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CHAPTER ONE

In a cheap motel at the dusty edge of town, two young lovers lay nude under the covers, exhausted after a long night of lovemaking.  Well,  one of them lay exhausted. 

The other one, the taller, stronger, more muscular of the pair, came awake as the morning sun peeked through the half-broken blinds, stretched contentedly, then grinned and rolled over to rub the smooth, hairless butt of her smaller, more feminine partner.  Who squealed in alarm when he felt the tip of a well-licked finger teasing the rim of a very well-used hole. 

“Cheyenne, quit it!” Troy Appleton cried, trying to squirm away.  “I'm still sore from last night!” 

“Stop pretending you don't like it,” the nude Amazon laughed, wrapping one of her strong legs around Troy's weaker ones to better hold him in place as she continued to rub small circles around his asshole.  “Just the thought of taking my big, blue, strap-on has you dripping wet for me already.” 

“I am not!” 

His girlfriend moved her fingers from his rear to his front, swirling her fingers around the tip of his throbbing erection to prove that yes, he was already dripping pre-cum.  “Seems wet to me.” 

The boy blushed, still trying to squirm away but failing.  “That's just because you're using your Powers on me!” 

“Nope, this is all you, baby,” his girlfriend laughed, her hand disappearing under the covers to tease his asshole again.  “If I was using Sex Powers, it would feel like...”  She closed her eyes and concentrated.  “This.” 

Troy moaned and bucked under a new wave of pleasures. 

There were devilish fingers pinching and twisting his sensitive nipples, strong hands squeezing his tender ass, and hot tongues aggressively washing his too-full balls- all of them fake, just phantom sensations fed to his body by her psychic Sex Powers.  But they still drove him crazy. 

“Cheyenne!  Stop!” he moaned, trying to fight off the phantom sensations with his hands, which just made the raven-haired girl smile. 

“God you're so hot when you're like this,” she laughed, watching him trash on the bed.  She reached for the bottle of KY.  “Ready to get pounded yet?” 

Troy was still squirming under her psychic assault, his dick rock hard and dripping, his heart racing, every inch of his skin tingling as he shivered on the bed.  “Cheyenne- no!  You didn't even let me cum last night when you- OH GOD-” 

Troy gasped as her one of strong, lubed fingers slid right inside his rear entrance. 

“That's because I wanted you hot and ready for morning sex,” the girl laughed, fucking him slowly with her strong finger.  “And I see you are!”  She made a come-hither gesture inside him, pressing rhythmically on his prostate. 

“Oh no!  Oh god!  I can't take it!” 

“Just a little fingering and you're moaning harder than half the lesbians I slept with,” she laughed, adding a second digit.  “My new girlfriend is such a slut!” 

Troy was gasping, biting his pillow.  “Please... please...” 

Cheyenne leaned close, pinning him to the bed and nibbling on his ear as she continued to use her fingers and her Powers on him.  “Beg me for it, baby.” 

“NO!” he cried.  “Just let me cum!” 

“Baby, right now I've got your orgasms Looped away harder than Fort Knox,” she whispered, kissing his tormented face.  “But I might let you cum, if you bend over and take my cock this morning.” 

“OH God,” Troy gasped.  His dick was about to burst, but magic spells kept him from touching it!  “Okay!  Damn it!  Fine!” 

“What's that?” Cheyenne laughed, turning up the intensity of her Powers. 

“Fuck me!” he begged, his face red.  “Please!” 

The psychic sensations all over his body disappeared, leaving him gasping for breath. 

“Hold that thought,” his girlfriend laughed.  “I'll be right back.” 

The muscular girl rolled from the bed and slipped her custom-fitted strap-on harness up her strong, toned legs with a practiced ease.  She squirted KY into her palms and stroked the thick, blue dildo jutting from her waist until it was gleaming from root to tip.  Then Cheyenne squirted a second spurt of KY into one palm as she winked at the nude, red-faced and painfully erect boy laying face down on the bed. 

“Just relax, sweetie.  And let me do all the work.” 

Troy gulped as he watched that large blue cock wobble towards him.  “Wait!  How about- I fuck you instead of- AHHHH!” 

Her strong finger was inside him again, splitting his butt cheeks wider, spreading the slick lube up and down his crack, and all along the inside of his tingling asshole. 

“With your four inches?” she laughed, adding a second finger, working him looser.  “No, you just keep your little dick humping the bed.  We both know that sex is better with a BIG cock.... 

right?” 

He quivered as he felt her press the tip of her fat cock against his asshole, his face red with humiliation. 

“Please!  NO!  I'll go down on you inste-UNNNGGH!”  He gasped and punched the mattress as she entered him.  “Oh fuck!  It's too big!  Cheyenne- stop- it's TOO BIG!” 

“That's what all my girlfriends said,” she laughed, slowly going deeper.  “If they could still talk.” 

He was panting as her huge cock filled his tight asshole.  “No!  It hurts! ” 

The girl laughed and reached between his hips and the bed, her fingers closing around his stiff, throbbing cock.   “Easy now.  Just relax and let Mommy take care of you...” 

Even as her firm hand stroking his cock gave him incredible sensations, it was also slowly guiding his hips further back, back, back... 

“Oh fuck!” Troy gasped as the ridges on her fat cock slowly stretched him even further.  He was shivering in pleasure.  With one last push, she bottomed out in Troy's ass, the tip of her strap-on pressing firmly against his prostate.  “Oh fuck- oh GOD!” 

“That's right honey, we both know you love big cock,” she laughed, starting to slowly thrust in and out, as his face got even more red.  Her fingers were still around his cock in a loose grip, stroking his member at the same speed she was fucking his ass.  “We both know sex is better this way!” 

“Stop!” he begged, bucking against the dual pleasures she was forcing on him but finding no escape.  “This is  humiliating!” 

“That's why you're so hard,” she whispered into his ear as she picked up speed.  “Humiliation is what makes your little dick stand up the stiffest.  That's why you let me fuck you all summer long, in every state park up and down Route 66...” 

“Oh god...” 

“...and at that campfire with all my biker friends.  Our thin tent couldn't stop your moans, baby. 

They all knew which one of us was getting pounded that night!” 

“Oh god!” 

“And that's why you let me fuck you all last semester at school,” she chuckled, getting into a rhythm now, “even after your sister and your cute red-headed friend found out about it- you still couldn't get enough of moaning at the end of my fat dick!” 

To think of Amber, the slim red-headed girl who once been his high school crush, who had once given him a blow job but laughed when he suggested they have sex, because his dick was just too small for her.  To remember how she had 'helped' him last semester, giving him tips on how to relax and take bigger and bigger cocks inside of him, after Cheyenne had outed the nature of their relationship... 

To think of beautiful Amber right at this moment, while he was moaning and getting fucked in the ass- it was too much! 

“NO!” Troy cried, trying to get away.  “Cheyenne- we have to stop!” 

The Amazon just used her weight and strength to hold him in place, laughing.  “Don't fight who you are, baby.” 

“No!  I don't want this!” 

She squeezed his dripping cock again.  “Your little hard on pulses every time I thrust into you. 

You're loving this!” 

Troy was almost crying now, grunting in pleasure each time she hit his prostate, red faced, but also about to cum!  “Cheyenne!  Please!  We'll be- UHN- back at school  -UHN-  later today!  The girls will start  -UHN- practicing blocking spells on me  -UHN-  again!  I want to have sex with you  -

 UHN-  the NORMAL way  -UHN- before then!” 

“This  is normal for you now, baby,” she laughed, making her strokes longer.  “You better get used to this.  Once we get back to school, I'm going to fuck you like this even more, once you start your sexy cheerleader training!” 

The boy was shaking in pleasure from her hand, feeling like he was going to be split in half from her cock in his ass.  He couldn't be sure he was hearing  anything correctly!  “What?! 

“Oh that's right.  Professor Zadora wiped your memory of that conversation we all had at the end of last semester,” she laughed, tossing her silky hair back.  “But you still never asked why I've kept your ass so nice and stretched out all the time!  Or what was in those strawberry-flavored milkshakes I was making you drink twice a day.  Or why I made you stretch while I lifted weights. 

Oh well, just know I've been a really good girlfriend, preparing you all summer for school.  You're super ready to go away and become a cheerleader!” 

He squirmed, panting as she pounded him.  “What?  No!  I can't-  -UHN-  be a cheerleader!” 

The strong Amazon let go of his cock and ran her hands up and down his lean body, enjoying every curve.  “Sure baby, forget I said anything.  I must have been mistaken.  Now just lay back and enjoy your last really good fucking before we get back to school.” 

Her powerful hips started thrusting like an industrial machine, driving all thoughts from his mind.  Except one. 

“Cheyenne!” Troy whined as his hard cock now wagged in the air, untouched.  “You said you were going to let me cum! ” 

“I will,” she growled, as the other end of her two sided strap-on built her pleasure.  “But I want to stretch my Powers before we get back to school, too.  How about... a wet, hot, eager mouth sucking on your dick?  Timed to the thrusts of your hips?” 

The girl closed her eyes, and concentrating, used her psychic Sex Magic to make Troy feel exactly what she had described.  She also put a small orgasm block back on him.  Enough to give the long-denied boy some stamina, but not enough to block a truly massive orgasm if he got horny enough. 

“Oh GOD!  Oh Fuck!” he wailed, as her spells assaulted his senses once again. 

“We've got the room until 10,” she laughed.  “Fuck me like you mean it, and you might just cum before then.” 

And Cheyenne smiled as the red-faced boy started thrusting his hips back against her with urgency, just like a good girl should. 


***

In a standard dorm room in the center of campus, two young lovers lay nude on the bed, enjoying their current, vigorous, fucking.  Well,  one of them was enjoying it. 

“Jess!  Stop!” Alphonso yelled, squirming on his back as he was ridden, cowgirl style.  The tall, lightly brown-skinned boy was lean from hours spent in the hot sun all Summer, didn't have a single tan line on him, and was also, currently, in great sexual distress.  “Please!  I can't take it any more!” 

Jessica Appleton was an athletic white girl with a tight runner's body, also toned from many hours spent sweating in the sun this summer.  She was also as nude as the day she was born, but with tan lines where her running shorts and sports tops had been.  And she didn't stop the pistoning 

of her hips for a second. 

“Just one more orgasm before we go!” she panted, her eyes closed in pleasure.  Knees astride her lover's hips, she pulled his hands to her firm B-cup breasts, biting her lip as the boy squeezed them out of reflex.  “Oh god!   Maybe two!” 

Even as he rubbed his thumbs over her hard nipples and felt her hot pussy pulling up and down on his cock, the college Junior shook his head in panic.  “No!  I've hit your orgasm block two times this morning already!  And I'm getting close again!” 

She laughed, still fucking him.  “Stop being such a baby.” 

“No, it really hurts!  The way your magic makes my cum shoot back down into my balls, instead of shooting out of my penis,” he begged, “it's like getting kicked in the nuts!” 

The way he was squirming, the distress in his voice... why did it just made her wetter? 

She started fucking him faster and Alphonso's hands fell off her breasts, gripping her sheets in a panic instead.  “Jess!  Please!  It will hurt! ” 

The girl sighed. 

“Fine,” she muttered, then changed something in the way she was moving her hips.  “Is that better?” 

The boy was holding his breath, trying to understand.  “How... how are you doing that?  I'm not getting closer any more!”  He opened his eyes.  “What spell is this!?” 

“No spell, baby,” she laughed, tucking her straight brown hair behind her ear.  “I used my Powers all Summer long to sense how you respond to different kinds of thrusting.  And now, just from the way I roll my hips, I can totally ride you, so I get off and you don't...”  She giggled as a flush spread up her neck.  “...without using magic at all!” 

The boy blushed, closing his eyes at the humiliation and helplessness of it all.  “Oh god... 

Jess!” 

“Don't worry, baby,” she moaned, using her hands on his shoulders to hold him in place as her orgasm approached, “I know how to ride you- so you don't get any pleasure- so you're just my human dildo- nothing more!” 

For his part, the boy was moaning too, it was impossible not to, with her hot, tight perfection sliding up and down his shaft.  But her angle was just a little off for him to get the stimulation he needed to cum, just a little skewed from the way she normally rode him. 

Responding to an urge older than time, his hips tried to shift, so that his cock would find the sweet spot, find the stimulation it needed to unload his seed deep inside her. 

He found it. 

“Jess, Jess, Jess- I'm getting closer again!” he begged, starting to thrash beneath her again.  He tried to push her off.  “We have to stop!  Let's-” 

“Freeze!  Freeze!  Oh, just Freeze right there, baby!” Jessica cried, using her hands to grab his wrists and pin them to the bed .  The first two times she said the magic 'F' word, a Powers spell froze one his wrists, holding them down with the force of a three-hundred pound linebacker, instead of a hundred and twenty-pound college girl. 

And on the last 'Freeze', she transmitted the magic down through her pussy itself, to hold his hips tightly against the mattress, making a perfect, solid base for her to grind down upon.  Both lovers looked at each other in shock. 

“I didn't know I could Freeze you with my pussy!” she laughed, now fucking him even faster. 

“Wait until Amber hears about this!” 

The browned skinned boy was thrashing in panic.  “No!  I can't take hitting your orgasm block again!”  But he was pinned to the bed, helpless to slow, speed up, or in anyway change the pleasure she was taking from him.  “Oh no!  NO!” 

“Oh YEEEEEEES!” 

The girl screamed and came around his steel-hard cock, the wet, velvet walls of her pussy clenching and begging his member to join her in orgasmic release. 

Which it tried to do, desperately, with balls driven mad from a week of teasing.  But his hips and wrists were frozen in place.  And her position was... she was just the smallest bit off from the 

angle needed to make him cum!  Alphonso could only lay there as Jessica rode her orgasm out, using the twitching of his desperate cock to enhance her sweet, shivering aftershocks. 

When it had passed, the sweating girl couldn't help but smile; she was riding a massive endorphin rush, and a little magic high as well.  She giggled at the shocked boy beneath her. 

“See!  I told you I could do it!  And if you hadn't tried to move, I wouldn't have had to use any Powers at all!” 

Even though he hadn't cum, the boy was panting too.  “Jessica- please!  It hurts!  Let me cum!” 

“Don't beg  me,” she giggled, squeezing the diamond hard cock still inside of her.  “Beg Nurse Hannah when you see her today, and maybe she'll milk your prostate  twice before you register for classes.” 

“But Jessica-” 

“I  told you you'd never cum with me,” the girl laughed, starting to come down off her high. 

She wiped her forehead with her arm.  “I told you at the start of the Summer,  before you agreed to sleep with me.  And you  still said yes!” 

Alphonso was blushing, his breathing now slowing as well.  “Yeah, I know,” he gasped.  “But-” 

“Cool!  Now watch- this time I'll get off without getting you even halfway to hitting your orgasm block again!” 

Alphonso started thrashing as the girl started rolling her hips again.  “No!  Please!  No more!” 

“Oh come on, don't be a baby-” 

It was only the alarm clock going off that got her to stop grinding on top of the boy. 

“Oh flip!” she cried, dismounting him in one fast motion, his hard cock smacking against his stomach as she leapt from the bed.  “It's time for your last summer run!  Unfreeze!”  She touched the center of his chest, a lazy blue spark passed from her skin to his, and suddenly the boy could move his wrists and hips again.  “We'd better get going before your friends get here!” 

Exhausted, Alphonso could barely roll to a sitting position on the bed, watching hungrily as the flushed, toned, college girl wiped down her nude body with a small towel. 

“After-sex clean up is so much easier when I don't let boys cum!” she laughed, wiping the sweat from her face and chest, then wiping her wet, shaved pussy clean before throwing the damp towel to him.  “And for you too!” 

He caught the towel, started to wipe his face, then stopped.  The smell of her pussy on the wet towel just made his desperate dick even harder!  He growled and threw the towel onto her bed. 

“It's not fair to keep doing that, you know.” 

“Doing what?” 

She picked up a pair of used panties from the floor, looked them over, then shrugged and stepped into them anyway, pulling them up her lean runner's legs to cover her heart-shaped ass. 

“Only taking pleasure and not giving any!  Using your partner to orgasm but not getting them off too!” 

The girl laughed, slipping on short running shorts and a tight sports bra as well.  “Oh, you mean like what men used to do to women for hundreds of years before Sex Powers came around?” 

“That's not the same!” he protested.  He looked around, then picked up the original towel to wipe the sweat from his chest and arms.  He would smell Jessica on his face until he showered! 

“And that was wrong too!  But you know what you're doing- it's not proper to treat your lover like this!” 

“I'm not your lover, I'm your personal trainer,” she corrected, slipping tiny ankle socks onto her bare feet.  “We just make whoopee on the side when I get bored.” 

The boy gulped, still wiping himself.  “Yeah, I know.  Still, it's not right, Jess, for you to just take orgasms from me and not give any back!” 

“What are you doing, keeping score?” she giggled, tying her sneakers.  “Are you going to report me to the Orgasm Police?  'Oh officer, this mean girl stole 74 orgasms from me and she won't give them back!” 

The boy blushed, which was quite a feat with his brown skin.  “That's not what I mean!” 

Jessica stood up, fully dressed, and faced the nude boy.  “If you want to talk about being fair, 

why don't you count all the pussy I've given this little guy this summer, huh?”  The boy gasped as her fingers closed around his cock.  “I've got five toys bigger than you in that drawer right there, but instead of holding to my size standards, I took pity and let you inside me, like a hundred times!” she laughed, stroking him.  “You were a  virgin at the start of the summer, remember?” 

Alphonso squirmed, as his pleasure built.  “Yes, but-” 

She laughed and let go of his cock just as he started to enjoy it.  “So why are you bitching about not cumming enough?” 

“Enough?! ” the nude boy cried, looking at her in shock, his dick bobbing.  “You  never let me cum!” 

Jessica giggled as she used the mirror to straighten her pony tail. 

“That's right.  Because I don't have to.” 

Alphonso blushed even harder, knowing it was true. 

She turned to the red-faced boy.  “Now let's go see if your little training buddies are here.” 

“Okay, just give me a second to get decent...” 

“Why?  It's not like I've let you wear clothes all Summer!” 

“No!  I meant this!”  He pointed down to his five inch cock, which was so hard, every vein was bulging.  “I can't go outside like this!” 

“You might as well get comfortable with rocking a hard-on in public, if you're going to be one of the Headmistress' office boys.” 

“Jessica, no!  Nude is one thing, but it's not decent to be seen outside with a hard, throbbing-AAAHHH!” 

Her fingers were pointing towards his crotch, making a motion like she was drawing in a line. 

Which she was- only it was a psychic line of force, powered by the sexual energy trapped in his groin. 

“Are you disobeying the commands of your Trainer?” she laughed, pulling him in closer as she picked up the riding crop hanging on the wall above her dresser.  The crop was a whippy, flexible, plastic rod with a heart-shaped tip at the end of it.  “Two hearts for that!” 

“No!” Alphonso cried, pulling helplessly against her leash spell.  “Not right before- AHHH! 

AHHH!” 

She smartly swatted his bare ass twice with her crop.  And now there were two heart-shaped red marks starting to come in on the nude boy's otherwise unmarked rear.  The welts would be there for hours. 

He covered his stinging butt with his hands.  “No more!” 

“So are you going to go outside with your cute little boner?” she laughed, now aiming her crop at his exposed balls. 

Seeing her intent, Alphonso yelped and threw his hands over his family jewels.  Jessica adjusted in mid-swing, to catch him squarely on the ass again, just as she had wanted.  “Boys are so predictable!” she laughed, watching the three hearts on his butt quiver. 

“Jess!  Stop!” the nude boy protested, hopping from foot to foot.  “Yes!  I'll go outside!” 

The girl laughed in victory and ran from the room, leaving him no choice but to follow, if he didn't want his balls ripped off.  The magic leash spell pulled him towards the outside sun much faster than his modesty could stand.  “Jessica!” 

Just before the outer door, the girl brought the boy to a halt with a tug to his leash, then gave his lips a quick peck.  “Thanks for this morning, by the way.  You're a pretty good lay, even with a below average sized penis.” 

Alphonso gulped, still blushing.  “Thanks.” 

“You know we have to break up when the school year starts, right?” 

He gulped, as she was slowly squeezing and stroking his dick again.  “We don't  have to...” 

“You know I can't be seen sleeping with a guy rocking a  five-inch  pecker,” she giggled, rubbing his tip.  “It's got to be seven inches and up, or else the other girls will call me a pedo!” 

It was getting harder for the blushing boy to think, as her hand on his cock had him moving steadily towards yet another blocked orgasm.  “It's not  that small!” 

“Yes it is,” she giggled.  “But you can still practice your tongue stuff on me, if you want.  And we can still be friends, okay?” 

He blushed again.  “I guess!” 

“Cool!  Oh!  Your little dicked friends are here!” she laughed, letting go of the blushing boy's erection and stepping away.  “End of discussion- we're broken up and I'm just your personal trainer again.  Now move!” 

The boy yelped as yet another yank from her leash spell pulled him out into the bright, bright sun. 


***

Billy and John were nervously waiting on the lawn outside her dorm, nude just like Alphonso, but with soft, small dicks that flopped downward to barely cover their balls in the cool morning air. 

Seeing Alphonso being dragged out by his hard, desperate cock, Billy stamped his foot. 

“Did you let her soak up your sexual energy again?” he demanded of the taller boy.  “You know that just heals her and makes her stronger!  She'll be even harder to catch now!” 

The taller boy blushed as Jessica pulled him into a line with the others.  “Like you would have said no!” 

“Boys, boys, don't fight,” Jessica giggled, dropping the Leash spell.  She  did feel stronger, more alive right now...  “Unless you're going to fight covered in baby oil, wrestling in a kiddie pool with your hard little peckers rubbing together.  For that I'll  totally delay this morning's run!” 

Both boys blushed and swallowed, falling silent. 

 “At-tension!” 

All three boys gulped and snapped to, and Jessica giggled, pacing in front of them like an army general. 

“Unfortunately boys, our Summer of training is coming to an end.  Now, I've tried to prepare you to be Ms. Parker's new office boys as well as I can.  I haven't let you wear one scrap of clothing all Summer break, which has led to some beautiful, all-over tans on your cute butts...” 

Two of the boys blushed as their trainer walked behind them, knowing she was looking at their bare behinds.  But none dared moved their hands from their sides. 

“And you've  all learned how to wash and iron a woman's clothes, even if one little pervert among you kept getting dirty boners every time he folded my panties!” 

The middle boy, John, blushed as his small white cock started slowly erecting.  Jessica smiled and continued. 

“And  all of you are now under ten percent body fat and have stellar washboard abs.  Even if I had to run your lazy butts three miles morning and night and keep Billy from eating every carb he saw!” 

The smallest boy yelped as Jessica's crop struck his butt, making a clean red heart-shaped mark in the smooth white skin.  She giggled, walking around to the front of the line to look at them again. 

She had these three boys nude, embarrassed, and painfully blue-balled in front of her. 

On the deserted summer campus, she could force them to drop and give her push-ups or do jumping jacks so their bits flopped right out in the morning sun.  She could block their orgasms with a Loop of her finger, tickle their balls from afar with just her mind, sense every dirty thought they tried to keep hidden while masturbating, and deny them relief for weeks on end. 

As a woman who had learned to use her Powers, she had these boys totally and completely under her control. 

So why did she feel so... unfulfilled? 

Jessica sighed.  What more could she possibly do? 

The thought was like a bottomless hole inside her heart, one that had been slowly growing all Summer. 

 Was this all there was to dominating boys? 

And then Jessica heard the unmistakable sound of a passenger bus' air brakes releasing in a 

parking lot on the other side of her dorm. 

“Hark!  What is that I hear?” she laughed, theatrically cupping her ear with her hand.  “The first bus of Freshmen girls arriving for the new school year?  Hundreds of innocent, giggling, virgins just  bursting to see if SPU lives up to the legends they've heard about?  Should we go over and say hi?” 

She smiled as the three boys' knees literally started shaking. 

“Jessica, no!” John cried, already blushing.  “They can't see us like this!” 

“They're going to, this afternoon,” she laughed.  “Part of being an office boy is serving nude drinks to the new girls while Ms. Parker welcomes them to campus!” 

“But that's just one girl at a time!” John begged, listening to the crowd of excited girls get closer, and larger.  “Right now, there's... there's  hundreds of them out there!” 

His shaking voice, his pleading... 

 Now that's something,  Jessica thought. 

“I don't know boys,” she laughed, starting to stretch her legs.  “For our training last run of the Summer, should I take you through the deserted athletic fields, or should we run right through the middle of the unloading zone, so all those new Freshmen can get a sneak peek at Ms. Parker's new nude butlers?” 

“The fields!” the three desperate boys cried in unison, and Jessica felt a tingling inside her. 

“But if we go through the fields, I'm going to run your butts  hard.   You're going to really feel Mr. Hearts if you fall behind!”  She cut the air in front of her with her heart-tipped crop. 

Billy gasped, covering his butt. 

“So?” she laughed.  “What's it to be?  An easy run through the crowds of freshmen, or a hard, sweaty run through the empty fields?” 

Again, the boys answered as one.  “The fields!” 

She laughed, swishing her crop.  “And you agree to let me spank your butts with Mr. Hearts if you fall behind?” 

“Yes!” the last boy, John, cried, looking to the other boys for agreement.  “Just don't take us through that crowd!  Not naked!” 

“We'll see!” the girl laughed, getting the boys underway with three quick snaps of her riding crop to their bare butts.  “Now move!” 

And as she used her crop to steer the boys toward a hole in the bushes, where the unloading Freshmen might just catch a glimpse of the scared nude boys sprinting past, just for a second, Jessica forgot about the hole in her heart that had been growing there all summer. 

Just for a second. 


***


CHAPTER TWO

Riding on the back of Cheyenne's powered-up motorcycle, Troy gulped as he saw the green fields of SPU once again. 

 Another term at college,  he thought.  At least it couldn't be as bad as the last one! 

He gripped his girlfriend more tightly as she wove the bike around the long line of buses. 

“What's going on over there?” he asked, looking at a bunch of Freshmen girls laughing, near a hole in the bushes. 

“Don't know, don't care,” Cheyenne said, gunning the engine. 

“You missed the Admissions hall!” he cried over the noise of the wind.  “It's back there!” 

“There's a special entrance for you,” Cheyenne laughed, shifting gears. “You're trying to keep a low profile, remember?” 

Troy swallowed.  At the end of last term, Troy had become a minor internet celebrity when he had saved Amber from a religious cult before they cast a permanent purity spell on her, live on her web-cam show.  Well, Amber had really saved herself, but Troy's sexual energy had given her the power to do so. 

SPU's teachers hadn't loved showing the world how powerful their students could be, so Ms. 

Parker had ended Amber's budding cam-girl career and also made some sort of plan to keep Troy's identity more secret this semester.  It was something involving the cheerleading team, but Troy wasn't sure what exactly that plan entailed- his memories always got fuzzy when he tried to remember. 

“What special entrance?” he asked, as buildings continued to whiz past. 

“”I'm taking you in the back door,” Cheyenne laughed, taking the bike around a corner.  “I know how much you like that, baby.” 

Troy blushed, his butt still sore from the activities of the morning.  But at least he had cum! 

 From being pegged!  That's the only way she lets me cum now!  It's not fair! 

He gripped his girlfriend tighter as Cheyenne took another fast turn, then relaxed as she coasted into an empty parking lot and shut off the engine. 

“This... this is Professor Zadora's magic lab!” he gulped, looking at the small building at the edge of campus.  “Why does she want to see me?” 

“You'll see,” Cheyenne chuckled, taking off his helmet.  There were at least ten similar looking doors along the side of the warehouse that was Professor Zadora's lab, but Cheyenne walked directly to one Troy would not have picked and said some magic words under her breath, then turned an un-resisting door knob.  “Come on.” 

Troy gulped and followed.  He couldn't remember any of the preparations Ms. Parker and Professor Zadora had made for him this term.  What choice did he have? 

Stepping through the darkened doorway after his Amazon girlfriend, Troy entered a large, dark, and mysterious room.  There were incense and candles burning at odd, separated locations, some oil lamps too, but Troy could not tell where all the walls of the room were, and even the ones he could see seemed to shift and fade into darkness right before his eyes. 

There was a tangible sexual energy in the air, like a thick fog pressing on him, and under the smell of incense and sandalwood and fresh beach air, the unmistakable smell of...  woman.   A woman Troy had tasted before, a woman who taught all his Cunnilingus classes, a woman who had once locked him in a tiny chastity belt and then threw herself down naked on a blanket, bidding him to 'do whatever he wished' to her. 

 Professor Zadora.  

Troy's cock surged at the memory, starting to erect. 

And just like that, she appeared, stepping out of nowhere like she sometimes did at the start of the Principles of Magic classes she taught. 

“My Little Golden Tongue,” the professor purred, walking towards him barefoot, in flowing, soft, robes.  Her exotic Middle Eastern accent made Troy a little sleepy even as it spoke right to his 

cock, which suddenly felt restrained in his pants.  “It is so good to see that the Warrior has kept you safe all Summer, so you might return safely to us for yet more training.  We asked much of her.” 

Cheyenne shrugged.  “It wasn't that bad.  There were a few horny female bikers who started sniffing after us around El Paso, and two really sexy futanari who tried to buy a night with him outside of Denver, but I kept him out of trouble.” 

“What?” Troy gasped.  “I don't remember any of that!” 

“Most of it happened while you were asleep,” his girlfriend chuckled.  “Where do you think I got those skinned knuckles crossing Texas?  Those futa girls were the tougher challenge, though.” 

Cheyenne whistled and shook her head.  “So fucking hot.  I almost agreed to give you to them, just to have a chance to fuck one myself!” 

Troy shivered. 

Another 'benefit' of Sex Magic washing over the world- futanari.  With enough stored sexual energy, any girl could take a little red pill and wake up six hours later, with a hungry, fully functioning, set of cock and balls between her legs! 

Most times, going futa made every other part of the girl stronger, sexier, and more feminine, while usually giving them a cock much thicker and more powerful than Troy would ever have! 

 It just wasn't fair!  he thought to himself for the hundredth time.  And then he realized something else. 

 Cheyenne had been protecting him all Summer?  He had just thought she wanted to take him up the ass with a strap-on in every state in the union! 

“You did well to stay on the move,” Professor Zadora said, stroking Troy's cheek in a way that made him feel even more sleepy.  “The forces looking to sell cute little battery boys such as him into sexual slavery are strong indeed.  But he will be safer here, now that he is back on campus.” 

“They are?” Troy asked, his eyelids half closed.  “I will?” 

The older woman chuckled, slowly leading him towards a circle of lit candles.  “Do not worry your little head dear, just close your eyes further.”  Zadora led Troy into the center of the circle, making sure not to cross the line with any part of her body herself.  “Soon you will be changed so that no one will recognize you.  At least not on the weekends.” 

Troy sat down on his butt in the circle.  Why was he so sleepy? “Changed...”  He yawned again.  “...how?” 

“Remove your clothes, little one.” 

Troy's brain questioned the command but his body followed her orders.  Why was he getting naked?  Luckily it was pleasantly warm inside Zadora's lab, like standing next to a fireplace on a cold night, so he only shivered a little as he stripped nude and tossed his clothes away. 

“Why only on the weekends?” Cheyenne asked. 

“The campus will be closed to visitors during the school week, due to the events of last term,” 

the professor answered, opening an old book and gathering magic supplies in front of her.  “So he can go to classes normally.  But on the weekends, when we must mask his identity, he will be safely hidden  inside the cheerleading squad, training with them, living with them, and performing at their events- as one of the girls!” 

Troy shook his head, coming more awake.  “No!  What do you mean: as one of the girls!?” 

“My hypnosis will fade when I begin to focus on the Changing Spell,” Zadora told Cheyenne. 

“Keep him inside the circle!  But do not cross it!”  She raised her hands and began a chant, her voice suddenly becoming much deeper and more commanding.  “Goddess Inanna, you who was here before man!  You, who were the first Woman, give me the strength to change this boy, into a girl!” 

Nude, Troy started to stand up.  “What's happening?  I don't want to be a girl!” 

“Just relax baby- you're going to look so adorable when this is done,” Cheyenne laughed, then put her finger inside her mouth, starting to lick and suck it deeply.  Troy bucked as he felt the sensations on his cock, which started to get hard, but not as quickly as it usually did. 

“I shouldn't have let you cum this morning,” Cheyenne sighed, still sucking her finger.  “You're not going to get hard enough to hold.” 

“His testes are still heavy with Power,” Zadora said, waving her hands in front of her, the fingertips weaving faint blue lines in the air which faded after just an instant.  “Perhaps you are approaching from the wrong side?” 

“That's right, I have been training him to be a butt slut,” his girlfriend laughed, then made a fist with her left hand and then plunged her tongue deep inside it, invading and licking the inside walls of her fist. 

“Oh FUCK!” Troy cried, jumping up into the air.  It felt like someone was licking his asshole. 

No- French kissing it!  Aggressively! 

He could feel every swish of a long tongue, swirling, plunging into him, invading his rear and leaving dripping saliva between his cheeks!  Troy covered his butt with both hands, but that did nothing to stop the feelings.  The boy blushed, squirming in place.  “Cheyenne!  Stop it!” 

“YES,” Professor Zadora laughed, moving her hands faster in front of her, the blue lines left by their passage staying longer and becoming brighter.  “I feel his pussy calling out to be born, his breasts, aching to sprout!  Keep him wet and HOLD him in place!” 

“Yes professor,” Cheyenne laughed, watching Troy's cock get half hard, then three-quarters hard.  “That's enough to work with.”  She held one hand out toward him, as if steadying a heavy jug of water.  “HOLD.” 

Troy felt a huge set of fingers wrap around his body, each of the digits as wide as a couch cushion, restraining him tightly in the center of the circle of candles. 

“Hey!” 

He wasn't totally helpless like a Freeze spell, he could still kick his legs and toss his head, but the phantom fingers around him felt so HUGE, like Cheyenne was a giant, squeezing him in the palm of her hand! 

And she was still licking her other hand, the one that was a fist! 

Troy whimpered and squirmed, his cock growing painfully hard as a tireless tongue continued to invade his rear. 

“Now do you see why we make you girls learn all the known Power spells?” Zadora chuckled, the blue shapes her hands were drawing in the air before her getting even complex.  “Some silly students think they can get away with using Freeze spells their entire lives!” 

“I had forgotten the Hold spell,” Cheyenne laughed, watching Troy struggle.  “Usually I just use my muscles to pin Troy before I fuck him.”  She frowned as Troy started to squirm free like a greased pig.  She almost crossed the circle of candles, but caught herself at the last moment.  “It's not a very solid grip!” 

“You will not need it for much longer,” Zadora said, and her voice returned to the deep chanting bellow that seemed to shake the walls themselves, if they existed.  “Goddess Inanna, hear my entreaty!  This lust filled young man wishes to become your servant!  Remake him in your image!  Remake him as... a lust filled young woman!” 

That brought Troy fully awake and struggling.  “NO!  I don't want to become a... a girl!” 

He mind was racing.  Was that even possible?!?! 

“Don't move baby, this is for your own good,” Cheyenne laughed, and Troy felt the huge hand squeeze him even tighter.  “You're going to look so fucking  hot as a horny little girl with bouncing titties and a bubble butt!” 

“No!” 

Even as he was held in place, the phantom tongue eating out his butthole got even more aggressive, slipping up and down his buttcrack, then thrusting in and out of his sensitive, dripping hole.  In and out, in and out... 

“YES!” Zadora cried.  She was bathed in a dim blue light now.  “Feel his lust building, Goddess Inanna!  This boy has defiled twenty virgins with his seed, seduced five married women away from their husbands, and exploded his cum over the faces of a hundred trusting girls without a bit of warning!  We must teach him a lesson- show him how it is on the other side!” 

“No!” Troy cried, struggling to get free.  “I haven't done  any of that!” 

The flames of the candles turned from orange to blue, and beams of blue light stabbed out from 

each flame to pin Troy's body in place. 

“Your spell is no longer needed, Inanna has heard my cries!” the teacher told Cheyenne. 

“There is no turning back now!” 

“NO!” Troy begged, as he was lifted into the air on those candle beams, like he was a bug on a pin!  It didn't hurt, but his cock was dripping, achingly hard.  “What's happening?!” 

 “Make this boy a woman, Inanna!”  Zadora chanted, holding her arms up to the sky.  “Take the hair from his face, armpits and legs, and banish it away!” 

For an instant, Troy felt something wipe over his legs and arms, making them baby smooth. 

But when he looked, his normal limbs were back again, just as hairy as usual. 

 “Take the hair on his head, and give him long, blonde curls!” 

“Could it be brown?” Cheyenne laughed.  “I've always had a thing for brunettes.” 

 “Long, brown curls!”  Zadora corrected.  “And his chest!  Swell his breasts, Inanna, until they are feminine and proud, perky B cups!” 

“C cups?” Cheyenne hoped. 

 “Proud, perky C cups,”  Professor Zadora corrected, smiling,  “which dip and bounce with each playful movement, yearning to be set free!” 

“Stop suggesting things!” Troy cried to his girlfriend, squirming nude in mid-air.  But he could feel a heat and tightness on his chest, growing, growing.  Two soft, heavy orbs, aching to be touched... 

... but when he looked down, he was the same as he had always been. 

Cheyenne just giggled.  “And his nipples?” 

 “Pink and centered, sensitive in repose, but diamond hard when in lust!”  Zadora replied, chanting to the ceiling.  “Let just one suck send him reeling and bucking into heat!  Hear our pleas, Inanna, and make it so!” 

For a moment, Troy felt that too, his two nipples becoming the center of his sexual universe, just like his penis normally was.  And then that feeling, too was gone. 

“NO!” 

 “His legs!”  Zadora cried, working her self to a finale.  “Let them be slim and lead all eyes, male and female, towards his needy crotch!  Let his butt be made for pinching, and his tiny feet perfect for tickling!” 

“And can we make him enjoy anal sex more?” Cheyenne asked.  “I have a feeling my little honey is going to get a LOT of my strap-on after this!” 

“NO!” Troy begged. 

 “Let his hungry hole ache during sex!  Begging to be filled when he is aroused, and able to accommodate the largest of monster penises, oh glorious Inanna!” 

“Oh god, no, please!” Troy cried, feeling a hard heavy cock- a live one, radiating heat- take his asshole for just a second.  Then it was gone. 

But it was Zadora's next words that made Troy hold his breath. 

 “And his little penis,”  Zadora mused.  “Wise Inanna, what shall you do with it?  Will you take his useless manhood away and give him soft, wet, velvety folds waiting to get plowed?” 

“NO!” Troy begged, tears running down his eyes.  He couldn't lose his dick!  Or his balls!   

 “But no, we need those to teach him his lesson,”  Zadora chuckled.  “Leave him his little treasures for now.  But when he is under your spell, when he is outwardly a woman, shrink his cocky erection for me, Inanna!  Let him be no more than three inches erect, no longer!” 

“Less than one inch erect?” Cheyenne suggested.  “I'd really love to pretend it was just an over-sized clit.” 

“Three inches,” Zadora repeated, looking reproachfully at the teen girl.  “Losing any more than one full inch on a shrinking spell is not reversible, you know that.” 

“Oh, poo.” 

“NO!” Troy cried.  His dick would get even smaller!  That would be the worst of all! 

The blue lights from the candles were full spotlight beams now, swirling around Troy, holding him up in the air, the light pushing into his mouth, his penis, his butthole,  remaking him from the 

inside.  He could feel his organs shifting, his bones getting lighter, his legs and arms shrinking... 

Zadora lifted her arms to the sky again, her long black hair blowing in an unseen wind. 

 “Make these changes so this wayward boy may see the error of his lustful ways, we beg of you Inanna!  Make them swift and true in his body, every... every...”  Hands still aloft, she turned to the teen girl.  “Look at that calendar on my desk.  When do the cheerleaders perform again?” 

Cheyenne scanned the paper.  “It says every Saturday and Sunday.” 

 “Every Friday night through Monday dawn, just to be safe,”  Zadora completed.  “Make this scoundrel of a boy into a blushing girl during those times, so he may finally learn his lesson, All Powerful Goddess Inanna!” 

“No!  Don't listen to her!” Troy cried, now yelling up at the dark ceiling too.  He was squirming, nude, floating in the air, his penis erect and covered by the blue light. 

He could  feel the light shrinking his cock, he could feel it!  From four inches to three, then two! 

His balls were pink and tiny, about to retreat into his body!  He fought the hardest then, right before he was about to lose his manhood. 

“NOOOO!” 

“He's really fighting this,” Cheyenne laughed, watching his dick get smaller.  “He might have a heart attack.” 

“His struggles are interfering with the completion of the spell,” Zadora said, frowning.  “Even the best transformation spells only work half the time.”  She nodded, as if deciding something. “I will wipe his memory of these events until Friday night, so that his first change might be a successful one.  After, each change will become easier.” 

Troy looked down at her with big eyes.  “Professor!  Please!  Just stop this!” 

She laughed and stopped the motion of her hands, blue lines of power still stretching tightly between them.  “You wish to be a student here this term?  To use your scholarship to provide your sister's tuition?” 

Troy gulped.  Jessica was just two terms from graduating- and their mother couldn't afford to send her anywhere else! 

“To again study here with all your friends?” Zadora asked. 

He moaned.  If he wasn't on campus, he couldn't protect Amber if she got in trouble!  And even if Cheyenne only fucked him up the ass, she was the hottest girlfriend he had ever had!  Just remembering how her strong, feminine body looked under a running shower, her smooth muscles glistening with sexuality but also raw power... 

“Your lust betrays you!” Zadora laughed, then raised her hands to the sky.  “TAKE HIM, INANNA!” 

 “NO!” 

The beams of light became blinding.  Troy's cock started shrinking again, becoming just a sensitive nub below two inches, then barely more than an inch- 

“The spell is stronger than I anticipated!” Zadora said, slightly shocked.  “It is mutating!” 

“Is he in trouble?” Cheyenne said, getting ready to jump inside the circle. 

“No!” the professor said, holding her back.  “All is as Inanna wishes- he is safe!”  Then she chuckled, as Troy's dick kept shrinking.  “But his first transformation will be  very interesting...” 

Troy panicked, looking down.  Now he had less than an inch of erect penis, then half that- and now he had  nothing between his hairless, feminine legs!  Nothing but a sensitive, dripping, pussy, aching to be filled-And then he passed out. 


***


CHAPTER THREE

Troy stumbled into his dorm bed, still unsure about exactly how he had gotten there.  Cheyenne had carried him up the steps like a baby, he remembered that, but-   He held his pounding skull. 

 Had Zadora's workshop really happened?  

He checked under his sweatpants- he still had a cock and balls.  And they still seemed about the same size, thank god!   He checked again, under his shirt, and he still had firm pecs, not soft breasts. 

And his hair was still short and straight, not long and curly.  Maybe it was all a dream?  Then why had Cheyenne been smiling when she had kissed him goodbye? 

Confused and exhausted, Troy slept the day away, until three very flustered, very nude boys ran into his room as the sun was setting. 

Troy came awake with a start, then recognized his roommates. 

“Alphonso?  Billy?  John?” he asked, as each boy raced to their closet to dress.  “Why are you all naked?” 

“Oh god, our dressers are unlocked!” Billy cried, jumping into a pair of shorts like they would save his life.  “It feels so good to wear clothes again!” 

John laughed manically, hugging his sweatpants as he threw them on.  “Pants!  We get our pants back!” 

Troy rubbed his eyes- was this a dream too?  He turned to Alphonso, usually the most level-headed of the group, who was also getting dressed quickly.  “What's going on?” 

The brown skinned boy swallowed as he put on briefs, then jeans, then a belt, quickly.  “We have just returned from being the Headmistress' office boys.  We had to fetch her papers and serve drinks to all the incoming freshmen girls she met with.  In the nude.” 

Troy paused, waiting for them all to start laughing.  It didn't happen. 

“Holy shit, you're serious?” 

“How will we be able to look any of those freshmen girls in the eyes again?” John cried, his face red.  Besides a shirt and pants, he had jumped into his bed, using his blankets and a pillow to cover himself as well.  “I got hard in front of them!” 

“We all did,” Alphonso sighed, sitting on his bed.  Now that they were dressed, his roommates seemed calmer.  “After our long denial, it was impossible to control our erections, even though we knew the laughs it would bring.”  He looked up at Troy.  “Now I understand what you go through, being a nude model for your figure drawing classes.” 

Troy was nodding.  “Sorry man, I know how embarrassing that can be.  At least it was just one day though.” 

“It's not one day!  We had to be naked ALL SUMMER!” Billy shot back, button up a second shirt over the t-shirt he already wore.  “Your sister didn't let us wear clothes once!” 

Troy sat up.  “Wait- it was Jessica who kept you three naked all summer?”  This had to be a joke!   But again, no one laughed.  “Oh my god, guys, I'm so sorry...  I had to go through four weeks of that once.  Is that all she did?” 

Billy and John looked at each other, then Alphonso, then swallowed. 

“Yeah,” Billy said. 

“That's all,” John agreed. 

Alphonso just swallowed. 

Troy was shaking his head.  “Wow.  Naked all summer!  I can't...”  He exhaled.  “Wow.” 

“And how was your summer with Cheyenne?” Alphonso quickly asked. 

Now it was Troy who swallowed.  “Fine!” 

“What did you guys do?” 

“Nothing!  We just went to some state parks and stuff!” 

In the silence that followed Troy's yelled sentence, Alphonso shifted uneasily on his bed, then swallowed again.  “Well, it sounds like all of us had an interesting summer break.” 

Troy crossed his arms, looking away.  “Yeah, I guess we did.” 

In the resulting silence, Troy sighed.  He didn't want the semester to start like this!  He forced himself to try and think of something to say. 

“I guess working in Headmistress Parker's office redefines the term, 'business casual', huh?” 

Alphonso frowned at him.  “Stop that.” 

Troy just grinned.  “Did you hear how she fired her last office boy for a violation of dress code?  He accidentally came to work wearing a sock.” 

Alphonso groaned, but it had worked.  Now we was grinning a little, too.  And Troy's other roommates more were at ease, too.  Troy smiled. 

 How would he have survived at SPU without them? 

“So how often do you guys have to be office boys?” 

“Three times a week,” Alphonso replied. 

“Ouch.” 

“But at least that's our entire scholarship requirement.  Do you have to nude model again this semester?” 

Troy sighed.  “Yeah.  But only on Monday mornings.  I've also got a second work study assignment.  On the weekends, I have to...”  Troy rubbed his head.  “Professor Zadora told me I would have to...” 

“Have to what?” Billy demanded. 

Troy shook his head, rubbing his throbbing temples.  “I don't know!  I'm still a little fuzzy on the last few hours or so.  Maybe if I ask Cheyenne she'll tell me what-” 

Suddenly a shrill whistle sounded from the hall. 

“Clothes violation!” a young girl giggled, standing in their doorway.  She was a small, cute Asian girl with two tied off pigtails, a tied off white shirt with no bra, and cutoff jeans that came barely below her ass.  Troy knew that everyone on the SPU campus was at least eighteen, but this girl looked barely minutes past that! 

And she reminded him of someone familiar, he just couldn't remember who, until he saw... 

“Oh no,” he gulped, looking at the clipboard in her hand.  “Are you our-” 

“New Dorm Monitor!” the giggling girl confirmed.  “And my big sister told me ALL about how she made you cuties sleep in the buff, all last semester!  But since she's graduated and I took over her job, we can still keep up the tradition!  Clothes off, little dicks!” 

All the boys protested, Troy's three roommates most of all. 

“But we just GOT our clothes back after being naked all Summer!” Billy whined. 

“So then it shouldn't be a big change for you boys to be nice and nude again!” the eighteen year old girl laughed.  “In fact,” she said, looking at the blushing boys, “I've never been a girl who wants to just EQUAL the stuff her big sister did.  How about this semester... you guys aren't allowed to wear ANY clothes in your room AT ALL?” 

“What do you mean?” John demanded. 

“Outside, on campus, you can wear whatever you're supposed to,” she said, then pointed a toe at the line separating the tile in their room from the ones in the hallway.  “But when you guys are on that side of the line, you have to be bare-as-a-baby naked, no matter what!” 

Troy jumped out of bed.  “We can't be naked in our rooms all semester!  What if we invite girls over to study?” 

“Then those girls are going to be studying your bare butts!” the teen laughed.  She looked around, appraising the room as if she was seeing it for the first time.  “Yeah, I think I've decided-this room should definitely be a CFNM zone, all semester!” 

“Please,” Troy begged, “you can't keep us nude 24/7.  You've got to let us wear clothes in here some time!” 

“Nope!  You little dicks are going to be nude any time you're in your room, no exceptions!” the girl laughed, then frowned as she looked at her clipboard.  “Holy shit, there is one exception.  For a Troy Appleton.” 

“That's me!” Troy cried, his hope rising.  “What's the exception?” 

“I'm not allowed to tell you,” the girl giggled, as she kept reading.  “Not until Friday!” 

“Why?” Troy cried.  “What happens Friday?!” 

The Asian teen ignored his question, turning to the other boys instead.  “Okay, you guys better start stripping.  I may not know all my spells yet, but I do know how to Loop off orgasms so you can't cum all semester!” 

The four boys groaned, but did start undressing.  The hall monitor watched, then laughed as the first dicks came into view. 

“Oh god, you're even smaller down there than my sister said!  How did you guys get into SPU 

at all?!” 

With the least clothes to put away, Troy was the first to be naked, standing in front of the girl with his hands over his crotch.  “Because men with smaller penises actually get harder than large sized men,” he said, blushing.  “We also build affinity with girls faster, so their Sex Powers actually work better on us!” 

“Oh yeah, I've heard about little battery boys like you,” she laughed, looking at the line of four nude, blushing boys covering themselves badly.  “Hands behinds your back, please.” 

The boys blushed even more as they had to stand there fully exposed, and the young girl just looked right at their soft penises and laughed. 

“Wow!  Then I guess I'm  really lucky to have four teeny dicks on my floor my first year- I'll ace all my Powers tests for sure!”  She giggled, making some note on her clipboard.  “At least I've got some normal-sized dudes in the other rooms to sleep with.” 

Troy and his roommates were red-faced, looking at the floor, as the girl just laughed again and started reading off her clipboard. 

“Now, I'm required to tell you boys that masturbation hours are between 6 and 7 at night, and 8 

to 9 in the morning.  You should only stroke your little binkies during that time, so that your dirty thoughts don't radiate out and wake up any Powers users trying to sleep.” 

“We can't masturbate anyway!” Billy protested, his dick starting to erect against his will. 

“We've had the Willy Wanker spells done on us!  The procedure 501?” 

The girl laughed, pointing to her clipboard.  “My sister's note says that spell is only for Sophomore term.  You guys are all Juniors, right?  Haven't you guys realized that the Willy Wankers should have automatically worn off by now?” 

Troy gasped, as his cock started to slowly erect as well. 

The University had wanted Sophomore boys to have no other outlet for sexual release besides strap-on or futa sex, so that the boys would seek out the girls for that stupid mating game.  And it had worked- that's why he had started dating Cheyenne in the first place! 

 But now that they were in Junior year with their Willy Wankers lifted, maybe things could be different... 

“You mean,” Billy said, also blushing and getting harder, “we can touch ourselves again?” 

“Only during those hours,” the girl repeated.  “Or else I'll have to give you a demerit and you'll earn some chastity time.  Oh, and no jacking off before noon on the weekends,” she added.  “I like to sleep in on the weekends!” 

“Noon!” Billy protested.  “That's not fair!” 

“You little dicks should be happy I'm letting you touch yourselves at all, even if you only have...”  The hall monitor looked at her wristwatch and laughed.  “Uh-oh, it's 6:55 already!  Better hurry or you'll have to wait until morning!”  She smiled at them.  “I hear the showers are open.” 

And the young girl laughed as four nude, older boys ran past her towards the communal showers at the end of the hall, blushing furiously and getting boners as they ran. 


***

The boys were still blushing the next morning, as they woke up in the nude. 

Troy had seen his roommates masturbate before- it was unavoidable, at a Sex Magic school-but rarely with such urgency as last night, and never to completion, all in the same room together! 

It had been so humiliating, hearing the three other boys cumming at the same time as him, just seconds before the hall monitor had called out time.  The giggling girl even complimented them on their 'simultaneous orgasms', like they were all lovers or something! 

That shame helped Troy resist the urge to touch himself when he woke up with morning wood, and even after he went to the showers, though it was between 8 and 9 AM.  There were also other guys in the communal showers with him, from other dorm rooms this time.  Like most scholarship boys at SPU except for his roommates, the other young men were tall, muscular, and very well hung.  Troy would have felt so pathetic, getting aroused and rubbing his four inch dick in front of those other boys with their long, heavy, beautiful, cocks. 

 Oh god- why was he looking at their cocks?  And why did he feel a yearning in his backside?! 

Troy quickly dried off and raced back to his room, passing his roommates on the way.  Alone in his room, and he could have masturbated then- he still had a few minutes- but Troy held off, again. 

He was supposed to meet Cheyenne for dinner. 

Dressing in the hall to meet the new hall monitor's rules, Troy put on the only outfit he was allowed to wear to scholarship classes: thin, power-blue shorts which said  'Property of SPU Athletic Department'  across the ass, and blue flip flops. 

His roommates returned and dressed in the hall as well, inciting laughs from the other boys who were actually allowed to wear clothes in their rooms, and the four of them grabbed a quick breakfast and walked to class together, since they all were going to the same place. 

Troy felt simultaneously relieved and scared when he saw two familiar faces coming towards them across the quad, from the direction of the girls' dorm. 

“Hey little brother!” Jessica called out, waving.  “Did you have a good Summer, taking Cheyenne's cock up your bum every night of the week?” 

He blushed- she had yelled that across half the quad!  “Jessica!”  He gulped, looking at the small, painfully attractive redhead walking next to his sister.  “It wasn't  every night!” 

“You don't have to be ashamed,” Amber giggled, as they got close enough to talk at a normal volume.  “I think it's great you and Cheyenne have an active sex life.  Even if it is mostly pegging!” 

Troy groaned. 

Amber's hair was bright red in the sun, glowing like a fire.  She wore a thin yellow top with no bra because her small, pert breasts didn't need one, and short green shorts that let her smooth, flawless legs shine in the light, with little wedge sandals that made perfect viewing pedestals for her tiny, sexy feet. 

Her warm smile could melt ice cubes, but Troy also learned she had a fire burning inside of her, in the right conditions.  She was as kind and understanding as anyone he knew.  She was his dream girl, his angel. 

And she was complimenting him on how many times his girlfriend had bent him over this summer and fucked him in the ass! 

“It wasn't  every night,” he repeated to her.  “Really, Cheyenne and I, we're just...” 

Amber put a hand on his arm, and instantly Troy felt calmer.  “It's okay Troy.  I want you to be happy, no matter where you find it.” 

Jessica laughed at Troy's three blushing friends.  “And look at you boys!  I don't recognize you with your clothes on!  Want to go for one last morning run, for nude time's sake?” 

Billy shrieked as Jessica tried to pull down his thin shorts, jumping away just in time.  “Can we just go to class already?!” 

Jessica put her arms around Alphonso and John, turning them towards the academic side of campus as they talked.  “So tell me all about your first day as Ms. Parker's office boys- how many embarrassing little boners did you guys pop?” 

Troy followed the pair with Amber at his side, talking as they walked.  He looked at his crush, his throat going dry, just like it used to in high school.  “So, Amber... um, over the summer, did you, um, find happiness with someone too?” 

Amber smiled, her hand still resting on his arm.  “No, no boyfriends for me this Summer, Troy. 

You know I've sworn off real relationships, since I found out I was a succubus.” 

“You're  one-sixteenth  succubus,” Jessica shot back over her shoulder.  “That's barely enough to open a casino.” 

“Do succubi open casinos?” Billy asked.  “What do they need the money for?” 

Alphonso slapped the back of the shorter boy's head.  “Shut up Billy.” 

Amber giggled, squeezing Troy's arm more tightly as she looked up at him.  “One-sixteenth is enough.  I can't date anyone anymore, not in good conscience.  Not now that I know why even my one night stands keep falling hopelessly in love with me!” 

Troy swallowed.  “Amber... they fell in love with you because... well because you're perfect! 

Not because of some magic spell!” 

“Troy, you're too nice,” she giggled, letting go of his arm.  “But I told you, I'm celibate until Professor Zadora figures out a way to remove my succubi urges.  I can control them sometimes, but not when I get aroused and... I don't want to play with boys' heads that way.  It's not right!” 

Jessica looked back over her shoulder again.  “But I tell her, girl, if you've got it, use it!  Let those boys drool at your feet!” 

“My succubi powers work on girls too,” Amber reminded her.  “Keep teasing me about them and I'll make YOU into a dumb horny conquest, drooling at my feet!  Remember last year when you were a futa girl and we-” 

“Let's talk about something else!” Troy cried, then swallowed hard.  “So what kind of classes do you have this year?” 

Amber smirked at him, then pulled out her schedule.  “Well first thing Jess and I have this morning is 'Self Defense for Girls'.” 

“That's weird,” Billy said, pulling out his schedule.  “We're going to 'Self Defense for Boys'.” 

Troy swallowed.  “Are they in the same room?” 

“We're in the wrestling gym,” Jessica said. 

“We're in room 201B, which is just a normal lecture hall,” Alphonso replied, frowning.  “That seems like an odd place to hold a self defense class.” 

“I'm just happy they're finally teaching the boys and the girls the same thing,” Troy said.  “It's about time!” 

“Me too,” Amber said, and then Jessica had let go of the boys' shoulders and was pulling her the other way, towards the wrestling gym.  The red-head looked back at Troy.  “Meet up again before dinner?” 

He swallowed.  What would he tell Cheyenne? 

“Sure.” 


***


CHAPTER FOUR

The four boys sat in the front row of room 201B.  There were other boys at the desks behind them, but no teacher in front of the chalkboard yet. 

Troy looked around at the other students, realizing something.  Headmistress Parker usually grouped boys by penis size.  That's why Troy's three roommates were his roommates, and why all four boys had taken Cunnilingus classes together for the last two years.  Looking at the other boys in the class, he noticed that none were particularly big or muscular.  We're probably all on the smaller side of boys at SPU,  he realized, blushing a little.  Why would all the poorly endowed guys have to take self defense? 

“This is a very strange place for a self defense class,” Alphonso repeated. 

“Maybe they're just teaching us theory first,” Troy said, “and then we'll be in a gym with mats like the girls.” 

“I'm just glad they're finally teaching us something we can actually use!” Billy said, making karate motions in front of him with his hands. 

“You are correct, young man,” a female professor laughed, walking into the room carrying a large plastic box in front of her.  “The principles you learn in this class will help keep you safe for the rest of your lives.  Hello, I am Professor Henderson, and welcome to 'Self Defense For Boys'.” 

All the boys sat up a little straighter, with a teacher in the room, and watched nervously as the attractive older blond woman wrote her name on the board.  She was probably in decent shape, under her conservative sweater and tight slacks, Troy thought, looking her over.  But his eyes couldn't help drop to her feet, which just made him confused. 

 What kind of teacher wore high heels to a self defense class? 

“The first rule of self defense,” Professor Henderson said, adjusting her wire rim glasses, “is that there will always be someone stronger or tougher than you.  Any woman trained in Sex Powers, obviously, but also other men.  No matter how many weights you lift or punching bags you punch, there will always be someone who has done more.” 

Troy swallowed, but nodded.  That makes sense.  He wrote it down. 

“So therefore, the best defense you boys can learn is not how to take a punch, but how to avoid getting punched at all in the first place.” 

Troy nodded, and wrote that down too. 

“And the best way to avoid getting punched,” the teacher laughed, reaching into her large plastic box, “is to become very good friends with your enemy.” 

Troy dropped his pencil as the professor pulled out a flesh-colored seven-inch dildo with a suction cup base and set it on his desk, suction cup down. 

And then she did the same to Billy and John, putting a very realistic plastic cock on their desks as well.  In front of Alphonso, she set down a realistic, seven-inch, brown-skinned cock. 

“What kind of self defense class is this?” Billy demanded, as she started to do the same to the row of boys behind them. 

“The best self defense boys of your stature will ever learn,” Professor Henderson laughed, emptying her box.  Now all three rows of boys had large, suction-cupped dildos on their desks, the swaying tips pointed right at their mouths.  “If you drop to your knees and give an angry bully or futa girl world class fellatio at the first sign of conflict, you'll never get into any fights at all!” 

“So this is just a blow job class?!” Troy cried, slamming his notebook on the desk.  “But it's called 'Self Defense'!” 

“Well, we couldn't very well call it 'Blow Jobs Training for Little-Dicked Boys, could we?” the teacher laughed.  “None of you would have signed up!” 

She pulled one last rubber dildo from her box and held it in front of her own lips.  “Now, when performing fellatio on an aggressive opponent, it's good to start very fast and very submissively. 

Lick along the sides no more than twice to warm him/her up, and then deep throat immediately, 

swirling your tongue softly around the tip.  The pleasure and warmth should make your bully quickly forget why they were so angry with you.”  She demonstrated in front of the shocked students, then pulled the cock out of her mouth, dripping with her saliva.  “Now you boys try.” 

No one moved, except Billy, who grabbed his fake cock by the base and gave it a tentative lick. 

Troy was still frozen in disbelief. 

“Professor, you can't be serious!” 

“Why not?  You boys already have had two semesters of Cunnilingus training, have you not? 

And you are still practicing that skill on your own, yes?” 

Troy blushed, unable to remember a day all Summer where Cheyenne didn't make him use his tongue on her.  “Yes, but-” 

“So that covers the pure girls.”  She chuckled.  “It's hard to stay mad at a boy who's on his knees, submissively licking your pussy.  Now we'll train you to do the same for alpha men and futa girls, and then you'll be protected all around!” 

She chuckled, looking at the red faced boys with cocks pointing at their lips.  “Go on; I guarantee you boys will enjoy this.” 

Troy still didn't move.  “Professor, I really don't think-” 

“You boys can either learn how to give excellent blow jobs right here, in the privacy of this classroom, or we can do it outside, in the quad.  It's excellent weather today; I wouldn't mind having an outdoor class!” 

A few of the scared boys fell onto their cocks, moaning as they licked the large phalluses.  Troy shook his head in disgust- why were they moaning like that?  But then he gave his own fake cock two big licks as the professor  had ordered and gasped in surprise. 

“I felt it!  When I licked this plastic one, I felt it on my... my-” 

“Little dick?” she laughed, and Troy blushed more.  “Yes, these aren't just normal dildos, young man; they're  totems.  Each one is magically keyed to a student in this class, and a lick on the totem is felt in the same spot on your real penis.  Although I did have to stretch the mapping a teensy bit, because you boys in the front row are about, um, half the size of the totem molds?” 

Troy blushed even more.  Now that she had mentioned it, this penis in front of Troy did look a lot like his!  So not only did she know he wasn't well hung- she had mapped out every vein and curve of his cock using her Powers to carve this voodoo doll.  And she had still needed to double its size to make it useful for the class! 

The teacher was still grinning at him.  “The totems transmit sensations just like Powers do, but without the user needing magic, so  anyone can use them.”  She winked at Troy.  “Now do you see why I said you'd just  love this class?” 

Behind him, boys were whimpering and panting, from giving themselves magical blow jobs. 

“Go on honey,” the professor laughed, giving her fake cock a long lick.  “All your friends are doing it.” 

Blushing, Troy leaned forward and started sucking the tip, just so he wouldn't have to look her in the eyes any more- and it worked!  He felt each suck on the head of his own cock!  The heat, the wetness of his mouth, even the sharp ridges of his teeth.  It was so hard, not to drag them along the large shaft! 

“Mine's not working,” Billy complained, licking and sucking his dildo, then shaking his head. 

“I think it's broken!” 

“Try harder,” the teacher chuckled.  “Use more saliva.” 

Billy did, sucking with great vigor, while John started thrashing in the seat next to him. 

“Nope!” Billy said, pouting.  “It's definitely broken!” 

“Ooops!  I think I see what the problem is,” the professor giggled, then switched the two boys' 

dildos, putting Billy's on John's desk and John's on Billy's.  “I misread my own labels!  There, that should be right.” 

The two boys looked at each other, in shock.  Billy's face was getting bright red.  “You mean...” 

John was starting to blush too.  “Oh god...” 

“Don't fret boys, it's just a little blow job between friends,” the professor giggled, giving her 

own dildo another little lollipop lick.  “By the end of class, a third of you boys will probably trade totems with someone else, just for a little change of pace!  Now hurry up and start practicing-before I make you two trade back right now.” 

Both blushing boys quickly started sucking the cocks in front of them, then squirming as their self-induced pleasure hit them.  Troy was squirming in his seat too; it was so embarrassing, feeling his own mouth on his cock!  But it was  very effective feedback; he could immediately tell what didn't work and what felt the best! 

He was pitching a tent in his thin SPU shorts, but so were most of the boys in class.  As his shaft started getting harder, the totem in front of him started glowing faintly red. 

“Excellent boys, excellent,” Henderson laughed, walking around the room in her high heels.  “I see a lot of glowing totems already!” 

Occasionally, she would use a hand to push one of the boys' heads lower.  “Deeper Mr. 

Christian- I want you to feel your own tonsils on your tip!  There you go- that's what men like from their cocksuckers!” 

Sometimes she would speed up a lagging boy's pace.  “You're not on a first date, Mr. Tyree,” 

she laughed, using her grip on both a blushing boy's ears to make him go deeper  and faster on the dildo in front of him, which was glowing bright red now.  “Suck him like you love him!  Like you just can't  wait to fill your mouth with his hot, salty-” 

The boy moaned and came in his shorts, his dick spurting thick jets into the nylon as the professor forced his head to furiously bob on the glowing cock between his lips.  Only when he had stopped cumming did the teacher let the red-faced boy come off the dildo. 

“Use that sink to clean yourself up and soak your shorts, Mr. Tyree,” she said, frowning.  “And then return to your practice, naked.  And if I don't that little penis of yours hard again, from just your actions on your totem, I'll send you off to the Spanking lab for an hour- butt naked and with a note telling them why you're there!” 

The teacher turned to address the class as the humiliated boy rushed to follow her instructions. 

“Do a good job, my little cock suckers, but try to have some control, hmmm?  You can't give  a world-class hummer if you're having a silly, distracting orgasm of your own!  Any boy who cums in his shorts during my class will still have to spend the rest of the week sucking cock- without them!” 

Troy almost choked on his dick.  Maybe he  should have masturbated in the showers this morning- his totem was glowing bright red too! 

The teacher's high heels clicked over to Troy's desk and she chuckled. 

“And how are you doing, Mr. Appleton?  Feel like spurting in your shorts and joining Mr. 

Tyree in the nude this week?” 

He gasped, coming off his totem.  “No ma'am!  I just, um, can't seem to get the pace and angle quite right, I think!” 

The teacher laughed, then pushed his head back down on his cock until the corners of his eyes were tearing up. 

“Don't worry, young man.  You'll have  all semester to improve.” 


***

Jessica and Amber stood on the mats in the wrestling gym, having changed into workout clothes.  What the college had given them for this purpose were tight pink-and-gray singlets that stopped just below their butts on the bottom but gave full coverage of their cleavage up top.  Jessica pulled at the restrictive spandex straps over her shoulders which were holding the singlet up. 

“Shoot, this is tighter than any bra I've worn,” she muttered, adjusting the straps again.  “Think the professor would mind if I just changed back into a t-shirt and shorts?” 

“I think the idea is keep our clothing secure during the match,” Amber giggled.  “We are in a wrestling room, after all.” 

“And how come you look so much better in this getup than I do?  You look like some sexy little gymnast and I look like a stuffed sausage!” 

“Jess, come on.  You look great.” 

Jessica pulled at the singlet again, adjusting the too tight bands around her upper thighs.  They were practically at her crotch.  “I guess.” 

She looked around at the thirty other girls, all also standing barefoot in singlets on the mat.  “So who are we going to wrestle?  It won't be any fun if there aren't any boys to-” 

She cut off her sentence as an incredibly fit female teacher trotted into the wrestling room, wearing a tight singlet just like all the girls were, leading a group of ten boys who were dressed only in thin, blue, SPU scholarship shorts. 

Jessica rubbed her hands, watching the fit boys jog to the other side of the mat.  “Here we go! 

Look at those muscles bounce!” 

Amber giggled and rolled her eyes, waiting for the teacher to begin. 

“Good morning girls!  I am Miss Trish, and welcome to Self Defense for Women.” 

The thirty girls cheered, as the ten boys looked a little unsure of what was going to happen. 

Jessica's Powers sensed sparks of arousal in the boys' loins, as the males looked over the girls in their skintight outfits.  They were dim sparks right now, tempered by uncertainty, and there were definitely more when the boys looked at someone like Amber, or down at the very tight and much nearer butt of Professor Trish.  But there were also a few sparks when the boys looked Jessica's way, which made her feel a little better. 

“The first rule of self defense,” the teacher said, starting to stretch her powerful, sexy body, “is that Powers aren't enough!  As modern women, we must learn to use  all of our strength, since there are a lot of reasons Powers could fail you when you need to defend yourself the most.”  The teacher did a deep bend facing the girls, and Jess sensed the boys get more aroused.  “Maybe you can't get your attacker erect in time.  Maybe you haven't stored up enough affinity from other men masturbating to thoughts of you.  Maybe-” 

“-you're a hideous she-beast who should wear a bag over her head,” whispered a sorority girl-type behind Jessica, making the nearby girls laugh, but not Jess. 

She really  did feel like an stuffed sausage standing next to the perfect, petite Amber.  And she felt like a shapeless sack standing in front of Miss Trish, who looked like she spent every waking hour in the gym.  Even the sorority girl who had made the comment was more shapely than Jessica, especially up top. 

Jessica pulled down on the tight singlet bands around her thighs again. 

“Or you get distracted and can't focus on the spell,” Miss Trish finished, giving the sorority girl a serious look.  “Distraction can make you lose your Powers just as fast as not being attractive.” 

The girl snorted, but kept quiet after that. 

“So,” the teacher continued, to everyone, “what you will learn in this class is how to subdue a man quickly and easily.  This is not kickboxing; trained male boxers can punch each other's thick skulls for half an hour before knocking one another out.  But one well-placed scissor hold can make a man submit in seconds.  Okay, let's get started.”  The teacher looked around, then pointed to Jessica in front. 

“You, Miss Appleton.  You look like you're in pretty good shape, you'll start.” 

Jessica stepped forward, feeling even more like a stuffed sausage now that everyone in the room was looking at her. 

The teacher turned and started down the line of boys.  “Maybe... no... no... you.  Wesley-you've wrestled a little before, correct?” 

The freshman boy swallowed, but nodded.  “Some.” 

“Okay, you're up.  Face off against Jessica.” 

The two went to the center of the mat, surrounded by a wide, loose circle of their classmates. 

This boy was one of the few in which made sparks of arousal when he had looked at Jess, and she sensed his desire grow just a little hotter now. 

“Now, Wesley, you're playing the part of a sexual attacker,” Miss Trish said.  “No punches or kicks, but your job is to assault her.  You can tackle her, grope her, try to kiss her, anything you can think a rapist might possibly do.  Make it feel  real.”   

The boy swallowed again, but got into a low wrestler's stance, facing Jess.  “Okay.” 

“And Miss Appleton, your job is to resist.  No punching or kicking either.  But anything else is fair game.” 

She got into a fighting crouch that sort of mirrored Wesley's, even though it felt unnatural. 

“Can I use Powers on him?” 

“You can try,” Miss Trish laughed, backing away to give them room.  “But I think you'll find, in a close quarters fight, things happen too quickly for that.  It's your first day, just do your best.  I'll give you tips as you go.” 

Now Jessica swallowed too.  “Okay.” 

“And.... fight!” the professor cried, and the boy lunged at Jessica. 

She flinched back, but it was just a feint.  But having seen how she would react, he lunged at her again, faster, and caught her high on her legs with his full momentum behind him. 

“Oooof!” Jess cried, toppling to the ground with him on top. 

“Try to squirm away!” the professor yelled.  “Don't let him stay on top of you!” 

Jessica tried, but the boy was too strong.  He pressed his body on top of hers to hold her down, and ran his hands up and down her bare legs, before reaching back to squeeze her spandex-covered butt. 

“Ohhh, what a nice ass!” he chuckled in a fake evil voice.  “I think I'll take it home tonight!” 

“Fight back, Miss Appleton!” Miss Trish yelled from the sideline.  “Do you  like him squeezing your ass like that?” 

Jessica pushed against his chest and shoulders, to no effect.  And she wasn't allowed to knee him in the balls, even though they were  right there  above her thigh- what was she supposed to do?! 

 If he was hard, I could just use Powers to float him away!   

But he didn't even have the start of an erection yet, her Powers could sense that.  What was the name of that spell to make men instantly erect?  She reached back with her hand, her fingertips starting to glow blue with Power as she tried to remember the magic words.  Was it-Jessica gasped and lost her concentration as Wesley squeezed her breasts hard, pinching her nipples. 

“Ohhh, nice titties too!” Wesley chuckled as Jess gasped in shock.  “But not as big as I'd like! 

Maybe I can pinch them bigger!” 

Her face flushed in humiliation as the boy she barely knew pinched her nipples and made her moan, right in front of the whole class! 

“Come on, Jess!” Amber cried.  “Fight back!” 

If she started making out with him, maybe he would get hard enough for Powers.  But Jessica would rather eat a bug than kiss some pig who was embarrassing her like this, in front of everyone! 

She tried to pull his hands away from her breasts and failed.  She tried to squirm away and failed.  He laughed and pinched her nipples through the thin singlet again, making her moan again. 

She had always been a sucker for nipple play! 

“Oh, these nips are hard!” he laughed.  “She's liking this!” 

She was so flustered- all she could do was flail and hiss at him!  “Stop it!” 

Wesley laughed and leaned close, to whisper in her ear.  “Make me.” 

 No!  Jess wailed in her head.  This was NOT how the semester was supposed to start! 

“You might as well give up,” Wesley laughed in her ear as he continued to hold her down and play with her breasts.  “I wrestled for two years in high school- I could do this all day!” 

Jess tried to think-  what would she do if Troy tackled her like this in front of all her friends? 

With a free hand, Jessica reached back, behind the boy, found the waistband of his SPU shorts, and gave them a sharp yank.  Downward. 

“Hey!” 

The hands and weight on her breasts disappeared, as he tried frantically to pull his shorts back up over his exposed ass. 

“Excellent Miss Appleton- you've got him distracted!” the teacher yelled.  “Use it to escape!” 

But Jessica wasn't thinking about escape. 

As he pulled the rear of his shorts back into place, Jessica switched her grip and pulled them down in the front.  His bare, shaved cock and balls flopped free for the whole class to see, and now his concentration broke. 

“Hey!  Stop that!” 

Jessica used the opening to scoot even lower, pulling down on his waistband as hard as she could.  In a contest of an embarrassed boy on two knees and one hand, trying to keep his shorts on, and a determined girl lying on her back near his waist, trying to rip them off, she won easily. 

“Give those back!” the boy demanded as Jessica slipped the shorts past his ankles and bounced to her feet, swinging her trophy above her head.  He was now butt naked on the mat, pressing his knees together and holding his hands over his crotch as some of the girls in the class laughed at his plight.  “Professor!” 

“You lost them to her, Wesley,” Miss Swift laughed.  “Go back and get them!” 

Jessica held the shorts in front of her like a matador.  “Come on, Freshman!  I've stripped boys for two years at this school-  I could do this all day! ” 

The boy's face flushed even more, having his own words thrown back at him.  He got up into a wrestler's stance again, one hand covering his cock and balls, one hand reaching for her and his shorts.  His tentative swipes were easy for Jessica to avoid. 

“Awww, bare-assed on your first day at school?” she teased, jumping away from his guarded attacks, always yanking his shorts back just in time.  “I hope you remembered to shave back there!” 

The girls in the class whistled, some pinching the boy's butt as he and Jess circled each other. 

He jumped each time a girl touched his rear, his face just getting redder and redder. 

And then Jess felt it. 

Or more accurately, heard it, through her Powers. 

“Are you popping a boner?!” she squealed, hardly believing her luck. 

“No!” the blushing boy cried, even as all the girls could sense his dick start to stiffen below his hand. 

Jessica posed like a pin-up, laughing and blowing him a kiss.  “Oh Wesley- we hardly know each other!” 

The humiliated boy roared and just dove at her, no longer trying to cover himself. 

As she was tackled again, Jessica laughed and tossed his shorts far into the crowd.  Now they were on the ground again, but this time it was Wesley fighting to get away, to reach his clothes, and Jessica fighting to hold him down. 

“Where do you think you're going?!” she laughed, wrapping her legs around his, out of pure instinct.  “Stay naked for a little bit longer!” 

The struggling on the ground, him fully nude, her nude from the hip bones down and in skin tight spandex everywhere else, their legs wrapped together, their hands going everywhere, had exactly the effect Jessica wanted. 

“Oh Wesley, you're getting so hard for me!” she laughed, squeezing his ass with both hands as her legs still held him tight.  “Are you asking me to touch it?” 

“No!” 

The boy jumped as if electrocuted when Jessica's hand snaked between them and closed on his thick cock.  “Oh shit!” 

He bent over again, now using all his concentration to free her grip on his throbbing manhood. 

“Now Jessica!” the teacher yelled.  “Now lock your legs around his head!  They're your strongest weapon!” 

Jessica spun on the mat to follow her professor's instructions, wrapping her bare thighs around the surprised boy's neck. 

“Now his arm!  Grab one arm with both hands!” 

Using two arms to pull on his one, while her thighs squeezed his head, Jessica won that battle of strength, even against a former wrestler. 

Miss Trish was jumping up and down.  “Now lock your ankles!  Then you've got him!” 

Jessica did, feeling the scissor hold lock in even as the nude boy fought back with all his 

strength.  Which wasn't very much, when I have him like this,  Jessica realized. 

He was pulling at her knees with both hands, but he couldn't begin to separate her strong runner's legs, especially with her ankles locked.  And they made a perfect fulcrum; with just a squeeze of her thighs she had him red-faced and gasping for breath.  And with her armpit holding down his closest arm, it left one of her hands free... 

 To do anything I want,  she suddenly realized. 

She started tickling the nude boy's chest and armpits. 

“Two years of wrestling?” she laughed, as he gasped and squirmed.  “And you get beaten up  by a girl? ” 

“Ahhhhh!   Stop it!” 

Looking at his hard, flopping, helpless cock, Jessica couldn't resist. 

“Nooo!” the boy begged, as her soft, female hand closed on his aching manhood again.  He really started fighting when her hand started moving up and down.  “Stop it!” 

She grinned at the fear in his eyes.  “Make me.” 

All the girls in class were laughing uproariously now, as the nude boy bucked and squirmed with all his might, and Jessica effortlessly beat him off.  It only took Jessica a little more pressure from her legs to keep him totally secure. 

Professor Trish coughed.  “Well, Miss Appleton has certainly made her point.  The attacker is certainly subdued in her leg scissors, and with his erection, she could easily put a Freeze spell to hold him for the police  any time she wanted...” 

“Just a second, professor,” Jessica laughed, stroking faster.  “Wesley's got something he wants to share with the class!” 

“NOOOO!” the boy begged, trying to hold back. 

She and Wesley felt it the same time- that sudden surge of sexual energy tightening in his balls that could only mean- 

“Okay, okay, that's quite enough,” the professor chuckled, making a lifting motion with her blue glowing fingertips.  Wesley started floating up off the mat, gasping as Magic raised him by his hard dick- and Jessica lost her grip on his shaft right before she would have made him cum! 

She released her leg lock as the boy floated even farther away, and then the Professor made two quick Loops at the floating boy's manhood. 

“Now that our subject is no longer in danger of spilling his seed all over our wrestling mats,” 

the teacher chuckled, floating him back down to an open space, “let me show you all how Miss Appleton applied that hold, which we call a 'double leg scissors with an arm bar'.” 

Jessica was still lying on the mat, breathing hard.  As the other girls gleefully gathered around Miss Trish's demonstration with the totally nude, erect and red-faced boy, Amber rushed to Jessica's side instead. 

“Jess- oh my gosh- you guys were really fighting there at the end!  Are you okay?” 

Jessica's breath was coming in heaves.  Her heart was racing.  Her cheeks were flush.  But as she accepted Amber's help to stand up, she just laughed. 

“Oh my god Amber... I'm better than okay!  I haven't felt this good in  months!”   


***


CHAPTER FIVE

Troy breathed a sigh of relief when he got through lunch. 

On Mondays his mandatory scholarship classes, Self Defense for Boys and then Nude Figure Modeling, were both in the morning.  But in the afternoon he had only mundane classes, Economics and Physics.  It meant he would finally get a break from being humiliated, at least until the next morning! 

His Economics classroom was weird, instead of a chalkboard and teacher's desk, there was just a huge flat screen TV with a small camera on top and speakers on the sides.  Troy slid between the rows and took an empty desk in the middle of the room.  He had barely sat down before the girl behind him hissed. 

“Hey.  Boy toy.  You're in the wrong place- the spanking lab is down the hall.” 

Troy flushed, ignoring her.  His blue SPU shorts marked him as a scholarship boy where ever he went, but it didn't mean he had to respond to that! 

A second later, a foot jostled the rear leg of his desk.  “Hey, boy toy,” she said again.  “I said, you're in the wrong room.” 

Troy turned around to face her.  “This is Economics 315, isn't it?!” 

She was an Indian girl, with long, cascading black hair, tan skin, and fierce, plucked eyebrows. 

She also had a very haughty tilt to her chin and a lips that looked like they had just sucked a lemon. 

“That's right.  It is a very high level class.  For  serious students.” 

Troy turned around to face front again.  “Then I'm in the right place.” 

A kick jostled his desk again a second later, as he was getting out his notebook.  “I said  serious students.  Not boy toys.  You can leave- none of us girls need our pussies licked right now!” 

A few of the girls around them giggled, as the room continued to fill up.  Troy looked around, realizing that he was the only male there so far. 

“Look, just leave me alone.  Or I'll report you to the teacher when she walks in!” 

“The teacher is in a different state, you dumb boy toy!” the girl laughed, her voice tinkling like pennies dropped on a table.  “She's a very sought after professor from the Chicago School of Economics- she's transmitting her class to five universities at once!” 

 That explained the TV at the front of class,  Troy thought. 

“So why do you care then?  Just leave me alone and we'll watch the lecture!” 

“I care,” the girl said, leaning forward so her breath went down his neck, “because I had to work very hard to get into this advanced class.  And then some silly boy toy walks in like he belongs here too?  No way!” 

Her hot breath tickling his neck was making him uncomfortable.  “I had to pass all the same pre-reqs you did!  I  do belong here!” 

“You belong naked and on your knees, doing my toenails or licking between my legs.  That's the only job boy toys can get in a Powers world,” she laughed.  “You're taking up a seat some woman could use to get a real career!  Now scram, before I really get mad!” 

What could she do about it?  She'd have to be quiet once the class started, if the camera on top of the TV was working at all.  And he wasn't hard, so she couldn't use Powers to float him out of the room.  And if she Looped him, he could just have Cheyenne or Amber cut them! 

He opened his notebook as the TV screen came to life.  “Get bent.” 

The professor on the screen quickly started her lecture by going over 30 different economics terms that Troy forgot that he had learned last semester, and 20 more that he had never heard of.  He started sweating, as he struggled to write it all down before she erased the virtual chalkboard behind her. 

“Falling behind already, boy toy?” the Indian girl whispered into his ear.  “Did you forget to do the Summer reading?” 

He hadn't had time, with Cheyenne driving him all across the country, fucking his ass! 

“Quiet- I'm trying to listen!” 

“Oh, a boy thinks he can learn macro-economics,” she chuckled.  “We might as well try to teach a dog math.” 

A few more girls around him giggled again, as Troy was obviously having trouble following the fast, complex lecture the teacher was giving without pause. 

“Here toy, I'll help you out.  I know tease puppies like you think much better with a nice, stiff bone between their legs.” 

He felt phantom fingers pressing against his shorts, but weak and unfocused, because the affinity between them wasn't strong.  “Stop that.” 

“Awww, can't defend yourself against my superior mind?  Poor baby.” 

Troy sighed and tuned her out.  At least her weak, fumbling Powers were easy to ignore. 

“Not ready for a hand job, huh?  How about something... lighter?” 

Her psychic fingers turned into feathers, and Troy grunted, gripping his desk.  He had always been susceptible to having his balls tickled! 

“Stop it!” Troy growled with more urgency. 

“Come on Melina, leave him alone,” a girl to Troy's right laughed.  “He's not hurting anyone.” 

“If one dumb boy takes this course, then every tease toy that gets into this school will think they can sign up for serious classes,” the Indian girl said, still tickling his balls.  “We have to draw the line somewhere!” 

Troy waited for his defender to respond, but the British girl just shook her head, giggling as she peeked at the growing tent in his shorts.  “Whatever.  Just keep it down.” 

And then she went back to taking notes! 

“But excitable little tease toys have trouble  keeping it down,” Melina giggled in Troy's ear, adding even more feathers to tickle his sensitive balls.  “Don't they, puppy?” 

She blew on the back of his neck and the spell was like Troy had never felt before, a silk handkerchief rubbing his neck, then down his chest to circle his nipples, then lower, lower... 

A silk handkerchief wrapping around his cock, cupping his balls, going back and forth, back and forth.  A silken pillow fucking his cock, squeezing him between its silken folds. 

And the harder his penis got, the better her magic worked on him! 

Troy moaned in pleasure. 

The video conferencing camera on the top of the TV suddenly turned towards them, as did the stodgy professor on the screen. 

“Yes?” she asked, looking at them.  “I believe we have a question?  From SPU?” 

Troy shook his head, blushing horribly.  “It was nothing!  I coughed.” 

After the red light on the camera went back off, Troy hissed under his breath.  “You've made your point- stop it!” 

“The door's right there,” the Indian girl laughed, pointing with her pen.  “You can leave any time you want.” 

“No!” Troy grunted, as he got more erect.  “I want to be an economist!” 

“Boys don't get to be economists any more,” Melina giggled, slipping a foot out of her sandals to rub the back of his calf.  “But you could be my secretary.  Would you like me to give you a job after I graduate with my doctorate, puppy?  I could do all the real work and you could look pretty and fetch my coffee.  And when I get bored, you could crawl under my desk and lick my toes to help me relax!” 

At the mention of licking her toes, with her bare foot already touching his bare calf, Troy's cock went into overdrive, stiffening and hardening with each heartbeat. 

“Oh, a foot boy!” Melina laughed.  “You shouldn't have reacted, tease toy- now I can really dial my Powers in.  You better leave now, before I really start fucking with you!” 

The feathers on his balls suddenly got a lot sharper.  The silken hand stroking his cock gripped him firmly, possessively.  He could feel his orgasm building. 

“No... please!” he whispered, squirming his seat. 

“Let's see how well you take notes while you're cumming all over yourself, hmmm?” 

“Melina, ew, I don't want cum to go everywhere,” the girl to his right giggled.  “I'm trying to learn.” 

His tormentor giggled as her Powers kept assaulting him.  “It's okay, Tash; I'm going to ruin it. 

I'm going to make him dribble and spooge like a loser all over the front of his shorts, but he won't get an ounce of pleasure from it!” 

That made Troy's eyes go wide open- if he was going to cum, he wanted it to be with Cheyenne.  And he at least wanted to enjoy it! 

“One two three four five,” Melina said in rapid fire, and with each word Troy felt the silk covered hand pull on his cock, but only in one direction, only away from him.  Like she was hand-over-hand pulling his orgasm from him, but at 'five' she stopped cold, leaving his cock untouched, wanting more! 

“Ahhh!” he hissed, barely able to keep from yelling. 

“Shhhh!” a girl a few rows back said, trying to take notes. 

Troy gulped.  If he could just hold on until Melina got tired, or ran out of affinity-

“One two three four five!” 

“Ahhh!” 

“Quiet up there!” 

He turned to hiss at his attacker.  “Stop it!” 

“Leave,” Melina hissed back.  “Just get up and go!” 

He looked at the open door, sorely tempted. 

“Let's see, five silky strokes every ten seconds, fifty minutes left in the class, can you even do the math to see how many strokes you'll have to resist from me?” she giggled, as the five fast, silky strokes pulling one direction on his cock struck again.  “Or can't you count that high, puppy?” 

“You're making him hump a phantom pillow?” Tash giggled from his right.  “You're not even giving him a psychic blow-job?” 

“He doesn't deserve a blow-job,” Melina giggled back, stroking his calf with her foot.  “But maybe next class I'll make him feel a psychic butt fucking!” 

Her words opened up memories of cumming on Cheyenne's strap-on all summer.  Memories of him getting fucked in bed, in the shower, on his back, on all fours, out in the sun.  But always memories of him cumming hard with a thick cock up his butt, his little dick pulsing with each one of Cheyenne's thrusts. 

He felt Melina's Powers slip past his defenses and into his brain, touching his pleasure centers directly as his hard cock dribbled pre-cum and his balls pulled very tight. 

“Oh my goddess, you didn't even last one hundred strokes!” Melina giggled.  “That's less than two minutes, for the math challenged.”  She grinned at him.  “One two three four five!” 

Troy was panting, as five silky strokes assaulted his cock again.  “No!” 

“One two three four five!” 

He was bucking up in his seat, thrusting his hips, his dick looking for more contact even as he tried to hold his cum in.  “No no no no-” 

“One two three-and poof!  Pillows gone!” 

They left just as Melina said it, leaving Troy's cock untouched under his shorts.  But it was already too late, he could feel the pressure racing up his shaft even as he fought to hold back... 

“NO!” 

Cum spurted from Troy's cock, one semi-hard contraction but then only weak dribbles.  He wanted to grab himself, to give himself at least a few strokes of pleasure- but he was in public! 

He kept grunting and pumping cum into his blue shorts, all over his balls, onto his thighs, without feeling any orgasmic pleasure at all.  He held on to the edges of his desk, unable to stop it! 

“Awww, our little baby's wet himself!” Melina said, loud enough for every girl nearby to turn and look at him.  “Do you need a diaper?” 

Troy shot out of his desk, red-faced and covering himself with his notepad.  And as he ran to find the nearest bathroom, her heard Melina laugh behind him. 

“Finally!  Now the  real students can get back to learning.” 


***

“She made me cum!  Right there in front of the whole class!” Troy wailed, sitting on the grass next to Amber.  He had cleaned off his shorts in the boy's bathroom, dunking them in the sink, but they were still wet and clung to him, even as the thin material dried while they sat in the sun.  “And then everyone laughed at me!” 

“It probably wasn't every girl in the class who laughed at you,” Amber said, putting a hand on his knee.  “Ruined orgasms aren't as strong in our Powers.  All of them might have sensed your erection, but we sense so many of those every day, we sort of tune them out, if we're thinking about something else.  It was probably only the five or so girls nearby who realized what happened.” 

“But it was still humiliating!” he cried, even as his despair started to leave him for some reason. 

“I bet it was,” she said, pulling her hand back.  “And that was extra mean, ruining it like that. 

She could have least given you a  good orgasm.” 

“Good orgasms versus ruined orgasms isn't the point!” he cried, feeling his anger return.  “I don't want  any orgasms from her!”  He shook his head.  “Amber, the noises I made... I'll never be able to go into that classroom again!” 

“But that's what she wants,” the petite red head said, stretching her smooth. bare legs out on the grass.  “You should stand up to her!  Why don't you use some of that self defense stuff you boys learned this morning?” 

A blush rose to Troy's face.  “Because... that's not appropriate in this situation!” 

“I guess that's a good attitude.  Even if you know to fight, non-violence is always the better option.” 

“Yeah, sure,” he gulped.  He looked at her, soaking up the sun, but glowing with an inner light all her own.  “What about your succubi mind control powers?  I  saw you use them last semester, to completely change the mind of those angry church ladies!  Couldn't you just, use them on Melina to make her nice to me?” 

“That's  also not appropriate,” Amber said, frowning.  “You can't just ask me to play around with mind control, Troy- that's scary stuff!  I mean it!” 

“Okay, okay! I'm sorry I asked.” 

“You should just ignore her.  Bullies usually get bored after a while.” 

Troy picked at the green blades of grass, frowning.  “Maybe.”  He looked up at her again. 

“Jess told me you can make Loops so strong other girls can't break them.  Maybe... could you Loop me before I go into my next Econ class?  So Melina can't make me orgasm in front of everyone?” 

“Why?  So you can sit there and get teased out of your mind the whole hour, instead of paying attention?”  Amber shook her head.  “No, magic isn't the answer to this problem, Troy.  You need to use your people skills to solve this.” 

“She won't listen to me!  She thinks boys don't even deserve to be in advanced classes like that!” 

“Maybe you can have Cheyenne go talk to her?  If you tell her what's happening, I know Cheyenne will support you.” 

“All Cheyenne wants to do is fuck me up the butt!” Troy cried.  “That's all she talks about! 

That's all we ever do together!  And I hate it!” 

Amber giggled and started to rub Troy's shoulders, which instantly made him feel better.  “So why do you let her?” 

Troy grimaced, but his anger was quickly fading.  “Because she keeps me Looped up so I can't cum, and she comes on so strong, usually when she's naked or I am or both, and she gets me so turned on and desperate until- I can't help it!” 

“I know how that is,” Amber giggled.  “When I'm having one of my horny times, I find myself craving a huge, hard cock inside me too!” 

“That's not the same!” he cried, blushing deeply.  But he couldn't stay mad at her, as she expertly worked the tension out of his shoulders.  Why did he always feel better when Amber touched him? 

“I know, I'm just teasing you,” she said, then sighed.  “I  do miss getting fucked by big cocks though.  It's been a long summer, having to live in self-imposed abstinence.  Even masturbation might wake up my succubi powers, so that's out, too.” 

He swallowed, letting himself relax back into her hands.  “But don't you, you know, get horny?” 

“Of course!  Lots of times.” 

“So how do you handle it?” 

“I have my ways,” she giggled.  “Mainly I meditate a lot.” 

“And that works?” 

“Sometimes,” Amber said, her sure hands kneading around his spine, just where he needed it the most.  “It's still tough.  I really miss being held sometimes, like the way you held me after we 69'ed at the end of Freshman year.  Do you remember that?” 

“Of course!  It's like, the highlight of my life!”  He turned, facing her,  his hand on  her thigh for once.  “Amber, look, I know you're afraid of your succubi side, but I'm not!  If you want to be held again or 69 again or be my girlfriend or whatever, just say the word and I'll be fine with-” 

“Troy Appleton!” she cried, playfully slapping his chest.  She scooted back on the grass so his hand fell off her knee.  “I just got done telling you how hard it is for me to go without sex and seconds later you try to tempt me into being your booty call!  That's so mean!” 

Troy exhaled. 

 He was being mean? 

God, he was just  aching to touch her again, anywhere!  Right now, he wanted nothing more than to throw her on her back, kiss her, taste her again... 

“And besides,” Amber giggled, “you know you'd have to wear a cock sleeve to give me what I really want, right?” 

Troy blushed.  “We wouldn't  need a cock sleeve...” 

She touched his cheek.  “Troy, I've tried toys the size of your penis.  I really tried, after our one night together, before I got back with my ex.  But I really need that thick cock inside of me to cum. 

You know, in a  satisfying way?” 

She giggled and Troy had never felt more like a baby dick, with his wet shorts clinging to his soft penis as his dream girl laughed at his size.  He hung his head.  “Yeah.  I know.” 

Then Amber slapped his chest.  “And besides, you player- how are you asking me out?  You've still got a sexy girlfriend!” 

He grimaced.  “I was only with Cheyenne because you and I couldn't be together!  If you're available I'd  much rather-” 

“You better talk a little quieter,” Amber giggled, nodding at something behind him. 

“Cheyenne's coming this way.” 

Troy gulped and turned around, scooting to put a little more space between them on the grass. 

But he was still looking guilty when the tall, black-haired amazon strode up to him. 

“Well isn't this cozy?” Cheyenne laughed, looking at how close the two were sitting. 

Troy scooted even further away.  “We were just talking!” 

“It's okay, sweetie.  I've never cared if my girlfriends have a little friend on the side, to get out all their girl talk and vent their emotions with,” she laughed, pulling Troy to his feet.  “It saves me from having to deal with them!”  She grinned down at the seated girl.  “Hello, Amber.  You're looking as beautiful as ever- I could just eat you right up!” 

The red-head giggled and stood up too, brushing grass off her butt.  “Thanks, Cheyenne. 

You're looking good too- are you even stronger than last year?” 

“Troy's kept me motivated in the weight room,” the amazon laughed, kissing his cheek.  “I can't have my girlfriend lifting more than me, can I?” 

Troy blushed again.  Cheyenne had a standing challenge that she would give him blow jobs for 

a week if he could bench press more than her- and a hard, bare butt spanking if he lost!  He had tried her a few times this summer, and had always ended up with a tender, red butt and aching blue balls! 

She grinned and slid a hand down the back of his shorts to cup his ass.  “So, you ready to go to your first cheerleader practice, sweet cheeks?” 

He squirmed in her hand.  “What are you talking about?” 

“Headmistress Parker put it on your schedule, don't you remember?” Cheyenne laughed. 

“But I'm not a cheerleader!” he said. 

“It's right there on your schedule, Troy,” Amber said, confused.  “Every afternoon from 4-6.  I saw it when you showed me this morning.” 

His head was hurting again.  He looked at the paper in his hand.  The words on the last half of his schedule were swimming, he couldn't read them.  It was almost 4 now... 

And suddenly the words fell in line, and were just like Amber had said. 

Troy gasped, looking at the paper.  “But I CAN'T be a cheerleader!  No!” 

“You have to go, or you're out of SPU,” Cheyenne laughed, grabbing his books.  “So you're going, even if I have to throw you over my shoulder and carry you there!” 

“No!  I don't want to dance and prance around like they do!” 

“You should go Troy,” Amber laughed.  “A lot of girls say they've made the best friends of their lives at cheer camp.” 

“But I'm not a girl!” Troy cried, as Cheyenne grabbed his hand and started dragging him away. 

“Have fun Troy!” Amber giggled, waving as he was dragged off.  “Come find me after your Economics class tomorrow, and tell me how it went?” 


***


CHAPTER SIX

The cheerleading practice wasn't hard to find. 

They were fifteen girls stretching right in the middle of the athletic fields, all with ponytails, all wearing tight white shirts and bright, tiny shorts, and they were all ridiculously hot. 

“Oh my god, look at that  talent,”  Cheyenne chuckled as she dragged Troy closer.  “There's not a girl below an 8 in that group.  And those fucking shorts are right up their asses!”  Cheyenne tilted her head as one of the girls bent over.  “And I bet they're  real flexible, too...” 

Troy chuckled too.  Sometimes there was a benefit to having a horny lesbian for a girlfriend. 

“Are you sure you want me around those hot girls for  hours every day?” he asked.  “Cheyenne, look, if you don't want me to go...” 

“Not go?  Hell!  I can't wait for you to get in good with those hotties so we can invite the cutest ones back to my room for a threesome!  Now go- and make us some new friends!” 

With a push, she shoved him towards the group, and Troy tried not to pop a boner wondering if she had been kidding or not.  God, any of these girls, plus Cheyenne, naked in bed with me... 

As Troy walked closer, a tall and toned blond girl with the highest ponytail of the bunch turned and barked at him. 

“Are you Troy Appleton?” she demanded. 

Just the tone of her voice made him stand up a little straighter!  “Yes!  And, um, are you-” 

“I'm Sierra- your cheer captain!”  She put her hands on her hips.  “And you're late- on your first day!” 

He gulped, jogging the rest of the distance.  “Um, I thought practice started at 4!” 

“It does!  But in SPU Cheer, if you're not fifteen minutes early-” 

 “-you're fifteen minutes late!”  the gathered girls finished while they were still stretching, bent over with their pert butts facing Troy. 

“Sorry!  I'll be early tomorrow!” Troy said, jumping into line and starting to stretch like the others. 

Sierra was still frowning.  “What are you wearing?” 

He stood up again, looking down at his blue SPU shorts and flip flops.  “It's uh, what they make all the scholarship boys wear.” 

“Well you can't wear that for cheer,” Sierra said.  “Here, change into these.” 

Troy blushed as she handed him a pink pair of soffee shorts that said 'SPU CHEER TEAM' in white letters across the butt.  And tight white shirt with the same across the breasts. 

And a pair of pink cotton panties. 

“I can't wear these!  They're-” 

“They're the official practice uniform of SPU Cheer,” Sierra stated.  “And you'll wear them or I'll have Headmistress Parker cancel your scholarship right now.”  She looked away from him as Troy's heart rate started to climb.  “And you'll need shoes too, you can't run in those stupid flip flops.  Carrie!  You've got the biggest feet in the group- give him your extra socks and shoes!” 

“Awww, do I have to?” 

“Yes Carrie!  Now!” Sierra snapped, then looked at the frozen boy.  “Why haven't you started changing yet?” 

He shivered, feeling the air across the open field they were standing in.  Off to the side, Cheyenne was leaning on the chain link fence surrounding the running track, watching everything. 

“But there's no place to change out here!” 

Sierra sighed again, then pointed at the bathroom at the field house far beyond the fence.  “Go! 

On the run!” 

Troy scrambled away and came out feeling ridiculous, in pink cheer shorts and a tight white shirt, and cheer shoes over tiny white socks that didn't even come to his ankles.  Cheyenne laughed and wolf-whistled at him, giving him a big thumbs up as he passed. 

 If she only knew I was wearing panties too!  Troy gulped. 

She had been trying to get him to wear panties instead of male underwear all summer, and the last time she had forced them on him... 

Troy gulped and started to run back to the group before his cock started to grow in his soft cotton panties.  One of THESE girls' panties!  he realized, making his heart beat even faster. 

“Get in line,” Sierra snapped, and the boy quickly jumped into the end of the second row. 

“Stretch,” she commanded, doing the same herself as she faced the two rows of girls.  “If you pull a muscle on your first day, I swear I'll kick your ass!” 

“Okay,” Troy gulped, following her lead, although it was hard not to stare at all the bare legs, bared stomachs and tight, bent over butts all around him. 

“You've met Carrie,” Sierra said, easily bending over to touch her toes.  The cheer captain had one of the cutest butts Troy had ever seen!  “And that's Tammi, Kellie, Jenni, Ronni and Madison in front of you, but we call her Maddie.” 

Each girl giggled and waved hello as Sierra called off her name, most in the same, bent over nose-to-knees stretch their leader was, so Troy associated each name not with a face, but with a wiggling, shorts-clad butt. 

Maddie, in particular, could get her ears past her knees in an amazing show of flexibility, so even though she waved at Troy from between her legs, all he remembered were the two round, golden globes of her butt, as her tiny soffee shorts pulled deeper and deeper into her crack, almost becoming less than a thong. 

Troy smiled to himself.  Maybe Amber was right.  Maybe this was  exactly  what he needed to get his spirits up after his economics cl-

“Have you done any serious sports before?” Sierra said, standing on one foot and slowly, expertly, bringing her other leg up until she could practically kiss her knee. 

Troy grinned.  Cheyenne was right, these girls  were  flexible! 

“Well, I'm a scholarship boy, so I have to stay in shape.  And in high school I did football  and basketball.” 

“I said  serious sports,” Sierra scoffed, doing the same stretch to her other side.  Her legs looked about two miles long.  “Like gymnastics.  Or cheer.” 

Troy laughed.  “Basketball is pretty serious!” 

“In basketball you throw a two pound ball around,” she snorted, stretching her arms over her head, making her excellent tits stand up.  “In cheer, we throw hundred and twenty pound girls around!  Have you ever picked up someone your own size and then thrown them fifteen feet into the air?” 

Troy gulped.  “Well, no-” 

“If you drop a basketball, it bounces.  If you drop a cheer girl, she breaks a leg.  Right, Carrie?” 

“Jeez, I said I was sorry!” 

“Right,  Maddie?” 

“It was an accident!” the butt in front of Troy said.  “The sun got in my eyes!” 

“That's why you're here, by the way,” Sierra said, stretching an arm behind her. 

Troy gulped.  “Because...” 

“Because Carrie and Maddie butterfingered our last flyer into a hardwood floor and now she's in a cast for six months!” Sierra said, staring down the two blushing girls.  “There's no sun indoors, Maddie.” 

“It was an accident!” 

“So I'm going to help catch girls?” Troy hoped, swallowing as he looked around.  Tossing and catching girls this incredibly hot, with his hands having to go all over their legs and butt to support them... This could be a VERY fun year... 

“Hell no, I'd never trust a rookie to do that!” Sierra laughed.  “But Ms. Parker said, there was an incident last year, where a girl used Powers to float you hundreds of feet into the air, up to some hotel room window?  And your penis stayed hard the entire time?” 

Troy swallowed.  That was just a one time thing!    Amber had been in trouble, held hostage by 

 a renegade church in the thirteenth floor of a barricaded hotel-

“Yeah but-” 

“If you can do that without freaking out, you can be our new flyer.  That's the little girl that goes on top and get thrown into the air.  It's the most dangerous job in cheer, but if you keep your wits about you and your dick hard enough, you should be safe.” 

Troy's jaw dropped.  He was going to BE the cute girl, tossed and spinning in the air before being caught? “But-” 

“Running time!” Sierra barked, drowning him out.  “Girls, on the track!” 

Troy's mind was still spinning as he followed them.  Sierra, at the front of the pack, set off at a fast pace.  The entire team followed her, every one of their footsteps landing in unison with hers, like an Army regiment.  And then Sierra started singing, in time with her long, fast strides. 

“Momma told Cindy not to go downtown...” 

 “Momma told Cindy not to go downtown,”  the girls yelled back at the top of their lungs, sounding for all the world like a high-pitched boot camp regiment being led by an equally high-pitched drill instructor. 

“Said those cheer girls were hanging around...” 

 “Said those cheer girls were hanging around...” 

Troy didn't have trouble matching the words, they were only repeating what Sierra sang.  And the cadence did help keep his steps in the exact same rhythm as everyone else.  But the pace of this run-

“Cindy snuck out and when she saw those girls flying...” 

 “Cindy snuck out and when she saw those girls flying...” 

“Said she'd be a cheer girl or she'd die trying!” 

 “Said she'd be a cheer girl or she'd die trying!” 

Troy was used to running, but running while yelling at the top of his lungs... They were practically sprinting!  He didn't know how much longer he could keep this up.  And Sierra didn't even seem to notice the effort. 

“Put on her makeup and her best skirt...” 

 “Put on her makeup and her best skirt...”  the girls sang back, their pony tails bouncing in unison as they ran. 

“Then Cindy's coach said, hit the dirt!” 

 “Then Cindy's coach said, HIT THE DIRT!” 

“Push ups!” 

 “Push ups!” 

“Lunges!” 

 “Lunges!” 

“Cindy's Coach made her do them by the hundreds!” 

 “Cindy's Coach made her do them by the hundreds!” 

Troy was seriously struggling to keep pace now.  How were all these cute, pony-tailed girls doing this? 

“What mama knew well but she didn't tell Cindy...” 

 “What mama knew well but she didn't tell Cindy...” 

“Is that Cheer is just torture made up to look pretty!” 

 “Is that Cheer is just torture made up to look pretty!!!” 

Sierra stopped, back where they started.  They had made it around the quarter mile track in less than a minute! 

The girls stopped, breathing hard.  Troy went to hands on his knees, sucking air. 

“Push up time!” Sierra barked, getting into position on the ground. 

 “I love push ups!”  the girls yelled as one, matching Sierra's position even though Troy could see some of them were frowning.  The only girl smiling was their leader. 

“I can't hear you!” she yelled.  “I said,   push up time! ” 

 “I LOVE PUSH UPS!”  the girls around Troy repeated, red faced and yelling at the top of their 

lungs. 

Sierra looked at Troy, who was still panting and sweating from the run.  “Try to keep up, rookie.  Flyers need good muscle tone or they break their necks.”  She started to do push-ups at a fast pace.  And then she took a deep breath and started to sing to keep the beat. 

“Momma told Cindy not to go downtown...” 


***

After sets and sets of push ups which made Troy's arms burn came sets and sets of jumping lunges which made his thighs burn.  And then they started over again, running, push-ups, lunges. 

For two more super-sets. 

They sang a different song each time around, all about good, innocent girls that had made the horrible mistake of getting tangled up in the evil, cut-throat world of competitive cheerleading. 

By the third set Troy wasn't staring at any of the bouncing butts or bouncing breasts, he was just praying for it to be over, especially when they got to abs. 

There were flutter kicks. 

Hundreds and hundreds of flutter kicks. 

There was no song for the flutter kicks, because by now, all the girls were sweating and straining with the effort. 

Except Sierra. 

“Come on you slacking bitches!  Flutter!” she barked, doing them herself while looking down the line.  She spotted Troy's heels starting to touch the ground.  “Flyer!  Are you slacking on your core strength exercises!  They call it CORE because it's CORE to what a cheerleader does!” 

Troy's eyes were closed, as he grit his teeth and tried to keep fluttering.  “I don't think that's why they-” 

“Look at Maddie!  She's still fluttering!  She's a  girl and she's outlasting YOU!  Are you going to get beaten by a  girl?!” 

Troy did look over, at the girl whose butt he had been objectifying before all this hell began. 

Maddie had her eyes closed too, she was breathing hard through her mouth, but her feet were still kicking much faster than his, and showed no signs of stopping. 

Troy doubled down and tried to keep pace. 

The pain in his stomach became like a knife... 

Then a hot poker... 

Then a whole set of hot poker knives... 

Troy grunted and collapsed, letting both his feet hit the dirt. 

 “Flyer!  Are you giving up?!” Sierra barked, continuing to kick her feet up and down, her legs perfectly straight and extended. 

“YES!” he cried, unable to flut even one more kick. 

“Not on my team you're not!”  And then Sierra was at his feet, grabbing his ankles and forcing his legs to kick just like the rest of the girls.  “That's why we call this a  serious sport- failure is  not an option!”  She turned to the others as she continued to manipulate Troy's feet like a baby's.  “Fifty more flutters, bitches!” 


***

After the apocalypse of flutter kicks, the girls took a minute break to drink or splash water on their faces while Troy lay in the dirt, exhausted. 

Sierra bounced up, sweating but no less energetic.  “Rest standing up!  Now we've got to teach you the choreography!” 

“What does it matter?” Troy gasped, letting her pull him to his feet.  “You're just going to fly me with Powers- I won't have control of that.  You can make me go where ever you want!” 

“Race cars still need drivers even though the track is already laid out,” Sierra said, taking a 

drink from her sports bottle, then offering it to Troy, who sucked it down greedily.  “It's the human component, the  artistry, that sets good cheer teams apart.”  She laughed.  “And besides, you're supposed to be a girl.  We can't fly you too much or it will be obvious you're not.” 

He spit out water.  “I'm supposed to be a  what?” 

“Oh that's right, Professor Zadora said you wouldn't remember that until you needed to.  Forget I said anything.” 

Hearing the 'F' word, Troy felt a tightness in his skull, a fogginess.  He shook his head to clear it, and that almost worked. 

“What... what were we talking about?” 

“Learning choreography,” Sierra said, looking at him with an amused grin.  “If you're going to be part of this team, you have to be on beat, and you have to look damned good doing it!”  She took her water bottle back, then rolled her shoulders.  “Let's boogie.” 

The girls put on their music and half the squad did the full cheers while half the squad worked around Troy, teaching him the routine step by agonizing step. 

First they had to teach him how to find the beat.  Then they started on the actual moves.  And at every step Sierra had corrections. 

“Head up, back straight, chest up and proud!” she said, using her hands to force his body into place.  “Point those toes when you step- it makes your legs look longer!” 

Troy blushed, following her instructions.  But it made him feel so...  feminine! 

He could see Cheyenne laughing at him from the edge of the field. 

“Tighten that butt- now turn, turn, sexy sexy, turn turn- I said tighten that butt!  If you bend over, I want everyone in the crowd thinking about pinching that ass!” 

Troy saw Cheyenne double over in laughter and he blushed even harder, stumbling and losing the beat. 

And then Sierra was in his face. 

“What the hell's wrong, flyer?!  I will pull your panties down and spank your bare ass if you can't get something as simple as a turn down on your first day!” 

Troy was blushing.  “I... I just can't-” 

Sierra looked where Troy had been looking.  “Who's that standing there- your girlfriend?” 

He swallowed.  “Yes.” 

“And she's laughing at you.  That's why you're embarrassed.” 

“Yes!” 

Sierra grabbed his chin, to force Troy to look away from Cheyenne and look at her.  “Don't worry about what's over there!  Worry about what's happening right here, right now.  Cheer is a sport of  focus.  You are the driver, you are the car.  And if you lose focus during Cheer, you're going to crash into a wall!  Do you understand me?” 

“Yes!” 

“Yes,  cheer captain! ” 

“Yes cheer captain!” 

They started from the top, and for a few minutes, Troy focused on getting the moves right, no matter how silly he looked.  But then they started with three-girl pyramids, so now he was standing on two girls' raised hands, displayed five feet in the air!  A small crowd had formed around Cheyenne, boys and girls both, idly watching the cheerleaders practice.  There were a few whistles from that direction, and Troy wobbled. 

“Don't worry about them, focus on your balance,” Sierra ordered him, watching the pyramid from the front.  “You lose focus, Flyer, and you're going to get hurt!” 

Troy nodded, stabilizing his feet in the bases' hands. 

“He's going to get hurt because he weighs a  ton,” Maddie groaned, her hands shaking under the strain of holding Troy's foot from below. 

 “Two tons,” Carrie groaned, holding his other foot.  She was the steadier half of the base. 

“Sierra- he's too heavy!” 

“Don't worry, he'll be lighter after Friday,” the leader laughed.  “The magic will take care of 

that.” 

“What happens on Friday?!” Troy demanded, starting to wobble again. 

Sierra snapped her fingers.  “Focus!  Look at me!” 

“I can't even use Powers to help hold him up!” Carrie whined, her hands now shaking too. 

“He's not horny enough!” 

The cheer captain was nodding, holding her hands palm out towards him, to test his sexual state.  “Flyer!  When was the last time you came?” 

Troy gulped, blushing.  “Yesterday morning!  Oh, no- just a few hours ago!” he corrected, blushing even more now.  “A girl... a girl gave me a ruined orgasm in Economics class!” 

“That's why you're so flabby today,” she sighed.  “New rule- no orgasms for flyers at least twelve hours before practice!” 

“It wasn't my fault!” 

“I don't care!  Or do you want me to make it twenty-four?” 

Troy gulped.  They had practice every day- 24 hours would mean he could  never cum! 

“Twelve is fine, cheer captain!” 

“Good!  Now, Scorpion position!” Sierra ordered him, demonstrating from the ground. 

Troy tried, but he wasn't flexible enough. 

“Bow and Arrow!” 

He tried, and that was even worse. 

“Oh my god, you're about as flexible as a saltine cracker,” Sierra groaned, rubbing her forehead.  “Okay, something simple- just put your hands above your head in a Y and smile!  Tits up! 

Butt out!  Look hot!” 

Troy did, and a voice cheered from the sideline. 

 “Whoo-hooo!  Looking GOOD, boy toy!” 

The girl's voice wasn't Cheyenne's but it was still familiar, even if Troy couldn't quite place it... 

 “Look at that cute ass!” 

Troy started wobbling. 

“Ignore them,” Sierra ordered.  “Focus!” 

He gulped, but then saw Cheyenne talking to the girl who was yelling.  They were laughing, both watching him together.  The other girl was Melina from his Economics class. 

Troy lost balance, starting to tip backwards. 

“No no no-  ahhh! ” 

Maddie and Carrie caught him before his head hit the ground, but just barely.  And all three went down in a pile together. 

“Sierra, he's too heavy!” Carrie whined, getting up and shaking out her arms. 

“And he's too jittery!” Maddie agreed, dusting herself off.  “He'll never be a flyer!” 

Sierra had her arms crossed, looking down at the embarrassed boy sitting on the ground.  “He still held his form even as he was falling.  He might be a good flyer- if we can improve his focus!” 

“It's not my fault!” Troy whined, pointing at the sidelines.  His heart was leaping in disbelief. 

Why was Cheyenne talking to the Indian girl who had humiliated him?  And why were they laughing like they were old friends?!?  “That's the damn girl that gave me my ruined-” 

“Language!” Sierra barked.  “Cheerleaders don't curse!” 

“That's the um,  darned girl that ruined my orgasm before practice!” he said.  “She's watching us!” 

“I don't care if the Pope is watching us!” Sierra barked, pulling him to his feet and holding his chin to make him meet her eyes.  “Cheer girls  don't lose focus! ” 


***

Sierra made them do everything again, and Troy felt ridiculous, having to do sexy dance moves and pose at the top of a cheerleader pyramid with Melina laughing and taking cell phone pictures of him.  And she was doing it with Cheyenne right next to her! 

He was blushing for the rest of practice, and had a horrible time. 

At the end Sierra broke up the group and he sat at the far bench, exhausted.  The captain came over with three papers in her hand. 

“You did okay, for your first cheer practice,” she said. 

“Thanks.” 

“Most girls' first cheer practice is when they're eight or nine years old.  So, conservatively, you're about as good as that.” 

Troy looked up at her in disbelief, then saw that she was smirking.  “Great.” 

“I'm not going to have Headmistress pull your scholarship just yet.  But you've got a long way to go, and fast.  I'll give her my decision by the end of the week.” 

That sobered Troy up. 

 He might be out of SPU by the end of the week?! 

“This is our dance routine, written down,” she said, handing him the first sheet.  “Practice it for thirty minutes in front of a mirror each night.” 

Troy blushed.  Where would he do that- in his dorm room, in front of his laughing roommates? 

Or in Cheyenne's room, while she was whistling and pinching his ass?! 

He took the paper. 

“This is a stretching regimen,” Sierra said, handing him the second sheet.  “Do it for a hour every night, or you'll never be flexible enough to be a sexy flyer.” 

Troy blushed and took that too. 

“And this is a list of approved body sprays you can use before practice and official cheer events.” 

“Body sprays?” 

“Yes.  We can't have Cheer girls smelling like barbarians, can we?  The crowd is supposed to find us sexy!” 

Troy groaned, reading the list.  Every one was sweet and girly scented! 

“I can't... I can't do this!” he cried, standing up. 

Sierra laughed, finally taking down her ponytail to let her blond hair flow free.  “That's what I said before my first cheer camp!”  She shocked the boy by giving his butt a firm spank as she walked away.   “But you're stronger than you think.” 


***

Troy collected himself before he went over to Cheyenne.  The rest of the crowd had left by now, leaving just his girlfriend leaning on the fence, who started clapping as he came closer. 

“You looked so sexy out there, baby, bouncing around in your cheer shorts!  I might make you do that whole routine for me again tonight!” 

Troy blushed again, but tried to stay focused.  “What were you doing, talking to that girl?!” 

“Which girl?” 

“The Indian one!  Who was yelling at me!  She's in my Economics class!” 

Cheyenne shrugged.  “Yeah, she said she knew you.  So I figured, any friend of Troy's...” 

“She's not my friend!” Troy squeaked.  “She gave me a ruined orgasm, right during class!” 

Cheyenne stopped cold.  “She did?  How?” 

“With her Powers!” 

His girlfriend relaxed.  “Oh, that's all?  Honestly, with all these sex mages running around here, I'm surprised that doesn't happen more often.” 

“Cheyenne!” Troy said, stamping his feet.  “It was really embarrassing!” 

“Okay, okay, I'll tell her off the next time I see her.  You know I want all your orgasms to happen with me.”  She pulled him close.  “Speaking of which, let's get your sweaty butt into the showers and get you nice and clean...” 

Troy gulped, pushing back against her strong arms.  “I can do that myself!” 

“The hell you can,” Cheyenne laughed, pulling him in harder.  “Seeing you and those hotties 

bounce around for an hour- you won't  believe how turned on I am right now!” 


***

Cheyenne took him to her dorm room, pushing him onto the bed and pulling off Troy's shoes before he had even been in the room two seconds. 

“Oh god, ankle socks,” she laughed, ripping those off his feet as well.  “My old cheerleader girlfriend Cammi used to wear these- they look so sexy on you!” 

Troy gasped as she roughly pulled his white shirt off.  “Cheyenne, maybe we shouldn't-” 

But she was already pulling his pink shorts down. 

“Panties!” she cried, as Troy blushed in embarrassment.  “Oh my god you look so cute in those!”  She pulled him bodily off the bed, shoving him towards the room's attached shower. 

“You're  definitely getting fucked now!” 

Troy protested but Cheyenne threw him into the shower, turned on the water, and ripped off her clothes with as much vigor as she had done his.  Before he could even catch his breath, her nude, wet body was pushed against his under the hot, cascading water. 

Troy moaned as she soaped up his chest, paying special attention to his nipples, then soaped up his ass, letting his cock get rock hard in his panties before ripping the pink fabric down his legs. 

“I love pulling my girlfriend's soaked panties off,” she laughed, tossing the bunched up thong over her shoulder.  “That's how I know you're ready to go!” 

Troy gasped as she went to her knees and her tongue lashed his stiff cock, licking his length up and down in long, hard sweeps.  A blow job- she was giving him a real blow job!  She  never did that! 

Troy held his breath, waiting for his cock to finally go into her hot mouth. 

But it never did. 

Cheyenne just kept licking his shaft, pressing it against his stomach in long, sweeps of her tongue.  Suddenly, he recognized the motion. 

 That's how you lick a clit!  Troy realized.  She's licking me just like she used to lick all her old girlfriends-And it was driving him crazy. 

“Cheyenne, please-” 

Troy got cut off as she rose and mashed her mouth against his, pressing him back against the slick shower wall, taking his breath away.  She pressed her breasts to his chest, her thigh grinding against the cock trapped between their bodies, her hands going everywhere on him. 

“You're so sexy when you try to resist,” she panted, grinding harder against him, feeling his cock throb.  “But we both know how this ends!” 

She reached for the lube she kept on the shower shelf for just this purpose, then her hand forced its way between his buttcheeks, to rub circles around his tingling asshole. 

“Cheyenne!” 

Her slick fingers were pressing up, up, up on his hole.  He went to his tiptoes to avoid it, but she just kept pressing, and then she was inside him. 

Cheyenne's other hand reached down to pick up his knee, to hold him even more open for her. 

Troy was on his tiptoes, a knee near his chest, getting finger fucked with his back against the shower wall- he felt so helpless! 

“No, no no, please!” 

“You looked so hot bouncing up and down on that field!” she giggled, getting his asshole ready. 

“I've wanted to fuck a cheerleader again for SO long- I've got to get inside you!” 

Troy wailed, pushing against her strong shoulders as she started reaching for the pink feeldoe dildo she kept on the same shelf as the lube.  “No!  I can't!” 

“Why not?!” 

“I... I came in Economics class!  Melina ruined my orgasm, remember!” 

Cheyenne laughed, running her lube slicked fingers up and down his throbbing shaft.  “You 

look like you've recovered.”  She slid the female end of the feeldoe inside of her, now just a girl with a long, pink cock jutting from her crotch. 

Troy pushed against her strong shoulders as he felt the tip of her feeldoe press against his tingling, open hole.  “I can't- because of cheer practice!” 

The tip stopped, not entering him.  “What?” 

“The captain!” Troy gasped, praying this would work.  “She told me not to cum for twenty four hours before practice!  She said I need to be hornier to cheer!” 

“You did okay today.” 

“No!  She said I was missing a pep in my step!” Troy begged, still squirming, hard.  “I... I need to be hornier!  They're going to fly me with Powers!  It's not safe if I'm not hard!  They might drop me!” 

Cheyenne was frowning.  “You have practice every day.  Twenty four hours of build up means you can  never cum.” 

Troy swallowed, shaking his head.  “It's only for a little while- until we get good at the stunts! 

No sex for 24 hours before practices!  And games!”  He let his voice get higher- she liked it when he did that.  “Please!” 

He gasped in relief as she put his knee down. 

“Okay baby,” she laughed.  “I want you to be safe.  I guess we don't  have to fuck today.” 

Troy let himself breathe as she took the long, pink feeldoe out of herself.  “Thank you!  Oh god, Cheyenne, thank you!” 

“Don't worry, baby, I understand, boxers do the same thing,” she laughed, running her strong hands up and down his shivering body.  “I won't make you cum if your coach doesn't want you to. 

All we'll do is just take a long, hot shower together to ease your muscles after that hard practice, okay?” 

She was pinching his hard nipples, squeezing his bare ass, playing with his hard on, keeping his whole body tingling and buzzing, but not moving him any closer to orgasm.  “Yes!  Thank you!” 

She leaned forward, to whisper into his ear.  “And then you can lick the tension out of my pussy before you go.” 


***




CHAPTER SEVEN

“Come on, it's no fun if you don't fight back!” Jessica said, wrestling with Alphonso on the carpeted floor of her dorm room.  She was wearing the hated pink-and-gray singlet again, he was wearing just his scholarship shorts, which she was trying to strip them off him.   And he was letting her. 

Legs wrapped around his waist, she pulled his shorts to his ankles for the third time in less than a minute.  “You're not even trying!” 

“You've already  seen me naked!” he said, rolling to his side to reach for his clothes again. 

“Like, all Summer.” 

Jessica tossed his shorts away.  “Well maybe this time I won't let you get dressed!”  She tackled him as he got to his knees, driving them both to the floor again.  “And now that I've forced you to strip- you have to make me cum!” 

“What?  Jess, no!  I've got to get back and study...” 

Jessica felt a little bit of that charge again, as Alphonso struggled against her efforts to pin him on his back and straddle his face.  But eventually, he just gave in and let her. 

“There.  Happy?” 

She was on her knees, with her spandex-covered pussy right over his mouth.  “No!  I pinned you and won the wrestling match- so now you have to MAKE me cum!” 

The boy sighed again, looking skeptically at the singlet, the rubbed his mouth back and forth across the tight fabric a few times.  “MMMmmmm- there!  Can I go now?” 

“No!  That was pathetic!  I won!  Now you have to make me cum!” 

He laughed.  “Well, no matter how well you wrestle me, you can't really  force me to do that.” 

Jessica stood up, groaning.  “Arrrgh!  This isn't any fun!  It's not like self defense class at ALL!” 

“That is because you are approaching it backwards,  signorina.  ” 

Both people in the room turned in shock to look at the girl standing in the partially open doorway, who had spoken with the hypnotic Italian accent.  She was wearing a fluffy white bathrobe and shower slippers, carrying a little plastic shower caddy, and the long, black hair over her shoulder was still slightly damp. 

“Sorry for interrupting,” the Italian girl giggled, as the nude Alphonso scrambled to find his shorts.  “But my name is Gia.  I heard from a friend, what you did in your wrestling class this morning.  And when I heard your yell of frustration as I was passing by, I thought maybe I could help?  What you are doing is very similar to a sport we have in  Italia, called 'sex fighting'.” 

“There's a whole sport like this?” Jessica squealed, kicking Alphonso's shorts far under her bed before he noticed them. 

The girl smiled.  “Not an  official sport, certainly.  But my friends and I used to challenge each other to sex fights before and after classes in high school.  For fun, yes.  But also to settle disputes, and for social status.  We even had a little trophy made.”  She giggled.  “I still have it in my room.” 

“So what am I doing wrong?  Oh Alphonso, take a seat- we have a guest and she's already seen you naked enough.” 

The nude boy blushed and sat on Jessica's bed, covering his crotch with a pillow.  He sheepishly waved at the girl and swallowed.  “Alphonso.” 

The dark haired girl giggled, bowing slightly to him.  “Gia.”  She slipped her feet out of her shower shoes and left her shower caddy in the hall, stepping onto Jessica's carpet with her arched, bare feet, tapping her chin.  “Now, as to what you doing wrong...  where I come from, the goal of sex fighting is not to take pleasure from your opponent, but to  give it.” 

“How does that work?” Jessica asked.  “Anyone can lie back and  get pleasured for a long time. 

How do you tell who won?” 

“We usually fought to the first orgasm,” Gia laughed, a warm, pleasant, sexual laugh that made 

Alphonso swallow again.  “Sometimes a boy challenged me to a best of three match, not believing I could make him pop three times in an hour.  But I proved them wrong.” 

Jessica was still shaking her head.  “But why would I want to  give my opponent an orgasm? 

That doesn't seem very dominating.” 

“Think about it.  You are facing off across a ring, against some from school that you dislike. 

Perhaps he stole your notebooks.  Perhaps she stole your boyfriend.  Many people from your class are around, watching.  What could be MORE humiliating than to stick your fingers inside of her until she cums, screaming like an idiot in front of everyone she knows, while you remain cool and collected?”  Gia shivered.  “Just remembering the faces of some of the people I broke with pleasure... it gets my heart racing!” 

Jessica swallowed.  To break someone with pleasure... it was close to what she had done with Wesley! “Okay!  So how do I do that?” 

Gia nodded at Alphonso.  “Do you mind if I demonstrate, with your boyfriend?” 

“Oh, he's not my boyfriend!” Jessica laughed, making the nude boy blush again.  “Knock yourself out!” 

He gripped the pillow even tighter to his bare crotch.  “Hey!  I didn't say yes yet!” 

Gia stepped forward and let her robe fall to the floor.  Both Alphonso and Jessica gawked at her nude body. 

Every curve on the girl lead perfectly into the next one.  Her heart-shaped ass flowed perfectly into heart-stopping legs.  The cute, tiny opening that was her belly-button centered the eye right above the cute, tiny opening that was her pussy.  Her arms were smooth, hairless, and delicate, and her two large, round breasts were works of art. 

 She doesn't have muscles like I do,  Jessica noted.  But damn...the way she walks, the way she moves... she's sex on a stick!  

The nude Italian girl slowly crooked a finger at the stunned boy.  “Come, Alphonso.  Sex fight with me?” she giggled, her voice warm and inviting.  “I promise you will have fun!” 

The boy swallowed hard, then turned to Jess. 

“Don't look at me!” she laughed.  “Go ahead if you want to!”  When the boy still didn't move, she prodded, “You know  I'll never let you cum during sex.  This might be your only chance!” 

That got him moving. 

He stood up, laying the pillow on the bed, his penis already hardening. 

“This is why boys are weaker sex fighters than girls,” Gia giggled, watching him stiffen. 

“They reveal too much!” 

Jessica was sitting at the edge of her chair.  “So how do we start?!” 

Gia nodded.  “A typical sex fight starts off with both contestants nude.  We tried sexy uniforms, but they just got in the way.” 

“Thank god!  I hate this singlet!”  Jessica standing up and stripping off her wrestling gear had Alphonso's cock growing even faster towards full hardness.  She sat back on her chair, nude with her knees together, her heart buzzing.  “Now what?!” 

Gia nodded.  “Now both fighters turn in front of each other, to show that they are not hiding anything.”  The girl made a pirouette in front of the boy, every motion still measured and sexy. 

 Hiding anything my foot!  Jessica giggled to herself.  She just wanted to show Alphonso her ass! 

The boy looked like he was about to pop already.  He did a turn as well, just more awkwardly. 

“Now the fighters approach.” 

Alphonso gulped as she stepped forward, now just inches from him.  His cock throbbed and twitched in the air between them, feeling the heat coming from her nude body. 

“Let me get myself ready for you,” Gia purred, smiling at him while she slowly played with herself, right in front of both of them!  “Let me get myself hot and wet, so you can slide  right in.” 

Jessica giggled at the girl's audacity-  what I wouldn't give to be confident like that! 

Still slowly playing with herself, Gia looked Alphonso right in the eye. 

“Have you ever fucked an Italian pussy before?” 

The stunned boy could only shake his head. 

“Good,” she laughed, patting his cheek, leaving a glistening trail of her own juices.  “Because this pussy is going to fuck you into the ground!” She leaned around the boy and explained to Jess. 

“Before the fight, there is a taunting phase.” 

“Cool!”  Jess could feel her pussy tingling now. 

“And at the end of the taunting phase...” Gia began, then reared her hand back. 

 SMACK! 

Alphonso almost fell over, from her unexpected slap to the face. 

“That makes sure the fighters' blood is up!” Gia laughed, her nipples getting hard.  “And now we fuck!” 

Alphonso held his face, still stinging from her slap.  He had to admit it- her slapping him, while they were nude, and standing so close- it DID make him want to pound his hard cock into her snatch- just to show her who was the boss! 

He growled and pounced on her, and Gia let herself be taken down.  She spread her legs, inviting him, and he was inside of her and thrusting before he remembered-The point of the match was NOT to cum! 

“Inexperienced boys always start off too fast,” the girl laughed, locking her long legs around Alphonso's butt.  “But I am happy to let them!”  Her heels prodded his hips forward faster, deeper, and used her arms around his neck to pull forward and smother his face in her breasts. 

He was already moaning in pleasure.  “Oh god... yes!” 

“That's right,” Gia laughed, petting his neck and rocking her hips to encourage him.  “Spurt your load into the pussy of the girl who just slapped you.  Enjoy the feelings- because if your cum fills me first, I'm going to sit on your face... and make you lick all of it back up!” 

His eyes suddenly flew open.  “No!  NO!” he cried, starting to fight back. 

“It's not a sex fight until the boys don't  want to cum!” Gia laughed to Jess, locking her wrists around his back to keep him in place.  “Now he has  motivation!”    

“He sure does!” Jess laughed, looking down at the boy struggling to get his hard dick out of the girl's hot tunnel.  “I'll help her do it, too, Alphonso!  If you cum first, you're not getting out of this room without eating it back up!” 

“No!  Please!” 

“Now it's a fight!” Gia laughed, hugging him to her even more tightly.  Her lips were right next to his ear.  “Come on baby, spurt in me!  Cum in me, please!” 

The boy was squirming, begging for mercy.  “No!  Stop!  Please- I don't want to cum!  I don't want to eat it!” 

 She may not look it, but she's got a lot of strength in those legs,  Jess realized.  Especially when she's horny! 

They were rolling on the ground now, his dick still inside her, her body still wrapped tightly around his.  He was trying to suck her nipples, rub her ass, anything to get her off first!  Gia licked her middle finger, then slipped it between the boy's butt cheeks.  Alphonso cried out in surprise. 

“It won't be long now,” the girl laughed, her hand fucking him at the same pace her hips were. 

“Rookies never last long.” 

“NO!” 

Jessica felt his orgasm coming, the tight tension growing, the roaring freight train building in his balls that would not be denied. 

On a whim, she pointed her finger at Alphonso's butt and made three Loops, where his penis would have been if he was facing her. 

The boy's whole body tightened for a moment and then he snapped forward, yelling. 

“Oh no oh no- NOOOO!” 

His orgasm had begun, but then Jessica's magic forced his sperm back down his shaft and into his balls, painfully. 

“AHHHHRGGH!  NO!” he cried, as the muscles in his crotch pumped and pumped, which only brought more pain to his balls. 

Gia kept pumping her hips through what would have been his normal orgasm, then let the boy 

rest, his face between her soft breasts, as she looked questioningly at Jessica. 

“You blocked his orgasm?” The Italian girl was breathing heavily, her nipples hard, her neck red.  She must have been halfway to orgasm herself,  Jess realized. 

“Yeah, I didn't want a mess everywhere, even if he was going to lick it up,” Jess giggled, looking down at the red faced boy.  “And didn't you say that in Italy, you fought to the best of three orgasms sometimes?” 

The other girl let Alphonso roll off of her, then stood up on shaky legs, trying to collect herself, taking deep breaths.  “Yes,  mia bella.  But those were  long matches.  And we always let the boys orgasm!” 

Jessica was suddenly pacing her room.  “Yeah, but with Powers, we don't have to!” She started walking faster, rubbing her chin.  “If we Loop them off, we don't have to wait for them to recover! 

We could have best of five matches- best of ten!  If we don't let boys cum, we could have rematches on the same night, and sex fighting  teams, and  brackets  and  tournaments-”   She looked at Gia, her eyes wide. 

The other girl was giggling back, her eyes just as wide.  “Sex fighting could become a  real sport!  Jessica  bella,  you are a genius!” 

Jessica helped the tired boy off the floor and finally gave him his shorts back, giggling as his hard dick bobbed in the air, unsatisfied.  “Gia, do you have any other friends from Italy going to school here?  How quickly could you get them to visit?” 

“Some are here at SPU, some are at nearby schools... perhaps I could get them here by Friday?” 

“Call them!  Call everybody!” Jessica said, starting to write ideas down on her white board, still nude.  “Tell them to be here Friday night!”  Her whole body was tingling.  “This is going to be great!” 


***


CHAPTER EIGHT

Troy took a deep breath before entering his Economics class. 

His plan was to go in at the last minute and sit far in the back, to stay out of his rival's attention. 

But when he finally stepped inside, all the seats in the classroom were taken, except one. 

The one right in front of Melina. 

Her eyes lit up as she saw him.  “There's our cute little cheerleader!  Come on in, flyer- I saved you a seat!”  She happily patted the chair in front of her. 

Troy looked around- the rest of the room was completely packed and the class was about to start.  What was he going to do- stand the whole class?  He had to take a lot of notes! 

Troy gathered up his courage and walked confidently across the room.  She couldn't kick him out of this class again- he was paying tuition too! 

“Look, just leave me alone,” he said, sitting down

“Why should I?  I hated you when you were some dumb  boy taking this class, and now you think I'm going to let you stay, after I know you're a cock-sucking cheerleader?!  Now you deserve this class even  less!” 

“I'm not a cock-sucking-” Troy began, then blushed as he remembered his Self Defense class this morning.  He could still taste the strawberry-flavored lube Mrs. Henderson had made them use on their totems!  “Look, I deserve to be here too!” 

“You deserve to be on your knees, licking my toes while the smart girls do all the real learning. 

So why don't you get down there and do it?  If you give my feet a good tongue bath the whole hour, I won't make you spurt in your little shorts again!” 

His face flushed as a few of the nearby girls giggled.  She was trying to use his foot fetish to get him hard for her Powers again! 

“Go away!” he hissed, just as the TV came on and the tele-present teacher started quickly summarizing the last lecture. 

“Come on, cheerleader,” Melina giggled, extending her bare foot forward so it was stroking his calf again.  “Don't you want to suck on these cute tootsies?  I painted my nails just for you this morning!” 

Troy grunted- she  did have cute feet: high arched, soft, perfectly proportioned. 

 Why did such a mean girl have to have such soft feet? 

He pictured nasty corns.  Old, wrinkled grandmother feet.  The tension in his crotch lessened. 

“No!  Now leave me alone!” 

“Oh, our little cheerleader is playing hard to get,” Melina chuckled.  “Can you sense him trying to stay soft, Tash?” 

His tormentor's friend laughed, sitting to Troy's side right again.  “I can!  It's so darling!” the British girl chuckled.  “But we all know, all cheerleaders are sluts.” 

“Total sluts,” Melina agreed, and Troy felt a wave of feathers tickling his bare chest, nipples, butt and balls again.  “They get so horny, they can barely sit still during big girl classes!” 

Troy was breathing harder, under the tickling assault, and managed to only squirm a little. 

Some of the nearby girls giggled again, watching him struggle. 

But the tickling feathers weren't as strong as they had been yesterday- Melina didn't have very many men lusting after her- she hadn't recharged her affinity! 

 That meant, if he could just hold out long enough-

“I bet you can't keep this up whole class,” he growled, gritting his teeth. 

There was a pause, and Troy knew Melina felt her Powers weakening as well.  Then she laughed. 

“I don't have to!  I just have to figure out your little fetishes, and that will let my Powers break into your mind and multiply in effectivity.  Have they taught you multiplication yet, cheerleader? 

It's like, totally like addition, but like, over and over and over again!” 

Troy just breathed deeply, not responding to her taunts.  Every second he made her spend her Powers without getting him hard... 

“Let's see, we already know about your little foot fetish,” she laughed, her sole stroking his calf, “but we today need another one.  Do you like sucking on titties, tease toy?  Huge, soft, D cups, bouncing in the air?” 

Troy smiled, watching the seconds tick away as the feathers got weaker.  If he could hold out just a little longer... 

“No.  Maybe butts then?  You were out there with all those cute cheerleaders yesterday- I bet you'd love to pull down their little cheer shorts and kiss their small, stupid butts, wouldn't you?” 

Troy gulped, feeling a twitch. 

He had given himself a few strokes in the shower this morning, picturing Sierra's perfect ass! 

“Oh ho!  There's something!” Melina cheered.  “I should have guessed a bimbo cheerleader only joined the Cheer squad so he get into the other cheerleaders' panties!” 

 Panties.   

As soon as she said the word, Troy didn't picture panties on a hot girl.  He remembered how they had felt on  him,  sliding around his ass all during cheer practice.  He had worn sexy cotton panties- another  girl's panties!- and then Cheyenne had gotten him rock hard in them! 

Troy moaned as Melina's psychic assault doubled in intensity, powered by nothing more than his slowly growing erection. 

“Bam!  And we're back!” the Indian girl giggled under her breath, as the teacher kept droning away on the TV, oblivious.  “A foot slut AND a panty slut!  You'll be perfect to be my executive secretary, living under my desk one day!  And your office dress code- nothing but my panties from yesterday!” 

Troy started panting, squirming in his seat as the pleasure built.  It felt just like soft cotton panties, rubbing on his dick, stroking him faster! 

“Leave me alone!  I didn't do anything to you!” 

“Quiet down there!” one studious girl from the back snapped at him. 

“Better control yourself, cheerleader,” Melina giggled.  “Wouldn't want to make a  scene.   Now, how did we ruin your orgasm last time?  Oh yes, the quick five strokes.  One two three four five!” 

Troy gasped as, with each of her fast count, a soft, panty-covered hand stroked his cock, leaving him hanging at the end. 

“Stop it!” 

“One two three four five!” 

He groaned, clutching his desk.  His balls were tightening already... 

“One two three four five!” 

“Ungh!” 

“Quiet!” 

“Oh, this is going to be a BIG ruined orgasm, I can feel it!” Melina giggled into his ear. 

“You're going to spurt and spurt and spurt right in front of everybody, and you're not going to enjoy it one bit!  One two three... four five!” 

The pause in the middle, and the sudden stop of pleasure at the end were maddening! 

Troy felt his balls pull tight.  She was going to do it to him again! 

“Please, don't make me cum!” he begged.  “I need it... for cheerleading practice!” 

Melina's friend laughed.  “To leer at wiggling cheerleader bums, you mean!” 

“No!  My cheer captain said I wasn't supposed to...”  He was fully blushing now.  “... to cum before practice!  Please!  I need it to keep my scholarship!” 

Melina pointed to her left.  “There's the door.  Go.  Go be a vapid cheerleader and I won't ruin your orgasm.  But I'm not going to let you stay so you can get any more of your stupid on my class!” 

Troy looked at the door, trying to decide.  He needed this class to graduate in his major! 

“One two three four five!” 

“Ahhh!” 

He bucked his hips up when the pleasure stopped, trying to get more. 

Troy could feel his hand reaching for his cock.  He didn't have a Willy Wanker spell any more-It wasn't fair!  He was so hard, and he needed a good orgasm so badly- he hadn't had one in days! 

But then he'd be masturbating in class! 

 “One two three four five!”  Melina laughed as Troy whined and squirmed again.  “You're getting so close now, cheerleader.  Just a few more times and you're going to make a big mess, just like last time!” 

Troy was gasping, his balls very tight-

“Okay okay!” he said, jamming his notebook and pencils into his book bag.  “I'm going!  Just don't make me cum!” 

He was just a few strokes away, Troy knew that, but he breathed in and out deeply, as he got up and walked out of class.  It was so embarrassing, seeing the girls smirk as he walked by with a hard tent in his shorts, but at least he hadn't-Melina waited until he was at the end of the row, visible to everyone and the TV. 

“One two three four five six seven!” 

“NO!” Troy cried, drawing even more attention to himself.  His hands were still trying to zip his backpack closed, he couldn't cover himself, he couldn't stroke-Troy yelled and came in his shorts, the first hard spurt splashing against the inside, the next weak spurts just soaking the fabric until it was dripping in cum. 

“Student!” the virtual teacher yelled, peering into the monitors in front of her, adjusting the glasses on her nose.  “What are you doing there?” 

He couldn't help it- he could feel his last chances for pleasure slipping away- he reached down to touch himself.  Which just made things much worse. 

“Oh my GOD- he doesn't want to get  in cheerleaders' panties-” Melina's friend squealed, her Powers sensing his thoughts, “-he wants to WEAR THEM!” 

Girls were covering their mouths, laughing, Melina was almost falling off her desk holding her stomach, and the Professor was yelling, confused. 

 “Student!  What on earth are you doing?!” 

Face on fire, shorts soaked in his own cum, having only gotten one pleasurable contraction from an otherwise totally ruined orgasm, Troy Appleton ran crying from the room. 


***

“She did it AGAIN!” Troy wailed, wiping his eyes.  “And this time it was even WORSE!” 

Troy's shorts were wet from a sink hand-washing again, but this time he and Amber sat under a shady tree at the far end of the quad, so he could cry in peace. 

Amber stroked the back of his neck.  “Well, you didn't have to reach down and touch yourself, Troy.  That just made it so they could all sense your thoughts!” 

“And they DID!  Now they all know I like wearing  panties!” 

“What's wrong with that?” she giggled.  “I like wearing panties.” 

“But I'm a guy!  I shouldn't like-” 

“People like what they like,” Amber said, shrugging as she rubbed Troy's neck.  “Don't be afraid to be who you are.” 

“No!” he said, straightening up and wiping his nose.  “That's too humiliating!  I won't go down that path!  I'm not wearing panties for cheer practice ever again!” 

“The more taboo you make it, the more it will stroke your desire,” Amber said.  “The more you resist what you like, the easier it will be for Melina to turn your fetishes against you.” 

“So what am I supposed to do then?!” 

She offered him a tissue, and he blew his nose.  “Well, let's look at the most important things first.  If you fail this class, you have to switch majors by the end of the year, right?” 

“YES!” 

“But if you don't impress your Cheer captain by this Friday, you lose your scholarship and have to leave school right away, right?” 

“Yes!” 

“So right now it's more important for you to ace your cheer practices than for you to show up some bully, right?” 

He sniffled again.  “I don't know.  I guess!  Yes!” 

 Oh god, what would he do if he had to leave school?  He'd really be just a dumb tease toy like Melina had predicted!  And he might never see Amber again... 

“And you know what...” she giggled.  “I think, if we solve one, we might solve the other!”  The slim red-head popped up to her feet.  “Okay, Troy.  I don't want to do this, but I'll use my succubi powers to help you- just this one time!” 

Troy stood up as well, on shaky legs.  “You'll use mind control on Melina and Sierra?” 

“No, silly!  On you!”  She grabbed his hand.  “Come on, let's go to my room.” 

He gulped, being dragged along.  “Why your room?” 

“Mind control is very serious, Troy,” she laughed over her shoulder.  “If I'm going to mess around inside your head, we definitely don't want to be disturbed.” 


***

Opening the door to Amber's room, they found Jessica nude on the floor, furiously wrestling with a nude mannequin. 

Troy covered his eyes.  He had seen his sister naked before- but only as a futanari!  Now he could see her- oh god!  And the mannequin was wearing a life-sized, strap-on dildo! 

“Jess!  Why are you wrestling with a sex doll?!” 

The nude girl just kept testing out different wrestling moves on the doll, arching her back, pulling its arms, and wrapping her legs around its torso.  “Just preparing for Friday!” 

“What happens Friday?!” 

“Don't worry about it,” she laughed, rolling the dummy into a tight, punishing leg scissors and squeezing her thighs. 

“Jess, can we use the floor for about 10 minutes?” Amber giggled.  “You can go back to practicing after that.  I need to use a little mind control to help Troy become a sexier cheerleader.” 

“Oh heck, I've always got time for that!” Jessica laughed, letting go of her leg lock and getting up to pull the dummy to one side as Troy just blushed. 

“I'm not trying to be sexier cheerleader!  Just a... better one!”  Only after he was sure that his sister had slipped into a pair of gym shorts and a loose t-shirt did he uncover his eyes.  “Amber, promise me-” 

“I'll do what's best for you,” she said, touching his arm.  “Trust me.”  Then she giggled.  “Get naked for the spell?” 

Troy blushed again as Jessica sarcastically wolf-whistled, sitting on her bed Indian style.  Why was she so un-self-conscious about her body, but my getting nude was always embarrassing? 

“Wow, you've really filled out over the summer, little brother,” she laughed as Troy slipped off his sandals and shorts.  “You're like, almost three inches down there now!” 

 Oh, that's right,  he remembered, blushing even more as he covered his crotch from her gaze. 

 Because she loves teasing me about my small penis every chance she gets! 

“Jess, it's just the size it should be,” Amber giggled, moving Troy's reluctant hands away, making his sister giggle even more.  Then she cupped his balls, making him gulp.  “Do you think you could get it hard again?  So soon after a ruined orgasm?” 

Jessica squealed.  “Who's ruining your orgasms?!” 

“Don't worry about it,” Troy growled at her, then swallowed and nodded to Amber.  “I think so.” 

She pointed at the floor.  “Then lay down and do it?  I need to set up some candles.” 

Troy blushed even more as she turned away to get supplies.  She wasn't going to help him? 

He scowled at Jessica as he laid down.  “Do you HAVE to watch?” 

“Mind control to make you a more girly cheerleader?” she laughed.  “Hell yeah I do!” 

He turned and even deeper red, not touching himself until Amber started lighting candles in a circle around him. 

“Trooyyyy,” the slim redhead giggled.  “Go ahead and stroke yourself- we already know you do it.” 

“And who you do it to,” Jessica laughed.  “Perv!” 

He groaned- this was so humiliating!  But closing his eyes helped him forget his sister was in the room as he started playing with his soft cock.  Until he heard her giggles. 

“He's trying not to think of anything!” she laughed.  “My Powers can sense him, like, trying to think of random things!” 

Troy blushed.  It was true.  He couldn't- not in front of her! 

A sudden soft kiss to his lips stunned the blinded boy. 

“Troy,” Amber whispered, very close.  “Don't fight who you are.  Think of whatever you want. 

You need to be really hard for this to work.” 

Eyes still closed because he couldn't look at her, Troy swallowed and let his mental defenses down. 

He thought of Amber's butt, of Sierra's butt, of the blond cheerleader's long legs, of kissing Amber's cute feet while she blew him... 

“Ew!  It's times like this I wish he still had his Willy Wanker on him!  Boys are such pervs!” 

“Hush, Jess,” Amber giggled, then touched the masturbating Troy's thigh.  Very high, so her fingernails grazed his balls.  “That's good Troy.  Keep going.  I need you harder than halfway.” 

It was so difficult, right after a ruined orgasm, in a cold room, with his sister watching!  But he nodded, still stroking his half-hard cock. 

He needed more, so he thought of the taste of Cheyenne's pussy... and before he could catch himself, he thought of his girlfriend fucking him with her big blue, strap-on while Amber sucked his cock from the front, each thrust in his ass sending him deeper into her hot, wet mouth as she played with herself-

“He's such a romantic!” 

“Hush Jess!  Now, Troy... are you fully hard?” 

He gulped, blushing deep red.  How could she even be so nice to him, when he had these thoughts?  “Yes!” 

“Good, good.”  Amber's voice was becoming lower, deeper.  Just like Professor Zadora's had that day... But hadn't that just been a dream?   She lovingly rubbed his bare thigh, from knee to hip. 

“And are you... relaxed?” 

“Not really!” he cried, hearing Jessica's giggles. 

“Keep your eyes closed then.  And relaaaaaax.”  Amber's hand moved up to cup his balls, rolling them in a soft, practiced motion.  “You like when I do this, so let yourself enjoy it.  Just relaaaaax.” 

His breath was coming in shorter gasps, as he still played with himself.  “Okay!” 

“Breathe slower.  Just relax,” she said, her voice like honey. 

“Okay.” 

Amber moved her hands up his chest, pulling at his nipples, not too hard, just hard enough to send tingles down his skin, and then her hands were on both sides of his head, rubbing his temples soothingly. 

“There,” she said, softly and slowly.  “You're relaxed now, aren't you?” 

He exhaled again, more deeply.  “Yeah.” 

“Try to slow down your stroking a little, okay?” she giggled.  “You can't cum before I finish the spell.” 

“Then it better not take more than thirty seconds!” 

“Hush Jess.  And don't say something like that when he's under hypnosis, he could take it as a post-hypnotic suggestion!” 

“Okay, whatever, sheesh.” 

When Troy tried to think, his thoughts were sluggish.  “I'm being... hypnotized?” 

“No Troy, of course not,” Amber said, still rubbing his temples.  “We're just talking, okay?  Just talking about things you like to do.  As you get more relaaaaaaaxed.” 

He exhaled, the deepest of them all.  “Okay.” 

“He's under!” Amber giggled to Jess.  “Now I mean it- don't say anything, or you may implant a command!” 

“Fine, sheesh!” 

“Sheesh,” Troy repeated, his voice weak. 

The redhead gave her friend a stern look, and Jessica just giggled and covered her mouth. 

Amber turned back to the nude, slowly masturbating, hypnotized boy. 

“Now Troy, let's begin.  You know you have to be a good little cheerleader to stay in college this term, right?” 

Troy's answer was slow.  “Yes.” 

“But you're nervous about wearing cute outfits and doing those girly dances in front of everyone, aren't you?” 

“Yes.” 

“So we're going to work on that.  I'm going to give you some suggestions to being a better cheerleader.” 

“Like making him love wearing girly panties?” 

“...love wearing girly panties...” 

“Jess!  Quiet!” 

“Sorry!” 

Amber sighed and turned back to the boy, focusing her Powers.  “You can't just change his underlying desires- that literally changes WHO he is!  And no one should have that kind of power over someone else,” Amber said, frowning.  “And I can sense an even deeper magic inside him... a really powerful, mysterious one... it feels like Professor Zadora's!” 

“What's it doing there?” 

Amber bit her lip, concentrating.  “I don't know, it seems dormant for now.  But if we want to help Troy, we're going to have to tread  very lightly.  I'm only going to give him a few triggered actions to make him a better cheerleader, that's all!” 

“Okay, sheesh.” 

“...sheesh...” 

“Alright Troy, I want you to listen to me.  We're going to give you three tips to follow this semester, okay?” 

“Okay.” 

“First, you've got to have a good, energetic attitude to do your cheer routines.  So, whenever you first hear your cheerleader music come on, I want you to wiggle your butt like a sexy little girl and giggle 'Whoo-Hoo!' in a cute high-pitched voice, okay?” 

“Okay,” Troy said in a trance, and Jessica giggled behind her hand. 

“And I know you probably worry about the people watching your practices.  But now, whenever someone in the crowd hoots or hollers a comment at you, I want you to be the bigger girl. 

I want you to turn right at them and blow them back a big kiss, okay?” 

Troy swallowed.  “Okay.” 

“Show me the big kiss you're going to blow at them.” 

“MmmmWAH!” 

“Perfect!” Amber said, as Jessica was silently laughing, holding her mouth and stomach.  “And for the third tip... um, darn it.  What else do good cheerleaders do?” 

“Whenever they see a big, hard cock they lick their lips and say 'Yumm-yumm'!” 

“...see a big cock, lick my lips and say 'Yum-yum!'...” 

“Jessica!  No!  He really took to that one!”  Amber stretched her senses, then sighed.  “And it's so close to something Zadora implanted in him already, but her spell is so wild and mutating... I 

can't get your suggestion out now!” 

“So leave it,” Jess laughed.  “How often is my brother going to see a big hard cock in a place he can lick it?  And how often is the guy going to let him?  He'll be fine.” 

“I don't know...” 

Troy started mewing, rolling on the floor.  “Amber, I'm going to cum...” he whined, pulling his knees towards his chest and stroking his cock with more urgency. 

“Not yet Troy- We haven't solved your bully problem yet!  Um, if you get harassed by that man-hater in Economics class again, just ask yourself- how would a girl handle this?  Then you'll know what to do, okay?” 

“Okay!” he gasped, knees near his chest as he stroked, his legs up and wide.  “Amber, I'm getting ready to cum!” 

“Oh my god, Cheyenne's trained him to like cumming in a pegging position!” Jessica squealed, watching him.  “That's awesome!” 

“No Troy, you need to save all your horniness for cheerleading practice!  Wake up!” Amber said, pulling her fingers from his temples.  She lightly slapped his cheek.  “Wake up Troy!  Wake up and stop stroking!” 

Troy blinked and opened his eyes, as if coming out of a dream.  “Huh?  What...?” 

“Troy, give me your hands!  Stop stroking!” Amber said, reaching down and grabbing his hands away from his cock.  With both her hands occupied, she looked at her friend.  “Jess, hurry! 

He's still getting closer!  Loop him!” 

But the other girl just laughed.  “No way!  I want to see him ruin it!” 

“Jess!” 

Fully awake now, Troy looked down at his crotch in panic.  With his hands held by Amber above his head, he looked through his raised legs at the gleeful face of his sister just as his throbbing cock shook in the air, then spasmed his long building orgasm weakly onto his stomach. 

“NO!” he wailed, fighting to touch himself as his sister just laughed and laughed.  “NOT 

AGAIN!” 


***


CHAPTER NINE

“Well, someone's really taken to the material!” Mrs. Henderson laughed, watching one of her thirty boys suck his phallic totem.  “Work that cock, Mister Appleton!” 

Troy blushed and pulled his mouth of the dildo.  “I just... feel less reserved this morning, for some reason!” 

He was raging hard in his shorts- all the other boys were too, they had each gotten at least that good at using their totems to transmit pleasure to their penises- but Troy could tell he was attacking his the hardest.  And the moans he was making with his mouth full of cock... 

 Why was he suddenly okay with doing such girly things? 

“Well keep it up!” the teacher laughed.  “With that enthusiasm and saliva production, you'll have no problem the next time you're confronted with a big, hard cock.” 

Looking at his dildo, Troy licked his lips and giggled girlishly.  “Yum-yum!” 

Next to him, Billy's jaw dropped.  “Dude!  What the hell?!” 

“I don't know!” Troy gasped, starting to blush.  “I don't know why I just said that!  It's like I-” 

“Use your mouths for more productive things, boys,” Professor Henderson chuckled, pushing Troy's head back towards his totem.  She used a firm hand on the back of Troy's head to push him lower until he was almost gagging.  “Relax your throat, Mister Appleton.  With any luck I'll have you deep-throating by mid terms.” 


***

Mrs. Henderson had to Loop him twice to keep from shooting off into his own shorts during Blow job class, so Troy was a little more confident, heading into his Economics class after lunch. 

 Unless Melina's a good enough Sex Mage to cut a Professor's Loops! 

Troy gulped and thought positive thoughts as he sat down in front of the Indian girl, again. 

“Hey little cocksucker,” she giggled, stroking his calf with her foot again.   “Why don't you run off to cheerleader practice before I make you mess your panties again?” 

Her soft foot, her voice saying 'panties', her Powers starting to tickle and stroke his cock in silk again- it was making his pulse start to quicken. 

 Oh god, not again! 

“Melina, please!” he said, opening his nearly empty notebook.  “I'm not hurting anyone!  Let me stay in class today!” 

“You really like having ruined orgasms in front of girls, don't you?” she laughed.  “Well this time I'm going to make you have a HUGE one.  You'll be begging and moaning and humping your desk like a stupid, slutty cheerleader should before I let you cum, and then I'm going to ruin it SO 

hard you're going to cry!” 

Troy was almost crying  now.   Sierra had been SO mad yesterday, that he had shown up at practice with drained balls again, she had sent him home right after the conditioning segment.  If he missed  another day of dance practice, she was going to get him cut from the team! 

But even as Troy's heart raced and he felt the walls close in on him, a little voice spoke up in the back of his head. 

 What if he handled this problem... like a girl? 

Silky, panty-covered hands were already rubbing his tingling dick harder.  “Come on you vapid cheerleader,” Melinda laughed.  “Show the whole class how stupid and horny you really are!” 

Troy's ears picked up a subtle social clue, something he hadn't heard before today.... something in the way she said the word...  vapid.... 

Melina didn't hate just him... 

...she hated  all cheerleaders! 

Troy spun to face her.  “You tried to be a cheerleader in high school, didn't you?” 

Melina was so startled, her Powers failed her for a moment.  “What?” 

“You did!” Troy laughed, reading her face.  “And... they didn't let you in!”  He remembered her fading Powers yesterday, the self-conscious way she looked at other girls, the little too much make up she wore now.   “Because you weren't attractive enough!” 

“That's... that's a lie!  It's because they were snobs!  Snobs who didn't like girls smarter than them!” 

“You were a nerd in high school and the popular kids excluded you,” he said, suddenly seeing it all clearly.  “That's why you've become the snob now and why you're trying to exclude ME!” 

Next to Troy, her friend Tash was wide eyed.  “Holy bollocks, Melina- did he read your high school yearbook or something?” 

Melina was reeling, trying to recover.  “That's not true!” 

Troy smiled his best devious smile.  “Well now you have to deal with the fact that not only did I get into the same academics classes as you- I'm also on the cheerleading squad and YOU'RE NOT. 

And you'll NEVER be hot enough to be!  EVER!” 

Now, some of the other nearby girls were laughing with Troy, at her.  “Ooohh, burn, Melina!” 

“Ouch!  That stings!” another giggled. 

“Shut up!” Melina cried as the teacher came on the TV.  “Everyone just shut up!” 

And as she fumed but left Troy alone for the rest of that hour, he could only shake his head and wonder-  where had he learned to be such a stuck-up bitch? 


***

“So you finally made it to practice without cumming during the day,” Sierra laughed, setting up her boombox.  “Let's see if that makes your dancing any better.  Our first game is coming up in two weeks- this is almost your last chance to impress me!” 

Troy gulped, sweat pouring down his face from the punishing run she had just taken the squad on.  Now he stood in formation with his pom-poms at his waist, in panties, short shorts and a tight white shirt, waiting for the music to start.  And worse of all, Cheyenne was watching from the sidelines again! 

But when he heard those first notes of their cheer music start to play, Troy couldn't help it. 

The urge built up in his body, like a geyser gaining pressure. 

He wiggled his butt like he had seen many peppy cheerleaders do, and squealed, “WHOO-HOO!” 

 Oh my god- why did I do that? ! 

“Now THAT'S the spirit I like to see from my girls!” Sierra laughed, bouncing over to pick up her pom-poms as the music built to their cue.  “Keep it up!” 

And Troy did. 

When the routine asked for him to stick out his butt, he stuck it out like the cutest little cheerleader in the world, even though he didn't have a bubble butt.  When it asked him to shake his tits, he vigorously shook just like the other girls, ignoring Maddie and Carrie's surprised laughs around him.  When the dance asked him to point his toes and drag his hands up his thighs to make all the guys in the crowd think about his sleek, shaved legs, Troy did that too, as sexily as he could manage. 

And when Cheyenne started going crazy on the sidelines watching her boyfriend dance, calling out his name and yelling suggestive things, god help him, Troy looked right at her and blew her a sexy kiss- without missing a beat! 

 Why was he doing all these girly things?  he thought, blushing fiercely.  Was he.. becoming a girl? 

When the routine was finally over, Sierra was grinning widely at him.  “That was... really good!  Keep that up and you'll be our new sexy little flyer in two weeks!” 

Troy was blushing, confused.  “I don't even know how I did it...” 

Sierra laughed and hit play on the same song again.  “Don't worry- we'll do it so many times 

you won't even have to think about it!” 

Of course, seeing them start the routine again just made Cheyenne cheer louder from the sidelines. 


***

His girlfriend ran over to him the minute practice ended.  “Oh my god, it was so hot watching you prance around like that!” 

“Cheyenne, stop!” he giggled as she took him into her arms.  “I'm all sweaty!” 

His mind was reeling.  Had he just giggled? 

“Then I know one little slut who needs her girlfriend to wash her clean so she can get fucked later!” the amazon laughed, gathering his things for him.  “You are SO getting my big, hard cock tonight!” 

That was absolutely the last thing Troy wanted.  He was dead tired from today's cheer workout. 

He was still sore from  yesterday's cheer workout.  And he still had an hour and a half of dance practice and stretching to do, somewhere where where no one could see him!  All Troy  wanted was to shower alone and quickly masturbate before his time window closed, and then collapse into bed. 

But what Troy  did was look Cheyenne in the eyes, lick his lips and say “Big cock?  Yum-yum!” 

“Oh fuck you little cocktease- you're really getting it now! I  might not even be able to wait until the shower!” 

“No Cheyenne- no!” Troy cried, as she literally picked him up over her shoulder and started running back towards her dorm.  “I didn't mean that!  I don't even know why I said it!” 


***

Troy collapsed back onto the bed, his face absolutely drenched in her juices. 

He had begged her all the way back to her room, to let him use his tongue to satisfy her instead of his butt, even as she had started fingering his asshole, getting him ready, as she fireman-carried him up her stairs! 

Only the promise of licking her to three orgasms with a simulated fellatio show on her dildo collection in between each one had gotten Cheyenne to agree.  Barely. 

And so Troy had crawled in between her long, muscular legs to eat her pussy without even getting his shower first, and then crawled over on all fours to give each of her strap-ons a sexy simulated blow job, his face deep red but his cock rock hard as Cheyenne watched and made crude comments, before crawling submissively between her legs to eat out her sopping pussy again. 

And then he repeated that cycle two more times. 

“Oh fuuuuuuuuuuck,” the nude amazon laughed, collapsing back onto the bed as well.  Her posture seemed to indicate she might finally be sated after three hard orgasms.  “I keep forgetting how good you are with that tongue!”  She reached over to stroke his hair.  “You're the best girlfriend a lesbian could ever have!” 

Troy blushed but didn't protest; anything to keep her dick out of his ass for another day! 

“But you can't dodge my strap-on forever,” she laughed, playing with her juices on his face. 

“You've been licking me all week, but if you keep dancing like that at practice and everything goes according to plan, I really  won't be able to resist fucking you.  Especially not after Friday night!” 

Troy felt his little hard-on throb in anticipation- but he didn't know why! 

“Cheyenne!  You've got to tell me!  What happens Friday night?” 

“The most magical thing ever,” she laughed, then pushed him out of bed.  “Now go take that shower, you slut!  You're as sweaty as a racehorse and you've got my cum all over your face!” 

Troy yelped as she smacked his bare ass hard, and ran off to finally shower as Cheyenne just leaned back in bed and chuckled. 

And when she sensed him giving his hard cock a few guilty strokes in the shower, she made enough magic Loops in the direction of the bathroom to ensure Troy's balls wouldn't be getting any 

relief until at least the weekend.  Hadn't he said something about his cheer captain not wanting him to cum between practices? 


***

“Thank god it's finally Friday!” Jessica Appleton cheered, to the waiting crowd in the SPU 

wrestling room.  “That means... it's sex fight night!” 

Some of the crowd cheered back.  Some just looked around nervously, not knowing exactly what to expect.  There were about twenty students besides her, Amber and Gia in the large, half dark room, and Jessica noted with satisfaction that it was about 50/50 boys and girls. 

“And the first rule of Sex Fight Club is,” she said, standing in the middle of the circular crowd, 

“fighters don't wear clothes!” 

She smiled and wriggled out of her pink and gray singlet and tossed the stupid garment far off into the dark bleachers to stand before them, totally nude. 

One girl raised her hand.  “Shouldn't the first rule be don't tell people about sex fight club?” 

Jessica just looked at her.  “No, that would be a dumb rule.  We WANT tell people about sex fight club, so it grows and we always have new people to fight!” 

“Oh.  Sorry.” 

“It would get SUPER boring if we just fought the same people over and over again.  That would be like, the dumbest rule ever!” 

“Okay!  I said I was sorry!” 

Jessica shook her head and returned to the others.  “So the first rule is, no clothes.  The point is to celebrate our feminine power, and those dumb singlets just get in the way!” 

The crowd didn't object, so she continued. 

“And the second rule of Sex Fight Club is: no punching or scratching or kicking.  But slaps to the butt or balls are okay.” 

One of the boys instinctively covered his nuts.  “How come slaps to the balls are okay?  That's not fair!” 

Jessica looked over at Gia.  “Well, we discussed it and we can't have weight classes, since most of the guys here weigh a lot more than the girls, just like they should.  So we have to have some way to make up that strength difference, if we're going to wrestle.” 

“And the point of the match is to make you cum,  mia bella, ” Gia purred, looking seductively at the boy until he swallowed, hard.  “Trust me, a good sex fighter will not slap your jewels that often. 

She might only do it as a distraction, so she can get in a better position to suck your cock and make you cum, screaming her name.” 

The boy grinned.  He likes the idea of that,  Jessica laughed to herself.  He won't in a second. 

“And the last rule of Sex Fight Club is,” she said, “the first person to cum has to be the slave of the other fighter, for one whole hour!  Looping boys is at the girl's choice, since she's the one going to be spurted on, but if an un-Looped boy cums during a match... she gets to rub his face in it!” 

The boy who had been grinning gasped.  “Come on!  Why?” 

“Because sex fighting isn't fun without  consequences,” Jessica laughed, starting to stretch her nude body right out in the open, facing him.  Even though he was still fully dressed, Jessica's Powers could sense sparks of his arousal as he watched her pull on her nipples and stretch out her legs.  “If the Sex Fight Club didn't have consequences for losing, boys would just come, then cum, then leave!  This is SPU, son- you've got to  earn your orgasms here!” 

“Yeah, but what do we get if we win?” he demanded, and some of the other boys murmured in agreement. 

Jessica rolled her eyes.  “I  told you: if you make the girl cum first, she has to be your slave for one hour, and do  anything you want.  Right?”  She was looking at Gia while she said it, who nodded. 

“That was sometimes the rule back in  Italia.  Not that I let the boys beat me too often.”  The Italian girl looked at the crowd.  “But sometimes, it can be just as much fun to lose to a hunky guy, 

am I right, girls?” 

About half the girls in the crowd whistled or giggled at that, and the protesting boy looked at the grinning, hot girls around him, then at the nude Jessica, then nodded.  “Okay.” 

 He wouldn't be so bad to sex fight first,  she mused.  Kind of cute, in a scared Freshman sort of way.  It might be fun to get him really hard... 

“So who's first?” she laughed, still looking at the boy, then spun so he could see her ass.  “Who wants to try this little body out?” 

“I do!” came a voice from the back of the crowd.  And when the people parted to let the speaker come to the center of the circle, Jessica groaned when she saw that a different Freshman had spoken. 

“Oh god, Wesley.  What are you doing here?” 

“Getting payback!” the freshman said, starting to take off his street clothes.  “You humiliated me in self defense class, and now I'm going to do the same to you!” 

Jessica looked over at Gia, unsure. But the Italian girl was smiling. 

“It is  better when the fighters do not like each other,” she whispered to Jess.  “It adds a tension to the fight.  A spice.” 

Jess sighed, stepping forward.  “Well, here's to spice.” 

But Amber stopped her, whispering as well.  “Are you going to Loop him first?” 

“Heck no,” Jessica said, frowning as she watched the boy undress.  “I want to make that cocky face eat that load!” 

Amber quickly stretched her Powers.  “Be careful, Jess- he's really horny, but really mad too!” 

“Then remember the taunting phase!” Gia giggled.  “Use it to your advantage!” 

Jessica nodded, then stepped away from her two friends.  “So Wesley, you already lost, squealing like a little girl to me once this week!  And now you want to do it again?” 

The nude boy growled.  “That was in front of a teacher.  With  rules.”   He cracked his knuckles. 

“But there's no teacher with sex magic to protect you now!” 

“Maybe there's no teacher to protect  you.”   She got closer, until their noses were practically touching, just like she had seen Gia do with Alphonso.  “I'm going to make you cum so hard.  And when you're my slave, I'm going to have you make a nice, hour-long video for all your pals and girlfriends back home, of you sucking my big, black dildo with another one stuffed up your butt, telling them how much you  love your new school!” 

“And when  I win,” Wesley sneered, “I'm going to have YOU make a video sucking  my  hard cock for an hour and calling me 'Master'- while you play with yourself with those two dildos stuffed inside YOU the whole time!” 

Internally, Jessica shivered.  What was she getting herself into? 

Gia was watching intently from the sidelines, like a referee.  “When she slaps you, the fight will begin,” she warned the boy. 

“Fine.  Bring.  It.  On.” 

Jessica took a deep breath, and then reared back and slapped him hard. 

He tackled her to the mat before she could think. 

It was so different than when they had wrestled before!  Her bare skin was rubbing all over his, creating a delicious friction.  Before the match, Jessica had purposely pulled on her nipples in the way that always got her a little bit slick down there, something Gia encouraged to make winning easier.  But there was also something else, one big element that hadn't been present in their first contest. 

 Spice,  Jessica realized, as Wesley hungrily sucked her breasts, making her even wetter.  She ground her bare thigh against his cock, which was already hot to the touch and getting harder.  A lot harder. 

For a moment, Jessica thought she might have a chance to make the boy spurt by just rubbing her nude body against him, without ever needing to let him inside her-And then she felt his tip battering at her entrance. 

“Oh no Wesley!” she gasped.  She squirmed, pushing against at his shoulders.  “Please!  Not IN 

me!” 

He angrily parted her legs.  “Oh yes, bitch!  Now you're going to get what's coming to you!” 

Jessica moaned in her fake voice again as Wesley thrust himself inside her.  But behind his back, she locked her ankles behind his butt and gave Gia a thumbs up. 

The Italian girl giggled and returned the sign. 

“Oh no!  Stop!  You feel TOO GOOD!” Jessica cried, getting herself into position as the boy continued to thrust away.  She felt his cock get even stiffer inside her.  “Slow down!” 

He was grinning, holding her down as he thrust repeatedly into her.  “No chance!  I hope you look good on video!” 

She moaned and 'protested' for about a half minute more, before Wesley finally looked at her face and saw that she was grinning too. 

“I feel really good, wrapped around your thick, hard cock don't I, Wesley?” she giggled as the boy looked confused.  “Really hot?  Really tight?” 

The sudden change in her voice, the smile on her face... and the horny, thrusting boy started to realize he might, possibly, be in a trap.  “What?” 

“Cum in me Wesley,” she panted, breathing like a Hollywood sex-pot into his ear as she wrapped around him even tighter.  “Fuck me hard, cum in me good and hard!” she said in her sexy voice, her Powers sensing her effect on his libido.  “I want your cum in me, stud!” 

“Oh shit!  Stop talking like that!” 

He tried to stop thrusting- but now Jessica started, with her hips.  “But don't you want to fill me with your hot hot cum?” she panted, then switched to her mocking voice.  “Do it and I'll make you the video star of your home town!” 

“Oh fuck!  Stop it!” Wesley cried, now struggling to get away. 

Jessica fought back, fucking from the bottom with strong thrusts of her fluid hips.  She was winning!  And then, out of habit, she used the rhythm she had practiced all summer with Alphonso-the one that let her cum but not him.  A dangerous friction flashed on her clit, sending pleasure from her head to her toes! 

Wesley sensed it too- the sudden quivering in her pussy walls, the surprised look on her face when the pleasure hit her.  He reversed course to start thrusting again with renewed vigor, at exactly the angle she had given him.  “Not if you cum first!” 

She couldn't help it- her body was slipping into old habits by default! 

“Oh crap!” she moaned, now getting closer herself and unable to stop it.  “Stop!” 

“And NOW it's a sex fight!” Gia announced, and the crowd cheered. 

The girls had the better view, since they could sense how close Wesley was getting with their Powers, and could well understand the looks on another girl's face as she was getting closer too. 

The boys couldn't get nearly as much out of it, but still enjoyed watching two hot people have sex in front of them. 

“Jess!” Amber cried.  “Do something!  You're losing!” 

“You're going to look so good, sucking on my cock,” Wesley growled, holding her wrists down above her head as he thrust into her.  “Bitch!” 

The word sparked something inside of her. 

He was well-sized down there, yes. 

And he knew how to screw, yes. 

But he was still a boy. 

And boys were easy. 

“Am I?” Jessica laughed, panting hard as if she was about to cum.  She nibbled his ear, preparing to do the move she had practiced on the mannequin hundreds of times.  She pouted sexily. 

“Will I look really sexy sucking your hard cum and swallowing it all for you, Master?  I'd love to swallow  all your cum- please let me swallow your big load Master Wesley!” 

He almost came right then. 

“Oh fuck!” 

Jessica used his distraction to slip her wrists from his grasp, wrap her thighs around his head, 

and grab one of his arms.  And then she straightened out. 

A leg scissors with an arm bar. 

She had practiced it on her sex dummy so often, she could do it in her sleep. 

“No!” Wesley cried, when he realized where he was, and what was about to happen.  “Not again!” 

The boy thrashed but her strong thighs and locked ankles held him securely in place as she reached down for his cock, again. 

“Everyone get your cameras out!” Jessica yelled as she started to jack the struggling boy off. 

“Here comes the money shot!” 

“NO!” 

“Poor baby doesn't even get to cum inside me!” she laughed.  “And even worse, I'm going to ruin it!” 

“NO!”  He was using both hands to pull and slap her bare thighs, tapping out.  “I give up!  I give!” 

Her hand was a blur on his slick cock.  “Too late!” 

His face was red as he begged her, crying between her thighs.  “Please!  Don't!” 

“Smile for the class, Freshman- they'll remember this forever!” 

The boy yelled and came, shooting semen high into the air.  Jessica pumped him one more time and then let go, laughing as his cock spurted uselessly into the air. 

“NO!  NOOOOO!” 

He tried to reach his dick but her legs were faster, holding his left arm out of reach as her body weight held his right arm to the mat.  She reached down to squeeze his balls, making sure his ruined orgasm lasted as long as possible. 

“Get all that cum out, baby- with no pleasure at all!” 

“Ahhh!  Stop!” 

Jessica laughed and kept squeezing his balls, making sure a huge pool of cum dribbled onto the struggling boy's chest.  Only when he was was fully spent, exhausted and weeping on the ground, did she release her leg lock. 

“Welcome to SPU,” Jessica laughed, using one hand to rub his cum all over the disgusted boy's cheek and lips.  “Bitch!” 

The girls in the crowd were besides themselves, cheering her.  The other boys, even the bigger, stronger ones, were shell-shocked.  And when putting her bare foot on the defeated boy's chest and raising one fist in victory made the volume of cheers triple, Jessica couldn't help but smile. 

She was home. 


***

Troy was sweating, wiping his forehead. 

“I don't feel so good.” 

Cheyenne, who had been watching him intently for the last hour as they watched a movie in her dorm room, sat up at once.  “Really?  What do you feel?” 

He squeezed his clammy hands, wiped his forehead again.  “Not good!  I... I think I should go see the school nurse.” 

Troy tried to get up but Cheyenne pulled him right back onto her bed.  “No, baby, you should stay  right here,” she laughed.  “She's probably already gone home for the day.” 

“What time is it?” Troy asked, sweating even harder now. 

“Two hours and fifteen minutes after sunset.” 

“Why do you know exactly how long it's been since sunset?!” Troy demanded. 

“No reason,” she giggled.  “Let me get you a cold towel!”  She wet a towel in the sink and used it to wipe his forehead. 

“Thanks,” he gulped, then pulled at his shirt.  “My clothes... feel tight!”  He was sweating even more now. 

“Then take them off, honey.”  She practically pulled his shirt and shorts off him, leaving him squirming and writing on her bed, nude. 

His skin was tingling all over!  But his dick was rock hard!  And Cheyenne was grinning down at him, practically hopping from foot to foot. 

“Why are you looking at me like that?!” Troy demanded. 

“Because I want to see it happen!” 

“See WHAT happen?” 

“The change,” she laughed.  “I want to see your hair get longer, your breasts get bigger, your hard dick shrink and shrink until you're nothing but my sexy little girl!” 

“The change...?” Troy said, and in a flash, his memories came flooding back to him. 

“Professor Zadora's spell!  It's Friday night!  Oh god, Cheyenne, don't let this happen to me!  Don't let it- ahhhhhh!” 

Troy screamed as the hairs on his head started growing at an exponential rate.  His scalp was on fire, like the hairs were being stretched by being pulled out of his head! 

“AAHHHH!” 

“Long brown hair!” Cheyenne laughed, watching his silky tresses grow.  “The spell got it right!” 

Troy felt an unbearable pressure in his chest, between his skin and his rib cage, pushing his pecs out. 

 “Now what?!” 

He was answered a moment later when large breasts sprang into being on his chest, each with a loud popping noise that made his ears ring! 

“Proud, perky C cups!” Cheyenne marveled, grabbing them at once, making them dip and bounce. “And if I remember right...”  She dove her head down and sucked one of his new, pink, girly nipples between her lips, sending Troy reeling and bucking in heat. 

He could barely think, the pleasure was so great!  It sent electric shocks everywhere, to his teeth, his toes, and down to his hard, aching, clit. 

 His clit. 

Troy suddenly remembered, looking down to see his dick shrinking.  “No!” he begged, crying. 

“No!” 

“Don't fight it baby!” Cheyenne laughed, rubbing his balls as they shrank. “You look so fucking good already!” 

And his dick just kept shrinking. 

There was a snapping noise, as his wide shoulders broke and reformed to much smaller, more feminine shape!  And then his arms and legs did the same! 

There was a tightness in his ass, stretching the skin, stretching it, until his hard male butt became two round girlish globes! 

“NO!” 

The hairs on his legs were retracting, leaving smooth, shiny female skin, and then his feet-there was an ice cold pressure, and when he looked down, they were small, slim and sexy, just like Amber's! 

Troy was crying, scared out of his mind.  “Make it stop!” 

“Just a little more, baby, concentrate!” Cheyenne said, stroking his shrinking hard-on with two fingers, then one, and then... his penis stopped shrinking.  His balls were two pink, hairless globes, each about the size of a grape, and his hard cock, as hard as it could get without cumming, was all of two inches long. 

“Aww,” his girlfriend pouted.  “It was supposed to go away entirely!” 

Troy was panting, trembling in bed.  But at least it felt like the changes had stopped!  He got of bed on shaky legs. 

“Where are you going?” 

“I have to see!  I have to see-” 

Walking to the mirror felt so strange- the entire room seemed bigger, the air on his smooth, 

hairless legs felt so weird, the heavy breast swinging from his chest bouncing as he walked... 

“Oh god, oh god...” 

His nipples were rock hard, his penis doubly so, and between his new, curved butt cheeks, there was an itching, an intense yearning... 

 To get fucked! 

Troy almost passed out when he saw himself in the mirror. 

“OMG!  I'm a girl!” 

“You certainly talk more like one,” Cheyenne laughed, already slipping into her strap-on harness and lubing her blue dildo up.  “But you still have your boy bits.  Little, teeny boy bits that I'll lick like a clit to get you moaning for my big, hard cock!” 

Troy licked his lips and giggled.  “Yum yum!” 

“That's what I was  hoping you'd say!” 

“Nooooooooo!” Troy wailed as his sexy, muscular girlfriend rushed towards him, her huge strap-on glistening and ready.  “I didn't  mean it! ” 

But now she easily outweighed him by fifty pounds. 

And she was very, very horny. 

**** TO BE CONTINUED!  (SEE BELOW)***
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