
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_f886a926d3b8f191a648c8382f629096_t_Gpvy_html_m34a6f8e8.jpg]





Sex Powers University 3.4:

A Different Kind Of Magic

Published by P.F. Dee at Smashwords

 


Copyright 2016 P.F. Dee

 


Discover other hot femdom titles by P.F. Dee
at:

http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/PFD

 


This book contains mature sexual matters and
should not be read by minors. All references and names are
fictional, unintentional, or used in a parody fashion. Also, all
characters in the book are over 18, as are all the models used for
the pictures, who do not endorse anything about this book.

This is part 4 of a 6 part episodic book, with new
episodes released every month on Smashwords. Go to
http://pfdee.blogspot.com/ to suggest scenes that might appear in
later episodes, and check back after 6 months to collect them all
in the huge, omnibus edition!

Enjoy!

 



CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Amber Bonner blushed as she unlocked the door to
the old stone church at the edge of campus. Why did she feel the need to
meditate again so soon?

It was Sunday night, the sexual
energy from girls going clubbing or boys secretly trying to
masturbate in their dorm rooms was at the lowest it would be all
week, but still her pussy was tingling with need.
What was wrong with
me?

She had mediated three times last week, but she still hadn't been able to go see Troy's first cheerleading
performance or Jessica's second sex fighting match because she had
felt too on edge, not knowing if she would be able to control her
horniness. What was the point of meditating all the time if I couldn't
even live a normal life?

The short, slim redhead closed the heavy
wooden church door behind her and walked past many rows of cold,
deactivated computer banks.

The servers that used to power Amber
“Flame's” non-nude cam-show empire, she thought. Shut down because I was TOO successful.

She had to find a way to control her
sexuality and live a normal life!

Dating, relationships, even masturbating-
she had put them all on hold while they tried to figure out what
her succubi powers really meant.

Would she kill all of her long-term
lovers, draining a little life from them each time they had
sex? The
thought made her blood run cold as she descended the cool, dark,
circular stone steps at the back corner of the church. She didn't
want to be a killer!

Would she live to be over a hundred
but still look no older than her mid thirties, like her great-
times-five-grandmother supposedly did? There were scattered but verified
records from the old country, about her ancestor's birth, multiple
marriages, and the year of her death. But not the method.
Most likely, after
marrying five healthy men over eighty-five years and sexing them
all to death, she had been burned as a witch.

Amber shivered, but not because the old,
rough cut stone walls around her were growing colder as she went
down, down, down, the ancient steps. In fact, the walls were
becoming warmer. And around the smooth stone door at the bottom,
which she opened not with keys but with a few murmured words of
magic, they were almost uncomfortably hot.

For someone still wearing clothes.

After Amber passed through the smooth stone
door (which started automatically closing behind her with no
visible mechanism for why it should do so), there was a hallway
with meditation rooms leading off to either side, and in the first
one, Amber saw a giggling girl sitting on the marble floor,
nude.

She was a beautiful Latino girl with mocha
skin and full, womanly breasts, and she sat with her smooth legs
splayed wide open, unashamed. She had her eyes closed but a wide
grin on her face as she stroked a feather lightly over her bare
shoulders, then between her breasts, then down her stomach. But
when she giggled in response to the tickles she felt, it was her
feet she squirmed and rubbed.

“Sister, stop that!” Lupa giggled to
the dark, empty room. “We promised, no feet this time!” The
black-haired girl recomposed herself and started teasing her skin
with the feather again, her exposed pussy lips full and pink, her
entire body practically vibrating with sexual need even as she
giggled like a schoolgirl. Some where across the country, the
girl's twin sister was doing the same in another darkened room,
equally turned on, feeling that feather run across her skin and
feeding different sensations to her sister back in turn.

Distance Powers, Amber thought. It shouldn't be
possible between two girls; especially not two separated by
thousands of miles. But the twins were getting better at it every
week!

In the next meditation room Amber passed,
really just another darkened hollow cut out of the bedrock on which
the church sat, a nude blond girl kneeled on the floor.

She was petite, like Amber, and half cloaked
in shadow like the Latino girl had been, but unlike the giggling
tickler, the blond sat totally still, her hands pressed in front of
her in a prayer pose, her bare butt resting on her bare feet, her
eyes serene and closed. Her room was totally silent, except for the
slow, insistent buzz of the vibrating egg Amber knew the girl had
tucked firmly inside her pussy, held in place by her lower
legs.

And as Amber watched, a pile of smooth white
rocks stacked in front of the blond girl started to rise, levitated
by nothing but magic alone.

Handle-Force spells,
Amber thought. And
not on a living, erect male, but dead rock. That shouldn't be possible
either!

But there it was.

Amber hurried to her own meditation room, at
the end of the hallway cut out of the rock. This room's depths were
cloaked in the deepest black just like the others, and Amber
undressed in the lone spot of candlelight near the door.

Sneakers, jacket, and then pulling off her
leggings- she hadn't dare wear only panties under her calf length
skirt, too much temptation there- followed by taking off her shirt,
skirt, bra, and finally, the widest, unsexiest panties she owned.
They were slightly damp at the crotch.

What was the point of dressing so
conservatively to resist temptation if I can't resist being called
to the meditation rooms and total nudity?

The petite redhead shook her head and then
entered the mostly dark room, naked from her head to her toes. Her
bare feet cautiously padded across the smooth marble floor, away
from the lone candle in the doorway, the heat from the walls not
feeling so oppressive now. The warmth conducting through her bare
feet, radiating onto her nude butt, convecting around her exposed
breasts and her shaved pussy as she walked actually felt... kind of
nice.

As it was meant to.

Amber blushed, knowing that whomever
had designed this mediation room had done so with exactly this in
mind. They had pictured a young college girl like her-
hopefully not too
precisely!-
walking through the semi-darkness, naked as the day she was born,
slightly unsure of herself, and with a pussy aching with need.
Amber knew, because of what the room's sculptor had left in the
middle of the floor.

She walked forward slowly but
steadily, until her foot bumped against the smooth marble cock
jutting up from the floor. Professor Zadora always said a woman should always
be able to find a cock in the darkness...

But it wasn't just a cock, it was an entire
marble man, carved out of the same single slab that made the entire
floor. The rest of the statue only stuck up a few inches from the
ground, like he was half buried in the stone, but his cock, face,
and a two upturned hands jutted up from the floor, rendered in
strong, smooth lines.

Some days Amber sat on the statue's face,
imagining Troy or one of the other talented cunnilingus boys
between her thighs, rubbing her hot pussy all over the slick, hard
marble and shivering as a stone nose or chin bumped her
clitoris.

Some times she closed her thighs around one
of the upturned hands, imagining the strong, warm fingers of a
well-hung former lover playing with her soft folds until she begged
for his cock, which had always made them laugh and her blush, even
as it made her wetter.

But today was a penis day, Amber sure of
that.

She walked up the marble man's legs, feeling
the carvings widen between her bare feet and settled down with her
nude thighs straddling his hard, unyielding ones. On her knees, she
scooted forward in the darkness, adjusting her hips until-

Amber gasped out loud as her pussy pressed
up against the statue's massive, immovable stone cock.

If she hadn't known it was a statue,
she would have sworn that dick was real. Every vein had been
lovingly rendered, every manly ridge and fold and curve carved just
right- the sculptor must have spent weeks on it! Amber blushed
deeper as she thought for the hundredth time, God, to meet the live model
that inspired this magnificent cock-

She couldn't help but rub her womanhood
against the unyielding shaft, up and down, up and down, her
dampening pussy sliding all along the length of the great stone
cock except for the tip.

Never the tip, she reminded herself as her hip
motions became more frantic and her juices flowed more freely down
the shaft. This was the one place on campus Amber didn't care how
wanton she looked- even if the lone candle in the hallway let passersby she
her like she had seen some of the other girls- because this was the one
sexual act on campus which Amber could do which wouldn't awaken her
succubi Powers.

As long as she never took in the tip.

Amber teased herself against the incredible
stone cock for another few minutes, and just when she was about to
break and impale herself on the amazing girth, consequences be
damned- she stopped.

And breathed.

And didn't move.

And listened.

Before her summer of learning about
'meditation', old Amber would have hopped onto that at least
nine-inch wonder and rode herself to an incredible screaming
orgasm, which, since it wasn't alive, would have left her even
hornier than before. Which would have lead to her storming back out
to campus and banging the first well-hung guy she found. Which
would have lead to her banging one of the guy's well-hung friends
later that night when he couldn't get it up anymore. And his other
friend a day later and then his other friend...

But now, Amber didn't move, feeling the cool
marble press against her pussy.

And listening.

And thinking calm thoughts.

And when she was sure she give in mount the
stone wonder, Amber took a deep breath and started doing it
again.

Professor Zadora had said, if she
'meditated' enough in this room, the Goddess Inanna would
eventually speak to her. But I haven't heard jack yet! Just been teased
with this glorious, hard...

She looked over her shoulder, slid her knees
back, down the man's thighs, until her mouth was just above the
jutting rock cock.

And then she started licking her own juices
off it.

Aggressively.

They knew succubi powers were fluid based,
the most powerful ones.

A kiss on the cheek wouldn't do anything to
a man.

Swapping spit while French kissing might
take ten or fifteen minutes off his life.

Swallowing his load after a blow job might
take an hour.

But full sex, wild, wonderful, agressive
sex, might steal a whole week, if Professor Zadora's models were to
be believed.

And letting a man go down on you would make
him fall in love with you, for who knew how long.

It was fluid based, mostly, and that's why
Amber licked her own juices off the marble man's rock solid cock.
If she sucked a real cock this hard and this hungrily, barely a man
alive could resist the urge to unload down her young co-ed throat.
And those that could resist would only resist long enough to flip
Amber over and spread her legs wide open, to thrust inside her as
fast as possible until they came, exchanging a moment of pleasure
for days of their lives.

And an addictive urge to give up more the
next day.

And so Amber licked her own juices off the
stone cock, short-circuiting her own succubi magic and giving her
own life force to herself, she hoped. The taste of herself soothed
the sex-cloud in her mind for a while and so Amber did it every
time, even knowing how she must look.

A nude college girl on all fours, her
exposed pussy pointed right at the door- why did the sculptor HAVE to put the
door in that direction?- while her head bobbed desperately up and down,
sucking her own juices off a stone phallus while the hot sex
between her legs dripped even more freely onto the
floor?

Amber blushed from head to toe every time
she imagined what the other girls must think, hearing loud slurping
noises coming from her mediation room, them knowing she was in here
alone with just the marble man!

But her juices...

They calmed her urges, cleared her mind. For
a while.

And after she had licked the stone cock
clean, the slim, blushing redhead positioned her aching womanhood
against the cock-hard rock and started sliding up and down
again.

She was edging herself, yes, but for a
purpose.

One, to build control. If she could
control herself here, quivering on the edge, a willing impaler just
inches away, she would have greater control out in the real world,
when presented with the urge to hop on cock. And two, just like
ruined orgasms for boys, edging and almost cumming for girls
exhausted the muscles- arousal was a muscle, after all- and after going through
enough cycles of grinding and licking, Amber would be
sated.

Not 'satisfied' in the normal sense,
not until she finally took a huge cock inside of her-
never the
tip, she
reminded herself as she humped the statue- but at least exhausted
and full enough of her own juices to get dressed and try to act
like a normal student for a while.

If only all I had to worry about was the
next Math quiz or English paper! If I'm not careful... I could
become a murderer!

Meditating with her stone partner calmed her
sex drive and let her be just a girl for a while.

But the 'whiles' were getting shorter and
shorter...

And she still hadn't heard anything...

Amber reached the edge again and, blushing
and looking over her shoulder to make sure no one was in the
doorway, fell to hungrily sucking the dripping cock again.

She LOVED sucking cock- it was part of the
succubi curse- but she loved sucking different cocks for different
reasons. Huge, thick, power cocks like the statue's made her feel
like a submissive little plaything, just a little sex object whose
only role in life was to lay back and offer all her holes for the
pleasures of alpha males. She liked that feeling. She didn't have
to worry about anything but getting pleasure when she had that
feeling.

But sucking little dicks like Troy's made
her feel domineering and wicked, like she was a fearsome sexual
queen who could give pleasure to silly submissive boys with their
silly little penises or take it away just as easily, laughing at
their desperation.

She loved sucking little dicks as much as
she loved sucking big ones, and as she deep throated- as much as
she could- the massive stone phallus in front of her, Amber's
thoughts turned to Troy, whose cock she had last sucked way back at
the end of Freshman year.

It had been SO much fun, making him
squirm and moan and cum super hard into my mouth,
she giggled,
remembering. I miss that. And the time Jessica had secretly Looped off
Troy's orgasms and Amber sucked and sucked for minutes, begging
Troy to cum into her mouth and the poor boy had been physically
unable to, no matter how hard he tried-

I miss that too, she giggled, lovingly cleaning
the marble with her tongue. And even after that he was so kind, so caring, and
so brave...

Amber sighed.

If only he wasn't in love with me.

Taking any more life from Troy would be a
horrible sin, and Amber could never forgive herself if she did.

And then the girl giggled, still
cleaning the huge cock with her tongue. Good thing he's got a little bitty
dick and I wasn't ever tempted to fuck him-

“A candle for your thoughts, Miss
Bonner,” Professor Zadora laughed, lighting a flame in the
darkness.

Amber pulled her drooling mouth off
the wet stone penis, falling back onto her bare ass.
The Professor
hadn't come from the side of the door, but from the other way- out
of the inky blackness!

“You were there the WHOLE time?” Amber
cried, covering her both her dripping holes in shame.
She was going to
die!

“No,” the deep-voiced teacher laughed,
shaking her curly black hair. “Just whole enough.”

The nude girl blushed, fully and
deeply, as she pressed her legs together to hide her burning pussy
and wiped the drool from her mouth. Typical Zadora! What the heck did that
mean?

“And remember that these are
my
rooms, little one.
I only let you girls borrow them at my will.”

Amber tried to swallow and compose herself.
“I'm sorry, Professor! I didn't sense you there; I was just-”

“Thinking about the
bigger
picture?” the
teacher laughed, the robed and barefoot woman lowering to sit on
the nude statue's face as casually as if it were a park
bench.

Amber inhaled sharply.
She CAN'T have
known I was thinking of Troy- Sex Powers don't work like
that!

But the professor gave her student a knowing
smirk, in the light of the weak blue-flamed candle in her hand.
“Not many men can measure up to this treasure...” she chuckled,
using her free fingers to gently stroke the marble cock

A cock which still had my juices
dripping from it! Amber realized in shame. But the professor didn't seem to
care, just casually stroking the glistening shaft like she was
encouraging a lover to greater hardness. Did Professor Zadora even have
lovers? Amber wasn't sure she had ever heard of one.

“...so it would be wise not to compare
them to such,” Zadora finished, her middle-eastern accent somehow
calming Amber's humiliation.

The redhead swallowed, still totally
nude before her dressed teacher. “But Professor, larger cocks feel
a lot, um, better inside of me.”

“Of course.”

“And the smaller ones...”
-like
Troy's, Amber's mind flashed- “I can't see them as anything but for
teasing. Definitely not for sex!”

“Of course, my dear,” the teacher
laughed. “If
he's small as a boy, you lock away his toy, and a man's tongue will
never cease to please you, is the saying where I come from.”

Amber doubted that, since how could the
saying rhyme in English if she was from Iran, but nodded anyway.
“So what's the answer?”

The teacher laughed, once and loudly.

“Ha! There is no answer, my dear. Just
pleasure.” Her hand continued to slide along the marble shaft,
gripping it's girth, feeling it. “As long as you can take
it.”

Watching the older woman stroke that
huge cock- her fingers were almost hypnotic- Amber felt the need in her pussy
start building again. “Professor Zadora, I don't think this
meditating is doing me any good!”

“Are you not finding your
limits?”

“I am, but-”

“Are you not listening to the silence
as you meditate in this room?”

How could someone listen to
silence? “I
try to, but-” Amber shook her head, finally uncovering herself,
sitting with her legs to the side. “-I don't think my Powers are
getting any stronger!” The girl waved back towards the entrance and
the first meditation room. “Lupa and her sister are communicating
telepathically further and further each week!”

“A parlor trick,” Professor Zadora
chuckled softly. “Two girls talking to each other over a long
distance? There are phones for that.”

“Haylee is lifting rocks with her
mind! I saw her levitate three this time!”

“Would you like me to lift four at
once? I can use a bucket from my garden.”

“But those are real Powers! Beyond Sex
Magic! I can't do anything like that!”

Instead of the marble penis, now
Zadora's free hand was petting Amber's nude thigh. “My dear, you
can do something greater. Mind control is unique among the talents of my meditating
girls. And without parallel in the mundane world!”

Amber shivered as Zadora's soft hand
massaged her pale skin. “But-”

“You could have the greatest Power of
them all, my dear. If you just learn how to meditate
correctly.”

Amber swallowed- her nipples were getting
hard again! “But Professor, all this meditating, it's not really
helping me keep from having sex with anyone!”

“That was your choice, little one. Not the choice of the
Goddess Inanna whose gifts you carry.”

“But then what am I supposed to
do?”
Amber cried. “Sleep with guys and let them fall in love with me,
knowing I'm draining their life away? Or become the biggest slut in
the tri-state area?”

“My little candle,” Zadora laughed,
gracefully getting to her feet, “all this meditating in silence and
you have yet to listen.” She set the candle on a shelf and came around behind the
girl, reaching down and gently guiding Amber's slim, nude hips
forward. Towards the cock.

“Professor!” Amber gasped, even as her
thighs widened to straddle the marble man of their own
accord.

“Meditating is about
rhythm,” the older woman said, pushing the reluctant nude girl
forward inch by inch. “You just need to find yours, little
one.”

Amber let out a sharp gasp as her pussy was
pressed against the hard marble cock again!

The girl trembled, feeling the growing need
to start sliding her hips but holding still for now.

“Thank you... Professor. I'll... um,
keep trying!”

“Thank me after a few more
edges.”

And then soft but insistent hands
were guiding Amber's hips forward and back, higher and
higher. She's going to force me to meditate in front of
her!

The young girl tried to resist but she was
too horny; and Zadora's palms gripping her nude butt felt too
good!

“Professor!” Amber moaned as her pussy
started to get wet again. Or had it never stopped? “This is faster than I usually
go!”

“And harder,” the woman laughed,
pressing the girl's hips forward another inch. “Enjoy yourself,
dear- he is made of rock, you cannot break him!” She chuckled as
Amber moaned, getting closer. “Why do you think I gave you this
room?”

Amber flushed in humiliation;
even Professor
Zadora had pictured her edging herself in this room!

The penis carving felt so incredible,
sliding underneath her absolutely drenched pussy lips. It was
curved a little up towards the man's face, making it oh so much
more fun to grind against! The nude girl moaned in distress as her
pleasure built. She was going to cum in front of her teacher!

“Hear anything yet?” Zadora laughed,
still driving Amber's pace.

“No ma'am!”

“Listen harder.”

Amber mewed in panic as the older woman
started forcing her hips higher on each upstroke. Her butt and
thighs started quivering with the exertion- she wouldn't have been
doing this much work if she was actually fucking this guy!

Fucking this guy...

Something tripped in Amber's blood and she
used both hands to grip around the top of the marble cock, savoring
every inch of slippery friction as she hugged it to her. She might
have a humiliating orgasm right in front of her Professor Zadora,
grinding against a marble statue, but Amber couldn't care anymore-
if she was going to cum after two months, she was going to enjoy
it!

She had gone too long without a cock
like this inside her! She was young, she had needs! And even the
boys who treated her the best- Troy, her mind flashed again,
beautiful, caring
Troy- could
never satisfy her like this!

Amber moaned, closing her eyes as her body
tightened, ready to explode.

“Ohh no, no no!”

Should she stop? She couldn't take
pleasure, but she couldn't resist it! She couldn't be with the boy
who loved her if she ever wanted to be satisfied again!
What the hell was
she supposed to do?!?!

Right when she was about to break, Professor
Zadora's grip on her butt raised her up, holding Amber suspended,
unable to downstroke. And the tip of the marble cock was just below
her dripping hole, about to slide in!

Not the tip!

“Don't!” Amber cried, her legs
quivering, her pussy open and waiting, her brain no longer in
control of her body.

“Don't...” a wispy voice from the
darkness replied.

It wasn't Zadora's voice- it came
from in front of them! And the professor's sound was rich and alive. This
voice was thin and very....

Ancient.

“What?!” Amber gasped, her pussy still
quivering, about to fall on the huge cock, tears coming from her
eyes. If she
fucked this cock there would be no going back!

“Don't....” the quiet voice
repeated.

Amber's pulse was pounding in her
ears. All she could think about was fucking the huge marble cock in
front of her and cumming and cumming forever, but she did her best
to listen.

“Don't fuck the man you
love...” the
voice wisped, coming from everywhere and no where at
once.

She was hearing voices inside her head!

“...and don't love the men you
fuck.”

“What?!” she cried again.

Professor Zadora pulled the girl back from
the brink by her hips, away from the dangerous tip, forcing Amber
to sit back on her haunches, trembling and horny. “What did you
hear, my little candle?”

“It was a voice, coming from
everywhere!” Amber gasped, her fists balled in frustration. She
wasn't going to finger herself in front of her teacher! “It said,
'Don't fuck
the man you love, and don't love the men you fuck!”

“You have finally heard the voice of
the Goddess!” Zadora laughed, squeezing her shoulders. “Well
done!”

Her interrupted arousal was making it hard
for Amber to think. “But what does that mean?!”

“It is obvious, I think.”

“But what kind of life is that?” Amber
asked. “To never be with the man you love? To have meaningless,
dead sex with nothing but strangers? It's the worst of both
worlds!”

Zadora laughed and rubbed Amber's tense
neck. “You miss the point, little one. That is not what the Goddess
meant.”

“So what does it mean? I don't
understand!”

With a deft turn of her fingers, the
Professor's hand went from rubbing Amber's neck to grabbing a
fistful of her bright red hair, right at the base of her scalp. She
pulled up, then down and not willing to let her hair rip out, Amber
had no choice but to let her hips follow.

Something cool and hard slid against her
pussy and Amber wailed; the Professor was forcing her to grind
against the cock again, her hot, hard clitoris bumping against
every ridge on the magnificent marble phallus with each stroke!

“You don't understand, little one?”
the professor laughed, as the squirming girl fought to hold back
her orgasm. She started pulling up and down on Amber's hair even
faster. “Then let us meditate just a little bit more.”

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


Alphonso, Billy and John lay around their
dorm room naked, as required by their hall monitor. It wasn't a
punishment for breaking any specific rule, the younger girl made
the small-dicked boys do it just because she could.

It was a warm Sunday afternoon and the boys
could have put on some clothes if they were leaving the room for
some sun, but they had already gotten plenty of sun over the
summer. And at this time of day, the quad would be filled with cute
girls hanging out in hot little outfits or muscled jocks trying to
hit on those girls, both of which could get Alphonso, Billy and
John into a lot of humiliating trouble if they attracted the wrong
kind of attention!

And so the three of them hid out in their
dorm room, in the nude, waiting for another boring week of school
to start.

Billy was the smallest of the three boys,
with a thin frame and fair hair, sitting on his bed with his back
against the wall. “Awwww man,” he whined, scrolling up on his
phone, “Troy's sister totally ran another secret underground Sex
Fight Club last night, and we missed it!”

Alphonso was a taller, dark-skinned Middle
Eastern boy who didn't even look up from his desk as he continued
doing his homework. “How do you even know?”

“I follow #SPUsexfight; it's all over
Twitter!” Billy scrolled up again. “Awww man, and some guy even won
for the first time and got to dominate this totally sexy Italian
girl all weekend. We always miss all the hot stuff!”

Alphonso still didn't look up. “We
didn't miss it. None of us are ever going to take part in a sex
fight.”

Because men with small penises can't
make girls cum that way, they all knew.

“Well we still could have watched!”
Billy cried. “Why are we never around when any of the good stuff
happens to Troy or his sister? Look, Jessica even had this long,
sweaty sex fight with another girl, Miranda St. Claire, totally in
the nude!”

This time Alphonso did look, and immediately
regretted it. “Oh god, Billy, put a pillow over that thing- you're
hard!”

Billy looked down at the angry, white,
three-and-a-quarter-inch erection bobbing stiffly between his bent
legs and laughed, shaking his hips to make it wag in Alphonso's
direction. “What's wrong? You jealous of my massive trouser
snake?”

“Just put it away!” Alphonso cried,
reaching onto to his bed to throw a pillow at the smaller boy's
head.

Billy just caught the projectile mid-flight
and threw it right back at Al. “Why? You've all seen the Python
before!”

A pillow from the other direction hit Billy
square in the face. “Because we can't sit around in our room naked
all day shaking our boners around each other!” John cried, the
naked, blushing, brown haired boy using a video game controller in
the shape of a plastic guitar to cover his crotch. “Everyone will
think we're totally... gay!”

Billy kicked John's pillow onto the floor.
“No they won't! The only thing gay in this room is you playing that
stupid video game for another hour.”

“Yeah, I know there's not a bunch of
hot girls on campus who just love to sit around and play Guitar
Hero all day,” John shot back, waving an arm at his high-scoring,
paused game on the TV. “But at least I'm not living in a fantasy
world, pretending we're going to get all this action before we
graduate!”

Billy shrugged. “We might get
a little.”

“How? Ever since we became Ms.
Parker's office boys, even the Freshmen girls are laughing at how small our dicks
are! We didn't even get a chance to impress them before they saw us in the
nude!”

All three boys blushed, remembering the
howls of laughter from the girls two years younger than them, as
they served their scholarship duties getting the new students
drinks in the Headmistress' office. Billy's erection got a little
harder, John's started to rise as well, but it was Alphonso who
finally broke the silence.

“I agree with John. Our best option,
at this point, is to focus on our studies and graduate with honors
in all our classes. With good job placement and a few years working
steadily up the ladder, eventually we should earn enough money to,
um,” -he blushed, looking down at the soft, brown, two-inch nub
hanging limply between his legs- “...overcome our
shortcomings.”

“Yeah, but how much would we have to
earn?” John asked.

Alphonso swallowed. “From the female
lifestyle blogs I've been reading, if we want to have a chance with
girls that usually date men with six inch long penises... about
twice an average man's salary.”

“Twice is a lot,” John
gulped.

“But what if we wanted to get with the
type of girls that usually go out with dudes with eight or nine
inch cocks?” Billy demanded.

The Middle Eastern boy blushed a little
more. “Them, um, three to four times. Maybe five.”

“Five times their income!” John
gasped.

“It's not impossible,” Alphonso said
quickly. “With five years of hard work at a major finance bank or
ten years in an engineering field, we could probably-”

“Ten years?! Screw that!” Billy said,
still hard. “Look, I've heard about these powerful older women who
are looking to hire SPU grads right out of school as 'executive
assistants'. But what they really use them for is sex!
That's my plan.”

“That's for well-hung SPU grads,
idiot,” John said. “If any businesswoman hired you, she'd
probably really use you as an executive assistant. You might get to lick
her out a few times a week, but that's it.”

“Or she'd bend you over the desk with
a strap-on and you'd be taking her eight inches, not the other way around,” Alphonso
added.

“Whatever,” Billy shrugged, crossing
his arms. “It's still sex!”

The boys fell into arguing again, about
which plan was better, but after a minute they were interrupted by
a ringing from the red phone that hung next to Alphonso's bed. The
taller boy immediately jumped up and answered the button-less
phone, swallowing.

“Yes, Headmistress Parker?”

He swallowed again, listening.

“But ma'am... it's Sunday!” The other
two boys were nervously looking at him and each other now. Alphonso
gulped hard again and snapped to attention, even though the
Headmistress wasn't in the room. “Yes ma'am! Right away ma'am!” He
hung up and immediately started putting on his thin blue SPU
shorts. “She needs us in the office.”

“But it's Sunday!” Billy
repeated.

“What does she want?” John asked, but
he had dropped the guitar and was already putting on his
scholarship shorts as well.

Alphonso was at the door, slipping into his
blue flip flops. “She didn't say. But she said to hurry.”

“Aw come on!” Billy whined, angrily
getting his shorts out of his dresser. “I'm still hard! If I run
across the quad like this... all the girls will sense
it!”

Alphonso just shook his head as he got ready
to lock their door. “Then you better get soft, fast.”

 


***

 


The run across campus wasn't
that
embarrassing for
the boys.

None of the co-eds playing frisbee, reading
novels in the sun, or working on their tans made any comments as
the three blue-balled boys ran past in their thin scholarship
shorts, although some of the girls near the dorm whistled and gave
Billy's erection a few psychic pulls before the exertion of running
had made the blushing boy's boner deflate. Compared to how Troy's
sister Jessica had made them run during the Summer, they were
practically dressed in formal wear!

The boys arrived at SPU's grand, old
Admissions building in just a few minutes, took the right-hand
hallway to the men's locker room and quickly stripped, showered and
dried off before heading towards the door out of the changing area.
Alphonso swallowed then turned the handle, to open into Nurse
Hannah's medical room.

The cute, late-twenties nurse was two
fingers deep into the ass of a nude, squirming, bent-over boy,
slowly jacking his cock with her other gloved hand, pointing the
tip of his throbbing penis down into a clean glass bowl waiting to
catch the blushing boy's cum.

“She's already in her office, boys,”
the nurse laughed, motioning with her head as her hands continued
stroking and fingering the red-faced Freshman in unison. “She's
waiting for you!”

As the three nude Juniors quickly walked
behind the nurse, she returned to whispering in the trembling
Freshman's ear. “Come one sweetie. One big, happy spurt for Nurse
Hannah and then you can go back into your little cage for the rest
of the week...”

Outside the nurse's room was an office
environment.

Not a sexy office environment, just a mundane one, which
somehow made it worse.

Secretaries filed reports and opened mail.
Admissions officers answered questions on the phone about
scholarships and cut off dates. Fluorescent lighting hummed
overhead. There were rows of large metal filing cabinets to one
side, a few copiers/printers on the other, and potted plants
between the cubicles that Alphonso still hadn't determined to be
real or fake.

The only thing that made the office
different from a traditional one was how the secretaries greeted
the arrival of the three blushing, totally nude boys.

“I didn't think you little dicks
worked on the weekends!” Carla laughed, holding out an empty coffee
mug towards Alphonso. “A pinch of cream and two sugars,
sugar.”

The younger Rachael heard the order and
popped over her cubicle wall, holding out a mug as well. “Hot,
strong and full of cream.”

“Rachael likes her coffee just like I
like my men!” Carla laughed, making the other girls chuckle
too.

“Yeah, but after meeting you, her
coffee still has cream in it!” Jolene hooted back, then held out
her cup in boys' direction too. “Make mine how I like my Bull after
a night with my husband: tall, black and totally
cream-free!”

All the women cackled again, as the boys
blushed and covered themselves.

The office women weren't as young or cute as
the girls walking around campus, and they were dressed much more
conservatively: jeans and button up shirts for some of the weekend
workers, normal office dresses or slacks for the others. But they
were still dressed, while the three teenaged boys were 100%,
totally, bare-ass naked as the day they were born!

Covering his little dick with both hands,
feeling the scratchy office carpet under his nude feet and having
Jolene's desk fan blowing on his bare, exposed ass, Alphonso
couldn't help but feel horribly intimidated!

He gulped, looking at the first woman who
was still holding a coffee cup out towards him expectantly.

“Miss Carla, I don't think we'll have
time for that today- Ms. Parker asked us to report to her right
away!”

“Ah, she's meeting with some
hoity-toity furniture suppliers from Europe, she won't be out for a
while,” the forty-ish secretary laughed, waving at the center
office, then shaking the mug at him again. “So go make yourself
useful, cutie.”

“But-”

The older secretary turned around. “Rachael,
where's that office boy evaluation form again? Does it have a spot
for when they're being little brats to the office staff?”

“It sure does!” the young woman
laughed. “Making us fill out that form is a great way for little
dicks to get locked away in chastity!”

The secretaries laughed as the boys each
grabbed a cup and hustled to get the women their coffee. When they
returned, the blushing nude boys were set to washing the office
windows, the office girls laughing each time they yelped and
dropped to the floor, to keep a cute co-ed walking by on the grass
from seeing them.

After windows came emptying the trash cans,
washing the whiteboards and tens of other menial office tasks. And
if a smiling secretary wasn't pinching a boy's butt to make him
blush as she walked by, they were talking to each other like the
boys weren't even there.

As Alphonso cleaned the whiteboard near
Carla's desk he heard her casually ask Rachel, “So how's your
hubby's cock sucking going?”

“Good- he took another three loads
this week! I just love seeing the face he makes when my lovers
unload in his mouth instead of mine! How's Ronald's conversion
coming?”

“Great,” Carla laughed, sipping her
coffee. “My Bull took his ass twice last night, rough and hard,
just like I like to see. Ronald fights and swears he hates it, but
I don't even have to use Powers to keep his little dick hard
anymore!”

Alphonso blushed as his dick started to
tighten. He believed in traditional marriage, but these women were
so open about taking well-hung lovers, sometimes right in front of
their husbands- and somehow that was hot too! All three cuckolding
secretaries had married before Sex Powers had come to the world,
and seemed like they were now punishing their husbands for making
them 'settle'.

And Alphonso knew Carla had recently
been using her Powers to never let her husband cum unless he was
with another man, basically forcing him to go gay just because she
hated how 'inadequate' his six-inch penis was. So what would she have done to
me?!

“Ohhh, I sense one little dick who likes hearing about
big Bulls fucking reluctant husbands!” Carla laughed, and grabbed
Alphonso's growing cock before he could jump out of reach. The boy
gasped and squirmed, but didn't dare slap her hand away!

“Don't worry boy, I bet your wife will
do exactly the same to you,” she laughed, rubbing her thumb on the
sensitive spot below his cock head, making him shiver and stiffen
quickly in her hand. “A hot wife, a horny little-dicked husband,
and a big-dicked Bull who gets to sleep with either one as much as he wants- it's the new
nuclear family!”

Both women laughed as Alphonso gasped and
squirmed, his balls tightening as the secretary stroked his cock.
“Miss Carla- please!”

She released the boy seconds before he would
have shot off all over her expense reports, then shook her empty
mug at him again. “But that's years away for you yet. For now, you
can just get me more coffee!”

Alphonso was blushing deeply as he hurried
off to the coffee nook, his dick hard.

What if she was right?! What if, no
matter how much money he and his roommates made, Powers-enabled
women would always cheat on them with more muscular, bigger-dicked
men? And if
that was their fate, was it smarter to fight back and be thoroughly
conquered by Sex Powers like the secretaries' husbands were or
just... encourage it?

The thought made Alphonso's erection throb,
but he managed to keep from touching it.

Just barely.

The nude boys had been in the office for
about forty minutes, their little dicks going soft and hard
multiple times as they worked around the gossiping secretaries,
much to the ladies' amusement, when the door to the Headmistress'
office blew open and Ms. Parker stormed out.

“Where are those...Boys!” she snapped,
looking at Alphonso. “I called for you almost an hour
ago!”

He jumped, using the folders in his hand to
cover his still half-hard cock. There were three richly dressed
women in the Headmistress' office, looking back at him! “I'm sorry
ma'am! The secretaries asked us to-”

“You're my office boys, not theirs! Now get in here before I
get even more cross at you!”

And as he dropped the folders and raced past
Carla's desk towards the inner office, he heard the older secretary
chuckle, low and under her breath.

“Uh-oh,” she laughed, sipping her
coffee, “someone's going to get it!”

 


***

 


The three boys tumbled into Ms. Parker's
lavish office, then started blushing immediately.

In the Headmistress' guest chairs sat three
women dressed in elegant, professional clothes, with high heels,
expensive stockings, pencil skirts, crisp shirts and suit jackets.
They were wearing rings and broaches, and even jaunty little powder
blue crevattes around their necks- and the boys facing them were
buck naked!

Alphonso, Billy and John gulped, covering
their privates while the new women just smirked.

They were all blond with Scandinavian
features, maybe Norwegian or Danish, and looked by demeanor to be
in their late-thirties or early forties, although it was hard for
Alphonso to tell, with Sex Powers now reverse-aging women all the
time. They sat very prim and properly, looking over the three nude
boys like amused royalty.

“These are your new office boys,
Jane?” the center woman laughed, a smirk spreading across her face.
She was the most matronly of the three, solid but still attractive,
and tall, if her long, stockinged legs were any indication. “They
are just darling.”

The younger woman to her left, a thinner,
more cheerful type, laughed, covering her mouth. “Are they naked
all the time?”

Headmistress Parker closed the door behind
the boys, trapping them. “You don't you keep them that way in
Sweden?”

“We can't- the weather's below
freezing half the year- their little bits would freeze and drop
off!”

“Another reason why I love the USA,”
the third woman laughed, adjusting her thick black-rimmed glasses.
“Can we have them turn?”

Ms. Parker smiled, looking at the shivering
young men. “Boys, these women are from a furniture company in
Europe. They've got only one day to demonstrate their new product
for us, so I figured you'd be up to earn a little special weekend
overtime to pad out your scholarship duties.”

Alphonso swallowed, still covering himself.
“Demonstrate how, ma'am?”

“Right now, with just a little spin in
place,” she laughed, indicating with her finger. “Go
on.”

The boys swallowed, but knew better than to
resist the Headmistress of the entire school! They turned in place,
still covering their fronts, blushing even harder as the women
murmured appreciation when their bare butts came into view.

“Oh, Jane, they're
perfect!”

“Yes, not a mark on
them...”

“...and look at those cute dimpled
cheeks!”

Alphonso blushed harder, since the cheeks on
his face hadn't been facing the woman when she had made that
comment!

The boys were facing Ms. Parker again.
“Excellent. Now boys, the furniture we're testing is a new type of
prayer bench. The old ones we use are too uncomfortable for long
term kneeling. Go on, try them out.”

She waved at three pieces of furniture set
up in the middle of her large office. They looked like large wooden
letter 'L's, with wide bases and lots of padding on the top
surfaces.

Alphonso cautiously led the nude boys across
Ms. Parker's thick carpet towards the three strange benches. The
carpet in the office area had been thin and scratchy, this one was
so plush and deep. But feeling it under his bare feet reminded him
how naked he still was!

As he got closer, he saw the padding on top
of the wooden L's was a thick, rich velvet. And there were small,
half-circular depressions in the velvet where someone's wrists and
ankles could go, if a person was kneeling on it. It actually looked
pretty soft and comfortable.

“Do you just... sit on them?” he
asked.

The four women laughed.

“You're not Catholic, are you?” Ms.
Parker chuckled. “Mr. Miller, you're a church-going boy; I
bet you know how to use a prayer bench.”

Billy gulped and nodded. “Yes ma'am. You
just sort of kneel on it like this... and put your hands on the
hand rest here...” He was kneeling now, his lower legs on the flat
part of the L and one hand on the top of the vertical part, deep
into the velvet groove. His other hand was still covering his
privates.

“All the way please, Mr. Miller. Both
hands.”

The boy hesitated, but complied, blushing
when his small, half-hard penis popped into view. Alphonso and John
did the same on the other two benches, revealing themselves fully
to the women.

“Jane!” the youngest Swede laughed.
“How old are these boys again?”

“Almost twenty now.”

“Really!”

The youngest woman was blushing, and now
Alphonso was blushing as well. He knew why she had asked- she
hadn't expected adult men to have such small penises!

The Headmistress smiled as she stood in
front of the three prayer benches, which were arranged in a
half-circle. “So? How does it feel boys? Could you stay like this
for a while, do you think?”

Alphonso groaned- what kind of bench was
this, to be used nude and kneeling? But the wood did seem very
sturdy and the velvet did feel soft and warm under his skin...

“I guess so,” he replied. “It's not
that bad.”

On either side of him, Billy and John
agreed, with small shrugs and murmurs.

“Excellent,” Ms. Parker laughed.
“Proceed, Helga.”

The oldest Swede hit a button on the small
black remote in her hand.

Ziiippp!

Plastic bands flew around Alphonso's wrists
and tightened down, locking them into the soft velvet grooves. The
same happened around his ankles, as securely as steel cable. And
from the gasps around him, the same had just happened to Billy and
John!

“What?!” Alphonso cried, trying to
pull his wrists out of the velvet furrows. But they were locked in
place!

“I can't believe that worked,” Ms.
Parker chuckled as the shocked boys struggled in front of her. “Are
boys in Sweden this gullible?”

“The first time, yes,” the matronly
business woman replied, putting the remote back in her pocket.
“After that they get wise!”

“What kind of benches
are
these?” Alphonso
demanded, still fighting. All he could do now was roll his wrists
and ankles, and even then, not very much!

“They are special restraint benches,
disguised as comfortable furniture, with spring loaded restraints,
triggered remotely. Exactly what we might need for naughty boys
that get sent to the Enforcement Division,” the Headmistress told
them. “Now, are you sure you can't escape?”

Alphonso pulled on his wrists and ankles
again- they wouldn't budge! “Yes!”

“You're not trying very hard, Mr.
Kaliputa. Come on now.”

And Alphonso wailed as she raked her
fingernails over his trapped, exposed feet- she knew how ticklish
he was! But all his yelling and shaking didn't even rock the heavy
wooden bench with its wide supports.

“They do seem quite sturdy,” Ms.
Parker laughed, finally leaving his feet alone. “Test the other
two, will you ladies?”

The three Swedish women chuckled as they
rose to their high-heeled feet, even as the boys begged and shook
their heads. Billy got his feet and ribs tickled by the younger
women proving he was just as trapped as Alphonso, but the older,
matronly Swede just calmly reached in front of John and squeezed
his balls until the young boy was bucking and thrashing in his
restraints. But he couldn't get out either!

“As we said, once the restraints are
triggered, boys are as secure as the gold in your Fort Knox,” she
laughed, giving his balls a final squeeze before letting
go.

“It certainly seems so,” Ms. Parker
laughed at the panting, red-faced, embarrassed boys. “Okay, Helga.
We'll take ten for our Enforcement Dorms.”

“Wunderbar!” the Swede laughed, starting to
write up the order. “Oh, and while we have the boys in position,
Jane, did you want to test our new line of spanking canes as
well?”

The Headmistress just laughed at the
shocked look in the boys' eyes. “Why not? I seem to remember three
little office boys who took nearly an hour to respond to a call on their red phone
this morning.”

“Ms. Parker, please!” Alphonso begged,
pulling against his restraints as the smiling women started to
extract three, five, ten different types of canes from their
product bag.

“You are a demonstration model, Mr.
Kaliputa,” the Headmistress laughed. “And it is I who get to choose what is
demonstrated, not you.”

He gasped as she picked up one of the
offered canes, swishing the long, thin stick behind him. He could
feel it cutting the air behind his butt!

Fwippppp! Fwippppp!

“Office boys in Sweden would never
agree to this,” the younger salesperson laughed, patting Billy's
nude ass. “Mine would quit if I kept them nude and spanked all the
time!”

“These three are scholarship boys,”
Ms. Parker explained as she tested the stiffness of the cane,
bending it in her hands. “They have to take what I choose to dish
out, or they won't be able to earn enough to stay and finish their
degree.”

“Oh, such a shame,” the younger woman
laughed. “We have universal free college in Sweden, so no chance to
put boys over a barrel like this!”

“Yes, but you find other ways, don't
you Yigritte?” the Headmistress laughed from behind Alphonso. “You
do build these benches, after all. Prepare yourself, Mr.
Kaliputa.”

Fwippppp-SMACK!

A line of fire exploded across
Alphonso's nude butt. “AHHHHHH!”

“That's our standard rattan cane,” the
older woman said, as Alphonso gasped for breath. He had barely had
time to blink, much less 'prepare himself' for that! “Simple,
reliable, and with a comfortable leather grip.”

“Yes, pretty standard, I'd say,” the
Headmistress mused, then struck again.

Fwippppp-SMACK!

Another line of pain exploded across
Alphonso's nude butt- just an inch below the first! “OH GODDD!”

“Now you see why we call them prayer
benches,” Helga chuckled.

“I like how stable the bench holds
him,” Ms. Parker laughed. “He's barely able to move at all.” She
grinned at the boy. “Even if I do this all day...”

Alphonso clenched, tears already forming at
the corner of his eyes, but this time the strike landed on Billy's
white butt instead.

Fwippppp-SMACK!

“OHHHH SHIT!” the smaller boy
screamed, jumping against his restraints.

Ms. Parker frowned. “Language Mister Miller-
we have guests! Three more, just for that.”

Fwippppp-SMACK!

Fwippppp-SMACK!

Fwippppp-SMACK!

The blows landed so fast the boy barely had
time to breathe, much less scream, but afterwards he was shaking.
“No more!” the boy wailed through tears. “I'm SORRY ma'am!”

Ms. Parker whipped the cane through the air,
making Billy flinch, but connected with nothing.

“Good stiffness on this one,” she told
the saleswomen, wagging the cane in the air. “Better quality than
the ones the girls in Enforcement use now. I put the marks just
where I was aiming.”

“Rattan is decent for control,” Helga
laughed. “But if you really want precision, you must try the Delrin, Jane. Precision
plastic manufacturing, and ten times stiffer than the
rattan!”

“Very well. Let me try.”

All three boys clenched, unable to see
behind them.

But it was John's rear that got the
attention this time.

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“Oh GODDD!”

“And yet another young man finds
religion,” the Headmistress chuckled. “So, Mr. Hanson, how does
this cane feel compared to the previous one?”

Helga laughed. “He never got the previous
one, Jane.”

“Oh, silly me. Hold on.”

“NO! Plea-”

Fwippppp-SMACK!

“AHHHH!”

“That was the rattan, Mr. Hanson. And
now the Delrin-”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“AHHHHHHHRGGH!”

“The Delrin does seem to elicit a stronger response,” the
Headmistress mused, smiling. “So Mr. Hanson- which one hurts more
now?”

John was crying, tears running down his
face. “The Delrin! The Delrin hurts worse!!!”

“The plastic one? Are you
sure?”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“YEEEESSSS!”

“And you other two boys? You
agree?”

Alphonso gasped and held his breath,
clenching his buns. It didn't help one bit.

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“Ahhhhh! AHHHHHH! AHHHHHHGGGH!” he
wailed, thrashing but going no where.

“He'd be hopping all over the place if
the prayer bench wasn't holding him down,” Helga pointed
out.

“I already bought ten, Helga, what
more do you want?” Ms. Parker laughed.

“An order of fifty Delrin canes? They
go so well with the benches.”

“I'm not sure, the plastic just feels
a little odd compared to the rattan.”

“That's because you're not following
through all the way. Don't worry about them breaking- let me show
you. I'll give the little one five in a row.”

“Oh Jesus!” Billy gasped, closest to
where the older woman stood.

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“Ow-ow-ow-ow-”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

“UNNNNGGH!”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Billy screamed as if he was being
electrocuted, and was still sobbing when the woman moved to step
behind Alphonso. “And look, the control, it is so fine, I will put
the marks right around his rear hole, without hitting it.”

Alphonso couldn't breathe. “NO!”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

The pain was so quick and intense he
couldn't think, the long stripes of fire crossing his other butt
cheek and stopping, right before his tender asshole, like they were
pointing at it!

“AHHHHHH NO NO!”

“And here, Yigritte, demonstrate some
Delrin swats on the third boy's testes. Ten of them, as hard as you
can.”

“PLEASE! NO!” John screamed, which
just made all the women laugh.

“We're just kidding, boy,” Yigritte
laughed, rubbing his balls in her hand. “Testes are too precious to
damage these days. That's what your rear is for!”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

John was clenching his teeth, and finally
broke. “FUUUCCCK!”

“That's it- five for each of them!”
Ms. Parker said. “If these dirty boys can't keep their mouths
clean, their rears will suffer! Whatever you ladies want to use,
just make them hard!”

The office filled with the sound of spanking
canes and crying boys.

Fwippppp-SMACK!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Fwippppp-SMACK!

Fwippppp-SNAP!

Alphonso's ass was on fire, having taken too
many lines for him to count! “Please Ms. Parker- WE CAN”T TAKE
ANYMORE!” he begged, all pride gone.

Next to him, Billy and John were crying
too!

“PLEASE! NO MORE!”

“IT HURTS!”

“Children these days,” Helga chuckled,
lightly tapping her cane against Alphonso's ass. “Back in my time,
boys would get six of the principal's best as soon as they came to
school in the morning, just to remind them to mind their manners
all day!”

“Maybe I'll institute that system
here, eh boys?” Ms. Parker laughed. “The secretaries can give each
of your bare butts six good ones with the Delrin as soon as you
show for work each day?”

She laughed as all three boys loudly begged
her not to to that.

“The Delrin does seem to work Helga.
I'll take twenty of them. Have you got any other types for me to
try out?”

“Many, mon fraulien!”

Alphonso couldn't believe it- he was going
to die! And he couldn't even wipe the tears or slobber off his
face, with his hands tied down!

“Please Ms. Parker!” he sobbed, tears
running into his mouth. “No more!”

“Oh hush dear, don't worry. Here's
something to make the rest of the day a little more bearable for
the three of you.”

After a few seconds, Alphonso felt
it. His soft dick, hanging limply between his legs, was somehow
growing, springing to life despite all the pain.
Ms. Parker was
using Powers on them!

But unlike the girls on campus who made them
feel phantom stroking hands or wet, sucking ghost mouths to get
them hard with Sex Magic, the Headmistress wasn't doing anything so
crass in front of other women. It was like she had simply flipped a
switch between their hips, forcing blood into their cocks like a
hydraulic pump. And it kept going, much harder than Alphonso's
normal erections, like the pump was on overdrive!

“Arghhhh!” he grunted, his dick
becoming a painful missile jutting from his crotch- he could never
remember being this hard!

“Boys with nice, stiff ones can not
only take more spanks to their unprotected rears before crying
out,” the Headmistress explained to the Swedes, “but believe it or
not, high lust invokes protective Sex Magic which slowly heals them
and prevents permanent damage to their skin or nerves as well. Now
we could spank them all afternoon if we wanted, as long as we
stopped every fifteen minutes or so to let them get hard
again!”

Alphonso started crying again. Of all the
things they had suffered in this office, getting giggling Freshmen
girls drinks in the nude, helping the raunchy secretaries who
constantly pinched their ass or led them around by their dicks-
this had to be the worst humiliation yet!

“But they'll still feel all the pain?”
the younger Swedish woman asked, giggling as Alphonso's steel dick
trembled just from hearing her feminine voice.

“Of course!” Ms. Parker laughed,
flexing her new Delrin cane. “The marks from this spanking may fade
faster than normal, but trust me- the memories in their heads will
last! Now, let me see what else you have in that bag- the girls in
Enforcement Division are always asking for stiffer
tools!”

Fwippppp-SNAP!

 


***
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CHAPTER THREE

 


 


It was Monday afternoon, and Amber was
frustrated.

She was sexually frustrated; Professor Zadora had
edged her so hard and so long Sunday that Amber had needed to run
ice cold water over her pussy in the shower afterwards, and even
then she had barely resisted the urge to reach down and play with
her clit under the covers while Jessica slept less than ten feet
away Sunday night!

She was emotionally frustrated; now Jess was mad at her
for not being there to help Gia recover when she got back to campus
after her sex fight penalty or whatever. But Jess didn't realize,
that in the state Amber was in, she would have been just as likely
to jump into that tub with Gia and start sucking on the nude
Italian girl's perfect breasts- just to soothe the sexual thoughts
coursing through her small body!

But most of all, she was
meditatively
frustrated. Yes,
she had heard some ghost-like voice speaking to her Sunday night-
whether it was the Goddess Inanna or not, Amber didn't know- but
what kind of advice was that?

“Don't fuck the man you love, and
don't love the men you fuck.”

How was she supposed to use
that?

And worst of all, Amber hadn't heard a peep
from the voice in the hours since, even though she had rushed to
the church at dawn and kneeled, nude in her meditation room again,
begging for more advice or clarification.

But the Goddess hadn't answered.

Eventually, the pressure of her knees on the
bare granite had started to hurt. As she shifted, starting to get
up, her hand brushed against the solid, perfect, granite cock in
the darkness again.

Blushing, Amber let her fingers explore the
fat head, the thick girth, the ribbed shaft.

Just a little sucking wouldn't hurt...

And it might just take my mind off
things...

Blushing harder, the nude, slim girl checked
behind her to make sure no one was watching from the doorway, then
fell forward onto her elbows and knees to worship the huge dick
with her mouth again. Almost instantly, her knees ceased to
hurt.

They never hurt when I'm sucking
cock. Nothing hurts when I'm sucking cock!

As always, the hard, granite phallus soothed
some desires while just inflaming others. She used her lips and
tongue on the stone cock until it was wet, then, checking behind
her again, the blushing nude girl straddled the half-buried statue
again, grinding the outside of her pussy against the monster
shaft.

And then faster.

And then faster.

Last night Professor Zadora had made
her rub against the statue much faster than Amber was comfortable
with- because SHE wasn't the one who had to deal with blue clit
from never cumming! Amber thought bitterly- but that had been the only time Amber had heard the
Goddess' voice.

Amber moaned as her breaths came
quicker.

“Please Goddess, it feels too
good....”

Amber was trembling, almost taking the tip
inside of her.

Never the tip! I won't be able to stop if
the tip goes in!

Now her moans were desperate. “Please
Goddess, speak to me! I haven't cum in SO long!”

Amber heard Lupa giggling from two rooms
away, no doubt telepathically telling her distant twin how pathetic
Amber sounded. But she couldn't stop now!

“Hurry Goddess! I NEED
you!”

In desperation, Amber rose higher on her
upstrokes, letting the head of the marble cock rub against her
belly button during strokes....

...and then the top of her mound...

...and then the top of her lips....

She gasped as the tip hit her clitoris,
shaking her to the core. Just a little more and the tip would be
in...

In desperation, Amber clenched one strong
hand just below the tip of the huge stone cock and then rubbed her
open, wet pussy all over the smooth cockhead, only the pressure of
her hand keeping her from sliding down its full length. She had the
tip battering at her entrance- now it was only a matter of time
before she fucked this cock!

“The cage... will set you
free.”

The voice was stronger this time- not an old
crone whispering in the darkness, but an amused confident woman,
speaking right into her ear!

Amber flung herself away from the thick
stone cock at once, even as her pussy burned and begged to be
filled. The nude redhead wailed and squeezed her thighs together,
but she couldn't put her fingers in it, she couldn't put real boys
in it, she couldn't even put stone cocks in it- it was a slippery
slope to becoming a murderer!

She hugged her knees to her chest, rocking
side to side on her back on the bare granite floor, crying as her
spasming pussy leaked juices down her butt crack and sides, a black
hole inside her, dying to be filled.

“Goddess Inanna! I don't
understand!”

“The cage will set you
free.”

Amber interlocked her fingers behind her
knees as she rocked, just so she couldn't throw her legs wide open
and masturbate herself to a huge orgasm right there on the
floor.

“What does that even
MEAN!?!””

 


***

 


Amber had barely gotten out of the
meditation room without playing with her slippery, throbbing pussy.
And dressing again had been a challenge of will tough enough to
defeat most Buddhist monks.

Her body had balked at putting on concealing
leggings and a sweater again, so Amber was now out in the warm sun
in just her sundress, panties, and sandal shoes. She hadn't worn
such a revealing outfit in days! She worried about the message she
would send to boys, about how she would control herself, but she
needed it- she needed to feel the sun and wind on her skin!

She wandered around campus a little bit,
flushing with guilt each time her Powers sensed the small spark of
a boy's arousal when he saw her, but eventually found herself
looping back towards the old stone church again, wanting more. She
sat on a big rock sticking out of the grass, just to be able to
think for a moment, before inevitably heading inside to meditate
again.

Was that really the voice of the Goddess
Inanna?

First, that nonsensical thing about not
fucking the man you love, and now “The cage will set you free?”

Why were prophesies so damned hard to
understand?!?!

The slim redhead sighed and adjusted her
sundress as she sat, letting the hot, hard granite press right
against her pantied ass.

I wish it was a different hot, hard
thing pressing against my bare- No! Stop it, she told herself.
Thinking like
that...

But Amber knew she was going to break.

It was only a matter of time before she
fucked the huge cock in her meditation room, or played with
herself, or let an eager boy take her home and do horrible things
to her. The tip had touched her clit. The fire inside her had been
lit and she had no way to stop the sexual urges from growing and
growing and this time there was going to be no way to stop herself
from becoming known as the Succubus Slut Who Destroyed-

“Amber!”

She jumped when Troy yelled her name, and
then he even ran up to her before she could compose herself. And
then, he was saying something about her meditating in front of him-
what a horrible thought!

Amber was barely listening as Troy went on
with whatever he was saying- her Powers were screaming at her about
how horny he was!

She was horny...

And she could sense he was horny too...

It was such a warm sunny day, why shouldn't
she just pull him behind those bushes and fuck his brains out?

Because he's got a little four inch
penis and you'll make him so sad when you can't feel it inside of
you or cum with him, she told herself. Or when you rush out to get a real-sized
cock right afterwards!

She pressed her bare thighs
together. But he could still be a fun warm up, right? No! He's got a
girlfriend, remember?

“Amber, did you hear? I said Cheyenne
and I aren't together anymore.”

Amber almost leapt off the rock at
him. But
what kind of girl would she be if she did that? She hated being a
succubus!

“Oh. I'm sorry, Troy. I know you
really... liked her.”

How could she get out of this without
hurting his feelings? And before she just gave in and fucked his
brains out?

“...means we can finally be
together!”

The words slapped her across the face.
“What?!”

He really wanted it- to be with her! Even
knowing what she might be!

And if Amber gave it to him- she would start
to kill him!

She felt her pussy being pulled towards her
best male friend, like a magnet towards an iron pole.

Crying in frustration and horniness, Amber
used every bit of her remaining willpower to throw herself off the
rock and away from him.

“Why are you teasing me like
this?” she
wailed as she ran away, away from him.

 


***

 


She tried to find Professor Zadora but
couldn't, as usual. So the only thing left to do was go to the
library and look for other ways to help herself.

She could become a nun.

Or a polar researcher, trapped alone in an
Arctic research station.

Some drugs suppressed sexual desire, and if
she could find one without bad side effects...

Amber's key almost missed her lock as she
carried her stack of books listing possible cures back to her dorm
room, so dark were her thoughts. But if she couldn't fuck and she
couldn't love and she couldn't be with anyone, what was the point
of it all-

The wave of arousal that hit her as she
opened her door almost made her drop her books. She hadn't been
using her Powers to sense ahead of her- and now Troy was
blindfolded and naked, and tied to her bed!

Oh GOD NO! How am I going to resist the urge
to-

The relief when she saw his tiny penis
locked away in a steel chastity belt was palpable.

She actually giggled. “Troy! You're all
locked up! When did that happen?”

Troy started to explain, but all
Amber could think was Thank you Goddess. Thank you for that little
cage.

And then she started to understand.

That's also when she saw the words, written
in bright red block letters all over his body.

AMBER,

I KNOW I DON'T DESERVE U.

BUT I WANT U TO BE HAPPY.

SO LOCK UP MY LITTLE COCK WHENEVER U WANT; I
WON'T GET MAD!

SLEEP WITH BIG STUDS WHENEVER U NEED; I
WON'T GET JEALOUS!

WE NEVER HAVE TO HAVE SEX; HANDJOBS ARE MORE
THAN ENOUGH FOR ME!

BUT MAKE ME YOUR LITTLE DICKED CUCK AND WILL
LOVE AND LICK AND CHERISH YOU FOR THE REST OF OUR LONG LIVES.

And in that moment, Amber saw the future
roll out in front of her.

Laughing with Troy in a bubble bath, letting
him kiss her soapy feet and relaxing and touching each other with
intimate closeness without worrying about being tempted to fuck
him, since his cock would be locked away in a tight steel cage to
which she didn't have the key.

Moving in together after college, and coming
home to his welcoming arms after a long night of clubbing and
grinding and sucking and fucking well-hung Studs, not needing to
take any of Troy's life force at all.

And maybe... an altar... and a priest... and
long life, growing old together, living as a forever bonded
pair.

A life free from fear of being a
murderer.

A life free from the gnawing hunger that
always seemed to eat at her.

A life... free.

She could barely breathe, her finger tracing
the long note written in lipstick on his chest. “Troy! Do you mean
this?”

“Mean what?”

“All this stuff written on your body!
Do you really mean it? All of it?”

She could still see it, that vision of her
happy, wonderful life, with all her problems solved... if he would
just say yes! She watched him squirm, trying to make his
decision.

Please say yes...Please Troy say yes-

“Yes Amber! I mean every
word!”

Something took her body over.

She threw her stupid books with their stupid
solutions to the floor, whipped off her suddenly itchy dress and
panties and sandals and threw herself nude onto him, straddling his
warm, living face.

“Please Troy- hurry! It's been so
long!” Just feeling his lips against her pussy brought back so many
memories of Freshman year! “Hurry!”

He licked furiously just like a good pussy
boy should, and Amber almost started to cry in relief.

Everything was going to be okay.

 


***

 


Many hours, many orgasms and even a shower
later, Amber was under her covers, quietly sneaking a few fingers
into her panties as Jessica snored away in the other bed.

It was dark outside, but Amber was still
awake and buzzing.

Because she understood it all now, Inanna's
wisdom.

If she spread out her succubi encounters
over many, many men, she wouldn't have to feel like a murderer. The
amount of life she'd take from just a one night stand would be
equal to smoking a few cigarettes at most, and any horny guy would
agree to that.

If I gave them a night to
remember, Amber giggled to herself, her fingers finding her needy
clit.

She wasn't afraid of masturbating anymore
either.

It would reawaken her sexual hunger,
but Troy's tongue could always tide her over until she found her
next suitable Stud. And if any of them wanted more than a one-night
thing, she could just point at Troy and say, “Are you crazy? I've
got a boyfriend!” A boyfriend she would never ever have to fuck, since his
chastity belt could be strong when she was weak.

Troy's cage had truly set her free.

Strumming her fingers on her clit even
faster, Amber's legs stiffened as her pleasure built, and the girl
smiled, realizing she didn't need to visit the marble man with his
huge, hard marble cock any longer.

Because she'd be getting the real thing soon
enough.

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


It was Wednesday afternoon and the stripes
on the boys' butts had pretty much healed.

On Monday Alphonso had needed to
attend all his classes standing up, by Tuesday he could sit for
parts of them and now he could almost sit like normal, although he
still winced out of reflex when he did it. The Sex Magic had
definitely made the physical damage go away faster, but the
memory
of that endless
spanking would be burned into his brain forever!

Now, done with classes for the day, Alphonso
relaxed on his bed, enjoying laying on his back for the first time
since Sunday, even if that meant his little hard-on was poking up
between his legs for his roommates to see.

He didn't want to be hard, but to make sure they got the
most out of the Powers healing, the Headmistress had Looped off
their orgasms since Sunday, and all three boys were starting to
feel their backed-up balls by now. And the worst part was, they
didn't even know when she would let them cum again!

“So do you still hope more exciting
adventures happen to us?” he snapped at Billy, who was also
gingerly laying on his back with half a hard-on. “Or was that
enough for you?”

“You know that's not what I meant!”
the smaller boy shot back. “I wanted something sexy to happen to us, like the stuff that
always happens to Troy. Or Jessica! Last weekend she had to sex
fight another girl-”

“Stop it!” Alphonso said, covering his
crotch. “You're going to get me hard again!”

“Well I'll be happy if we have nothing but average weeks
again from here on out,” John added, reading on his bed. “It's bad
enough, what the secretaries do to us!”

Alphonso swallowed.

Just this morning he had mis-filed
something for Carla, and she had grabbed his balls and dragged him
back to the file cabinet, laughing as she explained the
correct
place for the
folder, as she squeezed harder and harder and he begged her to
stop. He was going to make sure he never mis-filed one of her
folders again!

“It is,” he agreed, his cock rising a
little. “But that too, shall pass. We just have to make it to the
end of the semester.”

“Unless Ms. Parker wants us as office
boys again next term!” Billy said.

Alphonso blushed a little. “That probably
won't happen. She tends to like, um, more endowed boys. The
secretaries too.”

“Thank god for that,” John
laughed.

“Yeah,” Billy agreed. “All we have to
do is keep our heads down and-”

The red phone next to Alphonso's bed rang
again.

“What does she want now?!” Billy
cried. “We already DID our work study for the day!”

“I don't know,” Alphonso gulped, then
answered it. “Yes ma'am?”

The Headmistress's voice was short in his
ear. “Are the other two office boys with you?”

“Yes ma'am!”

“Good. I want you three to take a good
long shower and then shave everything. Face, armpits, chest,
crotch, butt, I want them all baby smooth, do you understand me?”

The brown-skinned boy swallowed and gripped
the phone harder. “Yes ma'am! But what's going on?”

“A chance for another little bit of
extra scholarship credit just showed up, and you boys are perfect
for it! Now hurry up and get clean and hairless- I want someone to
be able to eat off of you boys! I'll meet you there in thirty minutes.”
And then she hung up.

Alphonso was dumbstruck, looking at the dead
phone.

“Well, what did she say?” John
demanded.

He swallowed again and looked at the other
two. “I think... this is going to be worse than Sunday.”

 


***

 


Getting clean wasn't so bad; since they were
already nude, the shower only took three minutes.

Shaving their faces took another five, but
then the hard part was coming up.

Alphonso spent five minutes shaving just one
armpit alone, then panicked when he saw the clock and tackled the
other armpit in a fast three.

He blushed while shaving his crotch in the
open, communal showers, because a couple of well-hung jocks walked
in halfway and started laughing at the boys being forced to denude
themselves. But at least the jocks had left by the time the boys
had to start shaving their own asses!

It was tricky, getting the razor onto the
hidden spots of your own rear, and Alphonso was so worried that he
was missing sections.

What did the Headmistress mean, 'being able
to eat off of him'?

What in the hell were they preparing
for?!

In desperation as the clock was running
down, Alphonso swallowed his pride and turned to John.

“How does it look?”

“You've still got a few hairy spots,”
the other boy said, blushing as he checked his roommate's ass out.
“There. And there...”

“I can't see where you're pointing!”
Alphonso cried over his shoulder. It had been almost thirty minutes
since the red phone rang! “Could you just.... please!?”

The silence was deafening behind him, then
Alphonso closed his eyes as he felt another boy's hands- for the
first time ever- spread his bare butt cheeks apart.

“But you have to do me afterwards,”
John gulped, running the razor down his crack. “I don't want to be
caned again!”

Alphonso swallowed and nodded as John got
the parts next to his hole- this was so humiliating! The
humiliating ordeal was repeated the other way, neither boy talking
about it, but as soon as they were done, Billy demanded their help
too!

Alphonso had no choice- time was almost
gone- so he and John got their roommate's butt baby smooth with the
minimal amount of touching and then all three boys ran back to
their room nude and dripping wet just as the thirty minutes was
running out.

They were still hurriedly drying themselves
off when there was a knock at their door. Without waiting, the
Headmistress opened it, and she had another woman with her
again!

This one was in her late thirties or early
forties, it was hard to tell, and wearing a slim fitting pantsuit
and high heels. And when the blond woman spoke, it was with a big,
cheerful Texas accent.

“Well, hell, Jane- these boys get
right to it, don't they?” she laughed, looking at the nude
boys.

Alphonso and his roommates covered their
crotches with the thin towels as fast as they could, but he had a
feeling he'd nude again really soon!

“Ms. Parker!” he gasped. “What's going
on?”

“Boys, this is Sarah Yellen,” the
Headmistress said. “A close friend of mine and CEO of Hybrid
Technologies. She was flying from California to Germany but had an
unexpected layover of about four hours at the nearby
airport.”

“Darn first class tickets,” the Texan
laughed. “Next time I'm taking a private jet!”

Ms. Parker looked at the boys
meaningfully. “She's also one of this University's
biggest
financial
donors.”

“Oh it's just a little tax write off,”
the woman laughed. “But I do always enjoy educating young people,” she added, smiling at
the blushing, nearly nude boys. “Nice to meet you!”

Alphonso gulped as the cheerful woman stuck
her hand way out, but he didn't have a choice; the Headmistress was
looking at him expectantly! It was so terrifying, having only a
thin towel to hold in front of your slowly hardening dick, your
bare ass hanging out in the breeze, while leaning forward to shake
hands with a fully dressed business woman smirking at you!

“Pleased to meet you,
ma'am!”

“Likewise, honey,” she laughed.
Somehow, Alphonso didn't faint as she held the handshake just a bit
too long, the feeling of her strong, feminine hand touching his
making his penis stiffen even faster!

“You'll be more pleased in a second,
Sarah,” the Headmistress chuckled, then turned to the three males.
“No need to be so formal, boys. Drop those towels.”

Alphonso groaned, but what could he
do? They were Ms. Parker's nude office boys, after all. And she ran the
university. In fact, women ran the entire world now!

He gulped and let go, dropping his
towel to stand totally exposed in front of the smiling woman, as
did Billy and John. All three of their dicks were surging, quickly
reaching full hardness without even being touched.
Was Ms. Parker
using her magic on them again?!

The older business woman clapped and laughed
laughed upon seeing the boys' stiffening erections bobbing in the
air.

“Oh Jane, look at those little pea
shooters- they're perfect!”

Alphonso blushed and was dying to
cover his small-dicked shame, but he just had to stand there and
take it! Is
that all women would ever notice about him?

“I chose them for you myself,” the
Headmistress chuckled, stepping towards the door. “Now boys,
Sarah's got a few hours to kill between flights. So I thought maybe
you three would like to earn a little more extra credit, by showing
her a good time?”

Alphonso was squirming, standing totally
nude in front of a strange woman with his hard-on pulsing towards
her, like she was a magnet and his dick was metal. And she was
laughing at it!

“Ma'am, I don't think I know what you
mean!”

The Headmistress smiled, and their dicks
surged even harder. “Boys, CEOs like Sarah are on their feet all
day. She planned a hundred million dollar merger before breakfast,
fired twenty people before lunch, and after this she's flying to
Germany to develop a new type of solar panel that will change how
we generate electricity in ten years.”

“Well, the engineers will develop it,”
the Texan laughed. “I'll just be there to make sure they do it
right!”

Ms. Parker nodded. “So sometimes after a
long day, busy executives just need a place to relax, have some
cold drinks, and enjoy some light conversation with a few charming
hostesses,” she chuckled, looking at the shivering boys. “Not a
hard job, right? Just keep her company.”

“Naked?!” Alphonso
demanded.

“That's up to her. In fact, you're not
allowed to wear anything else until Sarah gives you the go-ahead.
If you want to get on her good side, why don't you take off her
heels and give her a nice, long foot rub?”

“Oooh, that does sound nice,” Sarah
giggled.

The Headmistress air-kissed the other
woman's cheeks. “Have fun, dear. And if you need anything at all,
just ring that red phone and I'll have someone run it right over.
I've already got a little care package coming your way.”

“Thank you Jane- I needed
this!”

“Think nothing of it,” the
Headmistress laughed, then looked at the three boys again as she
closed the door. “Remember boys- take good care of her.”

And then they were nude and erect in their
dorm room, with a strange woman smirking at them.

 


***

 


“So,” Sarah laughed, starting to take
off her expensive suit jacket, “what do you boys do for fun around
here?”

Alphonso had gulped and covered his
dick with his hands as soon as the Headmistress had left; his dick
was like an angry missile about to shoot off his body, obscenely
hard with every vein popping out. Ms. Parker's magic was so evil!

“Um, nothing really... Ma'am,” he
stammered as the woman hung her jacket on his chair. “We mostly
just study!”

She smiled and sat down. “That's all? Three
fit, attractive boys like you must go on a lot of dates with hot
girls, especially at a sex positive school like this.”

“No ma'am!” John cried, blushing and
covering himself with his hands just like the other two boys were.
“Girls barely talk to us!”

The older woman laughed, dangling a stiletto
off her slim, bouncing foot. “Because of your tiny dicks?”

The three boys blushed, covering their
raging hard-ons even more.

“Yes!” Billy cried, nude with his hard
dick behind his hands. “Most girls around here say: 'If you aren't
at least seven inches, don't even try to talk to us!'”

“Awww, sugar, I know,” she laughed.
“It must be horrible, being the smallest guys on campus. Knowing
all your friends are getting laid every night by horny girls, maybe
two or three at a time, and ya'll have to just camp out in your
room naked, making love to your hands!” She laughed as all three
boys blushed again. “Is that why you three are all still
virgins?”

“I'm NOT a virgin!” Billy cried, still
covering himself. “Last year I had a LOT of girls... do butt stuff
with me!”

“Since Powers every boy has to do butt
stuff nowadays,” the woman chuckled. “Even the big-dicked ones.
They're the most fun to take from the rear, sometimes. But I'm
talking about real sex. Penis-In-Vagina. There's not a self-respecting girl at
this school that would let you stick that needle in her, is
there?”

“NO!”

“So you're still a virgin
then?”

Billy was squirming, his nude butt
clenching, his dick bouncing under his cupped hands. “YES! And it
sucks!”

She grinned. “And how about you other two
cuties?”

“Yes!” John admitted, blushing deep
red.

Alphonso turned to his friend in shock. “But
you had a prom date last year! And you took her back to your hotel
room afterwards!”

John was looking at the floor, blushing and
covering his hard dick. “She didn't even take off her prom dress
when we got to the room! She told me to strip and when she saw my
cock, she told me to stand in the shower, then used her Powers to
make me cum in less than thirty seconds, and went off laughing to
the after-party with her friends!”

“That bitch,” Sarah giggled. “You
probably would have eaten her sweet pussy for hours if she just let
you pump away inside her for a few minutes, wouldn't
you?”

“Yes!”

“You poor little dicks,” she chuckled.
She looked over at Alphonso, who was barely holding his hard,
throbbing dick under his hands as well. “You a virgin too, big
guy?”

“No! I had sex with my girlfriend all
summer!”

Sarah raised a blond eyebrow at him.
“Really? And she let you fire off that tiny cannon inside her sweet cunny?”

Alphonso blushed, remembering how Jess had
never, ever let him cum while they were having sex- because she
thought his dick was too small! “No.”

The woman laughed out loud. “Never? Not once
all Summer?”

“No!” he repeated, now looking at the
floor too.

“Three little dicked virgins,” Sarah
laughed, leaning back in her chair. “Naked and shaved for me. I've got to give Jane
credit- she knows what I like!”

She started playing with the string
of pearls around her neck. “Now, I'll tell you boys a secret. One
I've only told your Headmistress and my husband. I like big cocks.
I like how confident big-dicked men are, I like how they fill me up
and I like how they make me cum.” She leaned forward in the chair,
her eyes shining. “But I love little dicks!”

Alphonso gulped, his erection thrumming
behind his hands. “What?”

“You know how some men love
flat-chested women? Or girls with tiny feet? Well, I love hot,
attractive men with tiny little penises!” Sarah laughed, undoing
the top two buttons on her dress shirt.

Alphonso's eyes widened. The older woman was
stacked up top, and now her firm, round cleavage was coming into
view! “You... like that?”

“I love them, honey,” she laughed, rolling up her shirt
sleeves. “I love how men with little dicks are so easily
embarrassed, I love how hard they get for me without any effort,
and I love feeling them pulse in my little hand!”

“Ahhh!”

She was pointing one hand at Alphonso, using
her Powers to grip and stroke his cock, right through his
hands!

“I love fit, embarrassed men with tiny
dicks,” she laughed as Alphonso squirmed and blushed. “My husband's
got the cutest little three-inch baby penis, something I remind him of
every morning... right before I jump his bones!”

Another minute and Alphonso would cum into
his hands! “Mrs. Yellen, please!”

The phantom forces on his hard penis
stopped, leaving his heart racing.

“Like I said boys, all my life I've
loved partying with little dicks. When I make love to a well hung
man, it's in private, with gentle music and candles. But when I
party, there's booze, it's a wild time, and everybody gets sucked!” she laughed,
looking at the three nude boys. “So the question is... do
you
little dicks want
to party?”

She was holding her chin, still dangling one
sexy stiletto off her foot while smiling at the three shocked
boys.

She didn't have the body of the
nineteen year old girls in Alphonso's classes, but with her shiny
blond curls, her large, probably fake breasts and her extreme
confidence, the curvy older woman was still very attractive, in a
motherly sort of way, Alphonso realized. If your mother was one of the richest
women in Texas!

“What do you say, boys? A little
booze, a little dancing, and maybe we all have a good time
tonight?”

“We can't drink!” Billy cried. “We're
not twenty-one yet!”

Sarah laughed again. “You let me worry about
that. You all just worry about keeping those little peckers hard
when I need them.”

“I don't like it,” John whispered into
Alphonso's ear, turning a little towards him. “There's got to be a
catch!”

“She's a hot MILF who wants to give us
beer and bang us,” Billy whispered from the other side of the
impromptu huddle. “What's not to like?!”

“There are three of us in the room,”
Alphonso whispered back. “It would be weird.”

“Who cares?” Billy hissed. “This is
probably the best chance to cum we'll have this week!”

Even John had to gulp and agree to that.

Alphonso and the others turned back towards
the woman. “What about your husband?”

“Oh, Jack knows exactly what kind of
fun I get up to on my little trips,” she laughed, playing with the
pearls around her neck again. “I always tell him all about it as
soon as I get home, with one hand wrapped right around his hard,
desperate little cock.”

She bobbed her foot. “Oddly enough, if I lie
about the size of your dicks and tell him you all had huge,
swinging tools that put his little pecker to shame, he'll squeal
and shoot off in ten seconds, just like a good little boy should.”
She laughed, still playing with her pearls. “So I may change some
of the details in the retelling. I hope you boys don't mind.”

Billy tugged on Alphonso's arm and
whispered. “See! It's fine!”

The taller boy gulped, still covering his
privates, which were throbbing even harder. “You really like boys
with little dicks?”

“Oh honey, I love 'em,” she sighed. “I could suck on a
three-inch dick all day long, and twice on Sundays! Now come on,
sweeties, drop those hands and let's really see what we've got to
work with here.”

His heart racing, his knees shaking,
Alphonso moved his hands to let his last protection drop, as did
Billy and John.

“Oh, will you look at those adorable
little things!” Sarah laughed, seeing their bare crotches again.
“It's no wonder you boys can't get any girls back here- it would
take all three of those peckers put together to satisfy a real
woman!”

“It's not that bad!” Billy said, covering himself
again.

“Honey, that's your problem right
there. Don't be ashamed of your little package- show it off! Be
proud of your little dick!” She giggled. “Maybe you three should
have t-shirts made up that say that.”

Alphonso blushed again, wanting to
cover himself, but stopping. Was she right?

“Move those hands, sweetie,” she
laughed at Billy. “None of you are allowed to cover yourselves
tonight, new rule!”

Billy gulped and let his dick bounce in the
air again, to her delight.

Alphonso groaned, feeling ridiculous
as she giggled at their little hard-ons. Was it going to be like this all
night?

There was a knock at the door, but no one
came in. Then again, but louder. He started to go to answer it, but
then remembered- he couldn't cover himself! He stopped before
opening it, but the person knocked on the door again!

His hard dick bobbing in front of him,
Alphonso gulped and opened it.

Luckily it was a tall, muscular boy standing
there in blue SPU shorts, holding a tray with two buckets of ice
and beer bottles, some tequila, limes and shot glasses, and three
cans of whipped cream. “From Ms. Parker.”

“I'll take it,” the Alphonso gulped
back. “Thanks.”

“Better you than me,” Jimmy said, then
turned and walked away down the hall as fast as he
could.

As soon as Alphonso had closed the door and
set down the tray, Sarah was over to him, checking out the
contents. “Miller Lite in a ice bucket, cheap tequila, and they
even cut up the limes! Oh Jane, you really do know me well!” She
opened four beers and gave one bottle to each boy and herself.
“Drink up you little-dicked beauties, and we all might just get
laid tonight!”

She laughed as the three nude boys started
eagerly chugging their beers, their erect dicks twitching at the
ceiling. When Alphonso tried to lower his bottle after a few
swallows, she just tipped the bottom higher.

“No honey, first one always goes all
the way- and if any of you virgins beat me, I'll let you fuck me
here on the floor right now!”

She started drinking, and, to all boys'
shame, finished her beer while they each still had a good bit left.
“You all drink like a bunch of schoolgirls!” she laughed. “Let's
try that again!”

Alphonso was sputtering, feeling a little
queasy to his stomach, and still had a third of a beer left! “Mrs.
Yellen- please!”

She just laughed and crooked a finger at
him. “Come here, little dick.”

Alphonso felt a pull on his hard
cock, like before. It was just a tiny tug with each flex of her
finger, more of a suggestion than the hard yank girls his own age
used, but it still drew him helplessly towards her.
Like a spider
calling a fly.

As soon as he was within reach, she used her
actual hand to grip his straining shaft. It was so much warmer than
her phantom touch!

“Ahhhhh!”

“Oh my goodness, you barely stick out
past my fist!” she giggled, squeezing his cock up and down with her
right hand as she drank another beer with her left. “What are you,
sweetie, less than five inches?”

He started blushing, even as his body
responded to her touch. “No!”

“Don't make me measure, dear. If I
have to get out a ruler, I'm posting the pictures on Instagram for
the whole world to see!”

“I'm four and a half inches!” Alphonso
admitted as she kept playing with him. “Barely!”

“Oh, that's just darling!” Sarah
laughed, rubbing the sensitive spot under his cockhead as she
drank. “You know that puts you in the bottom third of all men in
the world, right?”

It was humiliating, hearing her mock his
size, but her grip was so practiced- she definitely knew how to
stroke a smaller cock!

“Mrs. Yellen,” he gasped, his face
turning red. “Please stop!”

“Oh wow, honey! You're on the edge
already?”

She was still stroking, she was still
laughing, and he hadn't cum since Saturday!

“Yes!”

“Well here, why don't you stroke this
instead?” she laughed, taking her empty beer bottle and pressing it
against his pubic mound right above his erect cock, making it stick
out like second, much bigger penis! “Come on, this is what a real
cock would look like, sticking out of you. Why don't you see what
that would feel like?”

Alphonso was deep red- he looked so small
compared to that bottle! “Mrs. Yellen...”

“Come on sweetie, I'm trying to prove
a point.”

Alphonso cringed and did, blushing as his
right hand barely wrapped around the new girth.

“Now that's the size of cock a girl wants in her,”
Sarah laughed, watching him blush profusely. “All of you boys, do
the same, or I'm calling Jane on that little red phone!”

Blushing, Billy and John did the same,
holding their empty beers to their pubic bones and stroking.

“Now how does that feel?”

“It's so thick!” Billy gasped, his
hand sliding up and down the bottle, just above his twitching
cock.

“I've had thicker,” Sarah laughed.
Then she used her hand to guide Alphonso's. “No, no sweetie,
stroke all the way to the tip! See how much more dick you have
now?”

The boy closed his eyes in humiliation. His
strokes took twice as long now, compared to the fast little
beat-offs he was used to!

Now she was giggling into his ear.
“It's a lot more cock isn't it honey? That's what
half
the world's men
have in their pants. That or bigger. How does that make you feel?”

His face was on fire. “Pathetic!”

She put his hand over his and made him
stroke the beer bottle faster. “Come on, sweetie, really get into
it. Pretend you're a normal boy with a normal-sized dick, and
you're about to have a good, hard orgasm like normal boys do. Come
on!”

Alphonso swallowed and let her pump his hand
faster and faster on the fake glass cock. The bottom of the bottle
was bumping against his pubic bone each stroke, and the vibrations
were actually making his boner throb, as it bounced, untouched in
the air.

“Faster honey,” she laughed. “Like
you're about to spray all over the face of some sweet young co-ed
who can't wait to taste it. Feel what having a BIG dick would be
like for once!”

Alphonso did, stroking faster.

He could actually feel himself getting
close-

Then she suddenly yanked the bottle away
from him and the other two boys. “Now stroke your real cocks!” she
laughed, pushing his suddenly empty hand down to his flesh. “How
does it feel now?!”

“Tiny!” Alphonso wailed, pumping away
at his stiff cock. The strokes were so short!

“Useless!” John cried.

“It's like I don't even have a dick at
all!” Billy wailed, his eyes closed.

“Keep stroking! All of you!” Sarah
laughed, drinking. “Here comes the best part!”

Alphonso was on his toes, trying to
hold back, and his balls had pulled up to his body! “Mrs.
Yellen! I'm
going to-”

“No you won't, honey. Jane said all
three of you are blocked until at least Friday night.”

And Sarah laughed out loud as all three boys
stiffened and hit their orgasm blocks.

Alphonso yelled and thrust his hips forward,
cumming. But just before he would have sprayed hot cum all over the
smiling woman's clothes, his semen hit a magic wall. His body
jerked with each spurt he should have had, but instead of shooting
out, the cum rebounded down his cock and back into his balls,
increasing the pressure there even more!

“Ahhhh-Ahhhh-AHHHH!”

From their wails, the same was happening to
Billy and John. Ms. Parker hadn't released any of their orgasms
blocks!

Sarah laughed and wrapped her hand
around Alphonso's, making him keep stroking all through his hard
blocked orgasm, cheering each time his body jerked with a big spurt
he should have had, only to pump his cum back into his own aching
balls. When he finally 'finished', the older woman let go of his
cock so he could stagger back and fall against the floor, panting
but still rock hard.

“Ahhh, dry cumming,” she laughed,
finishing the last of her beer. “I love it when little dicks do
that!”

Alphonso was so humiliated- he hadn't
cum at all! It was all the shame of having a huge, uncontrolled
orgasm in front of someone, but with none of the pleasure!
“Please.... ma'am!”

Billy and John were on the floor too, trying
to catch their breath after their blocked orgasms, their faces red,
their dicks still dick throbbing and desperate, and not one drop of
cum on their bodies or the floor.

“Why did you do that?” Billy demanded,
almost crying. “Blocked orgasms really hurt!”

Sarah opened another four beers. “Because I
can lift your orgasms blocks any time I want. Or I can keep them in
place. And I'm going to give those little dicks a LOT of attention
tonight. It's up to your attitude if you're going to feel nice, hot
spurts shooting out of those tiny dicks tonight, or more of what
you just felt.” She held up three full beers again. “Now, anyone in
this room have a dick bigger than a beer bottle? Raise your
hand!”

The three nude, panting, erect boys just
blushed and looked away.

“Then drink this until you feel like
you do!” she laughed, handing each a drink again. “And let's get
some music going in here! You can't have a party without
music!”

 


***

 


As soon as he was able to walk, John
staggered over to his computer and kept changing Pandora stations
until he found some fast-paced country music that she approved.
Sarah whooped and dragged Alphonso to the center of the room,
making him hold both their beers while she danced very close to
him, running her hands all over his body, even over his nude butt,
while he was unable to touch her back.

“Jane made you shave your ass too,
didn't she?” she asked, laughing loudly as he gasped and moaned
while her fingers explored all over his hairless cheeks.

He could barely think! “Yes!”

“God I love that woman,” she laughed,
grinding her thigh against his straining dick. “How big were you
again, honey?”

He grit his teeth. “Four and a half
inches!”

“Oh that's wonderful, honey.” And
while they danced, she slid one hand between them and grabbed
Alphonso's dick with her bare palm again! “I love feeling little
dicks throb while I dance with them,” she laughed, squeezing him
again. “You're what I call 'teaser' length- a girl sees this and
thinks 'Maybe he's worth fucking', but as soon as you slide in she
goes, 'Nope, I was wrong- I definitely need something
bigger!”

Alphonso blushed as she stroked him,
remembering how Jess had treated him at the end of summer. “Mrs.
Yellen!”

“Again?” she laughed, letting go of
his cock before he dry came again. “You boys have been orgasm
blocked for a while, huh? That was quick, even for a boy your
age!”

“Ever since Sunday!” he gulped, as she
ground her big tits into his chest, her shirt opening a little
more.

“Oh, you poor souls, it really is hard
living with little cocks, isn't it?” Sarah chuckled, cupping his
ass. “Never knowing if the next woman you meet will give you an
orgasm, or just tease you, or slap you into a tight chastity
belt... Normal sized boys on this campus are living their sexual
dreams, blasting big loads night after night into girls who never
have to worry about condoms or pregnancies because of their Powers,
but you little dicks just live in state of constant fear, don't
you?”

Alphonso blushed, still trying to catch his
breath. It was true, going by what he had overheard the well-hung
boys in the showers saying to each other!

“Yeah!” Billy cried from the
sidelines. “And it's not FAIR!”

“Ain't no fair in this world, honey.
Now dance with me, little dick!”

As the song changed, she spun away from
Alphonso and pulled Billy close, grabbing his cock, balls and bare
ass with impunity just like she had with Al. But when Billy tried
to slide his hands down to her round, slacks-covered ass, she just
laughed and slapped them away.

“I'll set the pace, little dick!” she
said, pulling his hands up to her shoulders and making them stay
there. “Unless you want to go to bed with a Texas-sized ass
whoopin' instead of a fucking!”

He shivered. “No! Please!”

And Sarah laughed as she ran her hands over
his nipples, washboard abs and throbbing cock with impunity, as the
blushing boy just chastely held her shoulders, like he was at a
middle-school dance. She finished with one hand cupping his hard
cock and balls, the other pressing his bare ass so his dick thrust
into her hand.

“Oh my lord!” she marveled, squeezing
his dick. “You're the smallest of the bunch, aren't
you?”

Billy was blushing, barely able to look at
her. “I guess!”

“It is. You're the smallest dick in
the room. But I bet you're used to that! How big is
your
huge, massive
member, hmmm sweetie?”

Billy's head was down, his dick throbbing in
her hand. “Three and a half inches!”

“Three!”

“And a half!”

“Oh lord, that's perfect,” Sarah laughed, making him fuck her
hand as they danced. Billy moaned as his pleasure built. “Three and
a half little inches,” she marveled. “And that's the biggest
you'll ever get! No matter what you do, for the rest of your life, your
tiny, little penis will never be any bigger than you are right now,
you know that, right?”

“I know!” Billy wailed, squirming as
his pleasure built. “And it's horrible!”

“Because girls laugh in your face when
you try to stick this little thing in them?”

Billy's fists were balled over her shoulders
as he looked past her, his eyes closed. “YES!”

“Because you know you'll probably stay
a virgin forever?”

“YES! And it SUCKS!”

“Oh no darling, I want you to stay
pure as long as you can! Wouldn't it just be beautiful, if you lived your entire life never
being able to stick this cute dicklet into the folds of a warm,
eager woman? If the only sex you ever got was from your little
hand, or from a girl sticking a strap-on up your rear? And that's
all you ever got, because you're hung like a cute little
boy?”

Billy wailed and hit his orgasm block a
second time.

Sarah laughed as the boy jumped and bucked
against her bare hand, his butt clenching, his whole body shaking
but not a single drop of cum shooting out. Billy strained and
humped her fist out of pure reflex, trying so hard to bust his nut,
and she just laughed, stroking him faster to make his dry cum last
even longer. When she eventually released his cock, Billy stumbled
backwards just like Alphonso had, to land on his bed, gasping for
breath.

“Stars almighty, I love orgasm blocks,” the woman chuckled.
“Who's next?”

The other two boys blushed, looking at Billy
panting and a mess on his bed, but with all his cum still in him.
This was so humiliating!

She danced with John next, making him wail
and hit his orgasm block too, while she said something only he
could hear into his ear while smiling and stroking his cock. The
boy shook and shivered and moaned, but kept all his cum inside
him.

And then she pulled Alphonso to the dance
floor again.

He was still rock hard, having watched his
friends dry cum. “Mrs. Yellen, please! I don't know if I can take
another one!”

“My husband can take eight or ten of
these before I let him cum each morning,” she laughed, her fingers
playing with his throbbing stiffness again. “He's in his forties
and hasn't had a heart attack yet!”

Alphonso looked over at his two roommates,
who were both gasping for breath in their beds. “My girlfriend used
to do this to me too, but Billy and John- they're not used to
this!”

She looked over her shoulder, then laughed.
“Oh please,” she giggled, then whispered in his ear. “Those two are
in for the most fun of all of us. I'll have those cuties 69'ing
each other by the end of the night.”

His eyes got huge. “What!?!”

“Men under four inches are always bi,”
she giggled, whispering into his ear. “Get a few shots into them
and they'll suck cock for the first hot girl that asks them
too!”

“I... I don't think that's
true!”

“We'll see,” she laughed, still
stroking his length. Now her fingers rested on just his cockhead,
twirling it gently side to side. “You should be very thankful for
this extra half-inch, honey If it wasn't there, I'd be including
you in my devious cock sucking plans!”

He went onto his toes, his orgasm
approaching again. “Please, Mrs. Yellen- don't!”

She made him dry cum again, then stepped
back and yelled.

“WHOOOO! IT'S TIME FOR
SHOTS!”

 


***

 


She grabbed the Tequila bottle and made the
rubber-legged Alphonso clear a space on his table.

“Shots shots shots!” she cried,
holding the bottle in the air.

Alphonso gasped as she unbuttoned her shirt
the rest of the way, then laid down on the table and poured a bit
of tequila into the smooth depression around her belly button. She
shook salt onto her cleavage, stuck a lime wedge into her mouth,
then yelled around it. “Who's first, little dicks?!”

Billy was out of his bed in a flash.
“Finally!”

“No!” Alphonso begged. “Don't!” But
the boy was already sucking up the liquor on her stomach, taking a
deep lick of salt off her huge cleavage- his dick getting hard
again as he did- and then leaning over the smiling business woman's
mouth and sucking up the lime.

Sarah used one hand to grab the back of his
head as he did, forcing him into a hot, hard, lip lock with her
tongue invading his mouth, while her other hand reached between his
legs to grab his dick again.

Alphonso winced as she kept French kissing
the boy as she stroked him, and didn't let go until he had another
hard blocked orgasm, moaning and yelling with his lips mashed
against hers. Only then did she let go, laughing as the boy almost
fell over.

“Dry cumming body shots!” she whooped.
“I love it! Who's next?!”

John volunteered next, even knowing
what was going to happen, and Alphonso didn't know how much he was
allowed to say- would she get mad if he told his roommates of her
plan? But
wasn't it his duty to warn them?

John shivered and dry came with his lips
pressed against hers just like Billy had, futilely humping her hand
and trying to shoot even though powerful Sex Magic prevented him
from doing so.

Turning her head to Alphonso, she shocked
all the boys by undoing the first button on her pants and sliding
them just a little down her hips, to reveal her lacy, red silk
underwear.

“Come on, boys! You're
so close
to getting my
panties off!” she laughed as their eyes bugged out. “Don't you want
to get those little dicks wet? Just a few more shots should do
it!”

Both Billy and John were pushing him
forward.

“No!” Alphonso cried. “It's all part
of her plan to- AHHHH!”

He yelled as he found himself being lifted
up into the air by her Sex Powers, his hard cock pulling him off
the floor.

One hand glowing faintly, the half-naked
Sarah laughed and sat up. “You don't want to do body shots? Okay!
At SPU, body shots DO YOU!” She used her hand to levitate the nude,
resisting Alphonso onto the table she had just vacated.

“NO!”

She laid him flat, froze his hands to the
table with a quick spell, and then used Powers-assisted strength to
bend his knees up towards his face, until they were practically
touching his chest. Billy and John could only look on- they were
helpless to stop her! And maybe they didn't want to!

Sarah put a lime wedge in Alphonso's mouth,
poured tequila into the bowl around his belly button, and then held
the salt shaker next to his straining, erect cock.

“You know you're almost smaller than a
salt shaker!?” she laughed, not believing. “Your little dick is
smaller than a salt shaker! I guess we know where the salt should
go!”

And then she shook the salt all over his
naked, unprotected cock.

“NO!” he wailed. But frozen by her
magic, all he could move was his mouth and ankles!

“This is what happens to bad little
dicks who don't take shots off their mommas!” she laughed, and then
slurped up the tequila from his shaking stomach.

And plucked the lime from his quivering
lips.

And then started sucking the salt off his
cock like it was the World Blowjob Championships.

“FUUUUUUUUCK!” Alphonso cried. “Not
like THIS!”

Her hot mouth was incredibly hot and
talented, and she was sucking him so hard, like she was trying to
pull his dick off his body! Frozen and helpless, Alphonso could
stop the bobbing of her head between his spread legs even as he got
closer and closer to his biggest orgasm yet.

“NOOOOO! STOP!”

But she didn't stop. She just laughed. He
felt that through his cock.

Alphonso yelled, clenching his fists and
shaking his feet as the muscles in his cock fired off.

“AHHHHHHHHH-AHHHHHHHHH!” he screamed,
thrashing his head side to side, his toes curling, the veins in his
neck popping.

It would have been the hardest, longest,
best orgasm Alphonso would have remembered any girl ever giving
him.

If it hadn't been blocked from start to
finish.

“AHHHHHHHHHH!”

He might have passed out during it, or just
gone a little faint, because the next thing he remembered was Sarah
carrying his nude body to his bed and laying him down.

“You just lay here, sweetie,” she
laughed, her Powers assisting her lowering the bigger boy into bed.
“You're done for a while.” She whispered into his ear. “I've got to
go work on your friends now...”

He closed his eyes, knowing the blocked
orgasm had been punishment for even thinking about telling Billy
and John what she was planning. She was really going to make them
do it!

It was hot when boys made two girls kiss at
a bar, but this...

Light headed from the alcohol and blocked
orgasms, his balls bluer than they had ever been, Alphonso's world
started to spin.

He vaguely saw Sarah turning to his two
roommates.

“Ready for more shots?” she laughed at
the dizzy boys.

“No!” Billy cried, holding his
head.

“Wrong answer!”

And then Alphonso's world went black....

 


***

 


His memory of the night got a little fuzzy
at that point.

He remembered waking up to loud country
music, and seeing Sarah barefoot, her hair whipping from side to
side, as she laughed and danced wildly with both Billy and John
next to her. She would laugh and kiss one nude erect boy, then turn
and kiss the other, and then she was pushing their heads towards
each other...

He remembered waking up with his dick
getting sucked, a warm, loving tongue bath so different from how
Sarah had pleasured him before. His eyes opened in a panic, then
relaxed when he looked down and saw her blond curls bobbing between
his legs.

“Nope, just me little dick,” she
laughed, as he blushed. “But maybe you can get some hot bi action a
little later? It looks like your roommates are having a lot of
fun...”

It took so much effort to lift his pounding
head, but he did, to catch just a glimpse of arms and legs tangled
in Billy's bed, of squirming flesh and male moans...

“Now you little dicks can get all the
blowjobs you want! And you don't need any girls to do it!” she
laughed, still licking whipped cream off his hard cock. “You should
really thank me...”

She sprayed whipped cream onto his mouth,
licked that off so he could taste himself on her, then she was
spinning to bring her hips towards him. And her panties were
dripping...

And then everything went black again.

 


***

 


Alphonso woke up nude with his head
pounding, his cock still hard, and his balls absoultely aching. He
was half covered in whipped cream and still tasted beer, tequila
and something else in his mouth.

Sarah was standing in the center of the room
dressed in her pants, shirt and suit jacket again, and she had
already fixed her make up and hair. She looked over at the waking
boy and laughed as she slipped back into her professional high
heels.

“Morning sunshine,” she laughed,
winking at him.

“Wha... what happened?”

“You did great today, hon.
Little-dicked pussy eaters all around the world would be
proud.”

Alphonso blushed as he realized what that
other taste was.

He had licked her pussy, and he didn't even
remember it!

He reached down and gently cupped his
painful, aching balls. “You never let us cum.”

“No dearie, that's not really my
style,” she laughed, picking up her purse. “Only my husband gets to
shoot off with me. And when I let him, I always make him cum as
fast as possible!” She walked over to him again. “But we still had
fun, didn't we? A little highlight of your college party
life?”

Alphonso just groaned.

“Jane was telling me, you're an
engineering major?”

He nodded again, but felt dizzy. “And
math.”

She reached into her purse and held out a
business card. “Send me your resume when you graduate. I'm always
looking for sharp engineers with little dicks and talented
tongues.”

He looked at the card, but didn't
take it. “I'm not looking for that kind of work- I want a
real
engineering
job!”

“Honey, it will be a real engineering job. I'm not going
to give you any slack just because you've got a cute little dick-
I'll push you harder than any other tech firm out there! You'll be
able to write your own ticket if you ever decide to leave.” She
smiled at him. “But not a lot of my employees do. We have company
socials once a month. Open bar. Things get pretty wild those
nights.”

Alphonso gulped. How much wilder could a party
get?

She turned on her high heels, clicking
towards the door. “And I'll give you a $5,000 bonus if you're still
a virgin on your first day of work. I've got to promote clean
living for impressionable young boys, don't I?”

He blushed. Could she mean that? But it would be
more than a year away! Was it really worth it?

“And I'll give your friends $10,000
each if they're still a couple by then,” she laughed, then closed
the door behind her.

What the HELL did she mean by THAT?

Alphonso looked over at Billy's bed. The
boys were sharing it, and they were covered in whipped cream,
except for their cocks!

His head was still swimming when Jessica,
Troy's sister, burst into their room, took one look at the spilled
bottles and whipped cream everywhere, and burst out laughing.

“What the heck happened in
here?”

“Get out of here!!!”

 


***
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CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


Dressing in front of the mirror,
Amber stepped into the shortest skirt and highest wedge sandals she
owned, then giggled, checking herself out. Oh yeah, Troy's going to love
this.

Even though his penis had been locked in a
tight metal curve, barely able to erect the five days they had been
dating, Amber's succubi Powers always sensed strong sparks of
arousal in his brain whenever her outfits showed off a lot of leg
or feet.

But this outfit did much more than
that- it practically flashed her panties with every step! This
skirt had been trapped in the back of her closet for months.
But it was so fun,
being able to wear sexy outfits again!

Because no matter how many guys got horny
seeing her walk around campus like this, no matter how much the
warm sun on her exposed skin called her to strip off the rest of
her clothes and jump the next well-hung Stud she saw, Troy's
marvelous tongue could always put out the fire between her legs for
another day, giving her the orgasms and breathing room needed to
keep her from making a big mistake. Amber giggled.

At least until she met the
right
Stud,
anyways.

She did another little spin in front
of the mirror and laughed. Oh wow, I'm definitely flashing some people today!
Not even the Queen could stay modest in a skirt like
this!

Amber briefly considered going
panty-less, the thought of walking around campus with her bare
pussy protected only by the incredibly short skirt a thrilling
prospect. Then, no matter how demurely she stood or sat or crossed
her legs in it, it would still be incredibly easy for
anyone
to flip up her
skirt and rub their warm fingers against her hot, aching pussy
until she was begging to get fucked.

She would be completely undefended
against Troy's advances... or the cute guy who worked in the
cafeteria... or her History professor... or an entire visiting football
team...

Giggling, Amber shook her head to escape her
daydream and smoothed down her skirt, leaving her panties in
place.

Troy probably likes underwear flashes
better than bare pussy flashes anyway. He's such an innocent boy in
so many ways. And yesterday, it had only taken four or five slow,
deliberate panty flashes at meals or between classes before Troy
was throwing her down on her bed, almost ripping her panties in
half in his haste to get his tongue working on her snatch. Amber
smiled. Not
so innocent, then.

She shook her head, marveling as she
put on some lip gloss. And he couldn't even get hard! None of my
ex-boyfriends would have gone into chastity for me- they were all
too hungry to get their big cocks inside me. And they got angry if
they couldn't! She grinned, still barely believing her luck.
But Troy locked his
dick away just to be with me! And doesn't even care that the only
way he's going to ever penetrate me is with his tongue. I'm the
luckiest succubi in the world!

Make up done, she adjusted her skirt just a
hair higher.

Just to be sure. I definitely need a lot of
licking before he leaves for his away game!

Then there was a knock at her door.

Showtime.

“Come in, Troy.”

The door slowly opened. “How did you know it
was- oh, damn.”

His eyes were huge, taking in her
outfit.

“Do you like it?” Amber laughed, doing
a quick spin for him. From her tests in the mirror, she knew
exactly what that would do. But she still liked sensing the huge
spike of arousal from the sexual center in his brain, and even the
restrained one from the little steel cage curving between his
legs. Flash
number one!

“It's... wow!”

“I wanted to dress up for you, on our
last day before you left,” she giggled, posing again. “So? You like
it?”

“You're not wearing a bra! And your
shirt doesn't have a back!”

“It's a tied off backless tank top.
J-Lo wore one at the Oscars one year.”

“And your skirt!”

She grinned, waiting...

He was blushing.

Even after he's seen me totally nude lots of
times. So cute!

“I... I saw your panties when you spun
around!” he blurted out, his cheeks red.

“Ooops,” she giggled, picking up her
backpack. “I guess I'll have to be more careful outside! Come on,
let's go get some breakfast before class.”

She took his hand and pulled but Troy didn't
move, still flashing strong signals of arousal from his brain and
his cock cage.

“Amber, I don't think I can take you
looking like this! Not while I'm in chastity!”

She laughed, touching his cheek.

“But that's what makes it so
perfect,
Troy. My other
boyfriends couldn't have either. They'd have to fuck me, if I walked around looking
like this. And I'd be so horny I'd have to let them! But now, I can
be the hottest, cutest little girlfriend you've ever wanted, and
your chastity protects us from making any big mistakes!” She went
on her tiptoes and kissed him, feeling his arousal spike instantly.
“Your cage,” she giggled after the quick kiss, “has set us
free!”

His faced was flushed, his heart pounding in
her senses as a strong pain signal came from his crotch.

He was too hard in his cage already!

From just a little kiss!

Oh Troy Appleton, I love you.

He was wincing, blushing, and pulling at the
uncomfortable knot under his shorts. “But... Amber!”

She kissed his cheek, then 'accidentally'
flashed her panties at him again as she turned and skipped out the
door. “Sorry, honey. This is just how it has to be!”

 


***

 


Troy carried a low level of arousal from
just holding her hand as they walked through the quad, but at least
his pain signals were gone.

“Feeling better?”

Amber saw him swallow. “Yeah. It's um, gone
down a little.”

“Good,” she giggled. “Wouldn't want
your little penis all bruised up before your big cheerleading match
tomorrow. When do you guys leave again?”

He was trying not to look at her nude legs
as they walked! He was so sweet! “Um, at 4 o'clock today, a few
hours before sunset.”

“So you won't magically change into a
girl until you get to the other school?”

“No! It's going to happen on the bus!
Right in front of all the girls, and the volleyball team, and maybe
anyone driving by!” He was blushing again. So cute! “The cheer girls say they'll hold up
a blanket so no one can see, but... I'm going to be naked, and rock
hard, moaning and writhing on the ground... and then I'm going to
turn into a cute little girl, right in front of all of them! It's
so humiliating to have this happen every weekend! It's like I'm
cursed!”

She squeezed his hand. “That's how I
know we're meant to be together, Troy- our curses compliment each
other! And we're both willing to help the other get through their
tough times. You volunteered to be in chastity any time I'm feeling
particularly horny, and I promise to never take advantage of you when you're a horned
up, adorable little cheerleader, either!” She raised two fingers.
“Girl Scout's Honor!”

“Oh.”

“What's wrong?”

She sensed him getting so embarrassed about
something, and his cage was getting tight again!

“It's just that... after my cheer
matches is the only time I'm really allowed to cum... before I have
to start building up lust for next week...”

“Oh. Well, that's okay too,” she
giggled. “I can totally pinch your hard nipples and stroke your
little penis off into your cheer panties every Saturday night if
you want.”

His arousal and humiliation both spiked at
that!

But he was still holding something
back...

“But is that all you really want when
you're in girl form? Just a quick hand job every Saturday night,
that's all it will take to keep you happy?”

He was deep red now! “Well, um, it's just
that... sometimes, when I was a boi... I would cum really, really
hard...” He looked around, then whispered. “...when Cheyenne took
me from behind!”

“You want me to peg you?” Amber
laughed, much louder than Troy had spoken. “I thought you hated
when Cheyenne did that to you!”

He was so embarrassed now, and his little caged cock was
sending so many signals of pain!

“I do! But I also cum so hard... I
don't want to, it's just how the curse works!”

Amber laughed to herself.
They WERE perfect
for each other!

She squeezed his hand again as they
approached the dining hall. “I know, love. When I've got my full
succubi hunger on, I need my feet thrown up in the air and a huge
cock inside me too! Don't worry. After you get back to campus
Sunday, I'll totally take a huge strap-on to your ass and make you
cum, moaning out loud like the little panty-wearing girl you
are!”

She had spoken at a normal volume, and two
girls coming out of the cafeteria gasped and started giggling as
they passed, making Troy turn even darker red.

“Amber!”

“Sorry,” she giggled, opening the
glass door to the smells of a hundred breakfasts. “But didn't
Cheyenne also say you liked a little humiliation too?”

He looked back at the two girls. They
were still laughing as they walked away, giggling and making
pegging gestures at him. “Not that much!”

“Okay, so more pegging but a little
less humiliation. Got it,” she giggled, picking up an empty food
tray. “So... how have cheer practices been going this week? Is it a
really different being in chastity for them?”

He was so embarrassed now, but his little
caged cock was sending so many signals of pain too!

“Yes!” he gulped, picking up an empty
tray as well. “I can't do any flying stunts, and Sierra's so mad,
she's making me work extra after practice each day!”

Amber picked up a plate of hot, crisp
Belgian waffles. “If you can't do flying stunts, what's the point
of staying late after practice?”

He was still blushing so cutely! “She makes
me practice tumbling and... sexy dancing!” he whispered, picking up
half a grapefruit. “Yesterday we spent a whole thirty minutes on
twerking and booty shakes!”

“I'm sorry babe,” she giggled, turning
towards the cashier. “Like I said, I'll make it up to you when you
get back. Maybe I'll even let you-” Amber froze, then recovered
after a second, laughing. “Oh wow, that guy's got a really big
cock,” she giggled, nodding at a student who was paying for his
breakfast.

Troy gulped, looking at the man a few places
ahead of them in line. A tall, well-built athlete, with big, strong
shoulders, but his jeans were baggy and there wasn't an obvious
bulge. “How do you know?”

“It's a succubi Power,” she whispered.
“Most girls don't have it. But I can always sense when a guy has a
nice, big cock, especially when I'm, you know, hunting.”

“Hunting?!” he cried, just as they
reached the cashier.

“Troy!”

“I'm sorry!” he told her, then blushed
to the cashier. “We were talking about something else!” he said, as
he paid for both their meals. Only when they were walking, out of
ear shot again, did he whisper at Amber. “You can sense how big a
man's penis is, even when he's not hard, or masturbating, or
anything?”

“Oh yeah,” she laughed, as she sat
down at a table in sight of the cute guy she had sensed. “It didn't
start happening until my succubi Powers started really coming in
this summer. It's like a sixth sense, a combination of looking at
how a guy walks, how he carries himself in public, how he talks,
with a little magic behind it. But it hasn't been wrong
yet!”

Troy swallowed, as he started cutting up his
grapefruit. “Are there... a lot of guys with big cocks around us
right now?”

Amber laughed and looked around the
cafeteria. “Ummmm, yeah. Him, the blue shirt in the corner. Him, at
the soda machine. Oh wow- those two hot black guys sitting with
that cute little white girl, they're really hung! Like, wow.”

Troy was blushing deeply. “Is there anyone
in here who's... my size?”

She looked right, then left, then behind
her, then giggled. “No comment.”

“Oh god...”

His arousal spiked again! Troy
liked
being told he had
the smallest dick in the room? Amber filed that away for
later.

And besides, her senses had just picked up
something much more interesting.

“Uh-oh,” she giggled, not looking up.
“The hot guy we spotted at the cashier's is looking at my legs
right now.”

Troy was blushing, aroused, and something
else. Amber's succubi senses couldn't parse all the different
sensations coming off of him. “He... is?”

“Yeah,” she giggled, then slowly
crossed her legs, holding the gap just a little too wide for a
little too long. “Oh good- he liked that!”

“Amber!” Troy hissed. “You're my
girlfriend! Please don't flash your panties at random guys in the
cafeteria!”

“Troy,” she laughed back, cutting her
waffle. “If I do a little 'advertising' today, it will be a lot
easier to hunt down a nice hot Stud to fuck me while you're
gone.”

He dropped his spoon. “You were going to do
it this weekend?!”

“Why not? I figured it might be
easier, if you weren't around the first time I cucked
you.”

He swallowed, his cage still tight. “But...
do you have to?”

“You have no idea,” she laughed, taking a big, syrupy
bite. “All these orgasms you've been giving me, it's like a fire
building under my skin. I'm going to go crazy if I don't get eight
or nine hard inches inside me soon!”

“But... Amber...” He had barely
touched his grapefruit! “I don't know if I'm ready for that
yet!”

“Eight or nine hard inches? Don't
worry, I'll use a lot of lube when I peg you Sunday
night.”

“That's not what I meant!” he
whispered. “Letting you... sleep with other men!”

“It was your idea,” she laughed. “That
beautiful note you wrote me is what convinced me it was safe to
start dating again.”

He squirmed. He was feeling something, her
senses couldn't pick apart what exactly. “Yeah, but, can we take it
a little slower?”

“We are going slow, Troy,” Amber giggled. She uncrossed
her legs slowly, both for Troy's benefit and the Stud's. “I'm
barely advertising at all, compared to how horny I am!”

Troy spun around, saw the well-hung guy
chuckling to himself, then turned back to Amber with his eyes
large. “He saw up your skirt again!”

“Ooops.”

“Amber, please! All these guys,
looking at you, with my dick locked up, and I can't do anything
about it- I don't know if I can stand it!”

“But that's why I'm in love with you,
Troy Appleton. Because I know that you can.”

And then she stood up and bent over the
table to give him a long, hot kiss.

Besides putting her legs in line of sight of
the well hung guy from before, Amber had chosen this table because
there were four cute jocks sitting at the table right behind
them.

Not all well hung, but enough for a decent
gang bang.

And from the laughs and high fives she now
heard from behind her, Amber knew her little skirt was doing
absolutely nothing to hide any of her cute white ass and thin
purple thong from their view.

Troy was squirming, trying to break the
kiss, because he heard the boys laughing too. “Amber!”

After a long eternity, she stopped the kiss
and stood up, smoothing down her skirt in the back.

“Let's get to class, Troy. I guess
I've done enough advertising for one morning.”

 


***

 


They went to their separate classes and met
up again in the cafeteria for lunch, Amber bending way over the
food counter to get a certain type of sandwich, then laughing as
Troy dropped his tray trying to cover her exposed ass with his
hands, drawing more attention to her nudity than if he had done
nothing.

She took their food to go since she wanted
to feel more of the sun on her bare skin, and because a little
breeze had started to gust, making Troy squirm in the most
charming, delicious ways as her skirt blew up at random times. They
ate on a blanket on the side of a grassy hill, Amber just one
uncrossed ankle away from flashing all those walking on the
sidewalk below them, and halfway through the meal she tossed their
sandwiches away and just straddled Troy as he lay on the blanket,
pushing him onto his back to make out as the wind started really
blowing.

He fought a little, but she pinned him down
and kissed him, laughing as Troy fought a losing battle to hold her
skirt down as they made out.

Every now and then she would pull her lips
from his and whisper in his ear.

“Oh! Two more guys behind me just got
a really good look! My Powers can tell they're really aroused. And
one of them's really hung. Think he'll think about me while
touching himself tonight!”

“Amber!”

“Ooops!” she laughed, pulling his hand
from her ass, letting her skirt do what it would.

As the wind picked up and Troy's cock surged
in his cage and the Lust and Jealousy centers merged in his brain
until they were almost the same, Amber laughed and just kissed him
harder.

Troy was a natural cuckold!

This was going to work out great.

 


***

 


They had one class together after lunch and
Amber gave him a great leg show during it, and then Amber blew off
the rest of her afternoon classes because she needed Troy to blow
her off.

She laughed as Troy picked her up the minute
they got inside her door and threw her down on her bed again. “Oh
Troy! You're such an animal!”

Then he was ripping off her shoes, then her
panties, and then licking her pussy manically. “Amber! Please!” he
begged between licks. “Don't go hunting this weekend!”

She moaned as his tongue licked the sides of
her pussy in big flat strokes, quickly warming her up for the real
action. “Your tongue says no, but my clit... Troy, my clit says
YES! I'm going to get fucked SO hard while you're gone!” She
laughed as his caged penis surged. “And your little dick likes it
too!”

He started licking her clit, making her feel
warm inside. “Please!” he begged. “Just... choose a guy who's... my
size?”

Amber laughed, pulling her knees even
apart wider for him. “Why would a girl choose a little, bitty dick
when she could have big, hard cock?” She moaned, starting to
pant. His
tongue was really good today! “It's not even a contest!” His tongue on her clit
made wicked thoughts whisper through her brain. “Maybe I'll do it
right before you get back,” she laughed. “So you can still taste
him inside me!”

Troy moaned into her pussy, which just made
her wetter. “No, please! Amber... just promise to use a condom this
weekend, okay?”

“I've never used a condom with big
dicks before,” she laughed. “Why should I start now?”

She sensed Troy's cage getting tighter, so
she continued.

“With my first boyfriend Mark- he was
the most popular boy in school- I was so scared of losing him, I
never asked him to wear one. He got to cum inside me all he
wanted!”

Troy moaned into her pussy again.

“The next guy I had- Derek- it started
as just a fling, but I was just so horny by the time I got him back
to my room, I was dripping down my thighs, I just mounted him
before he even had the chance to put one on!”

There was a new signal from Troy's
brain now- Amber didn't recognize it. Jealousy? But also, far underneath
that... Lust. Strong, burning lust.

“It made our lovemaking
so
spontaneous, never
wearing condoms,” she laughed, her whole body shivering with
pleasure, “he could just take me whenever he wanted and blast away!
After Derek, there were two older guys at this boat party, they
were so surprised that I let them slide inside me bareback, but
they really liked how it felt! Together they must have cum inside
me like ten times that night!”

Troy pulled his face off her sopping
wet pussy. “You never wore condoms with any of your previous boyfriends?!”

She looked down at him.
He looked so good,
with her juices dripping down his face! “Does it turn you on, imagining all
those other big dicks shooting their cum inside me? Coating me with
it? Until it leaked out of me?”

He bucked, arching his back as his cage
tried to rip his balls off. “Stop using your Powers to get me
hard!”

“Oh sweetie,” she laughed, patting his
head. “That's all you! That's just how you're wired!” She pushed
his head back down to her needy pussy lips. “And that's why we're
perfect together!”

 


***

 


Four hard orgasms and one change of panties
for her later, Amber was walking with Troy to the entrance to the
SPU campus, where the Athletic Teams bus was waiting. Holding his
hand, she could still feel the heat of humiliation radiating from
his body, with the feelings of jealousy and lust hitting her
senses, just like before.

He doesn't know that Sex Powers
protect girls from all STDs and pregnancies if you know the right
spells, she
giggled to herself. He's still imagining all those big cocks cumming freely
inside his cute, innocent girlfriend and throbbing inside his
cage!

“It will be okay, Troy,” she giggled.
“I'll clean up after. You won't be able to taste the other guy at
all.”

He blushed. “Amber, please. Use a condom if
you do anything this weekend!”

She smiled. I'll tell him about the spells later-
this is too much fun! “But that's half the fun! Feeling a huge cock
splash gallons of cum into me, pushing it everywhere- that's one of
the best parts!” She giggled, letting her skirt freely blow up
again. “Sometimes they cum so much, it like, pours out of me and drips down my legs and
down my butt like a river-”

“AMBER! NO!” Troy said, stamping his
foot twenty yards from the bus, throwing down his duffle bag. “I'm
really having second thoughts about it! I don't think I'm okay with
this!”

“Troy,” she laughed. “You
said
I
could-”

“NO! I've changed my mind! You're not
allowed to sleep with any guys while I'm gone!”

Amber lowered her brows. Her Powers
hadn't sensed this coming!

“Troy! You know I need to do this! I can't hold back now!” That would be a disaster! If
she didn't let off the pressure gradually, she'd break and fuck
anything that moved for days!

But he was angry, jealous, aroused, and
something else inside his head. Like before, Amber couldn't read
all the different sensations coming off of him. “That's not... this
isn't what I had in mind when I wrote that!”

The bus started its engine.

“But you agreed when I asked if you really meant it!” she
yelled over the noise. “And you locked yourself in chastity for me.
And I've been so happy, these last few days with you. Troy, please!
Don't ruin it now!”

“Amber! I don't want you sleeping with other guys!” He
blushed. “Especially not ones with huge cocks! That always cum
inside you!”

“Then why does it turn you on so much?”

He gasped, stammered. “I don't... it's
not...”

“Hey Flyer!” Sierra yelled, leaning
out the bus door. “Kiss your baby good bye, because we've got to
go!”

He turned back to her, his eyes begging.
“Amber, please! Don't do it!”

She kissed him, hard and deep, then pushed
him towards the bus. “We'll see.”

“Amber!”

The bus honked.

“Go! I'll text you
tonight!”

 


***

 


Amber stood there for many minutes after the
bus had left.

What had gone wrong?

This morning she had everything, a safe
boyfriend, permission to hunt, but now...

Troy had wanted this- his note had said
so!

And the fire was still building inside of
her...

She started walking back to her dorm, but
who could help her there? Jess hadn't come home last night,
probably out having all sorts of sex fighting fun, and now that
Troy was gone too...

Other girls wouldn't understand, they
were free to do whomever they wanted! But she would have to do something
soon...

Amber headed across campus towards Professor
Zadora's lab, and to her great surprise, found her there.

The exotic Middle-Eastern woman was leaning
against a cleared lab table, one long, brown-skinned leg bare from
toe to hip as it peeked through the gap in her sorcerer's robe.
Another reminder that the teacher never, ever wore anything under
her loose, flowing clothing. But what startled Amber more was what
her professor held in her hands: a small tumbler of scotch and ice
in one, and a lit Cuban cigar in the other!

And sitting across from her was Headmistress
Parker, a drink and cigar in her hands too, her high heels resting
on the table next to her while her silk-stocking-clad feet dangled
above the floor as she and Zadora smoked, drank and laughed. Amber
had never seen her Professors like this!

“...and by the end she had them
sixty-nining whipped cream off each other's willies!” Ms. Parker
was giggling, as she sipped her scotch. “To shuddering blocked O's
right in each others' mouths!”

“Good. They will be happier with
little cock in their mouth,” Professor Zadora chuckled, puffing her
cigar. “Especially at their size.”

“Well, Sarah says they were probably
too drunk to remember most it,” the Headmistress laughed, clinking
the ice in her glass. “But if those urges keep pulling at them,
working on their subconscious...”

“Perhaps a little Counseling for the
boys, before your friend returns?”

“That's the best part- she's coming
back next weekend to do it again!”

Amber coughed as she approached, making a
little more noise with her footsteps.

“Umm, Professor Zadora? I was
wondering, if I could ask your advice on something?”

Both women leisurely turned to face her, as
if they had known Amber was there the whole time.

“Of course, my little flame, come
closer,” Zadora laughed in her normal, booming voice, her cigar
leaving a trail of smoke as she motioned. “But why ask me, instead
of the Goddess down below?”

The thought of going back into that damn
meditation room gave Amber chills, and not the good kind.

“Because it's about... Troy!” she
said, the words spilling out of her faster and faster. “First he
said he was okay with me cuckolding him, and he even locked himself
in chastity for me, but now he's changed his mind all of a
sudden!”

Ms. Parker chuckled. “Locked
himself
in...?” She started
shaking her head and laughing. “Oh my...”

“Hush Jane, this is true love!” Zadora
chided, then turned back to the girl. “Little one, you are made in
the image of Inanna! You do not need to ask his permission to enjoy carnal
delights.”

“But then I'd be cheating on him! I
don't want to hurt him, Professor.”

“Dear, you can't 'cheat' on a man with
a small penis,” the Headmistress laughed, puffing her cigar. “It's
expected.”

“And you need to couple to live,”
Zadora added. “Your succubi nature demands it.”

Amber was squirming on her feet. “That's why
I started going out with Troy in the first place! It seemed so
perfect, but all of a sudden... he changed his mind!”

“Cold feet is common in cuckolds,” the
exotic professor laughed. “Look into your heart, dear. How did
he feel about seeing you with another man?”

“Really turned on!” Amber said. “I
sensed it! But also... nervous, and scared!”

“But now he is away all weekend,
jumping for others in his skirt and panties?”

Amber nodded. “Yes, the cheerleaders won't
get back from their away game until late Sunday night.”

“And of course, you've promised to
call and text him regularly?” Ms. Parker asked. “All through the
weekend?”

“Of course!”

Headmistress Parker and Professor Zadora
were looking at each other, smiling.

“Sounds perfect,” Ms. Parker
said.

“Indeed.” Zadora turned back to Amber,
again. “Do it, little one.”

“But that would be
cheating!”

Ms. Parker laughed. “How would he know,
dear? If you are here, and he is there?”

“Because when we talk on the phone-
I'd... I'd feel so guilty, I'd have to tell him!”

“And what if you tell him,” Zadora
chuckled, “...and he likes it?”

Amber thought back to the hot, bright
flashes of arousal in Troy's brain, when they were discussing her
previous lovers and how she always let them cum inside her. “He
might. But to get there, I still would need to sleep with another
man!”

Headmistress Parker took a long, deep drag
on her cigar, then leisurely blew it out.

“Would you dear? How he know... if you
are here... and he is there?”

The smoke and the silence hung in the room,
as the teachers just looked at her expectantly.

Amber frowned, trying to think. “Are you
saying... I should just TELL Troy I had cuckolded him, without
actually doing it?”

The two women just kept looking at her.

“And then I could gauge his
real
reaction, because
he wouldn't have any way to know I hadn't done it?”

Looking.

“And I'd still be staying true to him,
because I hadn't actually cheated on him! That might just work!” She swallowed. “But
wouldn't that still be lying?”

Professor Zadora laughed, pulling closed the
gap of her robe to cover her long, brown legs. “Smoke and mirrors,
little one. All magic is just smoke-” She pointed at the haze above
her. “-and mirrors,” she finished, nodding at the woman sitting
across from her.

But Amber wasn't looking as she paced, her
heart soaring. “Okay, maybe this might really work! He'd never know
I hadn't! And I wouldn't have to feel like I'm cheating on him,
because I wouldn't be! Thank you Professors!”

She bowed and raced towards the door. She
took one step outside into the fresh air, then thought of one more
important question she needed to ask about this plan.

But when she stuck her head back inside
Zadora's lab, both women were gone.

 


***

 


What if I actually get horny while
I'm faux cuckolding Troy? Amber wondered, lying in her bed later that night.
That's the last question she had needed to go back and ask.
Professor Zadora probably would have told her to go off and
meditate. And Headmistress Parker would probably have just
suggested finding a nice horny boy!

I just have to make it until Sunday
night, she
thought, exhaling. That's all.

She had changed out of her sexy
clothes and into baggy sweatpants, granny panties, an oversized
t-shirt and a comfy sports bra. Even she couldn't find herself sexy
in this. Less temptation that way.

Sitting in bed long after the sun set, Amber
followed #SPUCheer until their tweets showed they had checked into
their away game hotel. Then she took a deep breath and started to
text Troy.

Showtime.

 


So have you gotten into
your hotel yet?

It was a minute before she got a
response.

 


Yeah, a little bit
ago.

So, have you changed into
a girl yet?

It happened halfway on the
trip-

the sun had barely started
to set!

And the girls made me
dress in super short

shorts, a tight shirt and
full make-up for

dinner, and then kept
trying to get the

waiter at the diner to
flirt with me!

 


Amber smiled.

That's weird- a cute guy
tried to flirt with me

at dinner too!

AMBER! You
Promised!

Relax, I didn't DO
anything! LOL

It was just fun, getting a
little

attention from a hot
guy.

There was a little pause before the
reply.

 


Well as long as nothing
happened.

Nope, just some
talking!

He was really cute
though.

And he was really trying
hard to impress me,

flexing his muscles,
making 'smooth' jokes.

She paused for a second, then added:

And he had a really huge
cock.

AMBER!

Don't worry- I turned him
down!

Ok, good

 


She took another deep breath.
Here came the
tricky part.

 


But I can sense him,
thinking about me

while he's stroking
himself off right now

What!

He's over in the boys'
dorm, masturbating

while thinking of me. My
Powers can sense it!

Gross!

It happens to girls all
the time. But the question

is... should I let him cum
or not?

What?!?!

I could Loop him off with
my Powers, or give him a

few psychic tickles to
help him cum faster.

Which should I
do?

Deny him!

But then he'll just be
hornier when he sees me in the

cafeteria tomorrow. And even
more
motivated to hit on
me...

 


During the pause, Amber giggled, imagining
the indecision that must be on Troy's face. After a few long
seconds, her answer came.

 


Fine! Let him
cum!

You want me to let this
hot guy cum?

Yes

A big, hard cum, so he's
totally drained?

Yes!

Okay. Hold
on...

 


Amber giggled and put down her phone, then
reached out with her fingers. But all they found were the open bag
of Doritos on her desk. She ate a couple of salty chips, and when
she figured enough time had passed, wiped off her crumb-covered
fingers and returned to the phone.

 


There, it's
done!

I gave him a super-hot,
super-wet

Powers blowjob, injecting
a picture of

me nude and sucking him
off into his mind

and then he came like
really really hard.

That's more than 'a little
tickle'!!!

 


Yeah, but he had a LOT of
stamina.

Much more than normal
guys!

I bet he could have fucked
me all night.

And I had to hurry, 'cause
things he was thinking about

doing to me while he
touched himself

were making me all
wet!

Amber!

 


I couldn't help it! All
the positions he was thinking about

taking me in, all the ways
he wanted to pound me with

his huge cock, it just
brought back so many memories

of my well-hung
ex-boyfriends... WHEW- I'm dripping!

 


I don't like it when you
talk like this!

Oh no? Then why are my
Powers

sensing that you're rock
hard right now?

 


This was the big gamble. There was no way
Amber's Powers could sense Troy, not from this distance, but he
didn't know that. And based on what she had sensed today in the
cafeteria, and what she had read about little-dicked boys and
cuckolding....

Amber gulped as thirty seconds passed, then
a minute.

Come on, come on...

 


I don't know why I'm
hard!

It must be something
else!

 


Amber let out a huge sigh of relief. That
was enough for one day! Time to let him off the hook.

Probably. Are you rooming
with any hot girls?

Maddie and
Carrie.

Troy!

You're not going to touch
yourself

thinking about them
tonight are you?

 


No! Sierra even made the
girls put a

seven-sided orgasm block
on me, so

I don't have a wet dream
and lose all

my lust before the
game!

 


Thinking about a feminine Troy, dressed in a
frilly pink nightie with his hair in pigtails, moaning in his sleep
as his little dick twitched and pumped cum all over his stomach
without him even touching it, and then waking up like an
embarrassed little boy with sticky sheets made Amber giggle out
loud.

He's so different from all my past
boyfriends!

 


Aww, poor baby!

Don't worry, I'll make you
cum so hard Sunday

night with my dick up your
ass!

Try to get some sleep and
have

a good game tomorrow,
okay?

 


Okay. Love you.

Love you too!

 


Amber put down her phone with a contented
sigh, then turned off the lights and snuggled under her covers to
go to sleep, forcing her senses to ignore all the actual horny,
hard-dicked guys on campus who were stroking it to thoughts of her,
right now.

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


 


Amber woke up a little wet between the legs
and tearing her clothes off.

But luckily Jess still wasn't around to
catch her like that. She splashed some water on her face and pulled
her hair back in a loose scrunchie before heading out for
breakfast, but that was all.

Less temptation that way.

Eating alone in the cafeteria, Amber started
to text Troy again.

 


Oh my god.

That hot guy's back in the
cafeteria.

And he's smiling at
me!

He's still SO
horny!

 


It took a few minutes, but he eventually
texted back.

 


WHAT?! I thought you made
him cum last night!

 


I did. I guess Studs his
size need to cum a few

times before they're
satisfied? Wow, he's really hot today.

 


Why! What does he look
like?

 


Amber glanced around, looking for
inspiration.

Tall, nice tan and really
fit. Has a few tattoos.

She looked around again.

And this manly little five
o'clock scruff

that makes him look SO
sexy.

Oh shit, he's coming over
to flirt with me again!

 


Amber laughed and put down her phone,
enjoying the rest of her pancakes as the device buzzed and buzzed
with Troy's frantic texts. After a few minutes, she picked it back
up.

 


Amber!

What's
happening!

I don't like you flirting
with other guys!

WHAT'S
Happening!

Okay, he's
gone.

His jokes were actually
funny this time!

He's a pretty nice guy
once you get to know him.

Still really hot,
though!

What did you do to make
him come over!?

Nothing! It just must be
the pheromones I'm putting out.

What are you
wearing!?

Just a cute button up
shirt, short schoolgirl skirt and

the same wedges from
yesterday.

She was still in the sweatpants she had
slept in.

 


That's what did
it!

You can't wear stuff like
that around

if you don't want to get
hit on!

Says the boy who's going
to put on an even shorter

cheerleader skirt tonight
and jump around suggestively

in front of hundreds of
people!

That's
different!

Are you looking to get hit
on too?

I don't have a
choice!

 


Neither do I, Amber thought, feeling the
longing between her legs. It was worse than yesterday! Could she
find someone's tongue to take Troy's place tonight? Would it be
cheating if it was a girl? She started texting again.

 


Anyway, I've got to
go.

What did that guy
want?!

Tell you later.
Bye!

 


Amber turned off her phone.
I just have to make
it until Sunday, she reminded herself. And by then I should have Troy so horny he'll
finally let me get what I need!

Amber sighed and continued eating the rest
of her breakfast alone.

“Hey... you're Amber,
right?”

She squeaked and looked up at the sudden
friendly voice. It was a tall, blond, smooth-faced hunk!

“I'm Evan,” he laughed. “From your
History class?”

Before she could stop them, her succubi
Powers scanned what he had under his jeans.

Seven and a half inches.

Really thick.

And powerful enough to jackhammer me all
night.

“Evan,” Amber gulped, blushing. “Oh,
right!”

“So, a couple of the guys from class
were going to study a bit this afternoon, then throw a party at
this apartment building off campus. You wanna come?”

“Um, well...”

She wanted to say something smart, but Evan's long
soft cock under his tight jeans was calling to her like a submarine
sending out sonar pings.

Ping.

Ping.

“...I kinda had some plans,
but...”

Ping.

Amber swallowed, then looked up at him.
“Maybe?”

 


***

 


That afternoon, Amber called Troy.

“Hey love! Getting ready for the big
game?”

“Yes!” he cried. “And it's nerve
wracking!”

Behind Troy, Amber could hear the sounds of
at least ten other girls doing their hair, checking each other's
outfits and helping with make-up, giggling and talking excitedly in
high-pitched voices the whole time.

Amber giggled. “Did you shave your legs baby
smooth?”

“Yes! All my
hair usually falls off when I change, but Sierra didn't want to
take any chances! So I had to spend like an hour in the bathroom
today shaving everything.”

“What a coincidence,” she laughed. “Me
too! I shaved everything, from my toes up to all those spots you
love to put your tongue on.”

Amber heard him gulp. “Okay.”

“And did you lotion up afterwards? Get
your body all nice and shiny?”

“Yes.”

She giggled. “Me too! And a little perfume
on my neck!”

Troy sounded nervous. “What's the
occasion?”

She smiled. “Well... I've got a date
tonight.”

“WHAT? Amber! We talked about
this-”

“It's not
a date date,” she laughed, checking herself out in the mirror.
“It's just like a dance party or something. Some guy asked me to go
to it.”

“Is it that big-dicked guy from
before?!”

At this point, Amber didn't even know which
big-dicked guy Troy meant.

“Sure. Why
not. I'm realllly looking forward to it though.”

She dragged out the word so Troy
could feel her horniness.

“Amber!” he begged. “Please! I don't
want you to go!”

“Troy, you're not the boss of me,” she
laughed. “If I want to go out and dance at a party tonight, I'm
going to! You're going to go dancing tonight too! And then have a
sexy slumber party with all your hot cheerleader friends, probably
playing all sorts of naughty hands-down-panties games
together.”

“We don't... do things like that!” he
gulped back.

“Sure you don't,” Amber huffed, then
checked herself out in the mirror. “Either way, I'm not your
prisoner! I'm going tonight, and that's that. So... do you what to
see the cute outfit I'm wearing?”

She could just feel his angst through the
phone.

He didn't answer, then finally: “Sure!”

Amber lined herself up in the mirror, then
blew Troy a kiss as she took the selfie. “Okay, I just sent
it.”

“That's your virginity dress!” Troy
cried when he got the text.

“It's my little black
dress.”

“But it's the one you lost your
virginity in!”

“Thanks for reminding me,” she
laughed. “I mean, it's not like I was there and you
weren't.”

“But why are you wearing it
tonight?!”

She laughed, doing a spin in the short,
form-fitting black dress before the mirror. “Because it makes me
feel really sexy.”

“And you're wearing heels!”

“Most girls do when they go
clubbing.”

“Fuck-me heels!”

She giggled. “That's just a saying,
Troy.”

“But it's just going to be dancing, right?!”

“Yes, sheesh,
I already said so,” she laughed. “All those people packed in a tight
space, dancing to loud, vibrating music, grinding up against each
other... absorbing a little of that sexual energy should be enough
to keep me fed until you get back. I'm just going out for a little
dancing.”

“Okay.”

“With hot, muscular guys. Maybe
they'll put their hands on me if they want, and if they have big
dicks, I'm going to grind up against them a little bit. Is that
okay?”

“You already said you were going to do
it!”

“And I'm
still asking you. I don't want to cheat on you, okay? I
just neeeed to have a little fun tonight, okay?”

“Amber, god... I don't....”

“You're hard again right now, aren't
you?”

And from the whine in his voice, Amber knew
she had just taken her second big gamble and won. “No!”

She giggled, imagining his aching hard
little cock making a tent in his cute pink cheerleader panties.

“It's okay if you are, Troy. I like
that just thinking of me dancing with hot sexy guys gets you hard.
But I promise- my panties will stay on tonight! Even if a lot of
big-dicked guys are trying to pull them off.”

“Oh god...” She could hear him
breathing, weighing his words. “Okay. But just... be careful,
okay?!”

“You too, little flyer,” she laughed.
“I'll see you when you get home and tell you all about the fun I
had! Try not to think about all the guys that will be grabbing my
ass tonight- I don't want you to cum before your game!”

“AMBER-”

She laughed and hung up on him, then ignored
her phone as it buzzed with his call back and texts.

And then she teetered over to her bed
in her four inch fuck-me stiletto heels, unbuckled them from her
ankles and slipped them off her feet with a sigh of relief. Then
did the same with her tight, breath-constricting sexy black
dress. Faux
cuckolding Troy takes almost as much work as the real thing!
she giggled to
herself, slipping into a comfy shirt and pair of sweatpants
again. But
at least is comes with a lot more time to watch Netflix,
she laughed,
turning on the TV. I wonder what Downton Abbey's up to this week...

45 minutes into her TV show there was a
knock on Amber's door. Confused, she got out of bed to answer
it.

“Evan!” she gasped when she saw the
tall, hunky blond on the other side. She started to blush- now he
had seen her in a ratty shirt and sweatpants twice today! She half
hid behind her door as she talked. “What are you doing
here?”

“A couple of girls from your floor
wanted a ride to the party,” he laughed, not seeming to notice her
outfit. “So I'm picking them up. Are you still coming?”

“I mean, I was kind of in for the
night...”

“It's barely dark!” he laughed, cute
dimples forming on either side of his strong face. “Come on,
Amber...” He reached out and put his hand over hers, where she was
holding her door. “...I'd really love it if you came with
me.”

Ping.

“I don't know. It seems kinda
unsafe...”

“Unsafe?!” a girl laughed. It was
Nelly, the cute, bubbly brunette from across the hall who liked
chewing on her own hair. She was doing it now. “There isn't
anything unsafe about Evan, Amber!” she laughed, pulling the tip of
her curls out of her mouth. “He's as safe as a big cuddly teddy
bear!”

She threw a bear hug around the tall young
man, then squealed as he easily picked her up off the ground.
“Evan!”

He laughed and put her back down, then gave
her a smack on the tight ass of her party dress.

Are they a thing? Amber wondered. “Are you going,
Nelly?”

“Of course!” the girl chirped,
twirling her hair around a finger, then tasting a little. “And I'll
protect you from big, bad Evan all night long if you
want!”

Amber gulped. A little sexual energy from a
low key party might keep her from masturbating tonight. And with
Nelly there...

She looked up at the tall, handsome Evan.
“I'm not really dressed for it. Jeans and a t-shirt okay?”

“Amber, you could come in a paper bag
and still be welcome at any party I throw.”

Ping!

 


***

 


Amber put on a pair of skinny jeans, some
open-toed sandals and a cute shirt- luckily she had showered after
her workout midday- then quickly added a little eye liner and
lipstick, and then they were off.

Evan and Nelly sat up front, Amber sat in
the back seat of the SUV with two other girls.

Lots of other girls at this party for the
boys to hit on. Should be okay.

They drove into town a bit, into a large
block of apartments and parked. The party wasn't so much in one of
the apartments as it was in between all of them, with students
setting up kegs in the hallways, dancing on balconies, and drinking
near the fire pit in back.

Nelly- who was wearing a short, form-fitting
dress like Amber had originally been- cheered and jumped out of the
car the moment it stopped, dragging Evan with her. The other girls
dispersed too, and Amber drifted between the different hot spots,
just letting the sexual vibes of horny, partying college students
flow through her. It helped.

She ended up at the firepit, the
quietest spot- less temptation that way- just watching the flames. But as the
night got later, a few people started hooking up at the party, the
more intense sexual energies making Amber start to tingle, and she
shivered, shifting a little closer to the fire.

“A little cold?” Evan laughed,
appearing behind her.

Amber gulped and shivered again, hugging
herself. “Um, a little.”

“Here, this will help.”

Amber laughed as he handed her an ice cold
beer, then blushed as he sat down on the log next to her- and put
his arm around her!

She took a nervous swallow of her beer. “Um,
where's Nelly?”

“Oh, she's
having her own party,” he laughed. “Right over there.”

Amber looked where Evan motioned with his
head, to see Nelly straddling the chest of a guy she had trapped on
the grass, making out with him vigorously while his hips were
bucking and jerking up into the air behind her butt.

She was using her Powers to make him
feel like he was thrusting into her hot, wet pussy,
Amber
realized. While they were still making out and fully clothed on the
grass!

The guy was moaning, humping the air, his
dick a hard tent in his cargo shorts, as a semi-drunk Nelly
encouraged him to squeeze her ass as she eagerly shoved her tongue
farther down his throat.

So much for my protector!

“Is it okay that I have my arm around
you like this?” Evan asked, his face inches from hers.

Amber took another nervous gulp of beer. His
arm was strong, comforting, but he was so relaxed, it made her feel
safe! And he smelled so good, up close...

And he was much much closer than Troy was
right now...

“Sure,” she said, leaning into him by
reflex. “It will keep me warmer.”

“Cool.”

They talked for a while about music,
bands she liked and ones she had never heard of but Evan could play
samples of from his phone. He knew so much about music! And his cock was slowly getting
harder in his jeans, just from being closer to her. His heartbeat
pounded in her ear as she laid her head against his chest. It was
loud, strong, alive.

“Comfy?” he laughed, looking down at
her head against his chest.

She blushed. “A little.”

“Just a little?”

Amber squeaked as Evan easily lifted her up
and sat her across his lap, so they were sitting perpendicular to
each other instead of side to side. And now his half-hard cock was
right underneath her ass!

“How about now?” Evan laughed, putting
on a charming smile and stroking her knee over her jeans.
“Better?”

She giggled, the sexual energy pouring off
of him more intoxicating than any beer could be.

“Maybe.”

He laughed, a deep, warm sound that made her
warm. “And what if I do... this?”

The hand resting on her knee slid up her leg
until it was gripping one of her slim thighs, his strong, confident
thumb rubbing extremely close to, but not touching, her
jean-covered pussy.

Her nipples got hard.

“I don't know,” Amber panted, meaning
it. “But I still like it.”

And she meant that too.

She looked down her legs and noticed both
her sandals had fallen off when Evan had scooped her over onto his
lap, leaving her tiny, dangling feet naked and exposed.

Troy would like
that, was
the last thought she had before she and Evan started to
kiss.

 


***

 


Hey love! How did the game
go last night?

 


We won!

And I landed that 360
Scorpion throw again!

It's becoming our squad's
signature move.

The crowd goes crazy every
time!

 


Awesome! And you'll be
home soon, right?

 


We're pulling off the
highway now,

so yeah, just a few
minutes.

I can't wait to see you
again!

Me too!

I've missed you so much
that...

Well, I kinda got a little
drunk

at the party last
night.

And kissed a
guy.

I'm calling you right
now!

DON'T. He's
here.

What do you mean
'here'?!?!?

He's in my room,
sleeping.

I can text, but talking
will wake him up!

WHAT
HAPPENED!!!

He sort of slept
over.

Last night.

AND?! AMBER!

How close is the bus
now?

We're pulling into
campus!

Amber- what
happened?

Why aren't you
answering!!!!!

Just oral.

That's all I did last
night, I swear!

You know how I love
sucking cock Troy!

YOU SUCKED HIS
COCK!?

Just until he
came.

It was so hard and big, I
couldn't help it!

But I told him- no fucking
until

my boyfriend shows
up!

Shows up to KICK HIS
ASS

You couldn't kick his ass,
Troy.

He's like three times
bigger than you.

Everywhere.

Why are you telling me
this!?

So you hurry to see me as
soon as you get here!

I need to get
fucked!

I'm texting with one hand,
trying to keep my legs crossed

until you're here to
watch, but I can't wait much longer!

 


WHY would I want to
WATCH?

 


So I can share this with
you!

He's going to fuck me one
way or the other.

I'm GOING to suck his huge
dick until it's nice and hard,

then spread my legs as
wide and beg him to take me

DON'T!

until I'm screaming his
name.

You can't fuck me like his
huge dick can, but you can watch!

I'll be your own personal
porn star, Troy.

I'll give you such a show,
do any position you want to

see me in, but you just
have to get her before he

...

Oh shit

Amber? Amber!

He's waking up

Get out of
there!

He's kissing my
shoulders.

He's asking me who I'm
texting.

I told him.

I'm getting off the bus
RIGHT NOW

Just wait!

He says it's okay if you
watch.

He doesn't
mind.

He's got his fingers in me
now

oh god

WAIT

He's putting me on my
back

He's spreading my
legs

I'm already wet

He wants me to put down
the phone now

Oh god

FUCK

he's HUGE

Okay bye Troy

 


Troy slammed his shoulder into the door to
Amber's room, bursting inside because it was unlocked. To find her
totally nude on her bed, except for a red ribbon wrapped around her
slim hips, the tiny silk bow just covering her pussy.

“Surprise!” she laughed, throwing up
her hands, one still holding her phone. “You get a
present!”

Troy was out of breath from running all the
way across campus. “Where is he?!” he demanded, looking around
frantically. “There's no one- where's the guy from last night!”

Amber giggled. Probably fucking the shit out
of Nelly next door, the same way I fucked the shit out of my marble
man after letting Evan get to second base. “Don't worry about him,” she laughed.
“Don't you want to open the present I just gave you?”

Amber giggled at the look of desperation on
Troy's face. She had really shaved this time, her legs, her pussy,
her armpits, everywhere was baby smooth. And she had done her
finger and toe-nails in a bright hot pink with a glossy overcoat,
just like he liked. She was wearing shiny lipstick and had been
rubbing her nipples as they texted, to make sure they were rock
hard from the first moment he saw her.

She looked like the world's tastiest piece
of candy, served up on a tray for him- and he was still in femme
form!

“Amber! I'm still mostly a girl!” he
cried, squeezing his small, feminine fists. “I can't... fuck you
like this!” He wiped an ashamed tear from his eye. “I'm barely
three inches erect!”

“You've still got a tongue, don't
you?” she laughed, pulling Troy forward by magic tugs on the stiff,
dripping boi clit inside his panties.

 


***

 


After her bow and all his cheerleader
clothes had been tossed to all corners of the room and Amber had
enjoyed three very nice, very loud, orgasms riding Troy's face, the
two of them recovered in her bed.

Amber was lying nude on her stomach, her
bare feet lazily swinging behind her bare butt. Troy lay nude on
his back, squirming and sometimes gasping as she ran one gentle
hand over his smooth thighs, his flat belly, his perky breasts.

“So this is what you look like in
femme form,” she giggled, feeling his soft skin. “This is what you
think your ideal girl looks like? You do sort of look like me,
except for these huge breasts, you perv.”

“Those were Cheyenne's idea!” he cried
as her hand squeezed the firm C-cups on his otherwise diminutive
frame. “I didn't want them!”

“Liar,” she laughed, smiling as Troy
held his breath as her hand slowly started drifting lower, down the
centerline of his body. “I do like this cuter, softer you, though.
I especially liked how hard this little dick was when you burst
into my room, expecting to have to fight off my big, muscular
lover.” She giggled, playing with his hard, three-inch cock. “My
knight in shining armor.”

Troy moaned as her fingers pulled his
manhood. “You shouldn't have lied like that to me! You almost gave
me a heart attack!”

“Really? I thought a hard, throbbing
cock meant you liked it.”

“I didn't!”

“You didn't?” she giggled, sitting up
so she could better play with him. “What part of being a cuckold
this weekend didn't you like? The part where I dressed up in a
barely decent skirt and flashed all those cute guys in front of you
on Friday?”

“Of course not! I hated
that!”

“You know I can sense your thoughts
with Powers when my hand's on your dick, right?” she giggled,
playing with just his tip. “Tell the truth, or no strap-on sex for
you tonight!”

Troy blushed, squirming, biting his lip,
trying to hold back. Then: “Yes! I liked seeing you flash those
guys!”

Sparks in his brain confirmed that.

She resumed full strokes of his
throbbing dick. It only took one hand!

“And thinking about me getting hit on
at breakfast,” she giggled, “dressed all cute and having to turn
down all these horny, charming guys, did you like that?”

She smiled watching Troy squirm, him not
wanting to say anything but knowing that she might already know.
“Yes!”

“And thinking
about me dressing up in a little dress and high heels to go
clubbing? You know that if I actually went out in that outfit, guys
would have been ALL over me on the dance floor, right? Sliding
their hands under my dress, all over my ass, saying
anything
to get me to go
home with them.”

He was dripping into her palm. “I know! But
Amber, you can't-”

“And when you thought I kissed that
guy?”

“But
you didn't, right?”

“It's complicated,” Amber giggled.
“But how did that make you feel?”

“Jealous! Super jealous!”

She stroked a little faster. “And?”

“Really turned on!” he cried, closing
his eyes.

She giggled, using her other hand to
get some tissues ready. “So basically, you liked
all
of it? Every part
of being a cuckold this weekend turned you on? So I guess I've got
the green light to go get fucked by some huge-dicked Stud tonight,
right?”

Troy yelled and started cumming. Amber
stroked faster to make it a great orgasm, but frowned when nothing
was hitting the tissues she was holding over the tip of his cock.
And then she realized Troy wasn't yelling only in pleasure, but
also pain.

“The seven-sided orgasm block!” she
yelled, letting go of him at once. “The cheerleaders never took it
off of you?!”

Troy was yelling, thrusting his hips to the
sky as his dick dry cummed hard into the air. “NOOOOOO!!” His body
was tight, on the edge of orgasm, pulsing, but unable to go over.
“AHHHHHH!

Amber used her Powers to calm him, to make
his blocked orgasm end, but it was still another thirty seconds
before the sweating, panting Troy could form sentences again.

“I didn't have time!” he gasped,
holding his hard nipples and squeezing his thighs together around
his dick. “I had to get here, to stop you!”

She showered his face with kisses.
“Oh Troy, you really are my knight in shining armor, aren't you?” She kept
lovingly kissing his damp face, using all her Succubi mind control
Powers to calm his fevered mind down. It worked, after a bit. When
he wasn't panic breathing anymore, she stroked his cheek, making
him look into her eyes. “But you know what we have to do now,
right?”

Fear widened his eyes again.
But lust
too. “You
can't be serious!”

“Troy! If you
hadn't been orgasm blocked, your cum would have just hit the
ceiling! You love the thought me spreading my legs for huge cocks,
don't you?” She giggled, pressing her knees together. “Say yes and
I'll spread my legs for all of them, Troy. And I'll let you watch!”

He was covering his crotch again.
“But Amber... why can't you spread your legs for
me
first? I'm not much
now... but after I change back tonight, I'll be bigger!”

“You're not
going to be that much bigger,” she giggled, making him blush even
more.

“You haven't even tried
it!”

She laughed, gently moving his hands
away from his cock. “Troy, all my ex-boyfriends were at least
like this down there,” she laughed, making a wide 'C' with her
fingers at the base of his penis. Her hand looked big enough to
hold a baseball bat! “And when I stroked them, it was like
this,” Amber giggled, as she moved her empty hand up and down,
not even coming within an inch of his cock on any side. “Could even
normal Troy fill up my hand right now?”

Troy looked sick to his stomach. Amber knew
she wasn't exaggerating; her previous boyfriends had cocks big
enough for any size queen. Her clit tingled a little, thinking
about their amazing dicks right now. And the way Troy was looking
at her empty hand in horror, it made her laugh so hard!

“I'm not
kidding, Troy,” she giggled, still stroking the air around his
dick. “This is what I'm used to. This is the kind of dick that gets me wet. I love your
tongue, I love riding your face, and I love how sweet and caring
and brave you are for me, but this is what my womanhood needs to stretch and feel
full and cum during sex!” She laughed. “Are you going to give it to me?”

“Amber! Stop!” Troy begged, almost
unable to breathe. “It's humiliating!”

“Then stop
trying to compete with my ex-boyfriends,” she laughed, her hand
contracting to stroke his much smaller penis again, her thumb
overlapping her fingers. “I'm not with them any more. I'm
with you and your hard little three-inch dick,” she giggled,
watching him blush more even as she stroked him. “And I love it
that way!”

He wiped the corners of his eyes, gulping as
his pleasure grew again. “But you'll still have to sleep with
bigger guys to be satisfied?”

“Oh yeah,”
she laughed, rolling her wrist at the top.
It was like
stroking off a little boy! “I mean, imagine if I got you really hot and bothered tonight, lubed up
your ass nice and wet, and then shoved a strap-on the size
of this little dick in you! You'd barely be able to enjoy yourself,
right?”

His eyes were closed. “Oh god...”

“I wouldn't
be able to hit your prostate, I wouldn't be able to give you that
satisfying stretch or full feeling of just being helpless and taken at the
end of a huge hard-on... that's what makes you cum the hardest,
right?”

He was blushing so hard, that was answer
enough!

“So
we're both kind of size queens for huge cocks, aren't we?” she
giggled, stroking faster. “So each weekend when you turn, I can use
a thick strap-on on you, and then we can go hunting for some
real
cock for me! You're
going to see me get fucked by so many guys, and get filled up with so much cum, in my pussy, my mouth, my ass,
you're never going to need to watch porn again. You're going to
have so many hot memories of me getting fucked in so many different
ways by impossibly massive cocks, that's the only thing you'll be
jerking off to for the rest of your life!”

And Amber watched, smiling, as Troy had
another hard, trembling dry cum, shaking and yelling in pleasure
and pain. This time she stroked him all the way through it, to make
it last a long time, and leave him a shaken, sweaty, panting,
blue-balled mess at the end of it.

Afterwards, she kissed the gasping boy on
the forehead. “Thank you, Troy. Thank you for agreeing.”

Troy was blushing from head to toe,
his hard dick shining like a star in Amber's succubi senses.
And inside his
head... the
Jealousy and Lust centers of his brain had melted together,
inseparable to her Powers.

“Amber... I....”

She smiled, touching his arm. “You
don't have to say anything, love. I know.” She kissed him again.
“And when you can walk again, why don't we go have the cheerleaders
finally take off that orgasm block and then I'll show you how
good my tongue is at-”

The door to Amber's room flew open and
Jessica burst inside.

Her jeans were ripped.

Her shirt was ripped.

Her hair was wild and dirty, with bits of
straw sticking out of it. “Why the hell didn't any of you come
looking for me?!” she demanded.

Troy yelped and dove under Amber's covers,
pulling them up until they covered his tits, but the nude Amber
just looked strangely at her roommate. “Why should we have gone
looking for you?”

“I WAS GONE FOR LIKE FIVE
DAYS!”

Amber glanced at the calendar over her desk,
doing some math. “Oh yeah. I guess you were. I'm sorry, Jess. Troy
and I had some kind of heavy stuff going on.”

“HEAVY STU-”
Jess began to yell, then stamped over to her dresser and started
taking off her dirty, ripped clothes. “Whatever!” Troy squealed and
covered his eyes as his sister's bra and panties came off, but Jess
didn't bother covering herself. “Shut it little brother! I won't
even ask why you're still a cute little girl this many hours after
sunset!”

“Jess!” Amber said, as the bedraggled
girl snatched up her shower supplies and stamped towards the door.
“What happened to you?!”

“I lost a sex fight, that's what! Like
three of them, in a row!”

“So that means you're done, right?”
Amber asked as Jess opened the door. “You've learned your lesson
and are finally going to stop sex fighting?”

Standing halfway in the hallway, the naked
girl with dirty knees, dirty elbows and dirty hair just
laughed.

“I wish I could, Amber. But I just pissed off, like, every
professional sex fighter in the whole state! And now they're ALL
coming to SPU in two weeks to challenge all of US.”

“All of US?” Troy cried. “What did WE
do?”

“Me, my friends, my family, that's
what they said. It's going to be like an all-out sex-fighting
war!”

“Screw that!” he said. “I'm not sex
fighting anyone!”

Jess laughed bitterly. “You better,
little sister. Because there's a lot of them. And you really won't like what they do to you if you turn
down an official challenge.”

She spun and stomped off towards the hall
showers, to reveal two bright-red ass cheeks whose every inch had
been expertly and thoroughly spanked.

 


***TO BE CONTINUED (SEE BELOW)***
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Remember: ¢ : are
always available to any boy who needs to secretly
confess his burning desire to wear pretty panties
and suck on big, hard cocks.

Many men come to the Counseling Center
mistakenly thinking their anxiety, depression

or sleepless nights are NOT related to deeply
repressed desires to wear sexy panties and suck
hot, throbbing cocks, but our patient, professional
counselors will work with each client and magically
block his orgasms for as long as it takes him to
discover the truth.

Our helpful girls will even model the panties and
stockings these 'straight' men should be wearing,
demonstrate first-hand how powerful expert blow-
jobs can feel and, when the time is right, even offer
up their boyfriends for a client's first cum-swallowing
attempt. The breakthrough, no matter how many
days of denial it takes, is usually a life-changing
experience for most men!

Of course, all SPU counseling sessions are
confidential. Until you start begging your best
friend to spank your cute pantied ass and let
you swallow his hot, yummy cum every night.
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Coming Next Month:
Sex Powers University
Episode 3.5!

The sex fighters are coming...
The sex fighters are coming...

Out-cocked and out-numbered, Jessica and her
friends will have to train for the fight of their lives,
and even THAT might not be enough...

Oh, and Troy's
totally getting
cuckolded this
issue.
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Sex Powers University 3.4:
A Different Kind of Magic

£

Not every meditation
requires clothing...

Not every Sex Power
is known...

And not every
couple gets
a happy ending...

A tale of denial, CFNM, spanking, SPH, chastity, humiliation and true love
from P. F. Dee
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(SPU Weekly continues its interviews inside the
Enforcement Division with Kimmi Atwater,
Business major, Class of 2018)

So do you like living in the ED dorm?

Oh my god, | looooove it! It's soooooooo
sexy and fun, flirting with the cute boys all day!

But isn't the point of the dorm to train boys
how to 'restrain' their sexual thoughts?

That's what Marissa always says, but she's
like, a total lesbo, so she doesn't get tempted
by all these nude boys walking around with
weeks of lust in their balls! | don't think I've gone
one day without pulling some lucky boy into a
closet and going down on him for half an hour,
or pulling my panties aside and letting him screw
me right up against the wall as | yelled his name!

But... the rule against erections...

Oh yeah, afterwards | still totally bend them over and
spank their butts until their boner goes away, duh. But all
boys in the ED dorm are orgasm blocked so hard they couldn't

cum for Goddess Inana herself! | can Hoover their hard rods
for hours and it still wouldn't give them any relief.
But it sure gets ME going!

But doesn't that just lead to MORE unauthorized

male masturbation® Come on, let's be honest.
Sure, it's totally adorable when a boy tries to go
‘No-Fap', giving up porn and trying not to touch
himself every night. But we all know they won't win.

| just make it fun, sucking and fucking them until

they slip up and Marissa stripes their ass red. | always
break the strongest boys first, the ones who are trying
the hardest to be good. That's the whole point, isn't it?
To show boys that girls always win.

Well, okay. Anything else you want to tell our readers?
Sure: don't listen to what Marissa says: let those wicked
thoughts fly! | totally LOVE sensing boys' stroking

fantasies about me- it gets me really revved up!
I just have to whip your little butt red afterwards.
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