too,
timing herself to match, and both of them came in a window-shaking
burst of sexual energy barely a short minute later.

Amber collapsed on top of her sweaty, sexy,
naked futanari roommate.

“That was...” she panted,
“...only a one time thing.”

 


***

 


One hour, one shower and a nap later, Amber
awoke in her bed to find Jessica crawling into it, totally
nude.

“Jess?” she
yawned.

The taller teen grinned, pushed her brunette
hair behind her ear, and then pounced and started kissing Amber
around her neck.

“Jessica!” Amber laughed,
squeezing her legs shut as she felt Jessica's already hard cock
already pressing against the entrance to her already-dampening
pussy. “We can't keep doing this!”

“I've been thinking about
you non-stop for the last hour!” the other girl panted, kissing and
running her hands down her friend's nude body. “This futa cock,
it's got me doing things I never would do!”

“No, that's my succubi
powers!” Amber replied, still dodging Jessica's hard cock under the
covers. “It's made you...” She moaned as Jessica sucked her small
breasts. “...infatuated with me! I'm one-sixteenth succubi and if
we have any fluid transfer-”

“Stop talking myths!”
Jessica growled, licking her hand and then snaking it between
Amber's thighs. “You're just hot!”

“No,” Amber begged. “We
can't keep doing this! It's wrong!”

Her friend just laughed. “Then why are you
already wet?”

Amber moaned, then guided the other girl's
cock into her with her own hands and held on for the ride.

Afterwards, when they were both lying in
bed, sheets and their exhausted nude bodies tangled, Amber looked
at her friend.

“Seriously,” she giggled,
stroking Jessica's thigh. “That was the last
time.”

 


***

 


“What do you mean,
you two are a couple?” Troy demanded at
breakfast the next day.

Amber looked at him sheepishly; Jessica just
laughed.

“It just sort of,
happened,” Amber said.

“You mean, you're letting
her use her stupid futa cock to... get you off
somehow?!”

“It's not stupid,” Amber
laughed, scooting closer to the other girl. “Have you seen
Jessica's cock? It's magnificent.” She kissed Jessica on the nose, and Troy's jaw dropped even
more.

“But...”

“And you should see how
this one works a pole, little brother! She's a real hellcat in the
sack, moaning and twisting her body under me when I-”

“Jessica, stop!” Amber laughed. “You're
embarrassing me!”

Troy cried out in pain, holding the crotch
of his jeans.

“Oh, I forgot, you're still in the cage!”
Amber said. “I'm sorry, we'll talk about something else.”

“Awww, poor baby. I forgot too,” Jessica
giggled, crossing her legs and dangling her flats off her bare foot
right where Troy could see.

Troy looked way, up at the other girl.

“Amber? Is this... real? Neither of you are
even getting any points from it!”

The girl smiled, and managed to look happy
and sad at the same time.

“Like I said, Troy. It just sort of
happened.”

“Oh my god!” Jessica exclaimed. “Now that I
have a hot little piece of ass to pound every night, and Troy
is someone else's hot little piece of ass to pound every
night-” She clapped her hands. “We should totally double date!”

 


***

 


“Wow, this place IS fancy,” Jessica laughed,
taking her seat at their table at the Gilded Lilly. She
looked around at the fine decorations, and at the back of their
cute waitress as she left. “I really like what they've done with
that... ass.”

“Wait until you see the legs on the
greeter,” Cheyenne added, sitting down next to her. “She's wearing
her stripper heels again tonight.”

As Jess and Cheyenne started to rank the
body parts on the expensive and attractive female waitstaff, Troy
pulled out Amber's chair, then sat down himself.

“Mmmm, everything looks good,” Amber
giggled, opening the menu. “Troy, is the salad good here?”

“I guess,” he said, trying not to look where
Cheyenne and Jessica were. His belt was already tight enough from
present company, without needing to ogle any additional beautiful
women!

“And how's the lobster?”

“Pretty good. They do a thing where the
butter is salted-” Troy stopped and blushed, when he realized what
Amber was asking.

“I'm just teasing you,” she giggled. “I
might have the lamb.”

“I don't care what you have, I'm not paying
for you,” Cheyenne laughed, looking at her own menu. “And my honey
knows the price of getting lobster here.”

“Oh, I'll take care of the whole bill,”
Amber said. “I'm making so much money being a cam-girl, I want to
share it with my friends.”

Cheyenne lowered her menu. “You're a
cam girl?”

“Yes.”

“You. Are a web-cam girl.” Cheyenne
repeated.

“Sure. Under a fake name, of course.”

“Full sex?”

“Oh no!” Amber laughed. “Non-nude! Just
being playful with my body, a lot of teasing the strokers who watch
me. Not letting them cum at the end of a clip, or ordering them to
eat their cum up if they do. Troy knows what I mean; he's been at a
taping.”

Cheyenne turned a cold gaze onto the boy.
“He has, has he?”

“She didn't tell me what kind of show it was
going to be!” he protested. “And I only went once!”

The amazon's expression showed a certain
level of disbelief, although she did return to reading her
menu.

“I find you going to your ex-fantasy girl's
web cam peep show again, and you might just be wake up with
superglue in the lock of that little chastity belt of yours.”

While Amber and Jessica laughed the threat
off, Troy turned white at the thought. The redhead tore a roll in
half and chewed off a corner as she turned to him.

“How many more days do you still have to go
in it now?”

“Three more days- trust me I'm counting down
the hours!” he said, tugging at the crotch of his dress pants under
the tablecloth.

“Me too,” Cheyenne sighed. “Every since my
Sally's gotten that little piece of jewelery, she's turned into a
cold fish.”

Amber's tone was worried. “Oh! So you and
Cheyenne aren't having sex any more?”

“Of course not!” Troy said. “I can't even-”
He looked around at the crowded restaurant, then lowered to a
whisper. “-get hard in this thing! Why would I have sex that
way?”

“Because maybe I have needs too?” Cheyenne
snorted.

“But you're at least still licking her every
day?” Amber asked.

“No! That makes it even worse!” Troy
said.

“My honey's little dick gets super hard
every time I force her to go down on me,” Cheyenne laughed,
crossing her strong legs to dangle her high heel off her bare foot
right where Troy could see it. “And she says she's not a
submissive.”

Troy had noticed his date's footwear as soon
as the four of them had met for the cab. Cheyenne still wore the
low-cut tight sweater and tight jeans she had on all of their
dates, but her riding boots had been replaced by the slinky, sexy
shoes he had always begged her to wear. Just seeing her long, slim
feet arched and displayed in such a feminine way had his dick
surging in its cage!

Amber giggled at the staring boy. “I
convinced Cheyenne to borrow some heels from a girl down the hall.
Like them?”

“I feel ridiculous in these things,”
Cheyenne laughed, rubbing the exposed tops and arches of her
crossed foot. “But Troy seems to like them.”

“Troy likes anything to do with girls'
feet,” Jessica added, just as the cute waitress put down their
drinks, and Troy's face burned, seeing the girl smirk as she set
down his water!

When she had left, Amber turned to him. “But
seriously, Troy, even if you're caged, you still have be available
to meet Cheyenne's sexual needs. You can't make her suffer just
because you are.”

“But now I can't even orgasm during sex!
What am I supposed to do, just lay back and take it?”

Jessica snorted. “Don't you always?”

Amber ignored Jessica. “When we were dating,
I had sex with Mark a lot of times when I didn't really feel like
it,” she told Troy. “Or maybe I used my hands on him, but I still
made sure he had a really good orgasm, even if I didn't feel like
it. It's called maintenance sex. Successful relationships have to
do it sometimes, to you know, cut down the chance of cheating.”

Troy gulped, looking at Cheyenne but not
meeting her eyes. “I guess.”

“I'm not really a hands type of lover,”
Cheyenne said. “It can warm me up, but I've never orgasmed from it.
I need that really deep, hard thrusting to have a good cum.”

“Me too!” Jessica laughed, and the futa girl
and biker high-fived. His sister threw her arm around Amber, then
looked at him. “But seriously, Troy, sexual activity is the bedrock
of any good relationship. Even if your options are nipped in the
balls right now, you really should let Cheyenne do all the things
she still enjoys. For the good of the relationship.”

Troy's face got hot when his sister smirked
at the end of her little speech. He knew what she was trying to do;
she wanted to force him to get pegged while locked in chastity!

“I mean, when I'm sliding my long, hard dick
into Amber's hot, perfect hole,” Jessica continued, “if she wants
me to cum on her tits instead of her pussy because she feels like
that tonight, I don't make a fuss, I cum on her tits. Except last
night- where did I cum that last time?”

“My ass,” Amber giggled. “It sounded like a
good idea when I was horny, but after you shot all over me...”

“Futanari shoot a lot of cum,” Jessica said,
watching Troy squirm.

“So much cum,” Amber laughed, then glanced
up at Jessica with a loving look. And then the two girls were
making out.

“Dinner and a show,” Cheyenne
laughed, putting down her salad fork to watch.

“Could you guys not do that!” he hissed,
pulling on his chastity cage before it pulled off his balls.

The girls collected themselves, both
breathing heavily, their cheeks flushed.

“Sorry,” Amber giggled, dabbing her lips on
a napkin to make sure her lipstick wasn't smudged. “It's just so
new, I just want to touch her all the time!”

“I remember when we were like that,”
Cheyenne sighed. She let her heel dangle in Troy's view again as
she grinned at him. “Where did our magic go?”

“Maybe if you added something extra, to make
Troy orgasm during sex again?” Amber suggested.

“I'm in a cock cage,” Troy protested.
“What could she possibly add?”

“Before Jess, when I was having trouble
orgasming, sometimes I used a vibrating dildo during
masturbation.”

“I'm not having 'trouble' orgasming! I'm in a bleeping titanium-”

“I actually have a vibrating strap-on,”
Cheyenne laughed, then looked at her date significantly.
“Five speeds.”

Jessica shook her head. “When I was a girl,
it was girth that helped me cum when I masturbated. Do you
have any dildos that are super thick, with veiny ridges or bumps so
that Troy's hole REALLY gets stretched-”

“Jessica, stop helping!” Troy barked, and
his sister broke into laughs.

Through the rest of the dinner, over his
objections and blushing face, the three girls discussed other
things Cheyenne could do to make lovemaking more enjoyable for the
caged Troy, from keeping his feet warm, to massaging the area
around his hole before penetration, to using dirty talk while she
fucked him, treating Troy for all intents and purposes like a
nervous virgin bride on the night before her Honeymoon.

 


***

 


“I can't believe that- that was
humiliating!” Troy said, taking off his shoes as he stormed into
Cheyenne's room. “Especially when Jessica started asking the
waitress for ideas!”

“I don't know,” Cheyenne chuckled, hanging
up her jacket, “she really seemed to like the self-warming lube.
Maybe we should try that?”

Troy groaned, remembering how the waitress
had been shy at first, then bold, then downright raunchy as she
explained all the tricks her boyfriend used to make her orgasm,
which had kept Troy's cage painful and dripping all through
dessert.

Cheyenne sat down on her bed, raising one
high-heeled foot towards the standing Troy. “Can I finally take
these stupid things off now?”

Troy gulped. If only his dick was free!
“Yeah, I guess so.”

Cheyenne sighed in relief as she slipped the
provocative shoes off her feet, rubbing her arches. “Maybe those
Barbies are tougher than I thought.”

“Here, let me do that...”

Troy blushed as he knelt before her, but her
exhale of pleasure as he massaged her arches was worth it.

“I'm... sorry I'm not letting you fuck me...
while I'm in the belt,” he gulped, looking down. “Are you
really horny?”

Cheyenne laughed, then gave him her other
foot. “Kind of. Probably not as bad as you, though.” Troy blushed
and kept rubbing her feet, with his girlfriend regarding him from
her higher position. After a minute, she said, “Kiss them.”

He swallowed hard, as his dick surged in its
cage. “What?”

“Amber and Jessica keep saying you love
women's feet. I just realized I've never made you kiss mine.”

“Because it's really
humiliating!”

“Yeah, but you like that. You get off on
being teased.” She poked Troy playfully in the chest with her bare
foot, but her tone was commanding. “Go on. Kiss it.”

Troy blushed, but did, then moaned as the
pain grew.

“Is your little dick trying to get hard?”
she laughed.

“Yes.”

“Good. Keep kissing,” she said, as she
started to take off her shirt. “I should take a picture of you
right now, to send to your sister and Amber, to show them what I
make you do for me.”

Troy moaned into her foot, his cage got even
tighter, but his heartbeat started racing and he felt a warm, hot
flush all over him.

She ordered Troy to his feet, stripped him
while kissing him, then pushed the blushing nude boy into her
bed.

“Smile,” she laughed, using her cellphone to
snap a picture.

“Cheyenne!” he cried, using his hands to
cover his chastity belt.

She circled the bed, getting a shot of his
bare backside; he couldn't defend all angles at once. “My biker
gang has been hounding me for weeks to send them pictures of my hot
little college girlfriend I've been telling them about,” she
laughed, getting more pictures of the embarrassed boy, who was
putting up less of a fight now. “I have to get some shots before
your little cage comes off! They'll love these!”

He had stopped covering himself, and now
just sat on the bed blushing furiously as his chastity belt
throbbed and bobbed and pulled on his balls without mercy, doing
its job of preventing erections perfectly. His protest, when it
came, was more of a breathy panting.

“Cheyenne...”

She put the camera down then, stripped
herself, and got from her toy drawer a long, black dildo Troy had
never seen her use. He swallowed hard.

She still didn't speak as she lubed it up
from head to tip, directed Troy to his hands and knees on the bed,
and placed a small hand towel directly under his dripping cage.

“Can't we just watch more TV tonight?”

Her answer was a firm slap of her
lube-filled palm right onto his asshole, the boy gasping as he felt
the quantity. That was more than she ever used! She filled her
cupped palm with lube again and slapped his exposed asshole again,
and now Troy's rear was practically dripping.

Troy just had a second to register that
Cheyenne wasn't wearing a strap-on harness, she was just holding
the black dildo in her hand, when he felt the tip probe his rear
hole.

“Close your eyes, butt slut.”

Troy shivered at her tone, but did, just to
not see her wolf grin anymore.

He mewed as she corkscrewed the dildo into
his asshole, slowly, twisting it in and out until he was panting
with need. His cage and balls were stretched to its max.

“Please.... don't...”

Her response was to push the fake cock into
him even further and start slowly fucking him with it.

“It's too big!”

Troy tried to jump away but Cheyenne gripped
his chastity belt with her other hand to keep him in place.

“That's what all the sluts say.”

She started pulling him forward and
backwards with his belt, and Troy had to move his hips to match her
pace or have his balls crushed by the steel ring.

“There you go,” she laughed. “Set a good
pace, my little ass slut. You know you love this.”

Troy couldn't speak- he couldn't deny it
anymore!

She fucked him like that for a sweet,
agonizing minute, then laughed again.

“Is your little hole stretched as far as it
can go?”

“Yes!”

“Is that slow, naughty pleasure building out
from your loins, warming your body?”

“Yes!”

She laughed, her mouth right next to the
boy's ear. “And you know that right now, in your sister's room,
cute little Amber is probably feeling the exact same thing?”

Troy moaned, arching his back, and that's
when Cheyenne turned on the vibrations. Troy shook, begging and
pawing at the sheets.

“Don't move,” she ordered, squeezing his
balls, then letting go. And it took every bit of willpower for the
blind, quivering boy to comply. He bit his lip, sweating and his
thighs quivering as she left to do something, her dick still
vibrating his ass.

Was Amber really getting fucked right now
too?

In the eyes of the world, were he and her...
now the same somehow?

Eyes still closed, Troy gasped as the dildo
started moving in and out of his ass again. But now he felt
Cheyenne's hands gasp him by the hip, two hands at once.

She had put on the harness! She was fucking
him now, for real!

“God, I've missed this,” she said, exhaling
through her teeth as she built up speed, using her firm grip on his
hips to control him. “I bet Jessica's fucking Amber like this right
now, long, deep strokes, slamming into her pussy at the
end.” Cheyenne did what she described, her thighs slapping against
his ass at the bottom of each stroke.

Troy felt like the dick was going to rip him
in half! But the vibrations were spreading... everywhere! Even his
nipples were tingling.

“I'd love to fuck Amber the same
way,” she panted. “That little girl looks so innocent, but you just
know behind closed doors she's a cock-sucking, horny little-”

“Fuck me harder!”

Cheyenne obeyed immediately, pushing Troy's
face into the bed and pounding away. A second later, the vibrations
from her cock jumped even higher, like he was sitting on top of a
jackhammer.

“Level five!” she cried, pumping away with
abandon. “If this doesn't make you-”

“HHHHHHHHHAAAA!” Troy screamed, and Cheyenne
came a second later.

Troy's arms lost the ability to keep him up,
and he collapsed onto the bed, his face to one side. Panting with a
sheen to her skin, Cheyenne laughed, her dick still in him.

“Did you cum?”

“I... don't know. It wasn't sharp, like a
normal orgasm. It was...”

“Like a warm rolling wave of tingles
radiating out from your womanhood to every finger and toe?”
Cheyenne laughed, and the boy blushed even more.

“Yeah. But I think I'm...” He started
squirming back against her dildo, rocking his hips forward and back
to fuck himself on its black vibrating length. “...still
horny!”

Cheyenne looked down at the humiliated,
confused, desperate boy fucking himself at the end of her cock, in
search of the orgasm he couldn't have, and laughed.

“I think I'm going to love this week!”

 


***

 


Jessica laughed when Troy and Cheyenne came
to breakfast late, looking tired and disheveled.

“Long night last night?”

“I've never fucked a girl as
insatiable as this caged boy was,” Cheyenne laughed. “Troy had me
up until 2 in the morning!”

“And I still don't think I came!” he
whined, setting down his tray of doughnuts and eggs.

“You dribbled out a lot of
something,” she chuckled. “I had to throw that hand towel
away!”

“But I still can't...” He squirmed,
adjusting his crotch, crossing his legs, think uncrossing them.
“...think of anything else!”

“Lots of girls have different kinds of
orgasms,” Amber offered, looking a little tired herself.

Just thinking of her, spending all night
taking Jessica's cock- Troy looked away before his cage got even
tighter than it was!

“I know my clitoral orgasms are sharp and
intense, but my G-spot orgasms are longer and more
distributed.”

“How about anal orgasms?” Jessica said,
smiling at Troy. “What do girls say those are like?”

“Like a rolling wave of tingles radiating
from their bottom, but still leaving them horny afterwards.”

“That's exactly what Troy said!” Cheyenne
laughed.

“Holy crap!” Jessica laughed at her now
beet-red brother. “Troy just had his first butt orgasm! I'm telling
Mom the good news!”

Troy groaned, but what was the point of
protesting? Jessica would probably put that on the family Christmas
card this year.

“It's just for a few more days!”

“Awww, are you sure? I love my new horny
girlfriend!” Cheyenne laughed, sliding her hand inside Troy's
jeans, between his shorts and his skin, cupping his bare butt. “I
love her a lot.”

“Of course! My belt comes off Sunday, and
then it's back to real orgasms and not... whatever that was!”

“And so Troy's real colors come out,”
Jessica said.

“What the heck does that mean? You like
orgasming as a man too!”

“So much cum,” Amber giggled.

“I knew, right from the moment I heard you
were 'dating' Cheyenne,” his sister said, “that you weren't in it
for real. You're just trying to stay with her long enough for her
to let you lose your virginity to her!”

“He's already lost that,” Cheyenne
chuckled.

“I meant his real virginity.
Penis-in-Vajayjay. That's all Troy ever wanted from you.”

“Not it's not!” he shot back.

“Really?” Jessica laughed. “So you'd be
okay, just having strap-on sex with Cheyenne forever?”

He blushed. “Well, come on, I mean...”

Cheyenne leaned forward too. “Or you'd be
okay wearing that chastity belt for the rest of the semester?”

“Of course not!” Troy looked around, for
some support that he wasn't the crazy one. “Why would I do
that?!”

“Because I love you
in it,” Cheyenne said, then giggled to the girls. “I really
love him in it.”

“But I can't cum in it!”

“You can't cum in a standard male way,”
Amber clarified. “But girls have been having anal orgasms for
years.” She looked at Cheyenne. “Did it seem pretty good for
him?”

“He was an exhausted, smiling, sweaty
rag-doll who could barely move after his second one,” the amazon
confirmed.

“Second one?!” Jessica hooted.

“But the belt hurts!”

“Those stupid heels hurt my feet last
night.”

“That's not the same!”

“But did you like seeing Cheyenne in those
high heels last night?” Amber asked.

“Well, yeah.”

“He was so happy he kissed my feet for five
minutes when we got back to my room.”

Jessica started laughing again.

Blushing down to his chest, Troy shot a look
at his girlfriend. Under the table, Cheyenne squeezed his bulging
cock cage through his jeans and gave him a smirk.

“So Cheyenne wore something she normally
wouldn't wear for you, and you really liked it,” Amber summarized.
“And now she's asking you to wear something you normally wouldn't
wear for her, because she really likes it.”

“That's not the same!” Troy said again.
“Wearing a cage means my dick can't even get hard!”

“And who were you planning on sharing that
hard dick with, if not me, hmmm?” Cheyenne asked, looking hard at
him. “My sexy french roommates?”

“No!”

“Those three strap on girls who tried to
abduct you? Some other cute girl you've got on the side?”

“Of course not!” Troy said, sweating. “I
mean, I was only planning on being hard around you! Honest!”

“Then I'll tell you what,” Cheyenne said.
“I'll wear those stupid high heels instead of my comfy boots every
day, from now until Prom, if you wear that cage for me. I kind of
like you not being able to get hard around all these sexy little
Barbies running around on campus.” She laughed at Jessica and
Amber. “No offense.”

“None taken,” Amber giggled, then turned to
Troy. “That sounds like a good deal, Troy. Wouldn't you like to see
Cheyenne in all sorts of cute strappy shoes? I'll help her pick out
the best ones!”

“Amber, come on, this isn't a fair
deal...”

“What else would you like me to wear then?”
Cheyenne asked. “Those little thong panties other Barbies like,
that climb up my butt while I'm sitting in class?”

“Ugh, I hate when that happens,”
Jessica said.

Troy was squirming in his seat. “Maybe,” he
told Cheyenne.

“And earrings?” she asked him. “And lipstick
sometimes? You're always trying to get me to wear that silly stuff.
Would you like me to wear all that?”

“Probably.”

“And how much would you like me to wear
them? A little bit, or a lot?”

Troy gulped. Why hadn't he taken that damned
Debate class? “A lot.”

Jessica clapped her hands together. “Then
it's settled! I dare you, Troy- no- I double dog dare you-
to prove that you aren't dating Cheyenne just to have the chance to
stick your little penis in her some day, and voluntarily wear that
chastity belt for the rest of the term!”

“And in return I'll voluntarily wear
high heels, panties under my jeans, stupid earrings and girly
lipstick whenever I'm not planning on working up a sweat,” Cheyenne
said.

“And I'll rub your back whenever you need,”
Amber finished. “I even think I know a spell to help you have
better anal orgasms!”

Troy looked at the three expectant female
faces staring back at him, and just groaned.

 


***

 


The nurse had Troy in the stirrups, nude on
his back with his legs held wide apart by the metal arms coming
from her examination bed.

“There we go,” she giggled, undoing the lock
on his chastity belt and slipping the metal pieces off his cock and
balls. “I bet you're happy to be out of that thing!”

Nude and exposed, with the cute, fully
dressed nurse with her face just a foot from his crotch, Troy
couldn't help but start to erect immediately.

“I guess that answers that!” she laughed,
watching his dick stretch. “Your Willy Wanker force field is going
to kick in soon. I'll give you a quick shave to get rid of your
peach fuzz, your usual Sunday enema, and then you can walk out of
here a new man, and you won't have to wear this thing ever
again!”

As she collected the parts of his steel
chastity belt and prepared to put it way, Troy closed his eyes,
rested his head on the pillow, then sighed.

“Well... actually...”

 


***

 


Troy sat on the grassy knoll overlooking
campus. The sun was warm and glinted off the small shiny key he
turned around over and over again in his fingers.

“Am I doing the right thing?”

“Do you love her?” Amber asked.

The redhead was wearing jeans and a
full-length sweater to not tease Troy any further, but had kicked
off her shoes to enjoy the soft grass. And just seeing her tiny
bare feet and perfectly painted toenails was making his cage
uncomfortably tight.

“I mean... really, Amber, I love
you.”

Amber laughed and turned away. “Well I'm not
available right now, in two ways. I still haven't told Marc that
I'm going to Prom with Jess instead of him!” She looked back at
Troy, touched his hand. “Do you love Cheyenne?”

“I think so.”

She squeezed his hand, then let go.

“Then make it special.”

 


***

 


Troy's heart was beating a mile a minute as
he waited in Cheyenne's room. The door opened and she came in,
wrapped in a towel, her long black hair still dripping from the
shower.

“Oh, hey cutie. What's up?”

Troy stood up on wobbly legs and extended
his arms to offer her the small felt box in his hands.

“What's this?” she asked, patting her hair
dry. She put down the second towel, opened the jewelry box, then
gasped. She pulled out a delicate gold necklace with a small key on
it. “Is this what I think it is?”

Troy couldn't speak. He just nodded and-

Cheyenne was kissing him. She put the chain
around her neck and dropped the towel in the same motion.

“On your knees, now!”

She grabbed Troy's hair and fed him her
pussy more aggressively than she had yet, and when she came, it was
the highest he had ever heard Cheyenne's voice getting.

Panting, the nude Amazon leaned down and
kissed him with her juices still covering his face. “Thank you
sweetie- you won't regret this- I promise!”

And then she took the chain off her neck and
looped it around his.

“What is...?” he asked, confused as she
adjusted the clasp at the back to make the key hang just below his
collar bone. “Why are you making me wear it?”

She laughed and kissed him again.

“Because it's more humiliating that
way.”

 


***

 


And she was right.

While the sight of Troy, posing nude with
his locked cock surging in its tiny cage from their teases had
given his figure drawing class some good laughs last week, but the
sight of him doing the same with the key to his freedom right there
around his neck brought the class to a full stop this week.

“He's holding his own key?” Heather the
Jersey girl laughed, almost falling out of her chair. “That's like
a dog holding onto its own leash!”

“I heard he's doing it for love,” Heather's
ballerina friend said. “That's what the girls in my hall say,
anyway.”

“I think he's doing it to make me pee my
panties with laughter!” Heather cried, holding her knees
together.

“Well I think it's very romantic,” the
ballerina replied, smiling at Troy.

“Fine little dick, you want to be romantic?”
Heather giggled, then checked to make sure Professor Gilda was on
the other side of the room. The girl pushed her hair behind her
head, unbuttoned the top three buttons of her tight polo shirt,
then pushed her breasts together and higher in her push-up bra, so
that a buffet of cleavage was pointing right at the trapped
boy.

“Come back to my room after class,” she
giggled, licking her lips, “and I stick your little dick right
between my tits and suck you off until you shoot all over
them!”

The thought of just seeing her firm
breasts had Troy struggling, his cage pulling on his balls.

“Stop that!”

“I'm serious,” she chuckled, arching her
back to make his view even better. “Wouldn't it be worth it? After
a whole term of me teasing you about your little bitty baby
penis, wouldn't you love to spurt all over these titties you've
been dreaming of? I'll lick up every drop of yours, baby.” She
laughed as Troy grimaced in pain. “Just use your key for me!”

Troy was quivering, starting to sweat, but
her friend slapped the teasing girl's thigh.

“Heather, stop it! You always wanted
small-dicked men to lock themselves up, and here's one that did!
Let him be.”

Heather sighed and went back to her
sketching, but didn't button her shirt up. “Fine. Whatever.”

Troy's cock surged and pulled for the rest
of the class.

 


***

 


His Cunnilingus class didn't go much better,
Professor Zadora pulling Troy up to the stage after he practiced
between her thighs and calling for the class' attention.

“Now this is dedication!” she said,
holding up Troy's hand as the boy blushed. “Voluntarily locking his
distracting penis away so that he can focus on his main sex organ
for the benefit of women! This boy started the year with a lead,
timid tongue, and now his soft pink member can dance circles around
any of yours!”

The exotic professor dropped his hand, then
fingered the gold chain around his neck, the light touch of her
fingernails making him shiver.

“If only we could convince him to destroy
this pesky key forever and become a true servant of Inanna,”
she chuckled.

Troy didn't know what that meant, and since
just the way she said the word made his cock surge and fight inside
its prison, he didn't know if he wanted to find out.

 


***

 


During his Wednesday class, Headmistress
Parker announced that all Sophomore boys would have their pegging
value re-assigned on a curve before Prom, making the most
anally-used boys worth fewer points and the more pristine boys
worth even more. The triple points bonus for Prom night would still
apply.

Troy's phone started ringing
immediately.

There were many dick pics and lusty
promises.

There were even full nude selfies, as it
seemed like every Sophomore girl who had failed a quiz or forgotten
to do homework this term was looking to Troy to be their report
card's salvation. Troy pounded the lunch table in frustration as he
checked his messages, as one nubile college girl after another sent
him a picture of her charms, front, back, and sometimes in amazing
positions, to convince him to be her Prom date.

There was even a group shot, as it seemed
the entire SPU girls' soccer team had gone futanari at once, then
convinced some lucky person to take a well-lit picture of them in
the shower, all eleven girls nude, soapy and wet, arms linked and
their dicks hard as they blew kisses at the camera or called out
Troy's name with a pleading smile. There was also a video attached,
but Troy didn't dare open that.

“Take it back!” he begged Cheyenne, rushing
into her room and pushing his necklace at her with shaking hands.
“Take it back!”

“What's this?” she laughed, closing her
History book and turning to him.

“I can't resist it... anymore! I was
going... unlock it so many times today... and then I almost... just
take it back!” he begged, pushing the key into her hands.

“Fine, fine,” she laughed, putting the
necklace around her neck. “I can't believe you'd give up after only
three days,” she giggled, scratching one bare foot with another
under her desk, which made Troy's cock tighten just a little bit
more. “You men have no self control.”

 


***

 


She did fuck his ass that night, at Troy's
urging, and though Cheyenne had a good, loud orgasm and Troy had
another loose, full-body, toe-tingling, wave of pleasure, at the
end he was still sliding himself back and forth on her dildo,
looking for more.

“Keep going,” he begged, face down on the
bed, squirming and pulling on his nipples. “I was almost
there!”

“God I love this new you so much,” she
laughed, kissing him. “But I've got to get up early tomorrow.”

Troy grabbed her her when she tied to pull
out. “No! I'm so horny! Just... just a little bit more!”

Cheyenne laughed. “Fine. But I want to look
in your eyes while I do it!”

She flipped the compliant boy over so he was
on his back, made him hold his own legs apart for her, then leaned
over to start thrusting again. His chastity key around her neck
hung right near his face, and Cheyenne gently slid the key between
his lips.

“Hold it in your mouth while I fuck you,”
she ordered, smiling at his embarrassment. “I want to hear you
whimper around it like a cute little cheerleader as I cum in your
ass again.”

And when she turned on her vibrating
strap-on, that's exactly what Troy did.

 


***

 


“Do you feel lighter without the key around
your neck?” Amber asked as he walked her to the church.

“Yeah,” Troy admitted. “All these offers I
get throughout the day, all these thoughts of possibly cheating,
now, like, I don't have to worry about them. I couldn't do anything
even if I wanted to!”

“That's why they made female chastity belts
back in the middle ages,” Amber giggled, holding his arm. “So the
young fair maidens of the village didn't have to stress out about
when they would lose their virtue. Locked in a chastity belt, they
could just relax and enjoy the other parts of life.”

Troy sighed, feeling the warm sun on his
face, even as the cage pulled on his balls.

“Yeah. The other parts of life.”

 


***

 


Two days later, Troy and Cheyenne were a
sweaty tangle under her sheets, having just finished having
sex.

“So I got you something,” she said, smiling
as Troy's caged cock throbbed as each ridge of her ribbed dildo was
pulled out of him.

“Oh?” Troy gasped, weakly wiping the sweat
from his brow. She had really ridden him hard tonight.

“I finally found a big sex toy store
nearby,” she giggled, getting a bag from under the bed. “Funny how
you always find those in places that have big mega-churches
too.”

She opened the bag to produce a flat leather
belt about ten inches long and started putting it around Troy's
neck without asking permission.

“Is this... a dog collar?” he asked,
pulling a little back.

She pulled him forward again, so she could
buckle the strap behind his neck. “It's only a dog collar if a dog
wears it. When a cute girl wears it, they call it a
choker.”

Troy looked at himself in the mirror,
pulling at the tight band. It did look like something a sexy goth
girl or BDSM woman might wear to a club- if she was submissive!

“Cheyenne, I don't think...”

There was a metal ring on the front, to
attach a leash, and through that Cheyenne threaded Troy's chastity
key, such that the collar had to come off to get the key out of the
ring.

“Why are you...”

In the back, where buckle controlled how
tight the collar was, Cheyenne attached a small brass padlock and
locked the buckle shut in place.

“Hey!” Troy exclaimed, when he heard the
lock click shut. He sat up in bed, pulling at the collar and
looking at himself in the mirror.

The collar was on his neck tight, he
couldn't pull it up over his head, or even turn it around to see
the buckle and lock. And his key was in the front ring- it could
never reach his chastity cage between his legs- he wasn't flexible
enough!

“What did you do?!” he cried, pulling at the
unyielding leather collar in vain.

“Solving both our problems,” she laughed,
slipping the brass key, the one to his collar padlock, onto the
gold chain Troy had given her, then putting that around her neck. “Your
sacrifice doesn't mean anything if I took your key and locked it
away in a vault- it's only a show of devotion if you're
holding your key. But since those mean college girls were teasing
my girlfriend, making it hard for her to stay true to me, I made it
easier for you.”

She kissed him on the lips, then played her
fingers around his new collar with a satisfied smile.

“You hold the key to your cage, but I hold
the key to you.”

 


***

 


The collar made everything worse, of
course.

Troy didn't have turtlenecks or shirts high
enough to hide the collar from view, so it was spotted right away.
Some of the girls whistled or made puppy-dog calling noises
whenever he was around, but almost half were like Heather's ballet
friend and thought Troy's “choice” to display his key where he
couldn't get at it was the most “romantic” gesture they had ever
seen.

Girls came up to him every meal or after
every class and told him how much they loved what he was doing or
wished he was their boyfriend. And the girls' soccer team
sent him another group nude picture, this time of their tight,
toned, teen butts all in a line, with the words “Good luck at Prom,
Chastity Troy!” written across the group in red lipstick.

Jessica thought it was the funniest thing
ever, Amber gave him back rubs whenever his heavy balls caused
strain along his spine, and Cheyenne used the collar as a handhold
to pull Troy back towards her when ever they had sex doggie
style.

Finally, it was time for Prom.

 


***

 





Chapter Nine

 


 


Girls woke early in the morning, showered
with their best friends, and then raced to the salons.

Fingernails and toenails were painted shiny,
eye-catching colors.

Hours of professional time were spent to
make hair look effortlessly amazing.

Eyebrows were plucked into cute feminine
arches, and legs and nether regions were waxed until they gleamed,
perfectly hairless.

As the day tipped over into evening, drinks
were had by the girls, both of the legal and illegal kind, and they
slipped killer heels onto tiny feminine feet, slipped their nude
bodies into too-short, too-tight, or too-transparent dresses, and
finished by pulling delicate garters, stockings and panties up
their smooth legs.

Sometimes the girls skipped the panties.

Across campus, in the boys' dorm, rented
tuxedos were donned in nervous anticipation, and every now and then
a boy would yelp as his date reached out with her Distance Powers
to feather tease or phantom suck his cock and balls, just to make
sure he was thinking of her as he dressed.

 


***

 


Troy gulped as he waited in front of the
hotel- something the collar made it hard to do. He pulled with his
finger to make some space around his Adam's Apple and swallowed
again. Cheyenne had told him not to be late to Prom.

And she holds the key to my cock.

She had let him out of chastity once or
twice in the three-week lead up to Prom, but only to have him lick
her or get teased by a feather in her hand until he couldn't hold
an erection anymore, and then he was put back in the tiny cage even
as he begged her for an orgasm first. She kept promising him
something big would happen on Prom night, but only if he wasn't
late.

Troy didn't dare let himself hope.

Troy, Alphonso and John had taken the first
shuttle bus from campus to the hotel, but Troy didn't see her
anywhere.

The second shuttle bus brought a lot of
partying girls and boys, including the sort-of-cute artist girl who
had drawn Troy as King Neptune, looking amazing in a princess gown
with slits up the sides to show off her legs, and John's face lit
up as he leapt forward to take her arm and lead her inside.

A few minutes after that, a long stretch
limo pulled up and Billy stepped out in a blue tuxedo, along with
both of Cheyenne's French roommates, who looked like fashion models
in their mostly-see-through lace evening gowns, which were cut low
in the front and very high as well, to show off their curvy futa
legs and expensive stockings and garters.

Troy had to fight not to stare.

“You paid for a limo?” he
demanded, after Billy closed the door and tapped the roof twice, to
make the diver pull away.

“Hardly!” the boy laughed.
“The girls paid for it! Their Dad is like some super rich French
ambassador to something!”

“Oui,” one of the twins
laughed. “Or something.”

“You're going to pay for
it one way or another,” Alphonso muttered, looking at how the twins
were eying Billy up. “Futas make as much cum as five normal men,”
he whispered to Billy.

“But unlike strap-on
girls, they can only perform once or twice a night,” Billy
whispered back, giving Troy and Alphonso a secret wink.

“But there's
two of them,” Alphonso countered. “You
planning on drinking twenty normal
sized loads of cum tonight?”

“Hey, you wanted to ask
Troy's sister to Prom, and she's as horny and backed up as futa
get!”

Troy spun on his brown-skinned friend.
“What?”

Alphonso was blushing. “It was just an idea.
You know, when she was really horny, and playing video games with
us each night. Before she, you know, started dating Amber.”

“You asked her out before
that!” Billy laughed.

“Yeah, but she...”
Alphonso blushed again. “Said my dick was too small to be her
boyfriend.”

“That sounds like Jess,”
Troy sighed, then turned to the two girls. “Is Cheyenne coming
soon? I mean, was she getting ready when you left?”

The twin on Billy's right laughed. “Non! We
have not seen her all day!”

Troy gulped. “What?!”

The one on his left added, “She would not
come here! She does not even own a dress fine enough for this!”

Billy slid his hands onto the girls' backs,
coming to rest on the top of their shapely rears. “Come on ladies,
let's go inside.”

The one on Billy's right stopped him, and
rubbed the material of Troy's rented jacket lapel between her
fingers. “You do not want to come with us? A foursome would be much
more fun, I think, than three. We have a big room at ze hotel.”

Troy shivered, looking at her smoky
stockings, sexy heels, and smelling her exotic perfume.

“No thanks!” he gulped.
“I'll wait for Cheyenne.”

“Then you will be waiting
a long time!” the left twin laughed, and pulled the threesome
forward.

Troy tried not to think about that
possibility as the group left.

Cheyenne hadn't
promised to end his chastity period
tonight, but when could possibly be a better time?

She hadn't promised to ever let him lose his
virginity to her either. She had dated Cammi a solid year without
taking the other end of the strap-on; could she do the same to
Troy?

She hadn't even promised
to show up at Prom tonight, not in
so many words. She had only told him not to be late. He tried calling and texting her and got no
response.

Suddenly Troy was feeling a lot less sure
about his prospects for the night.

The next shuttle bus brought Amber and
Jessica, who looked amazing.

Troy's jaw dropped as he saw their dresses.
“Wow! Amber...wow!”

She blushed, in her simple black dress that
made her look like a movie star. “Thanks Troy. They're second hand,
and I had to make some alterations, but-”

“They look incredible!”
Alphonso said. “Ladies, you are a vision!”

“Only one of us is a
lady!” Jessica laughed, squeezing Amber's ass, making her jump and
blush again. “Still waiting for your owner, collar boy?”

Troy felt the heat rise to his face. “She'll
be here!”

“Come, let me take your
shawls,” Alphonso said. “Do you ladies want a drink?”

Troy gave his friend
a 'What are you doing?!' look as
the boy escorted the two girls inside, but Alphonso just shrugged
back, with a grin. His best friend was trying to move in on his
sister, who was a futanari currently giving her big dick to his
high-school crush each night.

Troy sighed and shook his head.

He waited in anticipation for every shuttle
bus, until they started showing up at the hotel empty of
students.

After thirty more minutes of waiting after
the last empty bus, he gave up and went inside.

 


***

 


Students were laughing, drinking, having
fun, and there was more than a little grinding going on across the
dance floor. Mostly it was blue-balled boys grinding on the girls,
but the futanari were grinding against their dates (male and
female) with equal enthusiasm. Billy was practically picked up off
the floor, as the French twins sandwiched him from either side.

Jessica and Amber were slow dancing
face-to-face while making out hot and heavy, and Jessica had
unzipped Amber's dress to leave her practically nude from the rear,
as she reached down inside the dress and squeezed her friend's bare
butt.

“Why don't the chaperones
put a stop to that?” Troy demanded, pulling up a chair next to the
sullen, seated Alphonso. He grimaced as his cage got tight.
“Jessica's practically undressing her on the dance
floor!”

“Because there ain't no
chaperones, man,” Alphonso sighed. He had apparently been hitting
the spiked punch hard, sitting by himself. “The teachers are
sitting this one out, man. Letting us have our... fun.”

Troy looked around and saw this was true-
only Sophomore students were around, along with the hotel serving
staff and the DJ. No SPU teachers were visible.

“Huh. That's cool, I
guess,” Troy said.

“Sure.” The other boy
looked longingly at Jessica. “Whatever.”

 


***

 


Troy started fidgeting with the key locked
to his collar as the hours dragged on and more and more couples
retired from the dance hall, to sneak up to their rooms in the
hotel above.

Billy and the two futa twins went up early.
Twenty normal-sized loads of sperm weren't going to shoot
themselves out, Troy supposed.

Even Troy took a sip or two of the spiked
punch as the hour got late and Jessica and Amber moved their
make-out session right to his table.

Troy's sister had her
tongue down Amber's throat and her hand up Amber's dress almost the
entire time the two of them sat at Troy's table. Just feet from
him, Amber giggled, and panted, and ohhh-ed from whatever Jessica's fingers were doing to her between
her legs, and Troy cursed his chastity belt for the millionth
time.

“Sorry short stack,”
Jessica laughed, stopping kissing for once, to see the look on
Troy's pained face. “Is it hard, watching two people in love when
you're locked up in a dog collar?”

“Jess, stop it,” Amber
giggled, pulling her hem down from the scandalous heights Jessica's
questing hand had driven it. “Cheyenne will show up and Troy will
get his happy ending, you'll see.”

“Some girl in the bathroom
told me they saw Cheyenne riding off on her bike hours ago,”
Jessica laughed. “Said she had her bags packed and kicked up a big
cloud of dust as she headed towards the sunset without looking
back.”

“Jessica Marie Appleton!”
Amber chided, and removed Jessica's hand from under her dress, and
crossed her bare legs firmly, which finally made the futa girl look
sad. “Stop scaring him! Cheyenne IS going to show up, and she's
bringing Troy's key, I just know it.”

“If she doesn't,” Alphonso
slurred, “you cud always cut the collar off. Shink,”
he said, his finger making a line across his
throat.

“I can't!” Troy whined,
pulling at his collar, which was feeling tighter every second.
“There's a hardened steel band down the center of it, Cheyenne
said! If I take a power tool that close to my jugular veins in my
neck...” He gulped. “There's a chance they might slip and cut me
instead!”

“Best. Night. Ever!” his
sister giggled, and started to kiss Amber again. When Jessica put
her hand back on Amber's leg, the redhead let her, even if she
didn't uncross her legs to allow more access.

But that only lasted a few minutes, and then
Amber pulled her date's hand under her dress' hem again.

“I'm sorry Troy,” Amber
giggled, her head back, her cheeks flushed. “There's just TOO much
sexual energy coming from all around me! My succubi blood... I've
got to take Jessica upstairs! Now!”

Behind Amber, Troy's sister pumped her other
fist in the air.

“Go on,” he sighed,
turning away. “Have fun. Have extra fun, for me.”

“We will puppy boy!”
Jessica laughed, and Amber kissed him goodbye on the cheek as the
taller girl hurriedly pulled her to the exit, her hands all over,
under, and inside Amber's dress as they left.

Troy sighed as the hotel crew started
cleaning up some of the unoccupied tables, preparing to end the
party. The food and drink stations were also slowly being packed
up. Alphonso was dead asleep, next to him.

And that's when he saw her.

She was hard to recognize, a tall,
raven-haired beauty in a skin-tight blue dress that stopped just
below her butt to show miles of incredibly toned legs, and was cut
sleeveless to show sexy but very strong female arms. She was
tottering on five-inch stiletto heels, with perfectly applied
makeup and shining diamond earrings.

“Cheyenne!” he cried,
practically running over to her. “You made it! You look...” He
didn't even have the words.

“I feel ridiculous,” she
laughed, stumbling just once on her heels as she walked towards
him. “How to Barbies learn to walk in these things?”

Just seeing her long, slim feet arched and
displayed like that made Troy's cage pull on his aching balls.

“They look beautiful! YOU
look beautiful! Oh my god, I never imagined that you
could-”

“Careful,
Sally.”

Troy bit back the rest of his sentence,
especially after he noticed there was no necklace or brass key
around her bare neck or upper chest!

“I've, um, been waiting
here all night. Where were you?”

And for the first time, he saw Cheyenne
blush.

“I didn't want the other
girls to... see me like this. I don't normally wear this stuff
and...”

Troy almost laughed out
loud, but held back. She was afraid
of being teased a little?

He stood up as tall as he could and extended
his hand. “Dance with me.” She looked skeptical. “Please, before I
pop!”

“Hardly likely, in your
condition,” she chuckled, but took his hand anyway.

Slow dancing with Cheyenne was heaven. She
was much taller than him now in her heels, making Troy's head rest
against her bare collarbone, looking right down into her firm
cleavage. And when he inhaled...

“Perfume?” he
asked.

“I promised you I'd wear
some,” she laughed, her hands on his back. “Even if I had to steal
a spritz from the French twins.”

Troy swallowed. His cage was so tight, just
from holding her!

“And I had my legs waxed
for the first time,” she whispered into his ear. “I'm baby
smooth. All the way up.”

“Oh god, Cheyenne...” He
looked up into her eyes. “Please tell me you brought the key to my
collar!”

She chuckled and pulled his head down to
rest on her breasts again.

“Don't worry, Sally, I've
got it on me. But you don't get to find out where, until
later.”

 


***

 


She slow danced with Troy until he was a
squirming, horny, aching mess in her arms.

“Ready to go up to my
room?”

“God, please
yes!”

She laughed and pulled the boy behind her
like a puppy. “Let me get my purse.”

Her purse- of course! Troy thought. He had been checking out her body discreetly
all night, looking for a brass key on her wrist or ankle or tucked
in her bra or anything. But she couldn't hide a postage stamp under
her skin-tight dress, much less a brass key. It had to be in her
purse!

And she had left it on... a table next to
the sleeping Alphonso?

The tiny clutch purse she
had chosen was dark blue, matching her dress perfectly.
Maybe she has more Barbie in her than she knows,
Troy thought.

Her purse buzzed as Cheyenne got close, and
she unzipped it to check her phone as Troy patiently waited behind
her, his balls aching with anticipation.

“Huh,” she said, reading
the message. “I just got a notification that Amber Flame's going to
start a new live streaming video in a few seconds.”

“What?” Troy demanded.
“You're one of her subscribers?!”

“I check out her videos
from time to time,” Cheyenne laughed, logging in to Amber's website
on her phone.

“When?!”

“Mostly right before you
come over. Watching a few recorded clips of her working that cam
really gets me hot and dripping and ready to pound your ass. God,
that girl is such a
cocktease!”

The screencast was starting up, but Troy
couldn't clearly see it from his angle. “You're going to watch?
Now?!”

“You don't think it's a
little weird?” she asked. “A live session now? What is she going to
do, film herself and your sister upstairs, in their hotel
room?”

Troy gulped. That did sound a little weird.
Then the video started, and Cheyenne's face went white.

“Oh no.”

“What!”

She showed him.

On the screen was Prudence Mathers from the
Sunshine Church, in the honeymoon suite of this hotel. And behind
her, held up by two tough looking nuns, was Amber, tied and gagged
and still in her slinky black Prom dress.

“Fornicators!
Witches! Teasers,” Prudence spat,
looking right at the camera. “This university breeds them all! And
YOU watch and pay them your dirty money! But tonight, through the
grace of the divine, we have taken control of one of their devil
computer systems! And tonight, all of you will watch, as the
greatest teaser this school has made-” she said, pointing at the
tied up Amber, “-finally meets her end!”

Troy couldn't move.

“Because we
have magic too!” Prudence laughed, as the two
nuns stripped the struggling Amber of her black prom dress. The
older woman pointed at a circle of salt, poured on the floor, in
front of a hastily made pulpit. “We will put the teaser in this
circle and perform the rites of holy marriage, and once the
ceremony is completed, our Purity magic will prevent this little cocktease from ever showing her body
to another man, or from giving or receiving orgasmic pleasure from
anyone other than her lawfully wedded husband!”

A clean cut young man in a wedding tuxedo
waved sheepishly at the camera. “Hi.”

Now the nuns had Amber out of her prom
dress, down to just her bra and panties, and were trying to put a
white wedding dress onto her, even as the teen fought back.

“Josiah! Avert your eyes!”
Prudence told the young groom, and he did. “You may not see the
bride in her dress, or undressed, before the wedding! But once she
is zipped up in proper wedding attire, we can begin the ceremony
and make a pure woman of her! Forever!”

“Come on!” Troy ordered
Cheyenne, and both of them took off running.

 


***

 


Showing his ID at the front desk proved that
they had the same last name, and Troy was told which room his
sister had booked. Racing up the stairs with Cheyenne falling
behind because of her heels, Troy got their first and rushed
inside, to find Jessica dazed and laying on the bed, half
undressed.

“Jessica, wake up! Wake
up!”

“She's been drugged,”
Cheyenne said, stumbling inside. “Chloroform, probably. Look
out.”

Troy stepped back and Cheyenne slapped his
sister, who shot up, now awake.

“Holy- Amber! Look out,
there's people in here!” She looked around, wild eyed. “Where'd she
go?”

“The church has her!” Troy
said. “And they're going to marry her off in a minute, and after
that, she'll be forced to stay faithful to her husband through
Magic!”

“Not if I can stop them!”
Jessica shouted, leapt to her feet, and fell right back onto the
bed. “I guess I'm still a little woozy,” she giggled.

“This isn't funny!” Troy
yelled. “We have to get to the top floor of this hotel!
Now!”

“The stairs are out,”
Cheyenne said, looking at her phone. The live broadcast was still
going on, the camera being carried around to show the 'wedding'
location. “They've got ten guards at like all the stairwells. By
the time we fight our way through, your sweetheart will be done and
married.”

“Police?” Jessica asked,
zipping herself up and splashing water onto her face.

“No time! We don't know if
the Marriage magic can be reversed once it's cast!”

His sister snapped her fingers. “We could
fly you up there.”

“What?”

“We've been learning the
Handle spell all term long. Some girls can fly a guy like, fifty
feet in the air without dropping him. The top floor can't be, like,
much higher than that!”

“The tenth floor is
literally twice as high as that,” Cheyenne said.

“I'll still do it!” Troy
said, opening the sliding glass door to the balcony. “Do it, Jess!
Fly me up there!”

“I can't do it!”
Jessica laughed. “I sucked at Handle spells before
I got my futa dick; and my Powers are even weaker
now!”

Troy was desperate- time was ticking
away!

“Well WHO
then?”

 


***

 


Carmen answered the pounding on her hotel
room door with disheveled hair, in a just her bra and panties, with
a thick strap-on jutting from her waist.

“This better be good! I'm
pounding some grade A male ass in here!”

Troy and Jessica blurted out the story of
Amber being kidnapped and about to be married off on the top
floor.

“Well what the hell do you
want me to do about it?”

“Fly Troy up there so he
can stop the wedding!” Jessica said.

Carmen just laughed. “You're kidding me.
This little dick wouldn't even sleep with me when I needed
points!”

“Carmen! Amber's been
taken hostage!” Troy yelled. “We have to hurry!”

“Fine, fine,” she sighed,
throwing on a silk robe. “If it wasn't to save another SPU girl,
I'd tell you to go stuff yourself, little dick.” There was a soft,
male moan from the direction of the darkened room. “You! Stay!”
Carmen barked. “And keep yourself lubed up! I'll be back in a
minute!” She shut the door. “Come on, let's go outside.”

 


***

 


With all of them standing in the hotel
parking lot, Troy looked up and realized how tall a ten story
building really was.

“You've, um, definitely
done this before?” he gulped, looking up at the towering
structure.

“Sure, hundreds of times.
In a three-story gymnastics room with padded floors.”

“And you never dropped
anyone?”

“That's why we had the
padded floors.”

“Carmen, be serious!”
Jessica said, punching her shoulder. “If you drop Troy from that
height, he'll die!”

“And then
you would die,” Cheyenne growled, punching
a fist into her other palm.

“Yeah yeah, I can do it;
he seems horny enough,” Carmen said, waving her hand over Troy.
“And little dicks take to magic better.” She exhaled, then shook
her arms and fingers out, like an athlete getting rid of jitters
before a big game. “Okay,” she said to Troy, “get
naked.”

“What?!” he
gasped.

“I've only flown naked
boys in class,” Carmen laughed. “Do you really want me to try magic
a different way NOW?”

Troy hesitated, then started stripping in
the cold parking lot air, even as he blushed. “Fine!”

When he was fully nude, Carmen looked down
at his small, caged dick. “Um, that's not going to work.”

“I was hoping to do this
under more romantic circumstances,” Cheyenne sighed, taking a key
from her purse, unlocking his collar and then unlocking his
chastity cage.

“He's got to be hard,
too,” Carmen said, looking up. “Really hard, for that
height.”

“I was hoping to do
this under more romantic circumstances
too,” Cheyenne said, then squatted on her high heels and took
Troy's cock into her mouth.

He almost fell over from the pleasure of
being in her hot, wet tunnel for the first time, especially after
three weeks of feeling nothing but his cold chastity cage.

She sucked him hard, her cheeks pulling in
and her tongue swirling, until Troy was just about to cum, and then
popped her mouth off and threw three quick Loops over his cock.

“There, that's as hard as
he can get without spurting,” Cheyenne laughed, wiping her mouth.
“I'm assuming you don't want him to do that.”

“Not unless he wants to
eat a lot of pavement,” Carmen said, putting three slow, solid
Loops of her own around Troy's desperate cock as well.

Troy shivered, remembering how John had
dropped like a rock into his arms when his roommate had cum during
one of Carmen's abduction attempts!

“Alright,” Carmen laughed,
slapping Troy's nude ass. “Here goes nothing, little
dick.”

She closed her eyes and leveled her arms at
him from ten feet away, first one hand, then two. Troy jumped when
he felt her delicate, manicured fingers close around his stiff
cock. And then another set, around his full balls.

“I can usually fit both
hands around my man's cock,” she giggled, juggling her left hand in
the air, and making Troy's balls juggle from a phantom
force.

“Stop playing around and
do it!” Cheyenne said.

“Okay, okay.”

And then the nude Troy was rocketing
upwards, erection first.

 


***

 


He thought he had felt nude and isolated,
back in the doctor's office when they had stolen his clothes before
the Willy Wanker.

Or every time he stood on that modeling
stage, nude in front of a laughing class.

Or when Cheyenne had wrestled him into
submission and then fucked his ass.

But nothing compared to the feeling of
helplessness as Troy shot up into the dark night sky without a
stitch of clothing on, painfully hard, three weeks of cum in his
balls, under the control of a laughing Latina girl back on the
ground.

“Whooo! He's so
responsive!” she laughed, banking Troy to the left and right by his
dick as he climbed. “It's like driving a little
Ferrari!”

But his speed started slowing at the fifth
floor, and by the seventh, he had coasted to a stop. Troy looked
helplessly at the penthouse suite, still thirty feet above him.

“Higher! I have to go
higher!” he yelled at the ground.

“That's all I've got!”
Carmen yelled back. “You need to be hornier!”

He was stuck, like an airplane at its
service ceiling. But Amber was still up there!

And now some of the hotel guests had noticed
the nude boy floating outside their windows. It wasn't all SPU prom
students either, there were business women, girls on vacation with
their families... Some were laughing and pointing, some were taking
pictures! It was so humiliating...

Troy's dick twitched.

“Take me closer to the
windows!” he yelled at Carmen on the ground.

“Why?”

“Because it will embarrass
him more,” Cheyenne laughed, answering for him. “And he'll get more
turned on!”

Troy blushed as the girl
followed his orders, taking him closer to the hotel windows until
every hotel guest could clearly see the helpless nude boy, his
dripping cock, and his full, denied blue balls.

One of them, a tall, attractive,
forty-something business woman in sexy but professional office
clothes took in the scene with a cool, amused, demeanor. And when
Troy's eyes met hers, she wrote something on a piece of paper and
pressed it against the window.

“Come into this room,
cutie pie. I will use and abuse that little cock of yours until
you're begging for your momma.”

Troy felt himself blushing.

“Tell her!” Cheyenne
ordered from the ground.

Troy gulped, gathering his courage.

“I'm a virgin!” he yelled
to her, then pointed at his rear. “My girlfriend only has sex with
me in my butt!”

The professional woman almost fell over
laughing, and Troy felt his dick surge even as his blush deepened,
and he started rising quickly again.

 


***

 


The subscribers to Amber Flame's website,
stroking themselves just fast enough to stay hard until the current
skit stopped being weird and got sexy, saw the following things
happen in quick succession:

-A stuffy church woman, Prudence something
or other, performing a whole marriage ceremony, finally got to the
part where she said, “So, with the Powers vested in me, I now
pronounce you-”

-A nude, erect boy fly through the open
balcony window to tackle the groom, knocking him out of the salt
circle and the camera shot.

-Amber Flame stomp on the best man's foot,
knocking away the wedding ring he was about to place on her
finger.

-Three angry looking young nuns jump on the
nude boy, trying to wrestle him down.

Half the confused subscribers turned off the
webcast at this point.

 


 


***

 


Troy punched out the groom, even as the
young boy protested- “I was just doing what I was told!” and then
kicked himself free of the three nuns. It seems like they didn't
want to wrestle with a nude horny young man either.

“Amber! I'm getting you
out of here!” he said. She was still kicking the downed best man
with her bare foot even as Troy pulled her towards the still open
window.

“Stop, heathens!” Prudence
boomed. “You think YOU can escape the reach of our
Magic?!”

“I'm pretty sure we can,
yeah,” Troy muttered, pulling Amber to the balcony and looking
down. Carmen was still there.

I hope her Powers are strong enough to catch
TWO people...

Troy turned in shock when the three nuns
began to sing.

“Ow!” he cried, as his
erection started to go down. “They're literally making me start to
wilt!”

“My pussy just became a
desert too,” Amber agreed.

“While your dirty Sex
Magic uses the Devil's lust to fuel itself,” Prudence laughed,
directing the singing nuns like an orchestra conductor, “our Purity
Magic uses the opposite! I didn't want to have to do this! But when
we finish this chant, all the dirty people in this hotel will be
magically bound on only be sexually aroused in their marital bed,
with their spouse, and only once a week, as God
intended!”

She joined in the holy singing herself, and
Troy felt the need in his balls shrink even more.

“It's like- they're
sucking the sex drive right out of me!” he gasped.

“And they'll do it to
every SPU student in this hotel too!” Amber cried. “I can feel
their spell spreading to all the floors!”

Troy looked down at his half hard dick.
Carmen couldn't fly them like that- not with two people's weight to
hold! “What are we going to do?!”

Amber was fidgeting, looking from Troy to
Prudence, pulling at her wedding dress.

“I didn't want to do this
either!” she said to the woman. “This is your last chance! Stop
singing!”

The older women just grinned and led her
nuns to sing faster and louder.

“Fine!” Amber huffed. She
turned to the nude boy. “Kiss me!”

Her eyes were blazing, her succubi powers
were turning on. Troy couldn't have resisted her if he wanted
to.

He leaned forward, aiming for her lips.

“Not there,” she laughed,
her voice deeper and more powerful. She pushed him to his knees,
lifting the front of her wedding dress and pointing at the junction
of her legs. “Here!”

Troy ripped off her panties with his teeth,
then started licking and sucking for all he was worth.

 


***

 


The half of her subscribers still logged in
grinned, then started stroking their cocks faster.

Now THIS was more like the Amber Flame they
knew!

 


***

 


“You take your powers from
emptiness, the lack of things,” Amber laughed to Prudence, pushing
Troy's tongue in deeper. “But I take my Power from the drive to
mate, the drive to reproduce, the drive to live! I take my Powers,”
she said, her voice now shaking the room, “from Life
itself!”

She was dripping wet over Troy's chin. His
dick was rock hard and painful. He found her clitoris and
sucked.

“Yes!” Amber laughed,
bucking her hips against his face, grabbing his hair to keep him in
the right spot. “That's good, my pet.” She turned to the singing
Prudence again. The church lady was sweating a little
bit.

“You have three singing
nuns?” Amber laughed, tossing her bright red hair. “Well I am a
SUCCUBI, and I am pulling from the life force of HALF A MILLION
aching cocks!”

Her thighs quivered under Troy's hands; she
was close. Her hands were glowing blue.

“Stop singing!” she
ordered, and all the church ladies fell backwards to the floor,
sweating, their mouths open, but no sound coming out.

Amber laughed and pushed Troy away, her
orgasm close but not achieved. She walked daintily towards the four
prone women; Troy could barely watch because he was so focused on
trying to stroke his screaming erection. All that mattered was
cumming, and he couldn't do it!

“The full Powers of a
succubi include mind control,” Amber laughed at the women at her
feet. “Simple suggestions like, you are suddenly feeling very, very
horny.”

Prudence and the nuns gasped, some squeezing
their legs together, some putting their hands on their centers.

“This is impossible!”
Prudence gasped. “I've never felt... anything like
this!”

“Oh, you're about to feel
a lot of it,” Amber laughed. “Here's another suggestion: get on
that bed and start stripping, all of you!”

Troy saw the four women whimper and run to
the bed, even as he squirmed and bucked on the floor, trying to
defeat his horrible Willy Wanker field. The shy nuns started
stripping of their habits, blushing fiercely as parts of their
bodies they had never shown to anyone came into view.

Some of them were quite attractive under
their clothes, and their simple white slips made them look timid
and virginal, even as they whimpered and rubbed their legs
together, confused by the new sensations of lust coursing through
their veins.

Even Prudence wasn't half bad looking, a
curvy older woman who could be very attractive in the right
light.

“Such prudish underwear,”
Amber laughed as it came into view. “For the next month, all of you
will wear g-strings or half-cup bras, or you will wear no underwear
at all! Understand?”

The women moaned and
nodded. Troy gasped. How was Amber doing all
this?

“And now for the best
part,” Amber laughed, the blue glow now coming from her entire
body. “Look at the others on the bed.” Scared, the women did. “Each
of you has a sacred fire burning inside of her. Nipples that ache
with need, and a hot, desperate hole between your legs that will
drip with desire, not letting you eat, sleep, or think straight
until you orgasm, crying and yelling out my name let's say...oh,
twenty times?”

Prudence's eyes got big. Troy could see it-
she was trembling with lust. She shook her head, even as she
started rubbing her pussy through her underwear.

“But- we're all women!
We... can't touch each other! It's not right!”

“Let me help with that,”
Amber laughed, then walked over to the groom, the boy Troy had
punched, who was laying, terrified, on the floor. “Get nude for me,
sweetie.”

The boy practically ripped his clothes
off.

“You were going to marry
me, huh? Lock me up and keep me in a house and never let anyone
else enjoy my body or me enjoy theirs?”

“It wasn't... my choice!”
he sputtered, his penis erecting just from her aura. “I... didn't
want to!”

“But you would have
enjoyed it?” Amber giggled, and didn't wait for an answer. “Let's
do this. Now you're locked up. You
cannot orgasm, by any means known to man or magic, for at least one
year.” She touched his cock with her blue hands and the boy cried
out, getting fully hard but not dripping, Troy saw.

Amber lifted the dazed boy up with one hand,
then pulled him over to the bed, where four embarrassed women
couldn't stop playing with themselves, even though it appeared none
of their hands knew what to do.

“Oh ladies? Here's
something to help you. A toy, to help you get to
twenty.”

She pushed the nude boy into bed and all the
women fell on him like sharks tearing apart chum.

“No! Help! Ple-” he
yelled, then his cries were muffled as one nun mounted his face,
one mounted his cock and both started grinding, women in
heat.

Left out, Prudence and the other nun looked
at each other, then started getting closer.

“I've never done... this
before,” Prudence said, trembling.

“I... haven't either,” the
young nun said. Troy saw that her pussy was dripping.

Amber leaned in towards them. “Lesbian
orgasms count as double,” she whispered, and the two women started
tearing at each other like long-lost lovers.

Amber sighed in satisfaction at the scene
she had created, and the blue glow started fading from her body.
She went over to the streaming laptop set-up, made sure the web cam
was pointed to catch all the action happening on the bed, and then
giggled at the camera.

“Enjoy the show, boys.
We're live streaming for the next twenty hours, so make sure you
get your fluids,” she giggled, making a cum-eating gesture.
“Because this will be the last Amber Flame show ever.” She looked
back at the hot and heavy orgy going on behind her, then giggled
again. “You may want to record it.”

She stepped off camera, the blue glow
totally gone from her hands and body, then picked Troy up off the
floor.

“Come on, I'll fly us
down.” She gave his twitching erection a few gentle tugs as she
wrapped her other arm and legs around Troy's body. “You seem hard
enough.”

Troy moaned as they lifted off the balcony,
his arm around her, his dick in her hand, and their flight path set
by which direction she was stroking his Looped, desperate dick
in.

“This is fun,” she giggled
as Troy hit his orgasm block. “I've never driven a manual
before!”

 


***


Chapter Ten

 


 


“So that was quite
something,” Headmistress Parker told the students facing her in her
SPU limo.

Carmen was still dressed in her silk robe,
underwear and strap-on. Jessica and Cheyenne still wore their Prom
dresses, Amber was still in a wedding dress and Troy was still
nude, huddling for warmth on Cheyenne's lap.

On Ms. Parker's side of the limo sat
Professor Zadora on her right, and Professor of Distance Powers
Miss Milieu on her left.

Outside the heavily tinted windows of the
limo, police, fire truck and ambulance lights flashed as the
authorities rushed around, trying to make sense of what had
happened in the hotel. For some reason, however, the firefighters
still couldn't get access to the top floor.

“You're lucky we got here
when we did,” the Headmistress continued. “A few more minutes and
you'd have been answering questions from the local sheriff, not
me.” She tapped her knuckles on the glass partition twice, and the
driver started pulling them out of the parking lot and towards the
freeway.

Troy gulped. He didn't know which was the
scarier option, her or the police!

“Um, can I get a towel
or-”

“Hush boy,” Professor
Zadora snapped. “You're in a lot of trouble.”

“I'm in trouble?!
It was the Church who-”

“They will be dealt with,”
Ms. Parker said. “It seems my policy of trying to make peace with
them failed. What I have to deal with now, however, is that almost
half a million people saw an SPU student claim she was a succubus
on a live video and then hypnotize a god-fearing taxpaying citizen
to have sex for twenty hours against her will!”

“Sorry,” Amber said,
looking at the floor.

“If the military doesn't
shut us down per the Drake protocols, they'll take Amber away and
study her in an underground lab and we'll never hear from her
again.”

“No!” Troy gasped, but the
women weren't listening.

“Amber Flame doesn't
exist,” Ms. Parker told Zadora. “From this moment, it all comes
down, the website, the research notes, everything. Erase it
all.”

“It will be done,” the
Middle-eastern woman said.

“But what about my
Independent studies!” Amber said. “How will I know if I'm a
real...”

“Succubus?” Ms. Parker
laughed. “I think we've proven that well enough. From now, you'll
study under Professor Zadora exclusively, and she will train you
how to use, and resist, your
Succubi heritage.”

“It is my honor, to make
another disciple of Inanna,” Zadora said, touching Amber's
leg.

“Wait!” Jessica said. “So
Succubi have like, extra Powers, above and beyond even what Sex
Magic gives us?”

“Of course, little one.
Sex Powers only affect the man's body,” she said, casually flicking
her fingers at Troy's crotch. He moaned as a phantom mouth sucked
his half-hard cock for a few seconds, then disappeared.

“But Succubi Powers,”
Zadora continued, “affect the mind, and can work on men and women
alike. For example, next term I will teach you how to alter this
boy's fetishes, so he develops a deep, yearning desire to eat his
own seed after he shoots it.”

“What?!” Troy squeaked.
“That's gross! I don't want to be brain-washed into eating my
own-”

“Forget,” Zadora said,
deep and low, while reaching out and touching Troy's temple with
two fingers.

He stopped talking, blinked for a few
seconds, then shook his head. “What was I saying?”

The women laughed, and Ms. Parker turned to
Carmen. “And you, Ms. Esposito, showed great talent in Distance
Powers, with how you flew Troy higher than any girl in your class
ever had.”

“And showed great control
while doing it,” Ms. Milieu added, crossing her stockinged
legs.

“So we will be moving you
into Advanced Distance Powers next term. Master that as well, and
you may one day have a fire team of rough, muscled, very horny
soldiers under your command, using their affinity for you to
complete missions for our country's safety.”

“I could have a 502
platoon?!” Carmen squealed, her strap-on bouncing up and down as
she danced in her seat. “That would kick so much ass! Can I
practice flying Troy around some more this summer? His little dick
is so responsive!”

“Perhaps. He will have to
be denied orgasms for a few weeks first.”

“No way!” Troy cried. “I'm
not going to be naked and at her mercy to-”

“Forget,” Zadora said,
tapping Troy's temple again. He blanked, shook his head, then asked
the girls, “What are you all laughing at?”

“And you, Miss Appleton,”
Ms. Parker continued after the laughs died down. “I think it is
time to give up your futanari penis, do you not? Before you fall
hopelessly in love with our dear succubi Amber. The magical
infatuation should dissipate when your futa cock is
lost.”

“Awwww! Can I please keep
it, just for one more night! It's prom night!”

“One more night,” the
Headmistress relented. “But after that, I have important project
for you to help me get started on this summer, Miss
Appleton.”

“We'll make it
very special,” Amber giggled, leaning over
to kiss her friend, and this time it was Amber's hand sneaking
under Jessica's skirt to make the teen gasp and moan.

“You know,” Ms. Milieu
said, rubbing her chin as she looked at Troy, “the boy showed
considerable skill and composure being flown like that as well.
With some training, he could be more agile than any flyer on our
cheerleading team.”

“Any what?” Troy
asked.

“Flyer,” Jessica giggled.
“The little girl on top of the pyramid that the bigger girls throw
up in the air and catch. She's the little cute one that
all the guys want to fuck.”

“Our current flyer did
just injure her knee at a recent practice,” Ms. Parker agreed.
“She'll be out six to eight months, they say.”

Professor Zadora looked at the boy too. “And
he appeared on the web cam as well. For his safety, it might be a
good idea to give this little one a new hair color, a new name and
a new... gender on campus?”

Troy clutched his knees to his chest. “What
are you all talking about?!”

“They're talking about
making you dress and act like a female cheerleader on campus next
term,” Amber said, patting his arm. “For your own
safety.”

“But I can't dress like a
girl!” he said. “I'd look ridiculous!”

“I have a few magical
potions that will help with the transition,” Zadora said, smiling.
“Lower your height and your weight, raise your voice, grow your
hair into long, lustrous strands. Provide a more womanly chest and
hips, and shrink your little penis even more, so it does not make a
noticable bulge under your cheerleading panties.”

“And I can help him dress
and act more sexy and feminine,” Amber giggled. “I did it with
Cheyenne tonight!”

“Oh god, Sally,” Cheyenne
laughed, rubbing his bare ass. “If you were actually
a cheerleader, with an even more
feminine body than you have now, I would rip
those panties off you and fuck your ass silly after every single
game and practice!”

“And I'll take videos of
female Troy smiling and jumping and showing off his cute pantied
bottom to thousands of people at every home game!” Jessica cheered.
“For the family records!”

“NO WAY!” the nude Troy
barked. “I'm NOT doing any of that! I don't care if you take AWAY
my scholarship! I'm not wearing panties! I'm not dressing like a
girl! And I'm DEFINITELY not letting thousands of people see
me-”

“Forget,” Professor Zadora
said, one last time.

“Can I have a few weeks
with him first?” Cheyenne asked, as Troy blanked again. “There's
something I really need to do with him, while he's still mostly
male.”

“Of course,” Headmistress
Parker said. “Take two months, if you'd like. But near the end of
summer, we really need to start feminizing him in earnest, if he's
going to pass as just another cute cheerleader. Agreed,
girls?”

“Agreed!”

Troy finally snapped back to attention,
looking around. “What were we talking about?”

And he had no idea why all the girls giggled
at him, the whole drive back to school.

 


 


***

 


 



Epilogue

 


 


“Woah, woah there, tiger,”
Cheyenne laughed, nude on her back in bed. Her knees were slightly
spread and her feet rested flat on the mattress. In between her
legs, a naked Troy was pumping his hips up and down as fast as he
could.

“It just feels SO GOOD!”
he cried, sliding his cock in and out of her pussy. A pussy he had
just warmed up with two orgasms from his tongue. A cock he had just
kept locked away, for three weeks straight. But it had
all been worth it! “I just want to go deeper!
I just want to go faster!”

“Well four inches is as
deep as you're getting,” Cheyenne laughed, watching with an amused
smirk as Troy frantically pounded away above at her. “And you're
going so fast I can't even feel anything. Rock your hips, grind
against me- don't you remember how I fucked you? Slow
down!”

“I can't! I'll go slow
next time! I've got to, I've got to-”

Cheyenne chuckled and shook her head, and as
Troy built to a delirious pace, she took her finger and lazily made
ten magic orgasm blocking Loops in the direction of his cock.

His first ever attempt to cum inside a hot,
accommodating pussy took out three of them.

“NO!” he cried, pushing as
far deep inside her as he could, his dick jerking as it tried to
cum, and failed. “I was so close! PLEASE!”

Cheyenne patted his back as the exhausted
boy lay whimpering on top of her, his balls now even more full and
painful than when they had started.

“It's okay, I'll teach you
how to fuck. I'll teach you how to move your hips just right, to
make a woman go crazy every time.”

With Troy still on top of and inside her,
Cheyenne reached into her nightstand drawer, pulled out what looked
like a 'J'-shaped fisherman's hook, except that the instead of a
pointy end, it had a smooth, metal ball about the size of an small
egg. With the perpendicular wooden handle in hand, Cheyenne licked
and sucked on the metal ball right in front of Troy, getting it
slippery and dripping with her spit, and then started reaching
down, for Troy's butt.

“Oh no!” he cried,
clenching his rear as the metal ball found it. “Come on, not
anymore!”

“How else am I going to
teach you how to thrust?” she laughed. “I'm all the way down
here.”

Her previously still legs now wrapped around
his and pulled them apart with great force, even as her free hand
did the same to his butt cheeks. Troy whimpered and pleaded and
begged, but Cheyenne slowly pulled up on her handle until the fat
tip penetrated his asshole.

The metal even went quite a few inches
inside, the fat ball making sure it wouldn't be easy to pull
out.

“Now,” she laughed,
starting to move the hook back and forth, “this
is how you fuck. Slow. Deep. With a circular
motion to your pelvic bone. There you go.”

With her strong arm pulling up and down on
the handle, Troy had to follow the motions of the fat intruder in
his ass. She was directing the motions of his hips, just as surely
as if was fucking him from behind!

“Cheyenne! How long-
ungh!- do we have to have sex -ungh!- like this?!”

“Until you're good at it.”
She sighed in pleasure, as Troy's body finally stimulated her clit
and g-spot at the same time. Cheyenne relaxed, one hand behind her
head, one hand still directing his thrusts into her through the
hook up his ass.

“Relax, Sally,” she
chuckled. “We have all summer to
get this right.”

 


***

 


Alphonso, John, and Billy showered in the
practically empty dorm's showers, one full week after Prom and all
the other students had been dismissed.

“I can't believe we're
still here!” Billy cried, soaping his dick until his Willy Wanker
field made it impossible to touch. “Why did Headmistress Parker
cancel our flights and order us to stay? And why can't we
cum?!?”

“I was happy and drained
the day after Prom,” John agreed. “My date was amazing after I let
her get points off my ass.” His cock started to grow as he
remembered it. “But after one week of not cumming and not jacking
off-” He slapped the wet tile in frustration. “I'm as horny as I
was before her!”

“Someone is throwing Loops
around us,” Alphonso said, the only boy not getting erect. “I felt
it the very day we got the Headmistress' letter telling us to
stay.”

“But who?!” Billy
demanded. “All the students except us have gone home!”

“I bet it's Professor
Zadora,” John said. “She runs a research lab in the
Summer.”

“I think it's the
Headmistress herself,” Alphonso said. “She's the one who wrote the
let-”

“It's me, you numb nuts,”
Jessica laughed, from the shower's entrance.

The boys did jump and try to cover
themselves a little out of reflex, but they all dropped their hands
after a second. It was pointless, she had seen them all, in all
their glory, so many times, when showering with them as a
futanari.

But one glance at Jessica's tight, tight,
tight, spandex running shorts which ended at her ass showed that
she was all woman now. On top she wore a similarly tight running
top just over her breasts, and with her hair in a ponytail and
running shoes on her feet, it was not hard to guess what she was
dressed for.

“I've been putting the
Loops on you, getting you nice and desperately horny while I get my
Powers back. And now we can finally start our summer training
program.”

“What summer
training program?” John demanded.

Jessica held out an
official letter. “Miss Parker's special summer training program,” she laughed, as all the boy's faces
went white.

Alphonso gulped as he shielded his soft dick
from her. “But Miss Parker only takes...”

“Big dicked boys
for her special programs,” Jessica laughed, walking in between the
boys, looking down at their cocks like it was a museum display.
“Long, thick, useful cocks that are
a pleasure to look at and a girl's fantasy to ride. Yes, I
know.”

She giggled, standing in
between them, hands on her hips. “But I convinced her that maybe
three little cocks could equal the
fun of one big one, if the men
attached to them were incredibly toned and in shape. And if they
were very-”

John gasped, as a phantom mouth sucked his
cock just once.

“Very-”

Billy gasped.

“Very, eager to
please,” she finished. Now Jessica's phantom mouth was on
Alphonso's soft penis, but it didn't leave, sucking and sucking as
he got harder and harder, stiffening in the air.

She showed them the whistle hanging around
her neck.

“And I'm going to be your
special trainer, making you run, lift, and eat what ever I tell you
to, all summer long.”

The three boys gulped.

“And from this point on,
the three of you are also going to be buck, birthday boy, bare-ass
naked all summer long.”

The three boys protested.

“Your mouths say no,” the
teen laughed, then looked down. “But your little dicks say... take
me for a run outside so I can jump and play in the fresh air!” She
blew her whistle. “Everyone outside in the quad! If we start our
run now, MAYBE we'll be back inside before the tours of high school
girls start!”

Already blushing with embarrassment, the
boys scrambled to get outside. Jessica let Billy and John pass, but
stopped Alphonso with a hand on his chest.

“You were dying to go out
with me at the start of this term, right?”

“Yes!” the boy gulped,
shaking and erect.

“And you still wanted to
go out with me, even I was being all bitchy and mopey as a
futa?”

“Yes,” he said, blushing.
“But you said... my dick was too small for that!”

“It's still too small to
be attached to my long-term boyfriend,” she giggled. “But I'm going
to need a summer fling while I'm stuck here. Someone to get me off
after a hard day of training with no questions asked. Someone to
recharge me with his sexual energy. Someone really good at taking
direction in bed.” She looked down, then up with a grin. “And I
guess your dick is the largest of the bunch. Get ready to fuck me a
lot this Summer.”

“Wow! Thank you
Je-”

She stopped him again. “But you're never
going to cum in me. Not once. Never.”

She laughed at his downtrodden face and his
twitching, waving, desperate erection.

“And I'm not going to use
my hands or mouth to get you off, either. I'm not doing it for the
other boys, so it wouldn't be fair if I did it for you. The best
you three can hope for is one ball-draining a week, bent over the
table in the nurse's office. IF you follow all my
orders.”

“Okay,” he
gulped.

“Yes Trainer Jessica!” she
laughed, psychically pinching his balls.

“YES TRAINER
JESSICA!”

“Call me that when I'm
fucking you and I'll let you kiss my feet afterwards,” she giggled,
slapping his ass to send him on his way.

The girl watched the boy's nude butt run
off, then smiled at how much tighter and sexier her daily, grueling
runs in the baking heat were going to make it.

“I love Summer!” she
laughed, then started to run after him.

 


 


***THE END***
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MILFs have a place at SPU, too.

Sure, they can be professors, but recently, SPU is employing more older women as “atmosphere
models”, hired to just “be” around campus for ambiance.

These mothers love the chance to give back to their daugther's alma matter, and they definitely
love the attention they get on campus. For a woman worried about getting older, seeing a

college boy trip over himself just because she crossed her bare legs in front of him can be a

huge boost to her self-esteem. And there are health benefits too: just sitting in the SPU student
center for 30 minutes a day, sipping coffee and flashing her panties at a few lucky blue balled boys
can lower a woman's cholesterol level 30%, just from her Powers absorbing the affinity

of the erections she's causing.

Interestingly, women entering their sexual prime (30's to 40's) are more disciplined in restricting
male orgasms even as they are much more aggressive in pursuing male sexual partners.

While their college age daughters may flirt and tease at a party before eventually getting drunk
and letting boys their own age orgasm during sex, these older, modern women have almost a
spotless record of keeping our boys Looped tight, even as they actively seduce attractive SPU
students and fuck their young brains out. One MILF recently let her boy-toy finally orgasm after
12 months of fucking her, and she's looking to extend that record with her next conquest.

Because when it comes to orgasm denial, sometimes mothers know best.
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Near the end of 2015, look out for:
Sex Powers University 3
Joining the Team!

Troy Appleton is now
a full-fledged member of
the SPU Cheerleading

Team... ‘ >

...he just didn't think
he'd be wearing the
same uniform

as the girls!

A tale of forced
feminization,
cross-dressing,
heavy CFNM,
and massive
orgasm denial.

Coming eventually,
from P.F. Dee.
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Sex Powers University 2:
The Mating Game

This term, the girls
of SPU are VERY
eager to sleep
with the boys...

...just not in the
way the boys
hoped for!

A tale of strap-ons,
pegging, CFNM,
and orgasm denial

by P.F. Dee
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(Recently, SPU Weekly sat down with Johanna Ribok, class of '08)

SPU Weekly: Critics say you're the best photographer to come out of SPU.
What makes your pictures so intriguing?

Johanna: | choose my male models very carefully.

| like to think | capture them in a very natural state.

SPU Weekly: Totally nude, you mean.

Of course. lt's the only way I'll shoot men now.

| started out wanting to shoot studly, well-endowed men, like any girl,
but you could say my real skill was in cornering...

the 'small' end of the market? [Laughs]

SPU Weekly: Your calendars are sold in bookstores, supermarkets
and corner stores. How do you get around pornography laws?
We lobbied hard to get those laws changed.

Now images of nude men who are less than four inches long

when erect aren't classified as pornography; they're sold

in the “Humor” category, which is what they really are.

Secretaries hang my calendars in their cubes to give the office
girls a good laugh throughout the day, not to wet any panties.

And if a male co-worker blushes when he sees my pictures-

then all the girls know what he's packing too!

SPU Weekly: And the other twist is that your models aren't there
by their own choice?

Of course not! No man signs up to be in a “Nude,

Small Dick” calendar! Some of my models were caught by

their wives looking at naughty computer images they shouldn't.
Some are white-collar criminals doing public service to

avoid prison time. Some are just boys who

/ made a very poor bet with their sisters or her
female friends and now have to pay up.

Either way, it's that hint of fear in my model's eyes,
knowing that millions of women will see him fully
nude, fully hard, and posed like a saucy little
pin-up glrl next to his name and home address
T that gives my pictures their special extra spice, | think.

SPU Weekly: There's been some charges, about your staff

editing the pictures afterwards... to make the men less endowed?

Johanna: As if! All our models are kept chaste for 2 weeks before a shoot, and | use all my Powers
to keep his little dicklet up, up, up, during a session! It's not uncommon for a man to hit his orgasm
block 5 to 10 times during a shoot, and if | can snap right when he does, those are the images that
sell thousands! That's the whole joke- these men are as erect as they can ever possibly get,

and they STILL can't measure up! So no, | never retouch my photos. There really ARE that many
little-dicked men out there in the world, and | plan to make millions off of them.

-~
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