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CHAPTER ONE

 


 


Troy Appleton woke up in his girlfriend's
bed, naked and exhausted. And the naked body he woke up in wasn't
really his.

Last night, Sex Magic had made the hair on
his head grow into long, silky waves that tickled his back in mere
seconds. It had cracked his wide, muscled shoulders and re-made
them into a slim, feminine shape, taken nearly eighty pounds and
eight inches off his body, given him soft tits where he once had
hard pecs, a bubble butt where he once had glutes, and dissolved
all his body hair below his ears. The magic had even dwindled his
cock until he was barely more than an inch or two erect.

And then his girlfriend had fucked him in
the ass for two hours straight.

Troy hadn't been able to fight her off. He was
barely half her size now, had still been woozy from the
transformation magic swirling around him, but most of all, every
touch on his new, feminine skin had sent shivers up his spine. His
new nipples and cock/clit had been so hard and aching. Bending over
to take Cheyenne's big, glistening strap-on had just seemed
so
right...
yesterday.

The first two times he climaxed, his balls
had contracted and cum had shot from his cock, the pleasure coming
from his spurting dick like it normally did. But the third, fourth
and fifth times he had orgasmed- Troy had never cum so many times
in a single night- his dripping, quivering butthole had contracted
instead of his balls. And nothing had shot out of his cock.

Instead, his pleasure was a full body
experience, starting at his clenching hole but sending lightning
bolts to his hard nipples, making his perfect teeth ache, and
making his toes tingle as he kicked his cute, feminine feet and
yelled at the top of his lungs, cumming around the thick cock up
his ass.

Troy had never made such embarrassing noises
while being fucked before. He had also never cum so hard
before.

It had been a very exhausting, exhilarating,
and confusing night for the boy.

As more light came through the blinds, the
sleeping Cheyenne stirred, still spooning him from behind with one
heavy arm over his side. The tall Amazon's hand slid up Troy's
front and cupped one of his new breasts, her sleeping fingers
playing with Troy's nipple seemingly by auto-pilot. The rolling
pressure on his pink nub made the smaller boy squirm.

It was like she was playing with the head of
his cock!

The intense pleasure made his penis, what
little the magic had left, start to stiffen along with his nipples.
Troy started squirming his hips as the need built.

“Cheyenne...”

His girlfriend didn't respond, breathing the
slow, regular breaths of deep sleep. But her strong fingers kept
rolling his nipples.

When he was fully male, trying to get erect
just hours after so many intense orgasms would have made his shaft
and balls hurt, and not in a good way. But in this changed form,
Troy just felt his rear hole itching to get filled again, even
through the pain of his overused erection!

“Cheyenne!”

His girlfriend sputtered, snored, and fell
back into sleep.

Troy tried to move away, but one of her
long, muscular legs were wrapped over both of his slim, sexy ones.
Even before the change she had been able to squat a full plate more
than him- there was no way his legs could move hers now!

And the way her body leaned on his, the way the
weight of her arm pinned him to the bed like a fallen tree, Troy
had to wonder: is this how girls felt when boys slept on them?

Oh god, and I'm really the girl
now, he
realized. She used to call me 'her girlfriend' just to tease me, but
now it's true! I'm so much smaller, with a higher voice, and a
softer body- she's going to want me to wear panties and skirts and
make up and high heels- I'm really the girl in this relationship
now!

The thought made Troy's heart beat so much
faster than the steady pleasure on his nipple.

He tried to endure it as long as he could,
biting his tongue as his nipples burned to be sucked, shivering as
Cheyenne's heavy breath on the back of his suddenly sensitive neck
felt much better than before, but after ten minutes, Troy couldn't
take it anymore!

Slowly, gently, so as to not wake his
girlfriend, Troy slid one hand down his body to grab his painful,
mostly-hard cock.

His first attempt missed; magic had made two
inches of his manhood disappear and at his normal stroking
position, his fingers closed on nothing but air!

Blushing, Troy moved his hand lower and
gasped when he touched his tingling nub- it was so much more
sensitive than before! He tried to grip his dick again, as he had a
thousand times before.

But the smaller shape wouldn't even fill in
his palm- his normal beat off stroke was useless. Worse, it just
teased him more!

Cheyenne stirred again, and Troy froze until
her breathing became deep and regular again. Then, when he was sure
his girlfriend was still sleeping, Troy re-positioned his hand with
the palm flat against his pubic bone, like he had seen girls do in
dirty videos. And then he started rubbing small circles over his
shrunken penis, pressing it against his body.

It was so humiliating, having to masturbate
like a girl! But Troy couldn't argue with the results, he was
panting and dripping from his tip and clenching his ass in seconds.
Troy bit his lip to stifle his whimpers, but kept rubbing circles
on his hard clit.

This is how I'll have to masturbate now-
squirming and moaning with a high pitched voice! Professor Zadora
said I'd change back after the weekend, but until then, I'm
basically a girl! I'll have to learn how to cross my legs and wear
make up and take Cheyenne's cock when ever she gets too
horny...

Troy's pleasure was building fast; his new
grape-sized balls were tightening to his body. This was going to be
a male orgasm, spurting cum all over Cheyenne's sheets, but Troy
didn't care- he had to cum!

He whined in his girly voice, curling his
toes as he reached-

Cheyenne's strong hand clamped down on
Troy's delicate one just before he would have cum, denying his
climax. “Starting without me, sweet cheeks?”

“Cheyenne!” Troy wailed, fighting to
move his hand again, just to get just a few more strokes!
“I was about to
cum!”

But the much stronger girl
just laughed, yawning.
“I know, all your stroking thoughts woke me up. You were thinking
of taking my big cock.”

Troy blushed. He hated psychic Powers!

She was still holding his hand, not letting
it move an inch. “Luckily I was thinking the same thing,” she
chuckled, nibbling at his neck. “Maybe the black one this time? It
has knobs to make your little hole tingle!”

“No! I want to cum like a man! Not with a
dildo up my butt!”

“And I want a real dick so I can feel your
tight little hole grip me when you cum,” Cheyenne laughed. “You
looked SO good under me last night, moaning and bucking when you
came- damn I wish I
had a cock so I could cum buckets inside of you.”

“Don't even joke about that!”

“Who's joking?” Cheyenne laughed, still
holding his hand motionless as he squirmed. “One little red pill
and I can go futa, and then we can really have some fun when you're all femmed up like
this.”

“Don't you dare!” Troy wailed.
God, if she had a
real dick that could cum real sperm up his butt...
He shivered,
hard. “If you go futa
I'll... I'll break up with you! I promise I will!”

“Okay, okay, I was just teasing you,” she
laughed, kissing his face. “I guess it's just my strap-on for now.”
She grinned, looking him in the eyes. “Is it safe to let your hand
go now? If you spray cum all over my sheets I promise I'll throw
your new little ass over my knee and spank it until you can't sit
down!”

Troy gulped. Cheyenne had slapped his ass
last night, one of the times she had taken him doggy style. But
spanks to his new girl butt seemed to hurt twice as much as before-
it was like he was twice as sensitive back there now!

“I promise! I won't!”

Cheyenne laughed again, then slowly pulled
her hand away from his. But she kept watching until Troy, with
great effort, pulled his hand away from his crotch.

On the way out, he let his fingers graze up
the length his sensitive little cock and even that little touch
made him whimper and squeeze his thighs together, and play with his
nipples while pretending to cover his tits.

Stretching next to the bed, Cheyenne just
laughed, watching the show. “Damn, you're just the horniest little
slut aren't you? This is going to be the best weekend ever!”

“I can't help it- it's this
body!”

“Sure it is,” she laughed, reaching for the
Hitachi wand vibrator.

Troy's eyes got huge- that was her most powerful
one- it
plugged into the wall!

“What are you going to do with
that?”

“This? This is just a muscle massager,
baby. It's just to help you loosen up.”

“Cheyenne, no!”

“Come here sweetie-”

Troy's ringing phone distracted both of
them. Cheyenne looked at her nightstand, then sighed and put down
her vibrator. “It's Sierra,” she said, handing the phone to
him.

Troy gulped and put it to his ear.
“Yes?”

“That's 'Yes Cheer Captain!'”

As always, her voice made Troy sit up
straight. “Yes Cheer Captain!” He looked over in annoyance as
Cheyenne started laughing. “What?” Then Troy followed her gaze down
and knew. Sitting up that quickly in bed had made the new C-cup
tits on his tiny frame bounce like they were Jello!

He blushed and covered his breasts with his
forearm as he turned away from his girlfriend. “I'm sorry Cheer
Captain- what's going on? Is it about my scholarship?”

Sierra sounded tentative, which wasn't like
her. “No, I just wanted to see how you were doing. Professor Zadora
said you'd be magically changing into, um, more of a woman sometime
last night, and I wanted to make sure you came out of it okay.”

The boy blushed, feeling his new
breasts under his arm and his new smooth legs rubbing against each
other. “Mostly.”

“So you're healed up or whatever? Are you
healthy enough for strenuous activity?”

He blushed even more, remembering the
sweaty, marathon sex he and Cheyenne had most of last night. It had
been much more than 'strenuous activity'! “I guess so!”

The steel in Sierra's voice returned. “Good.
Because we've got practice in thirty minutes.”

Troy almost dropped the phone. “What?! It's
the weekend!”

And he couldn't go out in public- not
looking like this!

“That just means the squad has all day to
practice without classes getting in the way,” the blond cheer
captain said. “We get our best reps in on the weekends. You've got
thirty minutes to be in the center athletic field. And remember
cheerleader, if you're not fifteen minutes early...”

“...you're fifteen minutes late,” Troy
groaned, sliding his new, nude body out of Cheyenne's bed. Just
seeing his slim curves in the stand-up mirror made him blush- he
probably would have beat off to his own ass, if he had seen it last
week!

He tried to slip on his pants as Sierra went
down the list of cheers they'd be practicing today; but they were
too big. He tried to at least put on his old shirt- but the tight
men's cut hurt his new breasts!

“What's wrong?” Sierra said when he grunted
in pain.

“My old clothes! None of them
fit!”

In the corner, a nude Cheyenne was just
watching the show, laughing.

“Well duh,” Sierra said on the phone.
“You've got to have new stuff for your new measurements. What's
your new shoe size?”

“I, um, I don't know.”

“Well what's your bra size?”

“I don't know! I'm sorry, Captain, I don't
think I can practice today! I don't have any clothes that will
fit!”

“Oh my god.” Troy heard her talk to someone
away from the phone, get a perky response, and then come back.
“Where are you right now?”

He blushed again. “Um, girls dorm. Third
floor.”

“Maddie and I are three floors above you;
we'll be there in a minute. Come on Maddie. Let's roll.”

Troy could hear the other cheerleader's
chirpy giggle in the background. “Yes Cheer Captain!”

 


***

 


Cheyenne's panties fit him like a garbage
bag, and she didn't have any long sleep shirts (she always slept in
the nude), so when there was a knock on her door a minute later,
Troy had to answer with nothing but the bed sheet around
himself.

“Come in, hurry!”

“Oh god, you're a mess,” Sierra said,
reaching out to touch his split ends as he closed the door. “Your
hair is tangled all to heck! What were you doing all
night?”

“Nothing!” Troy squeaked, hugging the sheet
even more tightly around himself.

“Where's your girlfriend?” Maddie asked.
“Maybe we can borrow some of her conditioner?”

“She's taking a shower,” Troy gulped,
looking at the bathroom. “I really don't want to disturb her! Look,
Cheer Captain, I'm really don't think I'm ready for a practice
right-”

“Our first real show is exactly one week
from today,” Sierra interrupted. “And you're supposed to be our
Flyer, the cute little girl who gets tossed in the air and spins
and wows the crowd. So now that you've finally got the right weight
and body shape, we're either going to test your flying ability with
the team, right now, this morning, or I'll call Headmistress Parker
and tell her you aren't going to be ready in time, right now, this
morning.”

Troy clenched up. His scholarship!

“But, but, I can't go outside like this!
And I definitely can't jump around! Look!” Blushing, Troy let the
sheet fall away from his breasts and did a few little hops while
covering his nipples, making his chest bounce ludicrously again.
“It's horrible!”

“Welcome to the wonderful world of female
athletics,” Sierra sighed as Maddie just laughed. “What size sports
bras does your girlfriend wear?”

Troy shook his head, covering himself again.
“They're all too big! I tried!”

“You probably wore them wrong. What cup
size are you?”

“I don't know!”

The cheer captain sighed again, then shocked
Troy by yanking his sheet open to the waist and grabbing his bare
breasts with her hands.

“About a... 34C, I'd guess.”

Troy was squirming as her soft but firm
fingers squeezed his globes like melons. “How can you tell?”

“I can tell.” And then she was reaching
inside her own shirt, under the tight white fabric, and unhooking
her bra, to pull it out through one of her arm holes! “Here, put
this on. We're close enough.”

“But... but...” Troy began, but then did as
ordered- anything to have some support! The soft cups were still
warm when he got them over his globes, making him squirm even more
as he pictured Sierra's breasts in them. “What about
you?”

“I'll get another from my room in a second.
Right now we're getting you dressed enough to get there. Hurry
up.”

He tried to hook the clasp behind his back
once, twice...

“Here,” Sierra sighed, doing it for him.
Troy gulped as her sure hands touched his breasts again,
efficiently scooping them into their new cups. “You'll need some
panties too. Maddie, give him yours.”

“But then I'll be going
commando!”

“Take Jenni's from hers at
practice.”

“But then she'll be going commando!”

“Yeah, but Jenni likes it. She does it half
the time under her shorts anyway.”

“Oh man,” Maddie groaned, kicking off her
shoes. “I just hope Jenni remembered to wear panties
today...”

Troy quickly looked away as the girl
stripped off her bottoms right in front of him, and when he put on
the panties Sierra handed him over his back, they were still warm
too! His heart started beating faster as he pulled the soft cotton
up his legs and over his round butt under the bed sheet.

“Alright, this plus a towel should keep him
decent enough to run up to my room,” Sierra said, as Maddie pulled
her tiny soffee shorts back up her smooth legs. The captain made
Troy turn around to face her. “And then one of my shirts, Ronni's
shorts, and Cindy' extra socks and shoes...that should get him
decent enough to leave the dorm.”

The other girl jumped and clapped her hands.
“And then we can go shopping for cute new clothes and give him a
total girly makeover?!”

Troy's eyes got wide, but Sierra just shook her
head. “No. We've got to practice everything again with him like this, to see if he's still got
his balance and make sure all the flying stunts are still safe,”
she said, making Troy relax. “We've got to do our
entire
routine over again with him in
this new body, until we all get used to it. It will probably take
all morning.”

But Maddie was still bouncing from foot to
foot, hands clutched together in front of her mouth. “And THEN the
makeover?”

Sierra looked over Troy's tangled hair, his
borrowed clothes and bad posture again. “And then a makeover.”

The other cheerleader emitted an
ear-piercing squeal and dragged Troy out of the room.

 


***

 


Jessica Appleton woke up in her own bed, a
little bit sore but happy.

The athletic white girl stretched her arms
up and her legs down, making the little sleep shirt she wore ride
up, up, up her nude legs until it almost exposed her down below. It
felt a little naughty, not wearing panties to bed, but she still
had the blanket over her, and after the events of last night, she
had definitely needed to.

Without bothering to pull down her hem, Jess
enjoyed the feeling of her smooth runner's legs sliding against one
another as she rolled to grab her phone from the nightstand and
check her text messages.

Most were from friends of Gia's, thanking
her for the awesome Sex Fight Club she had organized last night,
something they hadn't seen since leaving Italy. And the rest were
from the freshman Wesley, begging, begging, begging her not to
release the video she had forced him to make after their match.

Smiling, Jessica pulled up the video on her
phone.

It started with Wesley nude on his bed,
lying on his back with his ankles crossed a foot above the
mattress, like an adorable baby. And using two hands to thrust one
of Jessica's bigger black dildos in and out of his sucking
mouth.

Of course he hadn't wanted to be filmed that way. But Jessica had pointed out that at
least twenty female Power users had seen him lose their sex fight
fair and square, and between them, their friends, and any younger
sisters that might come through SPU while Wesley was still a
student, they could probably keep him from orgasming
at all
for the next four years, if he
didn't honor their bet.

Wesley had agreed to make the video.

From the wide opening shot, the camera
zoomed down to the boy's midsection, to point out that his cock was
indeed hard, needy and pointing at the ceiling (which had taken all
of Jessica's Powers to keep that way) before swinging around below
Wesley's butt to show the huge, pink plug stretching out his rear
hole (which Jessica had to borrow from a girl down the hall and use
a half a bottle of lube to insert), before finally returning to the
boy's horribly red face, as he eagerly sucked the fake cock.

Jessica giggled; the best part was coming
up.

Wesley pulled the dripping cock from his
mouth and turned to read one of the cue cards Jessica had been
holding behind the camera.

“Hey Mom, Dad, just wanted to let you know
I'm having a GREAT time at SPU!” the deeply blushing boy gasped,
licking the cock between sentences as ordered. “I'm learning SO
much about myself!”

At that point, Jessica had increased the
speed of her psychic hand-job while switching to the next cue card
and still filming with her other hand. Who knew being a director
was such hard work?!

“And to all my friends on the wrestling
team,” the boy said, now panting and trembling between sentences,
“I can't WAIT to see you guys over Winter break- oh god- I'll have
SO many fun new tricks to show you!”

Jessica giggled, in real life and on camera.
At this point in the video she had started using her Powers to
actually let the boy feel a hot phantom mouth sliding up and down
his cock in addition to the hand, which made him even more
flustered as he read the final card.

“And to Maggie, Clarissa and Skyler-”
(Jessica had literally needed to bust his balls a little to make
Wesley give up the names of all his ex girlfriends) “-I wanted to
ask, that- haaa- the next time we meet- ahhhh- if you could please
teach me how to do blow jobs as well as you girls- nooo- since now
I know- ahhh!- how fun they are to GIVE-AAHHHH!”

Jessica had set her phantom mouth to
overdrive as she had pushed the big cock back into the boy's mouth,
then pulled the camera back to get the money shot, which Wesley
obligingly provided just a few seconds later.

On a video Jessica had promised she would
show his parents, his friends, anyone else he had ever known, the
boy moaned and shot a geyser of cum high into the air, having a
huge orgasm from his untouched dick, seemingly just from the
pleasure of sucking a big, black, dildo.

Jessica had let the boy have a real orgasm
this time, because that looked so much more embarrassing on camera.
She even made her phantom sensations pump him deeply during his
last few spurts, so he would buck and moan even more for the
audience, giving every drop. The last shot of the video was a zoom
in on the humiliated boy's face, as he realized that his social
life was now over.

Jessica sighed, rubbing her smooth legs
along each other again.

She had made a boy cum totally against his
will.

Twice! she giggled to herself.

A tingle ran down her body. Not the type of tingle
that meant she might need to play with herself in the shower later,
more the type she felt before the gun of a big race. Or
hitting the
game-winning shot in the State Finals.

Or finding her purpose in life.

The video ended and Jessica's phone provided
her with two sharing options.

The big green button said POST. The red button said SAVE TO PHONE.

Her finger hovered over the green button,
then the red.

It made her giggle, imagining Wesley's face when
he saw this video all over his social media, spreading to all his
friends, his family. Her finger went to the green button as the
tingles from Jessica's center got more intense, remembering how Wesley begged
her not to insert the butt plug in him, not to film him sucking
cock, and not to make him cum while doing it...

Then she also remembered all the text
messages he had left since last night.

Jessica sighed and pressed the red
button.

“You got lucky, punk.”

She would still email him a copy of the
video later, only to him, with a little note reminding the boy not
to start sex fights he couldn't win. And to maybe respect women
more in the future. And also to bow to her whenever they passed in
the halls...

Maybe I should challenge him to a
rematch, Jessica thought, rubbing her smooth thighs together.
And this time I'll
get a butt plug with one of those furry tails sticking out the end,
and film him as my nude dog, scampering around on all fours on the
grass, his thick cock just as hard as it can possibly get from
following all my doggy commands...

She giggled again as her tingles got
stronger.

But these were the second kind of tingles.

“Wesley, I can't believe I'm saying
this,” Jessica giggled, sliding one hand under the covers. “But I
think I might have to rub one out to you this morning.”

Her arousal grew as she remembered how they
had wrestled totally nude on the mat last night, Wesley actually
managing to penetrate her for a time before she used her legs to
eventually pin the boy in a very comprising position. How he had
struggled helplessly to hold back his orgasm in front of everyone,
how she had ruined it, how the resulting cheers of the crowd shook
the room...

Her breathing had just started getting
faster when her roommate Amber stirred in the other bed, yawning
and sitting up. The short red-head looked around, rubbing her face.
“What's going on?”

“Nothing,” Jessica giggled, still
playing with herself under the covers, just much more slowly. “Just
checking some messages on my phone.”

“Jessica Marie Appleton! I'm a succubus-
you know that I can sense arousal in girls too, right?”

Now it was Jessica's turn to blush a
little. “You're one-sixteenth succubus!” she gasped, pulling her hand off her
clit. “And I thought you were asleep!”

The slim redhead giggled, sliding out of
bed. All she wore was a tiny pair of pink cotton panties as she
stretched her petite body in a sunbeam. “Oh Jess, it's okay! There
were a few times last semester where I had to um, take care of a
little business, while you were asleep too. You know, when the
Magic got to me.” The girl looked down at her hard nipples and
sighed. “Not this term though. Yesterday I couldn't even stay at
the Sex Fights the whole time! I came by to support you, but after
a match or two, with all the sexual energy in the air- I couldn't
handle it! I had to go off and meditate!”

“Yeah sure,” Jessica laughed, pulling
both hands above the covers to make quote marks in the air.
“Meditate.”

“I did! It's the only way to control the
urges!”

“Amber, come on! A little self-fun won't
make your powers go crazy or whatever; you're only
one-sixteenth evil,
if that!”

“No Jess, it's too dangerous.” Amber
took in a deep breath, then exhaled slowly. “I have to learn how to
control it.” The topless girl picked up a hair brush and started
smoothing her long red hair, slowly inhaling and exhaling again.
“It's the only way.” The tension left her shoulders with each pass
of the brush and her nipples eventually softened. “So,” she
giggled. “What's got you so worked up this morning?”

Jessica grinned and played the video for her
roommate.

The redhead stopped brushing mid-stroke, and
when the clip got to the money shot, she squeaked and dropped the
brush, grabbing the first shirt she could reach and her room keys
before rushing out the door.

“I- I have to go and
meditate!”

“Make sure to use at least two
fingers!” Jessica laughed as the girl ran out, then threw off her
covers and started the video again.

Her nipples got a little hard, watching the
nude boy squirm on camera, but it wasn't his body or hard cock
(though that was nice) but more the look on his boy's face when he
realized he was she was going to force a public orgasm out of him
again.

Was that an even better form of domination
than denying boys' orgasms?

It certainly was more...
intense.

Jessica was still trying to sort out her
feelings when Gia walked into the room.

“Oh, sorry,” the Italian girl laughed,
looking at the red-faced, half-nude girl on the bed. “I thought,
since your door was ajar...”

“Oh, um, my roommate must have left it
open,” Jessica said, pulling her sleep shirt down a little and
keeping her legs pressed together as she blushed even more.
How many times was
she going to get clit-blocked today?! “When she, um, ran out. For being too
horny.”

Gia smirked at the blushing girl. “I
see. And how are you feeling today? Last night was your first sex fight,
mia
bella.
Sometimes, girls are a little sore, after their first time.” The
girl looked down, at Jessica's tightly crossed thighs. “Would you
like me to... take a look?”

“Gia!” Jessica laughed, pulling her
hem down even further.

“I am simply teasing,
bellissima,” the girl laughed, walking over to sit on the edge of
Jessica's bed. She nodded at Jessica's phone. “Is that the video
from your Wesley? Did it come out?”

“Oh, it came out,” Jessica laughed,
starting it again. “It came out, all over his stomach and
chest!”

The girls laughed, watching Wesley humiliate
himself and orgasm on camera, Gia leaning close to Jessica to see
the screen. Jess knew other cultures had different ideas on
personal space, but the curvy Italian girl was wearing just boy
shorts and a little chemise and Jess just her night shirt, so the
sides of their smooth bare legs touched. The combination of her
interrupted extra-curricular activities (twice!), watching Wesley's
humiliation video (also twice!) and now the skin-to-skin contact
from the Italian sex pot was making her feel very squirmy
indeed.

“Such a cute boy,” Gia marveled,
touching Jessica's back. “He was a good opponent, for your first
time. A challenge, but not too much of a challenge. And fun to
tease afterwards.”

“The guy you fought was pretty cute
too. He had kind of a sexy British accent thing going.”

“Pffft,” the Italian girl laughed. “He
was a boy.
Came in less than a minute of being inside me!”

Jessica laughed too. “That's because you're
too sexy for American boys, Gia.”

The girl smiled, leaning her shoulder
against Jessica's. “Perhaps. But I need to sex fight some
real men. Ones who know how to please a woman. Ones with
stamina.”

“We had a couple of cute upperclassmen
show up last night. How about the one that fought Rose? He would
have won, if she hadn't gotten on top of him.”

“Too small,” Gia laughed, holding up
her pinkie finger.

“There was that black student who
fought Kiki,” Jessica said, then giggled. “He's about as big as my
dildo.”

“Perhaps,” Gia laughed, idly running
her hand in the gap between her thigh and Jessica's, touching both.
“There was one man who came to the meeting last night though, I
noticed him right away. But he did not fight.”

Jessica blushed as her thigh got warm.
“Really? Who?”

“I do not know his name. He seemed too
old to be a student, yet too young to be a teacher.”

“Well, they don't let teachers at SPU
lay with students anyway,” Jessica giggled. “Or else all heck would
break out. He might have been a townie, though.”

“Town-ie?”

“From the town outside the college?”
Jess said. “They open the campus to non-students on the weekends,
and I guess Friday night is close enough.”

“Perhaps,” Gia said, thinking. “But
this man was tall, dark, handsome. He stayed along the back all
night, just watching, but the way he moved... definitely an
alpha
male. Now that is a
worthy opponent. If I see him at our club again, I will challenge
him to a sex fight!”

Jessica elbowed her friend in the
ribs. “If he's as hot as you say, maybe I'll challenge
you
first for the right
to sex fight him!”

“You think you could take me,
mia bella?
I welcome the
challenge.”

With a start, Jessica realized that Gia's
hand was resting on her bare thigh.

She forced herself to laugh. “Gia, I was
just kidding!”

But the other girl's hand didn't
move. “Sex fights between women go much longer than those with
men.
They are a contest
of stamina. Of sexual endurance.” The girl was grinning, swirling a fingertip along
the inside of Jessica sensitive thigh. “We both could use some
training in endurance, bellissima.”

Jessica's heart fluttered as Gia rubbed her
thigh. This girl knew how to turn people on! And her blue ovaries
from being interrupted before, the lingering tension from Wesley's
fight... her nipples were hard under her shirt again!

“Gia, I'm flattered, really,
but-”

“It would be an off-the-books
fight, bellissima. Outside of the club. If we fought this morning, I would not
make you serve me for an hour if you lost.” Her hand was underneath
Jessica's sleep shirt now. “The thrill of the exertion would be
pleasure enough.”

Jessica gasped when the girl's finger found
the edge of her still-wet pussy.

“Ah! You like this idea,
mia bella?
I will not have
trained you well if I did not teach you how to sex fight a woman.
They are so much more... slippery than men.”

Jessica's throat went dry as Gia's finger
strummed her sex, not aggressively, not in a demanding way, but
just giving her leisurely pleasure in a slow, patient way. Waiting
for Jessica to crack.

Which she was close to doing.

“Gia! I really appreciate it, but I
mean, maybe some other time, okay!?”

The Italian girl laughed and pulled
her hand from Jessica's thigh as if nothing at all had happened.
“Very well,” she said, strolling towards the door. She stuck her
wet finger into her mouth, sucking it as she left. “Some other
time, my sweet mia bella.”

Jessica waited until the door was definitely
closed before ripping off her sleep shirt and grabbing her vibrator
from her nightstand, then jamming the humming plastic against her
shaved lips while thinking about many things at once.

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


Troy collapsed onto a bench at the
edge of the athletic field, letting his pom-poms drop. This
practice had been the hardest one yet- Sierra had made them
do everything over and over again with Troy in his new body, just to get
the timing down!

And Troy had been fighting his smaller
female shape the entire time. He couldn't run as fast as he used
to- his legs were shorter! He couldn't do as many push-ups- his
arms were weaker! And Troy normally had great balance, but with two
sizable new breasts hanging off his chest and a totally different
center of mass- he had almost fallen from the top of the pyramid so
many times!

Troy hated this transformation spell, he
hated his new body and he couldn't see how any of this made
anything-

“Better,” Sierra said, walking up to
where he sat. “You did a lot better today.”

The exhausted boy looked up at her. “I
did?”

“Well, you're not as strong as before
and don't have as much endurance, but you're definitely a lot more
flexible,” the cheer captain said. “This is the first time you've
gotten into a decent Scorpion pose.”

Troy blushed, remembering how much easier it
had suddenly become for him to pull one leg back, back, back behind
him, until the flat of his shoe was almost touching the back of his
head! He had felt like such a silly, girly hood ornament, his legs
split wide, his cheer shorts pulled tight across his crotch to show
his little bump to everyone, his body pulled tight like a bow, but
all the other girls had just cheered him on like he was splitting
the atom.

“And you got a lot more air when the
bases threw you. Being fifty pounds lighter really
helps.”

More like eighty! Troy sullenly thought. But he
said, “I guess.”

“And you looked a lot hotter doing
your dances than you used to be,” the blond girl laughed. “I've
never seen a five-foot-nothing flyer with tits like those
before.”

Troy blushed harder and hugged an arm over
his chest. All day he could just sense people leering at these
stupid bouncing orbs- girls and boys alike! He wished he was
wearing a huge, concealing sweater up top, and not just a thin
t-shirt and a bra.

A bra! He still couldn't believe he was
wearing a bra!

Sierra tapped her chin. “The only thing
was... when we tried to use Powers to stabilize you, you didn't
really get hard, not like you had been this week. When was the last
time you came?”

Troy's blush got the most fierce of all.
“Um, last night.”

“Just once?”

“No! I... I came five times last
night!”

“Five times!” the girl laughed. “You
grew a nice set of breasts and just couldn't stop looking in the
mirror and playing with yourself, huh?”

“No!” Troy protested, his face beet
red. “It was my girlfriend. She... she really likes me in this
body!”

“Ah. A lesbian, huh? Well, that's
definitely interesting.”

Troy swallowed, still covering his breasts.
“Tell me about it.”

She nodded at the ground. “Pick up those
floggers. Walk with me.”

Troy grabbed his pom-poms and followed
Sierra off the field.

“I didn't know if this whole spell
thing was going to work out when Professor Zadora told me about
it,” she began, “but I have to admit, if you're this sexy and
flexible next week for our first game, you might actually look
halfway decent on top of that pyramid. And the strength and
endurance will come; you just don't know the limits of your new
body yet. Girls are always tougher than guys, once they realize
it.”

But I'm not a girl!
Troy thought for
the hundredth time that morning. Even though everything about his
appearance screamed otherwise.

Maddie came bouncing up Troy's other side,
the taller, bigger breasted, curly haired cheerleader making Troy
even more embarrassed. He hadn't noticed it in Cheyenne's room this
morning, but Troy was now shorter than both Maddie and Sierra- he
was almost eye level with Maddie's breasts! Troy guessed he was the
second smallest person on the cheerleading squad now- and just
yesterday he had been the tallest! It was all so humiliating!

“So it's a shower for our flyer and
then we can do his total girly makeover?” Maddie asked.

“Yep,” Sierra laughed.

“Now wait a minute!” Troy
cried.

He looked forward and saw that most of the
squad had gone ahead into the nearby athletic building, into the
women's locker room. Which is exactly where Sierra had been leading
him.

“Wait! I'm not one of you guys, I
can't take a shower in the girls locker room! And I definitely
don't want a makeover!”

“You're wearing a shirt and shorts
with our name and logo all over them,” Sierra said, grabbing one of
his arms. “And you don't change back into a boy until Monday. If
you're going to represent SPU Cheer all weekend, I won't have you
walking around campus looking like a total trainwreck.”

The locker room door was just ten steps
ahead of him now. “No!”

“And makeovers are fun bonding time!”
Maddie laughed, grabbing on his other arm.

“But-”

“Get in the showers, flyer,” Sierra
laughed, the two girls easily throwing the smaller Troy into the
women's locker room.

 


***

 


Troy didn't know what to do, where to stand
or even where to look in the women's locker room. He had been in
here a few times with Cheyenne before, but always when there were
no other girls around. (And always ending with her sitting on his
face or fingering his butt in the deserted group shower!)

Now there were cheerleaders all over
the place, some taking off their shoes, some walking around in cute
bras and panties, some even already nude in the shower! Troy gulped
and tried to look at the floor, then the ceiling, but found himself
just staring ahead into his empty locker. What was he supposed to do
now?

“Come on Troy, undress,” Maddie
giggled. At the locker right next to him, the busty cheerleader was
taking off her shirt, then slipping her tight shorts down her big
booty to her ankles, and now she was reaching back for the clasp of
her bra! “I'll shampoo your hair in the shower!”

Troy quickly looked away as her bra came
off, trying not to think about the bare, beautiful D cups right
over his shoulder, right at eye level!

But looking to his other side only gave Troy
a view of Sierra. Her shoes were already off and she had placed
them in the bottom of her locker, perfectly centered and aligned
with the sides. Now she was stepping out of her socks, then shirt,
then tiny, soft, cheer shorts.

Her athletic ass was just as tight and
golden as Troy had dreamed.

The blond looked up and caught him looking.
“What's wrong?”

Troy turned, closing his eyes as he faced
Maddie's locker again. “Sorry! I'm just, I, don't...”

“Oh, have we got a shy cheerleader?”
Sierra laughed. “Help me get him stripped, Mad.”

“Sure!”

And suddenly Troy felt hands pulling up his
shirt. “Hey-”

Maddie did his shoes and socks while Sierra
pulled his shirt over his head, blinding him as she unclasped his
bra. Troy gasped and covered his nipples as his breasts came free
which kept his hands perfectly occupied as Maddie put two fingers
between his elastic waistband and hips and stripped his shorts and
panties to the ground.

“Oh my god look at that little penis!”
Maddie squealed, reaching out to touch it. “It's so
CUTE!”

“The transformation spell shrunk it!”
Troy cried, shooting one hand down to block her grope and cover
himself. That's all it took now, the palm of one small hand to cup
his entire manhood, cock, balls and all!

“Sure it did,” Sierra laughed, pushing
the nude boy towards the showers from behind. “And you can stop
covering your nipples; we've all got them, in case you haven't
noticed.”

Troy gulped; he had. There were at least five other
girls in the showers already, totally nude and shiny wet, casually
talking or laughing with each other under the relaxing water. Some
looked but none moved to cover themselves as he entered, giving him
a wide assortment of young breasts, tight butts and bare pussies to
look at.

Normally Troy's dick would have
started to stiffen, taking in such a scene, but today he just
felt... a
hardening of his nipples? And in his rear, a tingling, an itching, a
squirming near his asshole, as it looked to be filled?

What the hell has that magic done to
me?!

Troy sputtered as Maddie turned on a shower
full blast above him, the hot pounding stream soaking his long
brown hair and making it stick to his face, getting into his eyes,
nose, mouth and blinding him for a moment. The water running over
him was like a flood but when he finally managed to get out from
under the stream and wipe the hair and water his eyes he saw Sierra
standing under the shower head next to him.

His cheer captain Sierra.

In a shower barely two feet from him.

Totally naked.

She had a six pack- no, an
eight
pack- on the
flattest, sexiest stomach Troy had ever seen. Her breasts hung with
a pert champagne glass shape, perfect for her frame. And her nude
legs were tanned, toned pillars of athletic perfection with a close
cropped little V of hair right between them.

Troy gasped- all the other cheerleaders in
the shower were shaved hairless down there, even him! But their
cheer captain wore her small patch of trimmed pubic hair with
pride, like a lion's mane.

Which is what she was,
Troy gulped.
Queen of this
Jungle.

She showered openly in front of him, not
seeming to care about his gaze. Troy jumped when he felt Maddie
squirt shampoo into his hair and start working it in. “You don't
have to do that!”

The girl giggled as her fingers kept
kneading Troy's skull, building the lather. “It's no big deal- I do
this for my little sisters all the time!”

Troy blushed again, still covering
his crotch. He wasn't anyone's little sister! He wasn't even really a
girl!

But all the cheerleaders were definitely
treating him like one, not a single girl protesting that he was in
here with them.

“He's such a cutie patootie I keep
forgetting there's supposed to be a boy trapped in this little cute
body!” Maddie laughed, her breasts rubbing against Troy's bare back
as she massaged the shampoo deeper into his hair.

“That's the point,” Sierra laughed at
the blushing, wet-haired boy, still not moving to cover herself.
She soaped her tanned body right in front of him, like he was gay
or something!

“I still have a man's brain, you
know!” Troy said. “I still see things like a man, and have male...
urges and stuff!”

He didn't know why he said that- he was living every
boy's dream right now! But the way the girls were treating him,
like he wasn't any kind of sexual threat at all- it wasn't fair!

“Really?” Sierra laughed.
“You're all man, huh?” And then his cheer captain suddenly reached
forward to pull Troy's two hands away from his crotch, where he had
still been protecting himself.

To reveal a pink, two inch long, half-hard
penis.

“Awww, he doesn't even have a full
boner!” Maddie squealed, looking over his shoulder.

Troy felt himself getting short of breath.
“Oh god, please, no-”

Seeing his reaction, Sierra let go of his
hands, patting the boy on his bare shoulder. “It's probably just
the five orgasms you had last night.”

Please let it be that!
Troy begged.
Please don't have
let the magic made me-

“FIVE orgasms!” Maddie laughed, then
bumped her bare hip into Troy's. “You slut!”

“But I wonder....” Sierra began, as
Maddie continued to shampoo Troy's hair. “What if the magic just
moved your erogenous zones around...”

She lathered her hands and put both palms
right on Troy's bare breasts.

“Oh god!” the boy squeaked, as her
slick hands started soaping him up.

“Ohhh, that's got him squirming,”
Maddie laughed.

Troy's erection responded almost instantly,
growing as Sierra's fingers rubbed his hard pink nipples, springing
to a full, stiff, three inches.

“There you go,” Sierra laughed,
stepping back. “The machinery still works, it's just got a
different switch.” Under her showerhead she starting washing
herself again, as if he wasn't there. “Feel better?”

Troy had almost fainted in relief.
“Yes!”

“Awww, Sierra!” Maddie pouted. “I
can't make believe he's my little sister when he has
that
sticking out of
him!”

“Don't worry, it'll go away in a
second,” the blond chuckled, reaching back to wash her bare feet,
one at a time. “As long as no one touches his nipples again. Or,
I'm guessing, his butt.”

Troy tried to prove her wrong, to be a man
and stay rock hard with all the nude teenaged girls showering
around him, but between Maddie turning him this way and that to
wash the shampoo from his hair and the water blinding him every few
seconds, it was less than a minute later when the busty girl
giggled, “Oh my god Sierra! You're right!”

Troy wiped the shampoo and water from his
eyes to see that his dick was only half hard again.

And getting softer.

Sierra chuckled, turning around to soap and
wash her perfect ass as if Troy wasn't there at all. “Told
you.”

Maddie squealed and hugged the
humiliated boy. “Yay! You are one of the girls now!”

 


***

 


“We can't keep calling him Troy, you
know,” Maddie said, doing the boy's makeup.

After his shampoo Maddie had let him wash
his own body, all the girls laughing as Troy's little dick got hard
again as he soaped up his breasts over and over, until Sierra had
given him a swift slap on the ass and told him to cut it out.

Maddie insisted on washing Troy's
feet since she was planning on a pedicure later, and all the girls
laughed again when she couldn't help but tickle his cute soles,
making the helpless boy gasp and squirm with one foot on the ground
and one trapped in her hands until Sierra had given
her
a swift slap on the
ass and told her to cut it out.

After the shower he had a little break,
drying himself with a towel, but then Maddie stripped him again and
dropped him on a chair in front of a mirror, to paint his nails a
bright, fire engine red. 'To match your lipstick later,' she had
told the protesting boy, then did his toenails the same color as
well. The other girls had dressed somewhat, some still in bras and
panties, but Troy was still nude, with the shortest of towels
covering his front from breasts to hips, as all the girls now
huddled around the mirror, raptly watching Maddie apply blush and
concealer to the seated boy's face.

“Why not?!” Troy demanded, but was
quickly hushed by Maddie.

“Don't talk, you'll mess me up!” She
returned to applying blush to the already blushing boy's face.
“Isn't that right, Sierra? We can't call him Troy when he's like
this.”

The cheer captain was leaning against the
counter, watching the boy, not the mirror. Where as her pre-workout
underthings were functional and concealing, now she wore a much
more lacy bra and panty set. Troy might have almost called it
provocative, if he wasn't currently being humiliated. But he did
feel his dick start to throb.

Oh thank god.

“The point IS to hide his identity,”
Sierra admitted, watching Troy's face. “I guess we have to think of
a new name for our boi or the jig is up.”

“Our what?” Maddie asked, her
concealer brush pausing on Troy's face. “You said 'boy'
weird.”

“No, 'boi' means a feminized male.
He's sexually mature so he's can't be called a boy, but you really
can't call this cute little thing a 'man' either. And it's not fair
to call him a 'girl'. 'Boi' is a mix of all three.”

“Let's call him that!” one of the
cheerleaders giggled. “It sounds so European.”

“We might as well call him Troy then,”
Sierra laughed. “The point is to pretend he's a girl. He needs a
girly name.”

Troy wanted to protest, but then Maddie
would have to start his makeup all over again.

“How about Helen?” Jenni
suggested.

“What?” Maddie asked.
“Why?”

“Because of Troy. Like Helen... of
Troy?”

“Jenni, you can't have a cheerleader
with a name like Helen,” Maddie said, rolling her eyes. “It doesn't
even end in a vowel.”

“How about Candy?” another girl
said.

Maddie shrugged. “Meh.”

“Haylee?”

“Pffft, every third girl in my classes
is named Haylee.”

“Jezebel?”

“He's not a prostitute,” Sierra
laughed. She hopped up to sit on the bathroom counter, crossing her
long, lean legs, her bare foot dangling right in Troy's view. “No,
we need something classy. Something fresh, but still
hot.”

Troy couldn't help staring at her.
All the other cheerleaders were behind his chair, some wearing the
same style bras and panties from before, sports wear. After seeing
all of them totally nude, it was a let down. But Sierra's lacy,
flimsy little bra-and-panty set- did she have a date or something after
this?- was
so adult, so confident, it was actually sexier than seeing her
naked. And her arched foot was slim and perfect too.
Troy had always had
a thing for feet...

“How about Lexi?” a girl said. “It
rhymes with sexy!”

And that was the moment Troy's foot-induced
boner parted the edge of his ridiculously short towel wrap.

“We have a winner!” Maddie laughed,
pointing at his stiffy. “He likes it!”

Troy blushed as all the girls starting
laughing again. “No! It wasn't that! I... I-” He saw Sierra looking
at him with a raised eyebrow and he looked away. “I don't want a
name like Lexi! That's TOO girly!”

“Oh Lexi, shut up and pout your lips
so I can paint them fire engine red,” Maddie laughed, moving the
bright tube of lipstick towards his mouth.

 


***

 


After the make-up the girls let his nails
dry and then it was finally time to dress him.

“Just let me wear the same shorts and
shirt from before!” Troy begged. How much more ridiculous were they going
to make him?

“Ick, they're all sweaty,” Maddie
said, taking them away. “And besides, there's going to be a lot of
new boys walking around campus this weekend. You have to
look hot.”

“I don't WANT to look hot for
boys!”

“None of us do sometimes,” Sierra
sighed, then started opening lockers. “Jenni, have you still got
your back-up cheer skirt? And those little panties?”

“No- Maddie took my panties!” Jenni
pouted. “I had to go commando the whole practice!”

“Oh that's right,” Sierra laughed.
“Just the skirt then?”

“Okay.”

“Ronni, you've got clean panties in
your locker?”

“Yes, Cheer Captain!”

“I'm not wearing a skirt and panties!”
Troy cried, putting his little pedicured foot down. “And definitely
not one that short! Just give me some yoga pants or
something!”

“Nope,” Sierra said, handing the
clothes to him. “You have to learn how to properly wear cheer gear
sometime, or you'll be flashing everyone every time we sit down at
the game on Saturday.”

“And we're not those kind of cheerleaders!” Maddie
giggled, handing him a pair of wedge sandals. “Here! These are too
small for me but they'll look killer with your new painted
nails!”

“Hell no!” Troy yelled. “Those are
way too girly!”

“Just for that,” Maddie laughed,
pulling two long, pink strips out of her locker, “you're getting
ribbons in your hair, Lexi!”

Troy tried to fight back but there was ten
of them and only one of him. And if there was something
cheerleaders knew how to do, it was apply peer pressure.

Within a few minutes they had him in clean
cotton panties, a cute lacy bra, a cheer skirt, wedge sandals, and
a new, fresh white shirt that said 'SPU CHEER' across the front.
With ribbons in his hair.

“There we go,” Sierra laughed,
stepping back to look the blushing boy over. “NOW you look good
enough to strut around this campus representing the
squad.”

She was wearing a set of cute capri
pants that stopped at her toned calves and a casual but cute
t-shirt. She looked a hundred times more comfortable than Troy
felt. Why
couldn't I wear something like that?!

“Now, take short steps in those wedge
heels until you get used to them,” Sierra said, closing her locker.
“We don't need you twisting an ankle before Saturday.”

“And cross your legs whenever you sit
down!” Maddie laughed, finishing the ribbon bows in her own hair.
“Slut.”

“Oh that's right,” Sierra said,
snapping her fingers. “About your lesbian girlfriend-”

Jenni gasped. “You have a lesbian
girlfriend? That's so progressive!”

Sierra waved that off. “About your lesbian
girlfriend,” she told Troy, “I know it's tempting to go off and
scissor with her all day in your new girly body...”

Troy blushed again.
That's not what he
and Cheyenne did! At all! But he wasn't going to correct her.

“...but at least keep this clean look
together until tonight. Then you can let her rip your clothes off
and smear your make up all over. There's no practice tomorrow, so
you can orgasm five times again tonight if you want.”

“Such a slut,” Maddie
giggled.

But Sierra grabbed Troy's wrist. “But
when you change back into a male body on Monday and start
generating all that lust again, don't orgasm until
after
our game Saturday
night. We barely got to use Powers on you during stunts today. We
need you really charged up and erect for Saturday. Got
it?”

Troy swallowed. No orgasms for a week?
He had done longer
before, but still, it wasn't fun, trying to get to sleep with an
aching erection for six straight nights!

“I understand,” he said. “But there's
this girl, in my Economics class. She's given me ruined orgasms in
class twice now.”

“What? Why?”

“Because she doesn't want any boys in
her high level classes!” Troy said. “Or cheerleaders too, I
think.”

“Bitch,” Maddie griped.

“Language,” Sierra said, then looked
back at Troy, fingers on her chin. “Well, I don't want to put any
Loops on you right now and mix flavors of magic. That might be
bad.” She opened the locker room door. “But come by my room first
thing Monday morning and I'll have the seven strongest Powers users
on the squad put a seven-way orgasm block on you. It's a set of
interlocking Loops so strong that no one but another cheerleader
can break it!”

Troy gulped, not going
outside. Cheerleaders could do that? “Okay. Thanks.”

“Where's your girlfriend right now?”
Sierra asked.

He looked at the wall clock. “Um, the
cafeteria, I guess. She's probably having lunch?”

“Okay, we'll walk you.” The cheer
captain winked at him. “To make sure our little Flyer gets there
safely.”

Troy squealed as the phalanx of cheerleaders
pushed him outside, making them giggle. Then he squealed again as a
sudden gust of air whipped up his little skirt as they walked,
baring his panty-clad butt to the world. He frantically tried to
hold his little skirt down, feeling every breeze on his bare legs.
“Oh god! It's like I'm barely wearing anything!”

“Welcome to being a girl,” Sierra
laughed, dragging him farther outside. “But don't worry, you'll get
used to it.”

“Or be the most popular girl on campus
on windy days!” Maddie laughed.

Walking through the quad with fifteen
really hot cheerleaders, Troy did feel like a popular girl, already. Boys (and
girls) of all types stopped and watched as they passed. Most of the
boys (and girls) were looking at the other cheerleaders, but Troy
still felt power, just being part of the group.

There were a couple of girls walking towards
them, studious types with piles of books in their hands. They
looked at the cheerleaders of course, and Troy almost laughed- he
was dressed better than those Plain Janes, and he wasn't really a
girl at all!

Then his blood ran cold when he saw one of
the nerds was a thin Indian girl with long, black hair.

A girl with a sour look on her face.

A girl who had made him cum in his entire
Economics class, against his will. Twice.

Melina.

Their eyes met and Melina got a curious look
on her face, tilting her head like she couldn't quite understand
what she was seeing. Troy snatched his eyes away and looked at the
ground as the cheerleaders walked past Melina's study group,
holding his breath.

There was no way she recognized
him, he told
himself, holding his skirt down against the wind.

 


 


***

 



CHAPTER THREE

 


 


Cheyenne almost dropped her food tray when
she saw him.

“Ho. LEE. Shit!” she cried, barely
setting her lunch down in time.

She was wearing her running shirt and
shorts; she must have come from one of her stadium runs, he
thought. Troy blushed as his girlfriend rushed over, checking him
out from all sides. “It's not that big a deal.”

“You're wearing a skirt!”

“It's just for practice-”

“And makeup!”

“Maddie did that. I told her not
to.”

“And pink ribbons in your
hair!”

Troy blushed harder; he had no comeback for
that. He had been more thoroughly feminized than he had ever
imagined; and worse, it apparently looked good on him! Troy felt
his little cock stir in his pink cotton panties. He smoothed down
his skirt in the front, trying to lose his budding erection. “It's
just for the weekend!”

“So I guess your girlfriend approves,”
Sierra laughed, then patted the boy's butt to nudge him into
Cheyenne's arms. “No practice tomorrow, but do your stretches and
dance practice tonight and Sunday, and remember the rule about
sex.”

Cheyenne stopped petting the soft, shiny
curls in Troy's hair. “What rule about sex?”

“No orgasms until after our first game
next Saturday night!” Troy blurted out before Sierra could.
At least that might
protect him from Cheyenne's strap-on!

Sierra raised an eyebrow at him, but said
nothing. But Cheyenne stepped back.

“No sex at all? Not even
tonight?”

Sierra just raised her eyebrow further,
letting him answer.

Troy swallowed. “Um... well...”

“Well, I'll let you two kids have
fun,” Sierra laughed. “Come on girls, let's see what's on the
gluten-free menu today.”

As the cheerleaders turned and left to
follow their captain's lead, Maddie giggled and waved at Troy. “See
you later, slut!”

Troy blushed even more as Cheyenne put her
arm around him to steer him back to her table. “Slut?” she laughed.
“What's that about?”

“Nothing! Can we just eat
already?”

“Hell no! I've got to show you off to
all my friends!”

“Cheyenne! No-”

But she dragged him around the huge
cafeteria anyway, and at the very first table of girls she stopped
at, Troy had to think fast.

“Hey ladies,” Cheyenne laughed,
pushing Troy toward the confused sophomores. “I want you all to
meet my girlfriend-”

“Lexi!” Troy blurted out. “My name is
Lexi!”

Cheyenne looked at Troy a little strangely,
then grinned. “Lexi,” she agreed. “She's from out of state.”

“Oh, cool,” one of the girls at the
table laughed. “I'm Haylee. We've got a Powers class with Cheyenne
on Mondays, and I've got Biology with her on Wednesdays. Nice to
meet you!”

“Likewise!” Troy chirped, shaking
hands and hoping this talk would be short. “Well, I'm really hungry
from the drive so...”

“If you're from out of state,” one of
the other girls asked, “how come you've got an SPU Cheer shirt
on?”

Troy's heart started to beat faster. “Oh,
um, I cheer at my college too and we're doing a, um cheerleader
exchange program! I get to wear their stuff and they get to wear
mine. Silly, I know!” He tried to walk away but Cheyenne still had
strong arm around his shoulders. “Um, can we get that food
now-”

“Yep, that's my Lexi,” Cheyenne
laughed, holding him tight. “The sexiest little out of state
cheerleader I know.”

And then, right in front of everyone, she
pulled him in for a kiss.

Troy tried to back away but her strong arm
around his shoulders held his face to hers. And Cheyenne's other
hand had snuck under his short pleated skirt, grabbing his
panty-clad ass!

“Cheyenne!” he hissed, pushing against
her chest. “We're in public!”

“These girls don't mind a little
lesbian PDA, do you girls?”

“Of course not,” Haylee laughed. “You
make a cute couple!”

Then Cheyenne was kissing him again,
and now her fingers were under his panties, cupping his naked butt! And probably
showing it off to half the cafeteria!

“Cheyenne!” He had to think of a
reason to stop her before this went too far! “You're smearing my
lipstick!”

That got her to back off the kissing, even
though she still held him tight with a hand right on his pantied
ass, under her skirt!

“That's my Lexi,” Cheyenne laughed,
wiping fire engine red from her lips. “Always so worried about
looking pretty; a real lipstick lesbian!”

The blushing boy stamped one of his little
wedge heels. “Cheyenne! I'm hungry!”

“Alright ladies, see you later. I've
got to feed this one or she gets catty.”

They did leave that group of friends then,
but on their way to getting back into the food line, Cheyenne
stopped and introduced Troy to yet another group she knew. And then
another.

Some of these girls had seen Troy in Figure
Drawing class, nude as a baby with a shameful, twitching boner for
them. Some had seen him bent over a chair in the Spanking lab,
crying out as their hand or paddle reddened his butt. Some had even
had him between their legs in a Cunnilingus class, moaning and
cumming with their soaked lips pressing right against his face- but
none of those girls recognized him now, dressed up as the cute,
pretty 'Lexi'!

Cheyenne forced Troy to add to his story at
every table, laughing at how he explained Lexi's love of
cheerleading, why he had come to SPU, and even 'her' relationship
with Cheyenne.

And at every table she found a reason to
bring him in for a kiss, or a hug, or slip a hand under his skirt
and almost make him flash everyone, keeping him flustered and
embarrassed the whole time.

“I can't believe you're being so
mean!” Troy pouted as they finally got his food. “You're
embarrassing me in front of everyone!”

“They've got to believe your cover if
you're going to be safe,” she laughed, leading Troy back to her
table. “And you're doing great- no one can tell!” As Troy sat down,
making sure to tuck his little skirt under him to keep him decent,
Cheyenne just shook her head. “I can't believe I'm dating a fucking
cheerleader again. And she's got a little dick that recharges my
Powers!” She put a hand behind his neck and pulled the resisting
boy in for yet another steamy kiss. “Best. Girlfriend.
Ever.”

Troy was too tired and hungry to fight her
anymore. He let her powerful tongue invade his mouth, passively
swallowing the copious saliva her aggressive kissing generated and
not fighting her hand as it slid up his bare leg. In truth, it was
turning him on a little.

She had never kissed him like this in
public, as a man!

Her hand on his leg slid up his smooth,
ticklish thigh.

And under his skirt. And then she was using
a few fingers to tickle his pantied crotch.

And it was getting him hard!

“There's my little guy,” she laughed
as his dick popped a tent under her fingers, through the soft
cotton panties. “Much easier to find than a girl's
clit!”

“Cheyenne!” Troy panted, but his dick
just got harder. She kissed him again, and Troy couldn't believe it
but he found his legs opening a little to give her
better
access! He heard
some girls giggling at the table behind him and pushed her hand
away. “Stop! We're in public!” he gasped, blushing and fixing his
hair.

Her fingers kept rubbing his bare leg,
teasing the edge of his skirt. “Then come back to my room.”

In his mind, Troy heard Maddie
giggle. “Slut.”

“No!” he said, crossing his legs even
tighter. “I've got things to do today. I can't spend it all in your
room!”

She laughed, pulling back. “Tease.”

Troy was blushing under his makeup
and still a little hard in his panties when he saw Amber walking by
with a salad. He tried to duck behind Cheyenne's shoulders.
Oh god, please
don't let her see me like-

But Cheyenne was waving. “Amber! Come meet
my new friend!”

“Cheyenne!” he hissed, face getting
redder.

“We're trying to act normal while
you're in disguise, remember? It would be weird if I didn't say hi
to her.”

“No it wouldn't!” Troy said, but by
then the short redhead was at their table.

“Hey Amber,” the amazon said, putting
her arm around Troy. “I want you to meet my best friend from out of
state- Lexi!”

“Hi,” Troy gulped, reaching out a
small hand which Amber shook in her own.

“Pleased to meet you, Lexi,” Amber
giggled. “Wow! You're really a little cutie, you know
that?”

Troy blushed, looking down at his salad.
“Thanks.”

And then Amber was leaning in close,
to giggle in his ear. “But not as cute as Cheyenne's
other
best friend
Troy!”

His jaw dropped. “You can tell?”

The redhead looked down her nose at
both him and Cheyenne. “I've got Powers you two can't even dream
of. I'm almost kind of insulted that you two tried to fool
me-
I know what Troy's sexual energy feels like in my
sleep!”

Troy whispered urgently as Amber sat down
across from them. “Well don't tell anyone! It's supposed to keep me
safe!”

“I know,” she said. “I was there when
Headmistress Parker came up with this plan. And I sensed some kind
of transformation magic in you when Jess and I did that mind
control spell on you.”

“Yeah, thanks for that,” Troy
grumbled, then his eyes got big. “Don't tell Jess!”

“I won't.”

“I mean it!” Troy begged. “If she saw
me, dressed like this-”

Amber touched his hand, calming him. “I
won't, Troy. Besides, your sister has other stuff going on that's
got her attention.”

“Like her little fight club?” Cheyenne
laughed, eating a hamburger. “I heard some girls talking about
it.”

“Yeah. It's like, blowing up on
Twitter.”

“Her what?” Troy asked.

“Don't worry about it,” Amber laughed,
then looking him over again. “That transformation spell really did
come out perfect! How did you choose such a cute little
body?”

“I didn't choose it!”

“Oh Troy, that's not how magic works,”
she said, taking a bite of her chef salad. “Transformation spells
only work half the time. For this to come out so perfectly, you had
to have some strong attachment to the body shape you're in now. I
mean, your hair is just as long and silky as mine...”

Troy blushed, playing with his brown curls.
“So?”

“And you're...” Amber paused, tilting
her head. “...almost exactly as short as me now.”

He looked up. “No I'm not!”

“Stand up. And take off those
wedges?”

Troy did, standing back to back with her in
bare feet, and Cheyenne just broke into laughter when she slid one
hand from the top of Troy's head to Amber's. “A perfect match!”

Troy's mind was racing.
Did this mean
that...

“And your feet,” Amber said, frowning
a little. “Hold your foot against mine?”

Cheyenne laughed again as their bare soles
met. “Another perfect match!”

Amber sat down again, now blushing herself.
“Usually people use transformation spells to change themselves into
what they think is the ideal body. I mean, besides the fact that my
hair is red and yours is brown-”

“Yeah that was me,” Cheyenne laughed.
“I've always had a thing for brunettes.”

Amber nodded, then looked at Troy's chest.
“And those huge tits on your chest...”

“Me again,” his girlfriend laughed.
“Without breasts there is no heaven!”

Amber smiled weakly at the shocked boy.
“Well, besides those two things- oh wow, our faces do look kind of
the same too- I guess I should be flattered that you think your
ideal body type... is me!”

Troy put his head in his hands, his brown
curls covering his face. “Oh god, I'm so confused right now...”

Amber patted his back. “Don't be, Troy. It's
flattering, really!”

And Cheyenne rubbed his thigh. “And I know
you've always had a thing for her, baby. Now when I put my huge
strap-on in you, you can look in the mirror and imagine she's there
too! I bet that will make you cum so much harder when I take you
tonight.”

Troy pulled away from Amber and Cheyenne at
the same time. “And what if I don't want your huge strap-on
tonight?” he demanded. “Or all weekend?!”

 


***

 


Even after his outburst, there
weren't many other places for Troy to go, dressed as a girl. He
couldn't go back and hang out with his nude roommates-
what if they, oh
god- got a boner looking at him?! He couldn't drive a car- he no longer
looked like his license- and Amber had to go 'meditate' somewhere!
So, even being a little mad at her, Troy ended up spending the day
with Cheyenne anyway.

At first he grumbled at her idea to go buy
some clothes for him in town, but Troy eventually relented; if he
was going to be like this every weekend, he needed his own things
to wear!

Troy blushed when Cheyenne bought him many
different styles of panties and bras at an expensive shop; he
didn't know which ones were more humiliating: the innocent cotton
ones with hearts on them that made him look like a teeny-bopper or
the super expensive silky ones that made him look like a slut! Troy
at least drew the line at letting Cheyenne buy him sexy lingerie
and stockings- he wasn't going to be wearing ANY of that stuff!

He also got a few short shorts, a few jean
skirts and some tight-fitting tees, but Cheyenne drew the line at
buying him any pants or jeans- she wanted to see his legs at all
times!

Some cute little socks, one pair of workout
shoes and one pair of little high heels- over his strong protests-
completed their trip and Troy returned to Cheyenne's room and
collapsed on her bed, exhausted from shopping and the stress of
being a girl in public all day!

They watched some movies on her laptop and
had dinner in the room and it was getting late when Troy realized
he hadn't done his extra stretching and dancing exercises that
Sierra had wanted.

Previous nights he had been able to find
some deserted room in the educational buildings or the empty
wrestling gym- it seemed strange they left that unlocked so that
anyone could use it- and do his practice in peace. But he didn't
want to go out again so late at night, not looking like this!

With a sigh he got out his cheerleading book
and started reviewing the routine as he warmed up. Cheyenne's floor
was too cold for his bare feet so he put on some of his new girly
socks that didn't even reach his ankles. He didn't want to get his
only cheer outfit dirty as he stretched on the floor so he took off
his shirt and skirt, starting his stretches just in a comfy pair of
bra and panties.

“Well what do we have here?” Cheyenne
laughed, looking up from her laptop as the boy started to
stretch.

“You don't have to watch!” Troy cried,
starting to blush.

“The hell I don't!”

His face got more red as one of the first
stretches made him bend over with his pantied rear right towards
her. Troy blushed and tried to cover his butt as he stretched.
“Cheyenne! Turn around!”

“You're going to be doing this next
week in front of hundreds of people,” she said. “You might as well
get used to someone watching!”

Troy gulped. She was right, but that didn't
make this any easier!

He exhaled, then went to stand in front of
the mirror, still amazed by the sexy little boi staring back at
him, wearing a matching bra and panty set with little hearts on
them.

He did look a lot like Amber, now that he stopped to
really look at himself...

The way his legs curved, his soft but flat
stomach, the span of his shoulders...

And I can make this little body do anything
I want...

Troy started to get a little hard in his
panties, then shook his head and tried to focus on the routine he
had to know cold by next week.

“Okay- SPU! Let's- Go- All The Way!”
He stuck out his arms and did a half-jump to the side, blushing as
he felt his tits bounce. “Gimme a score- gimme a score- we NEED to
score!” He bent over then jumped again. “We NEED TO
SCORE!”

“I'll let you score with me
anytime...”

Troy ignored Cheyenne and continued. “SPU
needs to fight- FIGHT fight fight fight! Our girls are so hot
they'll keep you up- all NIGHT night night night!”

“God I'm getting wet...”

He could see Cheyenne watching him in
the mirror, drinking in his body with a hungry look on her face.
She was wearing a bra and panties too, but even her sports bra and
utilitarian panties made her athletic, barefooted body look
amazing. Her tits, he could suck them if he wanted to.
She could suck
his...

Troy felt his pulse race
again. Why
was he resisting her? Just one word and they could be having hot sex all
night...

His tiny cock started to harden as he kept
dancing in front of the mirror. “Let's go do it, we're number one!
SPU girls are nothing but fun!”

God, is that what I look like during
this part? he gulped, his cock getting even harder as he watched his
reflection move. And these lyrics, with the way I have to move- it's so...
suggestive!

Still blushing, Troy pulled a Scorpion pose,
standing on one foot and pulling his other leg back and up toward
his head until it was touching his hair. His little body was
stretched to tight perfection, his tits almost falling out of his
bra, his panties SO tight over his little stiff penis, which was
poking out as hard as it could, right towards the mirror and his
girlfriend-

“Oh, fuck this-” Cheyenne said,
leaping from the bed.

“Cheyenne! No!”

But she was already on him, taking his
little body to the floor. Troy gasped as she threw him to his back,
held his wrists so he couldn't move and buried her face in his
crotch. She already had his thin legs over her shoulders and with
his wrists in her iron grip, he was helpless to fight back as she
licked his cock, right through his cotton panties!

“No! Please!” But Troy could feel
himself getting hornier, giving in, spreading his legs wider for
her... She was licking so aggressively the front of his panties
were already soaked! “Oh god!” he wailed as her mouth closed around
his little cock through his wet panties. He closed his eyes, he
fought, but in the end, he lifted his butt off the carpet, ever so
slightly.

That was all the signal Cheyenne needed; she
ripped his panties off his butt, slid them down his legs, and had
torn his bra off before he could take a breath. She sucked his cock
again, in her mouth, like a real cock this time- and then her mouth
was heading towards Troy's breasts.

“NO! Not my nipples!”

But her lips closed on exactly that and Troy
felt electricity shoot all through his body. She switched to his
other hard, pink nipple and Troy was writhing and begging.

“OH GOD CHEYENNE- FUCK ME-
PLEASE!”

His girlfriend laughed and kept sucking the
nude boi's nipples while she had him pinned to the ground, making
him beg for many minutes more.

 


***

 


Sunday morning Troy woke up just as
sore as he had Saturday. Even though Cheyenne had only fucked him
to three orgasms last night, instead of five.

She had taken more time with her strap-on
this time, and had even remembered to put Troy in front of the
mirror while she had her cock up his ass, so he could see his
little body being taken.

“Look at it!” she had laughed, fucking
him. “Watch yourself melt as you cum and pretend you're watching
Amber take this big cock!”

That had been his last orgasm of the night.
Just as before, the first two had been male orgasms, cum spurting
from his stiff, shaking dick. But the third, while she had him
pinned in front of the mirror, making him look at his jiggling
tits, his squirming hips and imagining Amber in his place, had been
another of those full-body, mind-melting, female orgasms that made
his butt clench and his toes curl.

And it had been his hardest of the night, by
far.

Troy was still blushing as he
remembered it, lying in bed. When was this humiliation going to end?

“God I hope this lasts forever,”
Cheyenne sighed, running a hand over his nude curves as the sun
came up.

Troy shivered, feeling her fingers tracing
the curves of his butt. “Don't say that! I can't wait to get back
to normal!”

“Fuck normal,” she laughed, kissing
his soft shoulder. “The last two nights have been some of the
hottest sex I've ever had! Hasn't it been the same for
you?”

Troy's face got even redder. “No!”

“Come on, I remember how you came in
front of that mirror-”

He pushed her hand off his hip. “I'm going
to take a shower!”

“Want any help washing those
tits?”

“NO!”

But in the shower alone, Troy couldn't help
but soap his breasts, fingers playing over his hard, pink nipples,
until his little cock erected again. It took effort, after last
night, but he played with himself, in both male and female styles,
biting his lip to keep from moaning and alerting Cheyenne until he
had a fast, sharp orgasm with his mouth open in a silent
scream.

And when he guiltily cleaned his spent spunk
off his hand, Troy noticed that only a few drops had come out this
time.

 


***

 


The rest of the day Troy spent in Cheyenne's
dorm room doing homework- yes, he still had some of that- and was
able to keep himself and Cheyenne from getting too horny by wearing
the biggest, baggy sweatpants and hoodie Cheyenne had.

And although once she did pin him to her bed
and tickle his cute girly feet until he squealed- 'I just can't
help it!' she had laughed- Troy got through the day without having
to have any more hot, humiliating sex with his much bigger,
stronger girlfriend. As the afternoon got late Troy tried to
concentrate but found himself looking out the window at the setting
sun every few minutes.

“Stop staring at it, you'll go blind,”
Cheyenne laughed, propped on a pillow with her homework around her.
“It's not going to happen right when the sun sets, you
know.”

“I might!” Troy shot back, looking out
at the evening sun again. It was almost touching the horizon now!
“Didn't I change right when it got dark on Friday?”

“You know, I can't even remember,”
Cheyenne laughed. “It seems like a month ago.”

“I know!” Troy started pacing the
room, opening and closing his fists. “I've been a girl so long- I
just want this transformation spell to end so I can go back to
normal!”

“Transformations aren't always bad.
Hell, half the girls in my class are going to transform into
futanari this year, and they're probably going to have the time of
their lives.”

Troy swallowed. Cheyenne was still a
Sophomore, and was going to have to play that horrible Mating Game
he had been through last year, pegging boys for points. Thank god
he wouldn't have to deal with any of that again!

“And besides,” Cheyenne chuckled,
“your transformation let you shower with the entire cheerleading
team yesterday, naked and free. Could you do that when you were
'normal'?”

Troy licked his lips as he paced the small
room, remembering all those slick, round butts, those perfect
shaved pussies in front of him... and Sierra's perfect, furred one.
“I... I don't know!”

“And I heard your hall monitor is
making your little-dicked room go nude all term. So you could be
over there with the other full boys, not wearing clothes, not
having sex and NOT being able to shower with the cheerleaders...”
she laughed. “Or you could be over here, wearing soft, pretty clothes, having incredible
sex and getting everything a man could dream of. What's wrong with
that?”

Troy gulped. He was sweating now.
There was something wrong with what she had said- he just didn't know
what!

Wait, he was sweating?

Troy ran to the window- the sun was
gone!

“It's happening!” he cried, wiping his
face.

Cheyenne jumped off her bed. “Then get
naked, quick!”

“How gullible do you think I
am?!”

“Baby, I've seen how your body changes
when you transform,” she laughed. “If you're not naked when it
happens you'll rip your new bra and panties to shreds!” She
shrugged. “And who knows if the restriction around your crotch will
keep your cock from growing back to full size or not...”

Troy quickly started unzipping his hoodie.
He had it and the sweatpants off as dusk became dark, and fumbled
with his bra as the stars started coming out. His skin was hot,
flushed, his heart was hammering in his chest, and his cock-

“Oh god, I'm hard!” he whined, finally
getting his bra off and, blushing, slipping his panties down his
slim legs. He was- he was rock hard!

“Do we have time for a quickie?”
Cheyenne laughed. “One more time with that cute little heart-shaped
ass-”

Troy gasped as Cheyenne pinched his butt.
“Stop that!”

She rose and pulled the trembling, nude boi
to her. “I'm going to miss this little face so much-” She was
kissing him, hard, running her hands all up and down his nude body,
making him shiver and moan and then Troy felt it happening.

“Get away- get away!” he yelled,
pushing back and clutching his suddenly pounding head.

Just as before, the change happened
quickly.

His long brunette curls disappeared
into dust, leaving only close-cropped hair. His shoulders grew,
stretching like he was being pulled on a rack, until, with a crack,
they were wide and muscled again. The skin on his chest felt too
tight, like his breasts were pulling into his ribs, and they did
one at a time, imploding and becoming masculine pecs with a
loud pop-pop.

His legs got longer, the skin on them
burning as new hairs burst forth all over, his feet became normal
sized again and finally, waiting just long enough after all the
other changes that Troy was worried it wouldn't happen, his hard
erection strained, getting wider and longer as if being pushed from
the inside. It grew and grew, returning back to its full, four
inches.

Troy fell to his knees in relief, holding
his normal sized cock and balls.

“Oh god, thank god!”

Cheyenne gave him a moment, then draped a
towel around the sweaty boy.

“Back to normal,” she sighed, then
kissed his cheek. “Until next weekend.”

 


***

 


When Troy staggered back to his dorm room
for the first time in two days (still wearing Cheyenne's over-sized
hoodie and sweatpants- he wasn't going to bring any of his girly
clothes into the boys' dorm to be discovered!) he found his three
roommates totally nude, sitting cross-legged on the floor with red
faces and stiff erections as they played cards with a fully dressed
and smiling eighteen-year-old Asian girl.

“We're playing strip poker!” the hall
monitor laughed. “But since the boys don't have anything left to
bet-” she said, grinning at the blushing boys- “we're playing for
spankies! I'm up by a hundred so far!”

Troy gulped as he spotted the ping-pong
paddle sitting next to her on the carpet, and the red butts that
Alphonso, Billy and John were trying to protect, by sitting on
their feet.

“Wanna deal in?” she
giggled.

Troy swallowed as he stripped in the
hallway, as she required. “I'll pass. I've had a long weekend.”

“You know you can stay here on the
weekends,” the girl giggled at him. “Mrs. Parker told me to make an
exception to my rules for you-”

“No that's okay!” Troy blurted
out. The
more she talked about it, the more his roommates would find
out! “I'm
just really tired- I need to get to sleep!”

“Yeah, I guess I should be getting
back too,” the girl laughed, stretching as she stood up. “I've
absorbed enough affinity from you little dicks to ace my Powers 101
class tomorrow!” She collected her paddle and the cards and looked
at her watch. “Aww, and it's 7:05, too! You little dicks just
missed stroking hour; I guess you'll have to hold it until
morning!”

“But it was YOUR idea to play strip
poker for the last hour!” Billy cried, his stiff cock bouncing as
he jumped to his feet.

“So?”

“You told us we HAD to
play!”

“Awww, doesn't it suck that I get to
make all the rules and you have to follow them?” the girl giggled
as she skipped to the door. “No touching those little dicks until
morning, losers, or I'll come back here and give you
another
100 paddles- this
time, for free!”

Troy's three roommates groaned as each
headed to their own bed, blue-balled, erect, and with stinging red
butts. Only Troy was soft. After nine orgasms in two days, he
didn't think he could get it up without magic if he tried!

“And where have YOU been for the last
two days?” Billy demanded, rubbing his butt as he laid on his bed.
“She's been making us do stuff like this all weekend!”

Troy gulped as he laid down nude on his own
bed. It still felt strange, being in a male body again. “I, uh,
spent the weekend at Cheyenne's.”

“Must be nice,” John griped, putting a
large ice pack on his butt and a smaller one on his balls. “What
did you guys do?”

“Nothing!” How could he possibly explain what he
had just been through?

“Well that's just great!” Billy said,
taking one of the ice packs from John and putting it on his own
throbbing erection. “The three of us get humiliated all weekend,
but Troy just stays at his girlfriend's and takes the easy way
out!”

 


***
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CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


Jessica smiled when she saw Wesley
stretching on the far side of her Self Defense class, then outright
grinned when he looked away the moment he spotted her.

“Oh god, Amber- he can't even look at
me!” she laughed, stretching her legs. “And he was such a cocky boy
a week ago!”

“Well you did beat him pretty hard in
that sex fight,” her friend giggled, stretching as well. “And
you've still got that video to hang over his head.”

Both girls were barefoot but wearing their
tight pink and gray singlets again, ones made from tight spandex
that barely covered their butts but covered all of their cleavage.
The other girls in the large wrestling room wore the same outfits
as they warmed up their muscles, but the boys on the other side of
the mat were just wearing the thin, blue SPU shorts and nothing
else.

There was a tension in the air because the
girls knew they were going to wrestle the boys again, and with the
coaching of their experienced teacher, Miss Trish, pin them and
make them sprout unwilling erections, hopefully both at the same
time. And the scholarship boys knew it too.

Jessica pulled a foot to her butt, balancing
on one leg. “Hey Amber, watch this,” she whispered, then called
out. “Hey Wesley! Come here!”

The boy jumped, then looked around, like he
hoped the teacher would intervene. But Miss Trish was just warming
up herself, stretching her tight body.

“I said come here,
freshman!”

There was no 'Please' or 'Would you?' and no
mistaking the tone of her voice was a command, just like you would
give to a dog.

The girls around Jessica giggled as the
blushing boy trotted all the way across the mat without protest.
Jessica still felt like a stuffed sausage in her stupid pink and
gray singlet compared to all the other girls- Amber somehow looked
hot in hers- but she didn't care because she had something all the
other girls didn't: an obedient boy following her orders! And it
was all due to sex fighting!

He got closer and spoke quietly. “Um, what
do you want?”

He couldn't even meet her eyes, he was
blushing so hard!

“My feet are still sore from how hard
I kicked your ass Friday night,” Jessica laughed, sitting down and
raising one nude foot towards the boy. “Rub them for me before
class?”

“Here? In front of
everyone!”

“You know, I showed our video to my
friend Amber here,” she giggled, watching his face get even redder.
“And she loved it! Should I give her the secret link so she can
watch it any time she wants?”

The boy gulped, looked at the smaller
redhead who was just smiling back at him, and then sunk to his
knees and picked up her bare foot.

“Mmmm, good boy,” Jessica said,
rubbing the blushing boy's hair as he massaged her foot in front of
an amazed class. “You're good at this!”

“After this are you going to delete
that video?” he whispered at her, as the other girls in class
giggled quietly to each other, wondering what Jessica had over him.
“You have to!”

“Yeah Jess, it's not fair to be mean
to a boy forever,” Amber said, but still smiled, watching the boy work on
her friend's foot.

Jessica just handed the boy her other foot
and giggled. “Maaaaaaaaaybe. If you do one more little thing for
me.”

“What?!”

She giggled. She hadn't expected him to say
yes- this was like mind control! Jessica looked around the room. “I
want you to... go over and tell Miss Trish you'd really like to be
nude in class again! Just like you were last Monday!”

The Freshman looked up in shock. “No! Not
again!”

“The class is just twenty girls,”
Jessica laughed. “I've got two hundred Sex Fight Club lovers as
Twitter followers already, but I know one little video which might
get me over a thousand...”

The boy collapsed back onto his butt,
stunned. “I can't! That will be so-”

“-much fun for the girls in class,”
Jessica finished. “You're nicely built, got a nice package, and I
bet it will get nice and hard when you start wrestling, since I
Looped off your orgasms all weekend after you lost. Even when you
tried to think about me.”

The boy blushed even harder at that!

Jessica giggled. “Yeah, a nude Wesley for
today's class. Wouldn't that be fun, Amber?”

The redhead laughed behind her hand.
“I mean, it wouldn't be bad.”

Jessica grinned, watching the horrible
indecision playing out across the boy's face. “Go convince our
teacher that you like to wrestle nude and I promise I'll delete
that video before I email it to anyone ever.”

The boy had no words and no choice. The
blush on his face spread down his face to his neck and chest as he
staggered off on shaky legs to go talk to their wrestling
teacher.

As soon as he was out of earshot, Jessica
grabbed Amber's arm. “I can't believe he's doing it!”

“Wouldn't you, if he had made that
video of you?”

“No way! I've got more pride
than-”

“Miss Appleton? A word
please?”

Jessica jumped at the commanding female
voice calling out from behind her, then turned to see Headmistress
Parker standing in the hallway outside the wrestling room, still on
the tile floor so she wouldn't have to take off her high heels.

“You better hurry Jess,” Amber
whispered. “She looks mad.”

The taller teen gulped and trotted over to
see the leader of their school. Being barefoot on a wrestling mat
while the regal woman was still in high heels on the tile made
Jessica just feel even smaller!

“Yes ma'am?”

“You know, I may not be as
technologically savvy as some of you girls, but I do have some
Twitter alerts set up. So I was greatly surprised when I saw #SPUsexfights
trending this weekend, since I never remembered authorizing such an
activity to take place inside a campus facility.”

Jessica swallowed. “Um, well, ma'am, that
was just-”

“An unauthorized club taking place
inside an SPU facility without approval of any SPU faculty,
organized by you for the sole purpose of letting students settle
disputes by fighting to the first

orgasm, with a very high chance of
injury?”

Jessica's palms started to
sweat. Was
she in trouble? It was just sex! Or was it the fighting part that
was the problem? Or was the Headmistress just doing that thing where she
pretended to be mad before letting the student know they had really
done the right thing all along? Dumbledore had done that to Harry Potter,
like five times...

“I'm sorry ma'am- it was just a little
game we were playing!”

“A little game that resulted in one
freshman being forced into making a very comprising video of
himself, that was threatened to be sent to his parents, which I
will remind you, pay part of his tuition to attend this school? How
would they feel about a little game possibly ruining his future
work chances? And how would you feel if you had been on the losing side of such a bet
Freshman year?”

Oh shart, she was definitely in
trouble.

“No ma'am, not good at all
ma'am!”

“As it stands, I cannot allow such a
club to continue operating on the SPU campus without approval.
Especially when reputation-destroying videos are the
result.”

Jessica groaned inwardly. She had just found
something that completed her! Something she was good at, something
to fill the hole inside her, and now it had to end!

“Yes ma'am,” she sighed.

“However...” the older woman added,
looking at the girl, “do you know how many petitions my office gets
every week, asking me to mediate some student dispute or another?
'This female student keeps blocking my orgasms', or 'This male
student keeps thinking about me when he masturbates'.
Tens
of them, Miss
Appleton. Every week.”

Ms. Parker tilted her head. “And
since SPU has no student court system, it would be
very
helpful to have
some alternative way to settle these student disputes without a lot
of paperwork for the front office. So consider this the
official
approval for your
sex fight club to continue operating, if you agree that the condition of losing
will not be making humiliating videos which could end up on-line
afterwards.”

Jessica groaned. She HAD been Dumbledore'd!
“Yes ma'am! Of course ma'am!”

The older woman made a small, precise change
to her posture, and somehow Jessica felt that they were talking
more casually now. “It was quite a struggle, to get the boy to
agree to let you film him that way?”

How did the Headmistress even know what was
on the video?

“I have spies everywhere, Miss
Appleton,” Ms. Parker laughed, shocking the girl even more. “But it
was a struggle, was it not, getting him to agree to be your slave
for one hour after he lost?”

Jessica gulped. “Yes ma'am! We had to
threaten him with like, everything!”

The Headmistress reached into her blazer
pocket. “Try these then, dear. They're from the SPU Labs, still
quite experimental, but ready for field testing.”

What Ms. Parker had pulled from her pocket
was a shiny gold cock ring, sized for a considerable girth, and a
smooth, gold butt plug made from the same shiny metal, with a
jeweled end which would be visible when the plug was inserted. Both
were heavy in Jessica's hand. The girl was blushing, from just
holding a cock ring and a butt plug in front of her
Headmistress!

“Um, how will these um help,
ma'am?”

“They are a mixture of Sex Magic and
technology,” the older woman explained. “SPU Labs has been making
great strides in that area. And they are paired- when you knock the
ring and plug together gently- they activate.” She used Jessica's
hands to tap the devices lightly together, and both grew warm in
Jessica's grip!

They also gave off a low vibration, like a
truck rumbling past on the street.

“Now both will lock on whomever wears
them next,” she continued. “And whichever wearer orgasms first, the
device of the loser will force them to follow the commands of the
winner for the next 24 hours.” She winked at the shocked girl. “You
shouldn't have any trouble getting the losers to pay their bets
now.”

Jessica didn't have the words.
Things like this
existed? And
someone at SPU was making them? When her rational mind kicked in
again, the only thing she could say was, “Twenty-four hours,
ma'am?”

“Yes,” the Headmistress laughed. “One
hour is hardly enough to teach some student a lesson. If you're
going to sex fight, it should be for real stakes.” She raised an eyebrow at the girl. “I
assume that all the winners of your fights have been female so
far?”

“Yes ma'am! The boys, once they get
inside us, well, they really can't control themselves!” she
giggled. “There was one goth girl last Friday who almost lost
because she let herself get, um, kissed between her legs a lot at
the start of the match, but then she started, um, 69'ing the boy
and he didn't stand a chance!”

“Good,” the Headmistress laughed. “You
know that while I believe in human rights, I also believe that
females need to assert their special rights over men, magic users or no. That is why I
keep that old fashioned wooden paddle on the wall of my office, to
remind me to put horny boys in their place without using Powers now and again. Make sure
you train your female fighters well, so they can do the
same?”

Jessica's heart was racing. “Yes ma'am!”

“Oh, and Loop your boys off before
fighting. Professor Trish shouldn't have to clean up stains like
that.”

“Sorry ma'am, that was my boy! I got
so excited before my first fight, I sort of, um totally forgot to
Loop him! It won't happen again!”

Both women turned at the female gasps and
laughter behind Jessica. Wesley had apparently convinced the
professor of his case- she was sliding his shorts down his legs and
folding them away to leave him standing in the middle of class
fully nude!

“Yes, you seem to have things under
control so far,” the Headmistress laughed. She turned on her heels,
the conversation apparently over, but spoke as she was walking
away. “And move your fights to Saturday night instead of Friday
night, please? The cheerleaders are performing at a volleyball game
Saturday night which means Nurse Hannah will be around until
midnight, in case any of your participants need to be 'tended'
to?”

Jessica saluted the retreating Headmistress
as she left.

“I will ma'am! Thank you for this
opportunity ma'am! You can count on me!”

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


Troy walked around the SPU campus Monday
afternoon, unsure of how to feel.

On the one hand- he was back in his male
body! He kept touching his hard pecs or thighs surreptitiously all
morning just to make sure they were real- he felt like he had been
in female form forever!

On the other hand, being fully male again
meant going back to classes. First there was Self Defense for Boys,
sucking on a magical dildo totem which transferred the feel of his
own mouth to his cock as his smiling teacher went over the 'finer'
points of giving blow-jobs to a room of blushing straight boys!
After that Troy had his usual stint in Figure Drawing, standing
totally alone and exposed in front of a room of twenty giggling
girls sketching his nude and hairless body. But at least his penis
didn't erect as the art girls smiled or winked at him for once, not
after what he had been through over the weekend.

But on the third hand... Troy had dressed
and rushed to Sierra's room first thing this morning, as ordered,
to get the 'seven-sided orgasm block' put on him by the seven best
Powers users on the cheerleading squad. Sierra and the other six
girls had pointed slim fingers at his clothed crotch as one, said
the words and made the motions as one, locking together to make a
spell much more powerful than they could ever do alone.

They were the same with their dance
routine, each girl's bounce or thrust perfectly timed to make the
overall effect greater. They were like a machine, Troy thought, watching them dance on
video to memorize their routine. A sexy, precise, powerful machine.
You couldn't watch
their perfect kicks and tumbles and not see them any other way. And
Troy was slowly becoming a part of that.

On the weekends, anyway.

So would he rather have that, or be a full
male on the SPU campus alone? To be teased and giggled at by more
girls like Melina?

Oh god, Melina...

Troy grit his teeth and walked into
his Econ class, and of course the only seat was near the Indian
girl again. Didn't they have the budget to get some more chairs in
here?

He had barely been seated five seconds
before he heard her haughty voice behind him.

“So I saw you strutting around with
the cheerleaders this weekend.”

Troy almost shot back an insult, but
caught himself at the last moment. The point of this was to hide his double
identity! “No you didn't.”

“Yes I did,” the Indian girl laughed.
“You were at the top of the pyramid, doing those stupid little
poses and letting them toss you up in the air. And then you walked
out of the locker room with a whole pack of them!”

“You need to get your eyes checked,”
Troy said, trying to act casual as he got out his notebook and
pencils. “That was a girl half my size. That's our new flyer,
Lexi.”

“Lexi? That's dumb, even for a
cheerleader name,” Melina laughed. “And how come I've never seen
her before?”

“She's from out of state.”

“Uh-huh. You know what I
think?”

“Don't care.”

How much did she suspect?

“I think,” Melina laughed, “that it
was you up there at the top of that stupid pyramid this weekend.
And coming out of the girls locker room. And walking around in that
sissy wig and dress. And you're just too much of a wimp to admit
it!”

Troy turned and looked right a her.
“You're right. A wig and a dress made me, a five foot ten guy, lose
ten inches and eighty pounds of weight and get a whole different
face and body. Great thinking, genius.” His only hope was to get her angry
and defensive!

“Well I don't know- some sort of
transformation spell then!”

“A transformation spell?” Troy
laughed. “Do they even teach those to students here?”

“No, but-”

“So you're saying that the
cheerleaders have decoded a spell that even you can't do and they
cast it perfectly without messing up? You're saying that
they're that much smarter than you are?”

“Of course not! I just saw that new
girl with them and you're always with them so it has to
be-”

Troy sighed with relief when the
tele-present teacher came on the video screen.

“Whatever. At least I can tell boys
and girls apart- apparently you can't.”

Melina huffed in anger behind him as the
teacher started her lecture, then whispered into his ear just a few
seconds later.

“Oh yeah? Well at least
I'm
not the one who's
going to have another ruined orgasm and run out of this classroom
crying like a girl.”

And then Troy felt her phantom feathers
tickling his balls again!

But after his exhausting weekend, his cock
barely stirred at the stimulation. And even if she managed to get
him hard, Sierra had said the seven-sided orgasm block was one of
the most powerful in existence- there was no way someone like
Melina had enough stored affinity to break that! Troy actually
laughed as he felt her Powers try to arouse him, but caused no more
than a minor nuisance.

“What's going on?” she demanded. “You
were so easy before!”

“Sorry, that's apparently just one
more thing you're going to fail at today- being hot enough to turn
me on.”

“We'll see about that!” she hissed
under her breath.

The phantom feathers and fingers on his
privates tried again, harder, but Troy grinned as he felt her
Powers start to fade away.

“Not enough stored affinity to do
anything to me?” he said, taking notes. “Not surprising. What kind
of boys would masturbate while thinking about you
anyway?”

There was a sharp squeak of indignation
behind him, but then her teases faded away completely, and Troy was
able to listen to an entire Economics lecture in peace.

 


***

 


Maddie and Carrie groaned about having to
lift the new, heavier Troy over their heads for the pyramid, but
Sierra just told them to suck it up.

“Don't worry, he'll be lighter for
Saturday's performance,” she added, then put her hand palm first
towards the swaying, struggling boy. “And with his full complement
of boy parts generating lust he should be easier for my Powers
to...” She sighed and lowered her hand. “Flyer, you let your
girlfriend drain you silly again Saturday night, didn't
you?”

Troy was blushing as the girls below him
snickered. “Um, yes cheer captain!”

“How many times since Saturday's
practice?”

“Um, three!” Troy gulped. “No-
four!”

“OMG they're humping like bunnies,”
Maddie giggled, even as her arms started to shake.

“They're pegging like bunnies,” Carrie corrected. “His
girlfriend is a strap-on queen. That's what I've heard,
anyway.”

“That's hot,” Maddie said while
looking up at his butt, making Troy blush even harder.

Sierra sighed. “Alright, put him down. He's
not going to get hard enough for me to fly him with my Powers.” The
two bases grunted in relief and set Troy down. “But he will be, by
the end of the week, right Flyer?”

Troy gulped, nodding. “Yes cheer
captain!” He
was usually hard enough to drive nails after a week of orgasm
denial...

“Because we really have to practice
that final flip which ends the routine. Maddie and Carrie have to
throw you, you do a full 360 in the air, and you come right back
down onto their hands in a a Scorpion pose. You have to be really
hard in your panties so I can Float you a little as you come back
down- and we've barely practiced it!”

“I'm sorry Cheer Captain! I'll
probably be ready by, um, at least Wednesday, I think!”

The tall blond shook her head, then made a
round-up motion with a raised finger, and all the squad girls
gathered around her. “Okay girls, since we can't use our flyer
today, ground work only! The whole routine, tumbling and
everything, on repeat, until we're all sweating!”

The girls groaned as she started the
music.

 


***

 


Troy was sweating, everywhere, when practice finally
ended.

But at least I don't yell “Whoo-hoo!”
any more when our cheer music starts, he fumed. Amber's mind control spell finally
seems to be fading, thank god!

He could still feel remnants of her
succubi post-hypnotic suggestions every now and then, putting a
little girlish sway in the way he danced, or making him want to
blow cute kisses to the crowd. Or the way he licked his lips when he saw
a big, hard cock!

Or was that a lingering result of the
transformation spell? Or from being around girly cheerleaders all
the time? Things were getting so confusing!

“Hey,” Sierra said, jogging up to
him. How
could she still jog after all that? “I wanted to tell you, your dancing has
improved even from Saturday. Even if you're not a cute-as-a-button
boi anymore.”

Troy's face flushed a little again.
“Thanks.”

“I mean, you're not as sexy like this,
but you've got the moves in the right order. In fact, you're
picking it up faster than I would have predicted.”

“I, ah, well, I've been watching
videos of what you girls did last year,” Troy admitted. “It's not
exactly the same but it helps me learn.”

“Ah,” she laughed. “The fan videos?
Filmed from the crowd? Usually zooming in our butts?”

Troy blushed a little. “Yeah. There's a lot
of them.”

“Have you seen the one where Jenni
forgot her panties and flashed the crowd?”

Troy sat up straighter. “Did that
happen?”

“You'll have to watch them all to find
out,” Sierra laughed. “Good. I like a little above and beyond from
my Flyer. You should be the hardest working girl on the team,
except for the captain.” She wiped her sweating face, then nodded
towards the Women's locker room. “The girls are going to take
shower to clean up after practice; why don't you join
us?”

Troy forgot to breathe. “But, you just said-
I'm not in girly form anymore!”

She laughed. “Yeah, but I still invited you,
didn't I?”

Troy gulped and picked up his gym bag, and
followed her into forbidden territory again.

 


***

 


It was definitely different, being here
fully male.

The girls were a little quieter, wrapping
towels around themselves instead of walking around fully nude, or
undressing in the next row of benches. Only Sierra acted like she
did before.

“What's wrong?” she asked, shucking
her shirt, bra, then shorts and panties, right in front of
him.

“Nothing!” Troy cried, looking away.
She had been standing there nude as confidently as if she was
wearing an evening dress!

“Am I going to have to get some girls
to strip you again?” she laughed, yanking playfully on his
shorts.

“No! I can do it!”

“Then do it, shy girl. I'll be waiting
for you in the showers.”

And Troy could only stare at her beautiful
backside as his nude captain confidently walked away.

A minute later Troy was padding into the
wide open showers, a towel wrapped around his waist. His cheer
captain was the only other one in the room.

“Right there,” Sierra said, nodding at
the running shower head next to her. “I've already got it up to
temp.”

She had needed to nod since both her hands
were busy shampooing her hair, making her breasts dance right
before Troy's eyes!

“Um, okay!”

Troy took a breath and did it- pulled off
his towel to be totally nude in the girl's shower, his soft cock
and balls swinging between his legs for anyone to see! He quickly
ducked under the spray and turned to face the wall, trying to cover
himself as much as he could.

But Sierra was already leaning forward to
check him out. “Turn around so I can see what you've got?”

“What?!”

“You've already seen me,” she laughed,
standing there with her trimmed pussy pointing right at him. “And
I'm the one making sure you aren't going to split your head open on
Saturday. I want to see what we're working with now.”

Troy's heart accelerated, but he took a
breath and turned, trying to casually soap himself while his bare
penis and balls dangled in front of her.

Sierra stood with her soapy hands on
her hips. Oh
god, those delicate hands of hers, covered in soap... Would she use
them to cup his balls and weight them? Or would she slide them
along his shaft, to feel what he looked like fully hard
and-

“That's you fully male?” she laughed.
“I kind of thought you'd be bigger.”

Troy gasped and covered his soft bits again.
“It's the transformation spell! I don't think it's completely worn
off yet!”

Sierra smirked, now lathering her tits and
stomach. “Sure it hasn't.”

Troy quickly turned away as her soapy
fingers ran over her champagne-glass breasts. She was still washing
herself as nonchalantly as if Troy was just another girl!

“Oh go ahead and look,” the nude girl
laughed. “It's weirder when you don't.”

Troy nodded, then turned half towards the
blond-haired girl again. She was like a Californian surfer girl,
mixed with a gym bunny, with the confidence of an actress! And the
way the water lingered on her curves-

“Just don't be a perv about
it.”

Troy gulped and pulled his gaze away from
her pussy, trying to act as casual even while his heart pounded in
his chest. “Okay.”

As if she had given some secret signal, the
other cheerleaders now started entering the showers too, pulling
towels off their nude bodies as if it was just another day.

Perfect teamwork, again?

Soon Troy didn't have to constantly worry
where his gaze was pointing because there was a showing nude girl
in every direction. He tried not to stare at any one too long.

“You know, it's weird,” Sierra
laughed, washing her calves. Troy forced himself not to look
between her legs as she bent over! “I know it's the same male brain
inside there as it was this weekend. But between cute little Lexi
and you, there's just so more... hunger in your gaze now, you know what I
mean?”

Troy swallowed. “Definitely!”

Being totally nude, surrounded on all sides
by nude girls happily washing themselves, their breasts bouncing as
they laughed, every pussy except Sierra's shaved totally bald, some
of the girls going up on tiptoes to get closer to the water,
arching their backs as they soaked up the heat- Troy felt himself
finally getting hard again!

“So there is some life left in the
little guy,” Sierra laughed, looking at his cock.

“Sorry!”

“No, go ahead and get stiff; we need
you nice and horny this weekend if I'm going to fly
you.”

Troy blushed and nodded- this was such a
weird situation! “Is that why you invited me in here?”

The girl shrugged. “You were sweaty, you
needed to get clean. And sometimes we talk strategy in the shower.”
She laughed as she saw Troy's eyes find Maddie two showerheads
away, the busty girl was soaping up her full tits, swirling her
hands around them, over and over again...

Sierra knocked Troy's hand away just as it
started drifting towards his mostly hard cock. “Don't make it
weird.”

“Sorry!”

The captain grinned at the blushing boy.
“We're still your teammates, after all.”

Now Troy was ten shades of red as he let his
hard dick just bounce untouched, in the air. “I... I'll control it!
Sorry!”

“I miss little Lexi,” Maddie pouted,
covering her breasts with her hands but leaving her pussy bare.
“She never would have done that in front of us!”

“Well, we're all learning,” Sierra
laughed. “Troy, why don't you do that on your own time, okay?”

He was so embarrassed, with his dick bobbing
in the air! “Yes cheer captain- I'm sorry!”

“No prob,” she laughed, starting to
wash her chest again. “In fact, why don't you go see your
girlfriend tonight? With that seven-sided orgasm block, she can peg
your butt all night and you won't get any relief.”

Troy's face burned as some of the nearest
girls whistled at him- he all knew exactly what they were
picturing!

“I'd rather just, um stay home I
think!”

“You think staying home and
masturbating is somehow more manly than seeing your girlfriend and having
loving sex?” the blond laughed. “Even if it's up your
butt?”

“I mean, I don't know...”

“Like you totally don't have to go all
the way with her,” Maddie giggled, still covering her tits with one
arm. “You could just go over and just do some heavy
petting.”

“What are they, in seventh grade?”
Carrie laughed. She was a tall brunette with pert A cup breasts but
incredible legs. Just like everyone else on the squad, she was
washing her nude body just feet from where Troy stood. “Dry
humping,” she told Troy. “That's where it's at.”

“Dry humping does always makes me
hornier,” Maddie agreed.

Troy swallowed, his dick hard but his face
still red. “With Cheyenne, kissing more than a few seconds, or
touching her or ... heavy petting, we're only doing that for a
minute before she's ripping off my clothes and getting out her
strap-on!”

Maddie was bouncing up and down, her
beautiful breasts now free because both hands were covering her
mouth.

“OMG!” she laughed. “You guys are so
in love!”

 


***

 


Heavy petting, Troy reminded himself outside
Cheyenne's door. Just some heavy petting to get you hornier- nothing
more!

He exhaled, then knocked.

No answer at first.

Then a sleepy “Come in...”

Opening the door, the room was dark, the
shades pulled.

“Have you been sleeping all day?” Troy
asked, stepping inside.

“Just the last six hours or so,”
Cheyenne yawned, stretching as she sat up. Her blanket slid off to
reveal she was topless in bed, possibly more.

Looking at his girlfriend's full,
pert tits, Troy groaned- they were past heavy petting already!

And her breasts looked different too;
rounder, more feminine, and even more erotic than before! “What
happened?” he demanded. “Why were you sleeping just now?”
What was going
on?

The black-haired amazon giggled.
“Well, I couldn't stop thinking about how cute you looked this
weekend. About how much fun it was to fuck your little body. About
how much I wished I had a real dick to feel your insides...”

Troy took a step back. “Oh no...”

“So I took a little red
pill...”

“Cheyenne, no!”

The muscular girl smiled and pulled the
blanket off her lower body.

Yes, she was totally nude in bed.

And yes, between her strong, hairless, very
feminine legs hung a long, thick, futanari penis. Troy gasped as
she stood up- it swung like a pendulum! It was as long as any of
her dildos! And it was still soft!

“NO!”

“Think about how horny I'll be by Friday night baby,” she
laughed, stepping towards him as her new cock grew. “Oh god, I'll
probably fuck you right in half-”

“NO!” Troy screamed, running out of
her room as fast as he could.

 


***

 


“She went futa for you?!” Maddie
squealed in the girls showers the next day. “That's so
romantic!”

“No it's not!” Troy cried. He had been
through his first orgasm-less night and second punishing
cheerleading practice of the week, but that's not why he was mad.
“She just did it so she could feel me from the inside, with a real
penis!”

“If you could take a pill to make your
dick thicker and longer and make sex more pleasurable, wouldn't you
do it?” Sierra laughed, turning her body in the spray. Just like
yesterday, she was totally nude in front of him, and
unashamed.

“That's not the same!”

“She probably won't last long,” Carrie
said. The tall girl washed her pert A-cup breasts. “Futa girls go
back to normal if they make themselves cum by their own hand.
That's how the spell works.”

“And she'll get horny faster, too,”
another nude girl added. “Futarani make more cum than you
do.”

“So much more cum,” Maddie giggled. “Like
three or four times the normal amount.”

Troy's asshole clenched. “I don't want to
think about that!”

“It sure looks like you do,” the
big-breasted girl giggled, pointedly dropping her eyes towards
Troy's cock.

He was stiff in front of all of them.

“That's not from thinking about my
girlfriend's dick!” he protested.

“Well, on the plus side,” Sierra
laughed, checking out Troy's bobbing erection too, “at least you're
getting hornier. By tomorrow you might be ready to fly.”

 


***

 


But Cheyenne was getting hornier faster.

He managed to avoid her Tuesday night but
Wednesday she caught him coming out of the cafeteria after
lunch.

“Why aren't you returning my
calls?”

“Because all the messages you're
leaving are about how badly you need your dick sucked!” Troy said,
trying to walk around her. She was close to having him cornered
against a wall.

“I do, baby, I do! I thought I could
wait until Friday night, until you changed, but...” Cheyenne moaned
and grabbed the crotch of her jeans. Jeans that had a sizable bulge in
them! “...I
can't! I really need to feel your mouth on me! Please?”

Troy tried to get around her. “Cheyenne,
no!”

“Come on! I know what you're
practicing in that Self Defense class of yours- you're sucking
cock! What's the difference?”

He finally squeezed between her and the
wall, shuddering as her hard bulge rubbed against his hip. “Because
your dick is alive! And you'll probably cum down my throat!”

She grabbed his arm, stroking the front of
Troy's thin scholarship shorts. “I won't baby, I promise. I'll pull
out when I get close.”

“Right!” Troy grunted. But after two
and a half days of not cumming, he was quickly getting stiff in her
hand!

She pressed closer, her new, bigger boobs
pressing against his arm. “Come on baby- I don't even know what it
feels like! What's it like, Troy, having your dick sucked by a hot
eager little mouth?”

He thought back to the only real blow-job he
had ever gotten- from Amber! “It's.. it's the best!”

“And when you let loose and blast off
right into her mouth and she swallows it all? What's that
like?”

He swallowed. Amber had done that too! “It's
heaven.”

“Then let me feel that, just once
before I lose my dick! I can't keep myself from masturbating
forever!”

Troy groaned- her fingers were making him
leak onto the front of his shorts!

“Please,” she begged. “Don't you
remember what it's like to be super horny and not able to cum? What
would you have given to get a happy, fast blow-job from your
girlfriend those days?”

Troy pulled his arm out of her grip with
more strength than he thought he had.

“I don't know!” he shot back, walking
off. “My girlfriend never gave me any!”

 


***

 


Of course he was late to Economics class and
of course Melina noticed the tiny wet spot on the front of his
shorts.

“Coming from slut practice,
cheerleader?”

“Coming from homely practice,
nerd?”

“That's it!” she said thrusting her
hand out at Troy before he even sat down. “I can sense you're
hornier now- get ready to dribble into your shorts!”

Troy gasped as her Powers hit him- this was
as bad as the first day she had ever done this- his balls were
about as full then!

But he forced himself to laugh. “Go
ahead and waste your affinity on me,” he said, stumbling into his
seat as his cock got magically stroked. “The cheerleaders put an
orgasm block on me so powerful someone like you will never break
it, even if you try all class! And then you'll be the one left drained- of
magic!”

Melina considered this for a moment,
scowled, and the silky hands and feathers tickling his balls
disappeared as he sat down.

“I still know that was you with the
cheerleaders this weekend,” she hissed. “Everyone in the cafeteria
said your girlfriend was the one who introduced that new girl Lexi
around that day at lunch- and she was kissing on the new girl just
like she does you!”

What was she doing, interviewing
everyone on campus to try and find out his secret?
“That was just some
girl Cheyenne knows.”

“That she was kissing like a lover?”
Melina demanded. “And you don't care at all?”

“Nope. She can kiss whoever she
wants.”

“You're such a liar!” The Indian girl
leaned forward and hissed in his ear as the professor came on the
TV. “I'm going to figure out what's going on with you, boy toy.
Somehow!”

“You need a hobby,
bookworm.”

“I've got one, slut.”

“Uggo.”

“WHORE!”

And for the first time ever, it was Melina
who got the stern talking to from the tele-present Economics
teacher.

 


***

 


The cheerleading girls were hugging each
other, jumping up and down for joy. While totally naked and shiny
in the shower.

“Now that's more of what we need,”
Sierra chuckled, washing her shoulder. But she wasn't looking at
the frolicking girls; she was looking down at Troy's hard,
twitching cock.

Every vein was popped out; the head was
purple, his dick was angry, having been denied for three days now.
And with the celebrating nude girls all around him, their shiny wet
butts bouncing as they jumped for joy; he wanted to touch himself
so badly- but he couldn't!

“You did good out there today,” Sierra
said. “You landed that 360 flip like a champ. You do that again at
the end of the routine Saturday and we'll be fine.”

“FINE?” Maddie laughed. She was
hugging Carrie, her nude breasts sliding against the other girl's
smaller ones as they jumped. Troy groaned, only catching himself
from stroking at the last second. “We'll be better than
fine, Sierra! Did you see the height he got when we threw him!
The way he hung in the air when you floated him with Powers? His
perfect landing on our hands- if he does that all season long,
we'll win the state championships!”

Troy gasped as Maddie let go of Carrie to
hug him instead. “State cheerleading champions!” she squealed,
jumping up and down while holding him.

Her big, soapy breasts slid up and down
against his chest; her soapy thigh slid against his aching dick,
pressing it, grinding it, slipping it between her wet, slippery
legs-

“Maddie!” Troy cried.
“Watch
out!”

“Ooops- sorry!” she giggled, stepping
back. “I don't think you got in.”

“I hope not!” Troy said,
blushing.

“No boinking within the squad,” Sierra
chuckled, as all the other girls laughed.

Now Maddie was blushing too, going back to
her own showerhead. “I miss having Lexi around- her little clitty
wouldn't have had a chance to get in me!”

“It will be nice seeing her again,”
Sierra said, smirking at the angry look in Troy's eyes. “She'll be
even easier to throw and look even better on top of the pyramid.”
Then Sierra raised her voice. “But don't get too excited yet
girls.”

The girls stopped celebrating to look at
their captain.

“Doing a
Reynold's-360-Flip-into-a-Scorpion in practice is one thing,” she
said. “But doing it in public, in competition, is something totally
different.” Now she was looking at Troy. “There's going to be five
hundred, maybe even a thousand people in the field house on
Saturday. Moving around, yelling things to us, trying to get your
attention. Most rookies get so distracted they forget where they're
supposed to line up half the time.”

Troy swallowed.

“And the crowd is going to get louder
and louder as our routine goes on; you might not even be able to
hear the music sometimes. But at the very end of our routine, right
before Maddie and Carrie throw you, the place is going to go dead
silent. Because they'll all be watching you. Seeing if you land
that jump or not.”

Troy's stomach started to feel cold.

“And even if they won't admit it, half
of them want to see you miss and crack your head open on the
hardwood. But if you do a Reynold's 360 and land it...” She grinned
and shook her head. “...the roar of the crowd will shake your
bones. The best feeling in the world.”

“The best,” Carrie agreed.

“Better than an orgasm!” Maddie added.
“Well,” she giggled, “some of them, anyway.”

The butterflies in Troy's stomach had
hatched. “This Reynold's 360 thing you've been having me
practice... is it hard?”

Maddie had two hands washing her hair,
making her breasts dance before his eyes. “It's only one of the
hardest stunts there is!”

Troy felt like he was going to throw up! “So
how am I supposed to land it?”

“The same way you did today,” Sierra
laughed. Then she surprised the boy by reaching out and flicking
his twitching hard-on with her middle finger. “Using your secret
weapon.”

 


***

 


Cheyenne sent him ten text messages
Wednesday night, and twenty on Thursday.

PLEASE BABY.

I NEED TO SEE YOU. XOXO.

JUST SUCK THE TIP? I PROMISE I WON'T CUM IN
YOUR FACE.

Troy ignored them, got his meals at odd
times and took weird paths to his classes, just to make sure he
didn't run in to Cheyenne accidentally.

Wednesday night he masturbated thinking
about Maddie's curvy body sliding against his in the shower until
his hall monitor caught him. Thursday morning he woke up to find
himself humping his mattress.

“Jeez, someone needs to rub one out,” Billy laughed,
getting out of bed with morning wood as well. The nude boy grabbed
a towel and ran to the doors. “Race you to the showers!”

Troy declined the offer.

But his fears only grew as the week
went on. He
was so horny he was humping mattresses now; would he be able to
resist Cheyenne AFTER he transformed again Friday night?
He remembered how
hard and how often he had cum last weekend, from just her
strap-on.

And was it even worth resisting?

“Maddie?” he gulped, in the showers
Thursday afternoon.

“Yeah?”

The girl was soaping her bubble
butt. God,
how Troy wanted to just grab her hips and pump his dick between
those wet, inviting cheeks...

He coughed and looked up. “What's it
like?”

“What?”

Troy blushed as he whispered. “Sucking futa
cock?”

The girl excitedly turned to him, her eyes
shining as she looked down to see his bouncing erection. “Are you
going to give your girlfriend a blow-job?!”

At least she had the sense to whisper
that!

Troy blushed even harder. “I don't know!
I've just... never... have you? With a futanari?”

“Oh yeah,” she giggled. “More than
once.” She giggled and lowered her voice even more.
“So
much
cum.”

“So what do you do?”

“Swallow fast,” she giggled. “And
breathe through your nose!”

Troy couldn't even believe he was asking
this! “But what's it like... at the start? Putting a dick in your
mouth?”

“It's hot, like temperature hot.
Futa's are warmer than normal humans, especially down there. And
they seem to get harder than most guys. Like, their dicks are
really throbbing and angry.” She shrugged. “Other than that it's
just like having a normal boy's dick in your mouth.”

“Well I don't know what THAT'S like
either!”

The girl giggled, lifting one foot behind
her like a flamingo, to soap her sole and between her toes. “Well
you're still going to, right? She's still your girlfriend, after
all.”

Troy shook his head. “I don't know!”

“You really should,” Carrie said from
two showers down, making Troy blush. “Just because she's going
through a little life change doesn't mean she deserves any less
lovin'!”

“Yeah but he told her he didn't want
her to go futa,” said a slim Korean cheerleader four showerheads
away. “Maybe he only wants her strap-on up his butt, not the real
thing.”

Troy blushed even harder.
Did EVERYONE know
what they had been talking about?

Maddie grabbed his arm. “That reminds me-
never let a futa put it up your butt!”

Troy's eyes got big. “Why not?”

“They get really aggressive once
they're in,” Carrie answered. “Like, really aggressive.”

“I told you their bodies run hotter
than normal humans,” Maddie said. “And a butt hole is even warmer
inside than, you know, the front hole,” she giggled, pointing at
her pussy. “So once they get in there, it feels so much better to
them- they almost can't control themselves!”

“Yeah, but he doesn't have a front
hole,” Jenni said. “So he's got to give up the butt. Unless he's
going to just blow her all weekend.”

“They'll have to pump his stomach if
he does,” Carrie laughed. “Too much cum.”

Maddie had a frown on her face, like
she was facing a riddle with no answer. “Yeah, that
would
be too much cum. I
guess you'll have to let her in your butt.”

“But you just said she'd go crazy if I
did!” Troy cried. He remembered how much stronger Cheyenne was than
him, when he was in female form. And going futa made girls even
stronger! “She'll tear me in half!”

“But she loves you,” Maddie said, touching his arm.
“She'll go slow, for love.”

“And use lots of lube,” Carrie
said.

“And use lots of lube,” Maddie giggled. “For
love.”

Troy shook his head. “No way! I'm not doing
it- any of it!”

But the girls were all laughing, because
Troy's cock was aggressively, painfully, rock hard.

 


***

 


Troy tried not to hyper-ventilate, walking
down the hallway of the girls' dorm to Cheyenne's room Friday
night.

Since his conversation with Maddie
yesterday, he had kept a bottle of lube in his backpack all the
time, just in case he ran into his girlfriend when she was too
horny for him to fight off. But now it was Friday afternoon and the
sun was going down!

He couldn't transform in his own
room, not unless he wanted all his roommates to see him as a girl!
He couldn't do it in some abandoned classroom, because after the
change he'd be trapped there naked with no clothes that fit! Troy
didn't want to do it in Cheyenne's room, there was no telling how she
would react to seeing Lexi again, but all the girly clothes he
needed for the weekend were in there, including his cheer
gear.

And he didn't have a choice anymore- the sun
was setting!

Emergency bottle of lube in hand, Troy
urgently knocked on his girlfriend's door.

She answered after a long minute, wearing
sweatpants and a baggy shirt. She was half hard under her
sweats.

“I was wondering when you would show
up,” she laughed.

Troy gulped. He could feel his head starting
to pound, his pulse starting to race, his scalp tingling.
“Cheyenne, please! Can I come in?”

“You ignore my texts all week and now
you want sanctuary? Maybe I'll just let you transform in the
hallway, huh?”

“Cheyenne!”

“Oh alright, you know I can't stay mad
at your cute little ass.” She kissed him on the cheek and let the
sweating boy inside, closing the door behind him.

“Oh god, it's starting!” Troy gasped,
starting to rip his clothes off. He looked outside- a slim band of
the sun was still visible above the horizon. “It's happening
earlier this time! It's not even all the way dark yet!”

“I'm not complaining,” Cheyenne
laughed, sitting on her bed to watch. Almost unconsciously, her
hand started to stroke her growing cock through her sweatpants.
“I've been waiting for this all week!”

“Oh god,” Troy panted, watching her
thick member grow as he took off his shoes, socks, shirt and
pants. Why
did he just lick his lips? “Please,” he begged, sliding his boxer briefs off
his trembling body, “don't fuck me as soon as I turn!”

She laughed, still stroking. “No
promises.”

He moaned. He was fully hard, his cock
sticking out in front of him! “Cheyenne, no! I need to keep from
cumming tonight and the cheerleaders said because of how futa
temperatures are, once you get in my butt you'll-AHHHRHH!”

This time, the change was even more
sudden.

Collapsing to his hands and knees, the nude
boy whimpered as magic changed him into a cute, sexy, feminine form
again, moaning as his scalp burned while his hair grew, his chest
stretched as jiggling breasts sprang to life with two audible pops,
his bones cracked and shrunk, his feet became small and cute, and
at the very end, a magical force crushed his full balls, making
them smaller as it shrunk his cock, even while he was still fully
hard!

Oh god- his dick was even smaller than last
time! NO!

The transformation left Troy panting and
lying on the carpet, and as the nude boy looked up, he saw Cheyenne
undressing too.

“Holy fuck you look SO fuckable right
now.”

Troy squealed as she came towards him, his
voice two registers higher than it was ten seconds ago, and covered
his butt with both hands. “No! Please! I can't be walking
bow-legged at our game tomorrow! And I can't cum!”

“I'll go slow,” she laughed, coming
closer.

But looking at how angry and throbbing her
huge dick was, Troy knew she was lying! “How about just oral?!”

She was standing over him now, her futa cock
ten inches long and pulsing. “Honey, man can't live off of oral
alone.”

“Just to start!” he begged. Troy got
onto his knees in the most demure posture he could think of, feet
tucked under his butt, and pulled his long curly hair back to
expose his breasts. “Please?” he asked, licking his lips in what he
hoped was a sexy way. He had to protect his ass! “You wanted to know what a real
blow-job felt like- let me show you!”

Cheyenne was breathing through her nose like
a bull. A bull in the shape of a nude female goddess, the futa
magic adding sexy curves to her muscled frame to make her one of
the most beautiful women Troy had ever seen. With a pulsing,
ten-inch cock.

She loomed over him a second more, then said
“Okay- but make it quick!”

Troy blushed- why did he feel so relieved,
only having to suck a dick?

He quickly reached out and circled his
fingers around the base of her cock, as his Self Defense teacher
Professor Henderson had taught him, so that he could control her
thrusts and keep from being choked. Her futa dick was steel hard
and hot, just like Maddie had said, and it took both hands to
encircle it!

“Oh god,” Cheyenne hissed. “That feels
really good!”

'Really good'? he thought. From just two hands around the
base of her cock?

Troy suddenly realized- this was probably
the first time anyone besides her had touched Cheyenne's dick. And
she probably hadn't dared touch herself too long either, for fear
of masturbating and losing it. He was most likely giving Cheyenne
her first penile pleasure ever- she was as sensitive as a backed-up
virgin!

A plan began forming in Troy's mind...

Before he could second guess himself, Troy
scooted forward on his knees and wrapped his lips around Cheyenne's
thick cockhead, licking and swirling his tongue just like he had
learned in class.

“OH FUCK! Oh wow...”

He was doing it- he had a real live dick in
his mouth! It was so throbbing, so hard-

Troy blushed; between his legs, his
little dick was hard as well! And his dick wasn't just hard, it was
clenched like a fist, a tightness at the core of his being that
made his entire body ache! He shouldn't get hard sucking cock, this was so
humiliating!

But he had to remember his plan...

The blushing boy gave his girlfriend a few
more generous swirls of his tongue, then suddenly stopped.

“What's wrong?! Keep doing
that!”

“I'm kind of cold,” the nude boi
whined, hugging himself. “Can I put on some clothes?”

“No!” she barked, pushing his head
back towards her cock. “Keep sucking!”

The kneeling boy let his lips touch
her shaft a few more times as she pushed, but didn't lick like he
did before. “Please? Maybe just a pair of panties? And a sexy bra?”
He licked her fully, just once, then stopped again. “And then I'll
be comfy enough to do this for a long time- I promise!”

She growled, but nodded. “Fine- hurry
up!”

Troy rushed over to the duffle bag of girly
clothes he kept in her room and threw on a pair of blue French-cut
panties and matching push up bra that Cheyenne had bought for him
at the most expensive store then raced back to kneel in front of
her. But as he did, he pulled the duffle bag a few steps
closer.

Now he was dressed enough to make a run for
it.

And his bag of clothes was close enough to
grab if he bolted for the door.

But Cheyenne was still between him and the
hallway...

He fell to licking his girlfriend's massive
dick again, his slim fingers around the thick, throbbing base. He
focused mainly on teasing her tip, and when she tried to thrust
deeper, his fingers around the base stopped her. Troy blushed even
harder; Mrs. Henderson had really known what she was talking
about!

Another few licks of her throbbing
cock- oh god
why was he still hard in his panties, this was so
humiliating- and he stopped again. “Cheyenne?”

“What now?!”

“Can we move to the bed? This is hard
on my knees!”

“No! Just finish me here!”

Remembering how Maddie did it, Troy
batted his new, long eyelashes as her. “Please? This really hurts
my knees! I can suck you so much better in bed.” Between each sentence he gave her
long, loving licks of her cock- her legs were practically
shaking!

“Fine! Sure! Whatever!”

Troy watched in amazement as his
normally domineering girlfriend turned and ran to her bed like an
eager puppy. She would do anything he wanted, just as long as he kept
sucking!

Troy had never, in his life, felt more like
a hot girl than he did right then.

He did a sexy strut, one the cheerleaders
had taught him, as he walked over to kneel between her legs
again.

She was sitting on the edge of her bed, no
longer between him and the door.

And now he had his duffle bag right next to
him.

There was just one more thing he
needed...

He fell onto her towering cock again,
moaning as he gave her hot, eager sucks. She was dripping into his
mouth- he could taste it! After another few licks, Cheyenne was
tossing her head side to side, her thighs quivering. That's when
Troy stopped licking again. “Am I doing it okay?”

“Yeah, it's fucking
awesome!”

“So you like it?” he giggled.
God, had he really
giggled while sucking a dick?

“Yes! Just keep doing
that!”

But Troy didn't keep doing it. In fact, he
purposely sucked Cheyenne's cock in a way he knew from personal
experience would only frustrate her. He even let his teeth scrape
her shaft a few times. The moment Troy felt her hand touch the back
of his head, he stopped the blow-job.

“Don't push my head down!”

“I wasn't!” Cheyenne said, taking her
hand away.

“Yes you were- I felt it!” Troy said,
letting a little shriek creep into his voice. “That's really
disrespectful! You just said I was doing it right!”

“I'm sorry babe. Just keep
going-”

“Was I doing it right or
not?”

“Yeah you were,” Cheyenne panted, her
dick pulsing, desperate. “I won't do it again, I
promise.”

“Sit on your hands.”

“What?” she demanded.

“I want to take my time with you,” Troy giggled.
God, the giggling
again- why did it feel so natural? “My blow-job class told me to do a long,
steady build up so you can have the biggest explosion ever!” He
gave her a quick lick. “Please? It's my first blow-job too- I want
to do it right!” Face burning, he gave her a few slow head bobs,
taking her length inside his throat, something he hadn't done until
now. “If you sit on your hands... I promise I'll
swallow!”

This was getting out of control- why did
just he say that?

And why did the thought make his mouth water
and his insides go all squishy?

But Cheyenne just nodded and sat on her
hands, to Troy's amazement.

He was now between her and the door.

She was sitting on her hands, distracted by
his mouth, much less able to grab him if he bolted.

And he had all the clothes he needed for the
weekend, including his cheerleading gear, in a bag right next to
him.

He could leave right now, he thought,
kissing her dick.

He could leave right now, he thought,
sucking.

So why wasn't he?

Troy moaned as his cotton panties rubbed the
head of his little dick, then again as his moans made Cheyenne's
huge cock tremble in his mouth.

“Oh fuck I'm going to cum so hard down
your mouth,” she gasped. “Right in your fucking mouth.”

And then he remembered what Maddie had
said.

So much cum.

Like, three or four times the normal
amount.

Right in his fucking mouth.

Troy panicked and tried to pull off her
dick. Cheyenne panicked and grabbed the back of his head. Troy
could feel it coming, her impossibly massive load that was sure to
drown him, so he did the only thing he could think of.

He slapped a hand into her futanari
balls.

Cheyenne howled and let him go. Troy pulled
his mouth off her shaft right as he could feel her contractions
starting and dove for the door, grabbing his duffle bag as he
did.

Opening the door to the hallway, Troy dared
a look back.

Cheyenne was sitting at the edge of her bed,
every muscle tight as a bowstring. Her fists were gripping her bed
sheet with white knuckles. Her muscular legs were trembling,
touching the floor only with her toes. Her back was arched, her
teeth were clenched. And she was praying.

“No GOD please please god no please
please-”

And then the dam broke.

Her massive, six day, futanari load spurted
from her dick as it wobbled freely in the air, without anyone or
anything touching her most pleasurable spots. And she was unable to
do a thing about it.

Her head snapped towards Troy even as her
huge cock kept weakly spurting white cum all over her tits, legs
and stomach in an unending dribbling fountain. “YOU FUCKING-”

Troy ran.

 


***

 



CHAPTER SIX

 


 


“You ruined her orgasm?” Maddie laughed, putting a
blanket around Troy's shoulders. “Why the heck did you do
that?!”

“I panicked!” Troy cried, pulling the
blanket tighter. He was still in his bra and panties, having run
the three flights of stairs up to Sierra and Maddie's dorm room in
record time. He could practically hear Cheyenne tearing up the
stairs now! “Please- don't let her kill me!”

“I've got a double deadbolt on a steel
door,” Sierra laughed, leaning against it. “Pervs are always trying
to get into cheerleaders' rooms. She'll need a battering
ram.”

“She's got one!” Troy
gulped.

“Not anymore,” Maddie giggled. “She's
probably still busy cleaning futa cum off her face, her hair, her
tits, her legs, her carpet...” The girl giggled and shook her head.
“So much cum.”

“You should have just swallowed,”
Sierra said.

“Well she shouldn't have put her hands
on the back of poor Lexi's head!” Maddie said, putting a protective
arm around Troy. “That's scary for any girl, and it was Lexi's
first blow-job, poor thing!” She giggled as she petted the long,
shiny curls spilling from Troy's head again. “Good to have you
back, by the way.”

Troy blushed, then looked at Sierra.
“Please- can I stay here tonight? She'll probably go to my dorm
room first, then look for me in the cafeteria, then... I don't
know!”

“Did you ever tell her where Maddie
and I live?”

He gulped, trying to think. “No, cheer
captain!”

The blond girl sighed. “Okay. But you
shouldn't sleep in those; they look more expensive than my prom
dress.”

Troy looked down at the designer
bra-and-panty set he was wearing and gulped. “Yeah, um, Cheyenne
bought these for me.”

Maddie was on her knees, looking
through Troy's duffle bag for any sleep clothes but only finding
more fragile, expensive underwear. “Holy cow. Maybe you
should
have
swallowed!”

“That's not funny!”

“He can wear one of my old
sleepshirts,” Sierra said, walking to her dresser.

That's when Troy looked to notice that she
was already wearing a thin sleepshirt, the hem stopping just below
the curve of her firm ass. Was she wearing panties or was she nude
under there? Did girls wear panties under sleepshirts?

“Yay- sleepover with Lexi!” Maddie
cheered, hugging the now smaller boy. Maddie was wearing a cute
sleepshirt too, and Troy's eyes bugged out when he felt her bare
naked pussy slide against his thigh as she enthusiastically hugged
him. “She can sleep in my bed!”

“As long as you two actually get
some sleep,” Sierra said, standing in front of Troy holding an extra
shirt. She wagged her finger. “Up.”

Troy blushed and stood, letting the girls
strip his feminine undies off him before sliding an equally
feminine sleepshirt down over his nude arms. It came down almost to
his knees- he felt like such a little girl!

“Come on Lexi, come to bed!” Maddie
giggled, pulling the boy into her pink-sheeted, pink-blanketed bed.
“We have so much to talk about!”

“Go to sleep you two,” Sierra laughed,
sliding back under her own covers without Troy seeing if she was
wearing panties or not, then turning off the light. “We've got a
big day tomorrow.”

Troy gulped as Maddie pulled him very close
in the dark. She smelled so girly, like bubble gum and hand cream
and her soft, nude legs wrapped around his, sliding against his own
smooth skin, making his heart race! Her big, round tits mashed
right against his face as she held the back of his head, petting
his hair like a loving big sister.

“Okay we'll talk tomorrow,” Maddie
giggled, pulling Troy even closer. His sleepshirt had ridden up and
his little dick was riding right against her thigh now, smearing
pre-cum against her skin! “We can talk in the shower and while I do
her nails again and oh I should probably help her shave and lotion
up tomorrow so she'll look shiny for all the people who- Lexi!” she
cried, reaching down to touch the wet spot on her thigh. “Are you
gooing on me?!”

Troy was squirming, his need unbelievable.
“I'm sorry! I haven't cum in seven days!”

“Well it's the night before our big
show- you're not cumming now!”

“He's still got the seven-sided orgasm
block on him,” Sierra said, her voice a little sleepier. “It's not
as strong as it was Monday, and he's a lot hornier too, but it will
still hold against anything except really strong magic.” She
chuckled. “You won't set him off with a little
cuddling.”

“Well good,” Maddie said, wiping her
pre-cum covered fingers off on Troy's own ass then pulling him
close again. “Just go to sleep then, Lexi- there's no way you could
cum now, even if you wanted to!” Her soft lips kissed the corner of
his mouth as she giggled and got comfy. “'Night, Lexi!”

Troy shivered, his dick raging, his balls
aching, unsure how he could possibly make it through the night
without touching himself! “'Night, Maddie.”

 


***

 


The first time Troy touched himself that
night, Maddie just giggled and pulled his hands away from his cock,
still half-asleep. But the second time both she and Sierra woke up
and stripped Troy nude, to use his sleepshirt to tie his hands to
each other and then to Maddie's bedpost.

“I can't believe you Lexi,” she
scolded, wrapping her body around his again, this time a big spoon
to his nude little spoon. “Trying to take advantage of me like
that!” She slid her hand down the boy's front and used her fingers
to give his blue balls a half-hard slap. “We're just friends! Bad
boi!”

Troy hissed through his teeth, but
Sierra just yawned and laughed from the other bed. “Go to sleep you
two. Or you'll both get a spanking from me.”

Maddie squirmed, getting comfy again. “Okay.
I guess I forgive you Lexi. But don't let it happen again.” And
then she started to go to sleep, her huge breasts pressed right
against Troy's back, leaving him tied up with a crushingly painful
hard-on.

 


***

 


In the morning Troy woke up with a
nude Maddie draped around him- she had gotten hot in the middle of
the night and taken off her sleepshirt too- and with a
desperate
need to
pee.

The girls ignored his pleas to untie him as
they went about their morning routine, checking their phones in
bed, until Sierra realized something.

“Oh that's right; he's got a
girl-sized bladder now too. But he drank enough fluids at dinner
last night for a man-sized body. We better untie him before he wets
himself!”

The blushing Troy did almost that, but as
soon as he returned from the bathroom the girls started their
gameday routine.

First was forcing a big protein shake down
his throat. “To make sure you don't get hungry before the game,”
Sierra laughed, tipping his glass up so he would swallow
faster.

Then came a long shower to
clean everything. Troy whined as Maddie scrubbed his face with beauty soap
once, twice, then three times, but the bigger girl wouldn't let him
cut corners. “You don't want any clogged pores, Lexi!”

She did the same to his feet, his armpits,
and his breasts, which made the girls laugh as his dick erected
fiercely again.

After the shower was lotioning of their
bodies, every inch, and the girls laughing again as Troy got erect
just from watching them rub white lotion into their own feet, then
again when Maddie did Sierra's legs, then again when Sierra did
Maddie's ass. And then the girls decided Troy was taking too
long.

“You are so adorable,” Sierra laughed
as the boy squirmed, standing nude in front of her with his hands
clasped high above his head, unable to move on threat of spanking.
Maddie was lotioning his ass, getting deep inside the crack, while
Sierra was doing his shoulders, armpits and breasts. The boy moaned
and squirmed on his cute bare feet every time Sierra's fingers
brushed over his stiff, aching nipples.

“I'm trying not to hit my orgasm
block!” he told her, squirming again. “It really hurts when guys do
that!”

“No girl's ever cum from just having
her nipples played with,” Sierra laughed, doing a pass over his
breasts again.

“Ahhh!”

“My cousin Trisha knew a girl that did
once,” Maddie said, her slick fingers rubbing cream into Troy's ass
over and over again, her fingers brushing his asshole and
balls.

“Ahhhh!”

“No she didn't.”

“She did!”

The girls' hands were nothing but
businesslike, not playful at all, but somehow that just made it
more humiliating as Troy approached orgasm, trapped between two
shiny nude girls!

“Please! I'm getting
close!”

“I told you you can't cum from just
having your nipples played with,” Sierra laughed, putting lotion on
his sides. “And besides, you've still got the seven sided block on
you.”

“But it gets weaker every day! And I'm
hornier!”

“It's still strong enough to hold
you.”

“But how do you-”

“Maddie- double team!”

Troy cried out in panic as Maddie squirted a
shot of lotion deep into his butt crack and started rubbing her
fingers up and down, right over his aching rear hole! And then
Sierra shot a squirt right onto his erect dick/clit and started
rubbing him hard from the front!

He howled as he was sandwiched from both
sides, three slick female bodies rubbing against each other, their
fingers working over his sensitive spots until he yelled. The force
of his blocked orgasm took him to tiptoes, his dick clenching, his
balls pulling up, the cum shooting through his pipes but getting
blocked by magic right at the last moment to reverse direction and
shoot right back down into his balls with more force than they had
left.

He yelled and trembled, and the girls caught
him before he fell, his cum still safe inside his aching balls.

“I told you the block would hold,”
Sierra laughed, squirting more lotion onto her hands and continuing
to rub his trembling thighs like nothing at all had
happened.

After that the girls were all business
again, letting Troy put on panties, bra, and his cheer uniform as
they did the same, then Maddie doing Troy's nails, make-up and hair
like before, even down to the pink ribbons. They met up with the
rest of the squad for lunch- protein shakes again- and then it was
out to see the tailgaters, pom-poms in hand.

“Shake those floggers, girls!” Sierra
commanded as they headed into the parking lot of parked RVs,
cookouts and SPU flags. “Get this crowd riled up!”

The girls did, leading chants, laughing with
fans and posing in pictures, moving steadily towards the stadium
the whole time. Troy was mostly unsure of what to do and stayed in
the background of the group as the girls flirted with fans, even
female ones, but one time one of the middle-aged dads asked for a
picture with Troy and while Maddie was taking the shot the man
slipped a hand under his short cheer skirt and cupped Troy's
panty-clad ass!

Troy was so flustered he didn't even tell
Maddie until later, when they were all heading into the stadium
right before the game.

“That's great, Lexi!” she said, giving
him a big hug.

“No, it's not!” he said, fighting her
off. “I'm a boy!”

“But he thought you were a girl!” she laughed. “A girl
with a butt sexy enough to risk having a whole squad of Powers
users really, really mad at him!” The squad went into the locker
room.

“If he had done that to me I would
have Powers squeezed his balls into dust,” Carrie said, opening her
locker.

“I would have Looped off his orgasms
until next month,” Jenni laughed, opening hers.

“I would have laughed and
grabbed his crotch and taken a second picture,” Maddie said. “And then
told him to cheer extra hard at the game today!”

“That's why you have hundreds of
creepy old men stroking off to old tailgating pictures of you,”
Sierra said, opening her locker as well.

Maddie just shrugged. “A girl's got to get
her affinity somehow.”

But Troy was pacing the locker room,
cringing at the chants and stomps coming from the crowd outside
their door. They were yelling “CHEERLEADERS! CHEERLEADERS!” as they stamped their feet on
the bleachers, demanding the girls they had seen in the parking lot
come out and entertain them before the game.

“Oh god, they're really loud!” he
gulped.

“Yeah, they get that way sometimes,”
Maddie laughed.

“And they think I'm a
girl!”

“Totes do.”

“They're all going to look at me...
like a sex object!”

“Yep.”

He was breathing faster now. “They're going
to be watching me all game, and there's hundreds of them out
there!”

“A thousand, more likely,” Maddie
said, opening her locker and pulling the paddle out.

“Oh god!”

“Maybe a thousand and a
half.”

“Oh GOD!”

“Maddie, cut that out,” Sierra said,
pulling out her paddle as well. “He's having a panic attack, and
you're not helping.”

The girl laughed. “I've got my paddle out,
don't I?”

Troy's head snapped around and he saw that
yes, all the other cheerleaders had pulled ping-pong paddles out of
their lockers. “What's going on?!” he gasped. He was getting
lightheaded from the lack of air!

“Your body's having a fight or flight
response,” Sierra said slowly, “as you realize the cute little
routine that you've been practicing in private for the last few
weeks is now something you have to do in public, in front of
hundreds of people, in a tiny skirt, while they all stare right at
you. And you only have one chance to get it right. It's like stage
fright. All rookie cheerleaders get it.”

Troy was breathing fast and shallow now. It
was like there wasn't enough air in the room! “What do I do?!”

“Some girls try to grit through it,”
Sierra said, as all the girls lined up behind her, holding their
paddles. “But that usually just leads to making a mistake and even
worse nerves the next time. So we had to invent a way for rookies
to get their mind off things, their first time out.”

“Bend over that bench rookie!” Carrie
cried, and all the other girls cheered and raised their paddles
too.

“No, please!”

“You can do it, or we can just wait
until you pass out to drape you over that bench anyway,” Sierra
said. “Stage fright is always worst for Flyers.”

Troy wobbled. He was seeing spots! But he
couldn't-

Sierra's hand was comforting, catching Troy
before he fell. But it was also irresistible, guiding his hands to
grab the bench that ran between lockers. Then pushing his head
down. Then flipping up his short pink and gray skirt.

Troy jumped when he felt her pull his wide
cheer panties into just a thin thong between his cheeks. “No!” He
could feel the air on his bare ass!

“Welcome to the team,” Sierra laughed,
and then gave Troy three hard, fast spanks to his left butt
cheek.

Troy cried out. The paddle felt like it was
setting his ass on fire!

“Welcome to the team!” Maddie laughed,
doing the same to his right.

“AHhhh!” She hadn't held back
either!

“Welcome to the team,” Carrie laughed,
spanking his left cheek as Sierra stepped out of the way. She hit
as hard as a professional baseball player!

“Welcome to the team,” Jenni giggled,
starting even before Carrie had finished.

“No! No more!”

“Everyone on the team gets a go,”
Sierra laughed. “And then I get to go again. Because I'm the
captain.”

“No!”

But the next paddle was already falling on
his ass. “Welcome to the team!”

He yelled in pain. He had to be bloody and
bruised back there! “Please! No more-”

Sierra and Maddie grabbed Troy's hands when
he tried to get up. “Relax rookie!” Sierra said. “And remember to
breathe!”

But breathing was the last thing on his mind
as the other girls each gave him three hard spanks to his bare ass.
After three more girls he was squirming. After five he was hopping,
begging. After ten girls he was wailing, tears running down his
face.

“No more! No more!”

“Breathe, rookie!”

Even though he was seeing spots again, Troy
did force himself to breathe.

And the spots went away.

When the next girl started on his ass, Troy
held his breath again.

“Breathe, rookie!”

He did and the pain got a little easier to
handle. But just a little.

By the time all the girls had gone and
Carrie took Sierra's place holding Troy's hands down, he was
begging, hopping on his toes, shaking his butt side to side and
crying, all at once. “No!”

“Just ten more hard ones,” Sierra
laughed. “And you'll forget all about what you were having stage
fright about.”

“NO!” He couldn't take ten
more! He
would die!

But Sierra didn't hold back. If anything,
she hit harder and faster than the other girls, her paddle landing
perfectly on Troy's soft, upturned cheeks, alternating sides.

Troy wailed, he cried, but as she was going,
damn it if he didn't forget all about the chanting crowd and their
hungry eyes. After ten spanks Sierra pulled his panties back into
place and helped him stand as the girls let him go.

“Feel better?” she laughed, smoothing
his skirt back down into place. “You don't have those jittery
nerves anymore, I bet.”

Troy was still breathing fast. But now they
were deep, full breaths.

And the room felt full of air.

He sniffled, wiping his nose. “No!”

“It's not sub-space, but it's a little
bit in that direction,” she laughed, taking his hand away and
dabbing a clean tissue across his running nose. “Nerves become
calm. Adrenaline becomes endorphins. That's why SPU Cheer rookies
don't mess up. And besides,” she laughed, keeping his hands from
rubbing his butt, “now you're officially on the team.”

“What?” he sniffled.

“Even if you bomb tonight, I won't
make Headmistress Parker pull your scholarship. We'll find a place
for you on the squad.”

And just like that, Troy's nerves collapsed.
“Oh god, thank you-”

“Maddie, take care of his make up
before he smears it,” Sierra laughed, stepping away to pick up her
pom-poms. “And make sure he gets out there on time. Girls, pick up
those floggers- let's go warm up that crowd!”

“Yes cheer captain!”

As the other girls trotted off after their
captain, ponytails bouncing, Troy's eyes got big. “My butt!” he
cried, chasing his tail. “It must be black and blue-”

Maddie used two hands on his shoulders to
make Troy face her instead. “It's nice and pink, just like the edge
of your skirt,” she giggled, touching up his makeup.

He still tried to look behind him. “It can't
be! I felt like I was dying-”

She pulled his chin forward again. “What did
Sierra tell you? You're tougher than you think.”

Troy gulped and held still as she re-did his
lips and eyelashes.

“But... dark pink against my pale
skin... they'll still be able to tell I was just spanked, when my
skirt flips up sometimes!”

“Yeah,” Maddie giggled, re-arranging
his hair. “But that just turns them on more. My rookie game, we had
to do a routine where I had to bend over at the crowd and wiggle my
butt a lot,” she laughed. “There was almost a riot.”

She put away her make-up case and handed the
blushing boy his pom-poms.

“You look perfect, Lexi! Take another
few minutes to calm down and I'll come back and get you okay? And
then we'll all do our first routine together!”

As she skipped out of the locker room, Troy
finally turned to the mirror and saw nothing but a perfect cute
little cheerleader with ribbons in her hair, a blushing face and a
pink, freshly spanked butt peeking out from around her panties. He
gulped.

“Okay.”

 


***

 



CHAPTER SEVEN

 


 


Jessica gulped at the size of the crowd in
the wrestling room.

“Gia, there's like three times as many
people here as last time!” she hissed to her friend. “How did so
many people find out about this?!”

“Some from Twitter, some from
Snapchat,” the Italian girl laughed, tossing her long black hair.
“Mainly Snapchat.”

“It's like, too many people,” Jessica
gulped, starting to sweat. “All these people are going to be
watching me... have sex?”

“And watching your opponent crumble
beneath you in a quivering, humiliating orgasm,” Gia laughed. “More
people makes it more exciting, mia bella.”

“I'm not so sure about
that!”

“Have you seen my tall, dark, stranger
yet?” Gia asked, smoothing the shaking girl's hair. “If he shows
up, I must fight him, I told you that.”

“No, I haven't!” Jessica said,
thankful to have something to do. “Is he really that
hot?”

“He was a storm cloud breaking on a
mountain. Very beautiful. But not as beautiful as you,” she
laughed, pulling a little on the belt from Jessica's
robe.

Unlike last week, she and Gia had only worn
thick, fluffy bathrobes to the sex fight club. Gia said that cut
down on underwear lines when they eventually got naked, making them
hotter and more able to defeat their opponents.

“Gia!” Jessica gasped, pulling her
robe closed again.

“You will have to let your beauty out
sometime,
mia bella.”

“Okay okay,” Jessica laughed,
blushing. “Just let me announce the rules to everyone and then we
can-”

“This is a sex fight club?!” some
shrill-voiced girl was saying. “It's so plain! I bet I could beat any fighter in this
place without even trying!”

Gia frowned. “Who is that harpy?”

But Jessica just sighed. “I know who that
is.”

Miranda St. Claire stepped into the middle
of the gathered crowd, which parted to let the fashion model
through. She was a tall, thin, poised blond who might have been
pretty, if she wasn't so damned... stuck up.

“Yes, I said it! I could beat any sex
fighter in this dump!” she laughed, looking at the men cringing
from her gaze. “I know all you boys touch yourselves all the time,
thinking about my last photo shoot! I bet none of you could even
last five minutes against me! I'll take on the best fighter
here!”

“Oh, this bitch is mine,” Jessica
growled, walking towards the center of the mat herself.

“No one?” Miranda was laughing at the
still crowd. “No one dares take on the highest paid fashion model
in-” She stopped when she saw Jessica standing before her. “Go
away, poor girl. I was challenging the boys here to a fight they
can't-”

“The first rule of Sex Fight Club is:
fighters don't wear clothes!” Jessica announced, dropping the robe
off her body in one smooth motion.

“What are you doing-”

“The second rule of Sex Fight Club
is,” Jessica said, loud enough for the back rows to hear, “no
punching, kicking or scratching. But slaps to the butt or to a bony
stuck-up model's ass are perfectly okay.”

The crowd had fallen silent, watching the
athletic teen stare down Miranda, who was in denial about what was
happening.

“No! I'm not going to fight
some-”

“And the last rule of Sex Fight Club is: the first one
to cum is the slave of the other! For one whole day!”

The crowd cheered the change from one hour
to one day, and Jessica remembered the set of magical gold slave
devices Headmistress Parker had given her earlier. Then realized
they weren't going to work for this fight.

Not unless this bony bitch grows a cock in
the next minute to put a ring on.

She pointed at the bony bitch in question.
“Strip, bitch. You've been challenged to a Sex Fight!”

“No! I was going to fight a
man,
not some poor,
trailer park-”

But Jessica knew how to get under her skin.
“You mean you're going to run out of here with your tail between
your legs just ten seconds after yelling about how you're the best?
Is that what rich little Daddy's girls do when things get
tough?”

Gia was at her side by now. “You are getting
good at the taunting phase,” she laughed into Jessica ear.

“No, just at the pissed-off
phase.”

“Good! Anger in a sex fight adds
spice.”

Then I'm going to feed this bitch one super
spicy pussy.

“Fine!” Miranda was saying, taking off
her expensive clothes, even though her hands shook. “If that's what
I need to do to prove myself, I guess that's what I'll need to
do-”

Gia had pulled Jessica aside. “I wish
you had let me train you before, mia bella. Sex fights between two women are long,
brutal, and very exhausting.”

“Just give me tips on how to
win!”

Gia looked over her shoulder. “You cannot
trap her by playing coy and letting her cock into you, like we do
with the boys.”

“No duh.”

Miranda was still mouthing off to the crowd
as she undid her bra, trying to build up her own confidence. “She
is scared,” Gia noted. “Unsure of herself.”

“Yeah. So?”

Gia licked her fingers then suddenly slipped
them between Jessica's legs, making the nude girl gasp. “Get wet.
Get very wet,” she said, rubbing the shocked girl's pussy in a soft
but very erotic way.

“Gia!”

“Get your nipples hard,” the girl
said, using her other hand to pull at Jessica's exposed breasts,
making the girl blush. “Let her see how turned on you are to fight
her! Let her feel your wetness from the very first second, and she
will spread her legs and accept your dominance! She is a submissive
girl- be her alpha and you will own her!”

“You better be right,” Jessica gulped,
shuddering and using her friend's shoulder for balance as Gia's
fingers worked slow, insistent magic on her pussy lips. “You've got
me dripping already!”

“I am right. I know sex fighting,” Gia laughed, then
bent down to suck on one of Jessica's nipples, right in front of
the crowd! Some of the boys cheered. The Italian girl looked up as
Jessica shuddered and got even wetter on her hand. She grinned at
the shaking girl. “Or maybe I just want to see my
mia bella
cumming with her
legs spread wide? You would be so beautiful when you are cumming, I
bet.”

“Gia! Stop joking around!” With
effort, Jessica pushed her friend away and looked
around.

She was totally naked, in the middle of a
crowd of nearly a hundred people! Just feeling their eyes all over
on her exposed body was making her heart race again, and now she
was freely leaking down her thighs from Gia actions. “This is
crazy,” she muttered to herself.

Just like her first fight, when Wesley had
found her g-spot and started pounding away at it, Jessica felt fear
in her stomach.

“Gia! I don't know I can beat her! She
hates me!” Jessica squirmed, rubbing her thighs together. “And
you've got me halfway to cumming already!”

“Go, mia bella,” the Italian laughed, pushing her
towards Miranda. “Dominate her with your sexiness!”

Jessica took a deep breath and walked up to
her rival, who was nude now too. Unlike Gia, Miranda's corner girl
only helped by holding her clothes off the ground, so the model was
bone dry down there. She gasped as she saw the wetness glistening
from Jessica's center.

“What is that?!”

“That's how eager I am to get this
going,” Jessica growled, faking confidence she didn't
have.

Miranda's eyes got so huge Jessica almost
laughed.

“Oh god, are you some sort of lesbian
or something-”

“When she slaps you the fight begins!”
Gia yelled, playing the part of referee again.

Jessica slapped Miranda before she could
think.

Unlike her fight with Wesley, this time
Jessica was the one that tackled her opponent to the ground. The
thin model struggled but Jessica was stronger and much more
trained, quickly positioning so that she was straddling Miranda's
body, their pussies pressed together.

Miranda gasped as she felt Jessica's copious
wetness started to slide against her clit back and forth, like a
machine.

“Not wet yet?” Jessica laughed in the
shocked girl's face. “Don't worry- I have enough for
both
of us!”

“Oh god, help- she's one of those
crazy lesbians-” Miranda was yelling, trying to squirm
away.

“No one leaves until someone cums!”
Gia laughed, making the crowd roar. She made room around the
fighters to keep the crowd back.

Jessica laughed as all of Miranda's
struggles just served to rub her pussy harder against her own. She
threw one of the girl's long legs over her shoulder and held both
of Miranda's hands to the mat, as she started grinding, grinding,
grinding. Gia had said this would be a battle of
endurance...

The model attempted a few escapes as Jessica
wore her down, but most of the time Miranda was helpless, on bottom
with her legs spread almost as wide as they could go, her hands
uselessly pinned. It was as submissive a position as one could get.
She had her eyes closed as the fight wore on, shaking her head,
saying “No no no no-” when Jessica felt it.

Miranda's hips started thrusting back.

“NO!” the blond girl gasped, opening
her eyes.

“Yes!” Jessica laughed, grinding
harder. “You like this don't you? Being forced to cum before a huge
cheering crowd? Like a common slut? What would all your rich model
friends say if they could see you now?”

“No! Stop!”

But Jessica could see the girl's foot, the
one she was holding straight up in the air, starting to curl. The
nipples on the model's tiny, almost non-existent, breasts were
puffy and hard. And her mouth- that arrogant mouth which had
insulted Jessica so times Freshman year- was trembling, as her
forbidden pleasure built.

Jessica ground her clit harder against the
struggling girl's, feeling her own pleasure build too. The other
girl was definitely pretty, with perfect glowing skin, silky blond
hair and a model's angelic features. But Jessica wasn't worried
about the tingles she felt climbing up her spine as she continued
to grind, grind, grind against Miranda's cute pussy.

Because these were the
first
kind of
tingles.

“This is going to be epic!” she
laughed, watching the panic build in Miranda's face.

The girl under her went tight-

The audience held its breath-

And then Miranda came. Hard. Violently. At
the top of her lungs.

“YEEEAAAAAHAHAHAHHHHHH!”

Her foot was twitching, quivering right in
front of Jessica's face. Her body shook, making her nipples bounce
everywhere. And she got incredibly wet, soaking Jessica this
time.

Miranda St. Claire was a squirter!

If Jessica hadn't been so surprised, she
would have laughed her ass off. She pushed the girl's legs even
farther apart as she came- half the audience could probably see her
winking butthole!

“Come harder bitch- show everyone what
you're made of!”

The girl obliged and did start cumming even
harder from the humiliation. Jessica kept grinding her pussy
against the girl's until she had wrung every last drop of orgasm
out of the model and Miranda was a limp ball of humiliated,
orgasm-weakened jelly on the mat.

“And that was a sex fight, bitch,” Jessica said, then pumped
her fist into the air and the cheers were just as loud as her first
win.

Gia jumped over to kiss her cheek,
laughing and pulling the girl to her feet. “Amazing
mia bella!
And for a first
time lesbian fighter!”

“First time?” Miranda groaned, still
quivering in aftershocks.

“Shut up slave!” Jessica laughed. “And
for the next day, you're going to stay totally nude and kneel at my
feet, playing with yourself and cumming for anyone who asks you
to!”

Miranda's friends had rushed to her side as
well, trying to pick her up. “No, I'll never do that!” she said,
her voice wavering.

“It's the rules!” Jessica
laughed.

“No!” Miranda cried. “Never!” And with
her friends' help, she was rushed out of the room on rubbery,
post-orgasm legs.

“Darn,” Jessica laughed, watching her
go. “Well I guess we can't use Sex Magic to threaten her until she
agrees. Powers don't work on girls!”

“Too bad we did not have two of your
magic gold butt plugs,” Gia laughed, helping the flushed Jessica
back into her robe. “Would you really have made her debase herself
like that?”

“No, I'd probably just make her spend
the day wearing some clothes I bought off the rack at Sears. That's
torture enough for a girl like Miranda.” Jessica tied the fluffy
robe, feeling the gold magic bits in her side pocket. “I will have
to ask Mrs. Parker for more devices, though, I guess.”

But Gia wasn't listening. “My mountain,” she
whispered, looking at the tall, dark and very handsome man standing
at the front of the crowd.

He was talking off his shirt; he must have
just arrived.

“So who's the little girl that founded
this sex fighting group? I wish to challenge her to a
match!”

“Don't look at me!” Jessica laughed,
still leaning on Gia for support, sweaty and winded. “I
just
fought
someone.”

But Gia was already disrobing, her
eyes shining as she smiled. “No mia bella, I told you I would challenge him the
moment I saw him.” She kissed Jessica on the cheek. “And I will.”
She turned to the man. “I accept your challenge!”

“Very well,” the handsome,
broad-shouldered guy laughed, starting to take off his pants. “Your
funeral.”

Gia turned back to Jessica, rubbing
her pussy in a way the man couldn't see. “May I borrow your magic
devices, bellissima?”

“You want the cock ring and butt
plug?” Jessica asked, looking over her shoulder. The man had just
dropped his briefs and- oh man! “He's really hung, Gia. Like,
really. And he's hot! And he's got a look in his
eyes...”

“The eye of the wolf,” Gia nodded, her
cheeks already flushing with the action of her hand. “A true alpha.
That is why it will be so much fun to have him as my slave for a
day!”

“But if you lose...”

Gia leaned in to kiss Jessica again, but
this time her lips landed on the girl's mouth! “Get me ready and I
cannot lose!”

Jessica gulped, but sucked on Gia's big
round breasts just like the girl had sucked on hers. After the sex
fight with Miranda, Jessica's head was spinning, touching a girl's
soft skin again. She felt the tingles again- but these were the
second kind! When the Italian sex pot was stewing in her own juices
(and Jessica as well under her robe), they turned to face the
muscular man, who was already hard.

He looks like a werewolf before he
turns, Jessica thought. Wild. Hungry. She gulped. Dangerous.

“Gia, are you sure?” Jessica said,
holding the cock ring and butt plug in her hand.

“Sure as rain, mia bella.”

Jessica swallowed again, then knocked the
ring and plug together, explaining to the man and the crowd how
they worked as they vibrated.

Gia used the juices from her pussy to work
the butt plug into her rear, and the man simply worked the large
ring down his throbbing cock to the base, where it magically shrunk
to the perfect size. With the ring constricting his blood flow, his
cock looked even more hard and dangerous than before!

“Gia...”

“Keep score for us, Jessica. You will
not want to miss his orgasm when it comes!”

She slapped the man, who, instead of
tackling her, scooped her up into his arms for a deep, passionate
kiss. Jessica's jaw dropped. Who does that?

But the approach was working, Gia was
squirming as the man kissed her with end-of-romantic-movie passion,
and when he did finally take her to the mat, the girl was
red-faced, her breath coming faster.

He must be a really good
kisser, Jessica thought.

But on her back on the mat, Gia seemed back
in her element, doing her usual act of pretending to resist as the
man positioned his hard cock between her legs. Jessica was still
worried, but Gia 'lost' and opened her legs as always, giving
Jessica a thumbs up behind the man's back, showing it was still all
part of the plan. But when his huge missile slid into her in one
smooth stroke, Gia's sudden gasp made Jessica's stomach twist.

“Oh Dio!” the girl moaned, starting to mutter
in Italian. “Cosi grande, cosi rigida-”

And Jessica could see, from the panicked
look in her friend's eyes, that something had just gone very, very
wrong.

 


 


***

 


 


 



CHAPTER EIGHT

 


 


Troy finally felt calm enough to face the
raucous crowd. It had only been a few minutes since Maddie had
left, but he could start to feel silky hands rubbing his cock and
he knew either she or Sierra were slowly using Powers on him, to
get him hard enough to fly out there!

He checked his hair and make up and skirt in
the mirror one last time, blushing at the growing tent in his
panties, and then turned to the locker room exit to see-

Melina standing there.

“What the hell are you doing here?” he
gasped.

“It's the girl's locker room,” the
Indian girl laughed, walking in. “And I'm a girl. Unlike you, Lexi, who are just a
stupid boy pretending to be one!”

“No,” Troy gulped. “I am a girl! I'm
from out of state and I-”

“Have a cock that feels the same to my
Powers as the one stupid little boy I always tease in my Econ
class! I'd know that small cock's vibrations anywhere!” Melina
laughed, holding her hand out towards his panties. “Actually- it's
even smaller now! Awww, poor baby, are you less than two inches after
you transform?!”

Troy blushed, even as her phantom
hands stroking his cock got even better, as his cock got harder. He
must be really horny for her Powers to work so well on him! And she did
look a little hotter now than she did in class...

It must be the lighting,
Troy decided,
trying to shake it off.

“You think you could hide such an
obvious secret from me?” Melina laughed. “You're the only boy on
the team, and they've been flying you around with your cock the
last two days at practice. And then they suddenly get a flyer named
Lexi for their first match? There isn't even a student named Lexi
who looks like you that goes to this school!”

His face got even redder. She was
right- this was a dumb and pointless plan! What had Headmistress Parker been
thinking?!

“Just get out of here!” he said,
picking up his pom-poms. “I've got a show to go to!”

“About that,” Melina giggled, stepping
closer. “It would be such a shame, if I gave you a big, ruined
orgasm right now, wouldn't it? You'd have to go out there with a
BIG wet spot on those cute panties for everyone to see? And the
other girls couldn't fly you around because you came- they'd
probably hate you for ruining their show!”

Troy's heart stopped, but then he
remembered.

“Whatever! I've got a seven-sided
orgasm block on me and only expert Power users can break that! And
you didn't even have enough affinity to get me hard the other day!
Because no boy on campus would jack off, thinking about
you!”

But she just took another step closer, and
the silky hands on Troy's cock got even faster!

“Not a lot of boys on campus, maybe,”
she agreed. “But I'm Indian. And you know what they have in
India?”

Troy was sweating now. Her phantom hands
were so good, he was leaking pre-cum into his panties- he could
feel it? “What!”

“Half a billion horny guys,” she laughed. “Literally. And
I didn't even have to get naked for them! My cousin Sanjita just
put a picture of me in a bikini on an Indian dating site, where all
the other girls are nice, proper women who only wear saris... and
pow!” She snapped her fingers. “Thousands of men jacking off to
thoughts of me! Maybe even a million.”

Melina held her hand up, to show Troy it was
glowing bright blue with Power.

“And I'm going to use all that
affinity on your little body. One two three four five!” She pumped
her hand in air as she counted, and Troy felt every stroke on his
cock, just like she was holding it!

“NO!”

“One two three four five!” she
laughed, watching Troy's knees buckle.

“Melina- please! It's not safe to be a
Flyer unless-”

“One two three four five!”

“Ahhh!” He was shivering now, his
balls pulling tight. “PLEASE!”

“A huge ruined orgasm, minutes before
you're not supposed to cum!” she laughed. “I wonder if that's
enough to get your scholarship revoked? One two three four
five!”

He was gasping, squirming on the bench. Only
a few more of those and he would explode! “NO! NO! Not now!”

“Let's add some extras,” she laughed.
“For fun!”

And then Troy felt hot tongues lapping at
his tiny balls, his buzzing cockhead, his asshole, his nipples, all
over his body, driving him crazy! He was going to cum just from
that! “NO!”

She held her fist out in front of her. “Get
ready to spurt, slut! One two three four-”

Melina cried out in horror as Maddie and
Carrie dumped an entire cooler of orange Gatorade over her head
from behind, the ice and sticky fluid knocking her onto the floor.
“EEEEEEEWWW!”

All of Melina's phantom sensations
disappeared from Troy's body at once, as the collapsed girl gasped
from the sudden, ice-cold shower.

“No one calls him slut except
me,”
Maddie said, pushing a sneaker onto the girl's butt. “Now get out
of our locker room. Nerd.”

Melina was still gasping on the tile, trying
to wipe Gatorade from her eyes. “It's everywhere! EVERYWHERE! My
clothes are ruined!”

“Serves you right,” Maddie said. “They
call that irony.”

Carrie sighed. “Maddie, that's not what...
actually, you're right.”

“I know. Come on, Lexi!” she said,
stepping over the wet, gasping girl to grab Troy's hand. “We've got
a routine to do!”

 


***

 


Jessica watched helplessly as her friend
continued to get pounded by the stranger's iron cock. The entire
length was going in and out of her now with each stroke, every
ridge on the steel-hard erection making the girl whimper with
pleasure.

“Fight back Gia!” Jessica begged.
“Don't give in!”

But the girl was moaning, shaking her head
side to side. “Too big... too hard!”

“If there's one thing you can count on
Italians for,” the stranger laughed while thrusting, “it's to
appreciate a good cock!”

“Leave her alone!” Jessica
yelled.

The man turned and saw her watching, then
grinned. “Hey, sweetie, look familiar?” He picked up one of the
barely resisting girl's legs and threw it over his shoulder, then
pinned Gia's hands to the mat and started thrusting his hips again
as he winked at Jess. “Should I finish her off just like this?”

It was the same position she had taken
Miranda St. Claire in!

And he had winked at her!
Winked- in the middle of a sex fight!

“No!” she begged. “Just
stop!”

“And miss out having this little sex
kitten as my slave all weekend?” he laughed, as Gia kept whimpering
underneath him, trying to escape. “No no no, I've got an awful lot
of friends that need their dicks sucked, and she's
just
the girl to do
it.”

He thrusted harder, making Gia gasp in
pleasure, then laughed. “No, I'm not going to finish her like this.
Two legs is better.”

He threw Gia's second leg over his
shoulder and leaned forward, and now the girl was bent in half,
shoulders and knees touching the mat as he pounded her. He held her legs
with thick, corded arms gripping her slim ankles, holding them
practically at her ears as he laughed right in her face.

“Oh god, you're going to be such a hit
at my party, baby... I'm going to make you take a ten inch cock...
then a twelve inch cock, then a fourteen inch cock... We're going
to spank your ass silly whenever you're not sucking cock.... I'm
going to bathe your beautiful skin in cum, from head to toe... and make
you beg me for more!”

“Gia!” Jess cried, watching her friend
fade. “DO SOMETHING!”

But Gia was doing something.

She was cumming.

“AAHHHH!” she yelled, her toes
curling. “HAA-AHH-AHHH!”

The girl screamed, her mouth open, and from
both the plug in her ass and the ring around the stranger's cock, a
loud gong sounded.

“You girls have the best toys,” the
man laughed, pumping into Gia's pussy to make the girl squeak even
during her last, aftershock contractions. After she had stopped
cumming around him he pulled out of her, still rock hard, and
looked at the glowing ring at the base of his cock. “It's
vibrating!” he laughed. “Does this mean she's my slave now?” He
looked down at the beaten, gasping girl lying on the mat with a
gaping pussy. “Slave! On all fours! Now!”

Gia's butt plug rang like a gong again and
the girl scrambled to obey, as if the plug was driving her body,
not her brain.

The man laughed at the quivering girl at his
feet, her pussy still trembling from her huge orgasm seconds ago.
“Incredible. Slave- head to the floor! Spread your knees and play
with your pussy as fast as you can! And make sure the crowd can
see!”

“Gia!” Jess cried. “Don't do
it!”

“Mia bella! I have to!” the girl cried in
humiliation, as her fingers started strumming her clit fast and
wantonly, moaning as the first row in the crowd cheered at her lewd
display. “I
cannot stop!”

“Slave, you are a dog now- you cannot
talk!” the man laughed, and the girl's mouth snapped shut on its
own. “For the next day you must only walk on all fours, you cannot
wear clothes, and you eat and piss like a dog! And at all times I
am not commanding you to do other things, you will be playing with
your pussy in the way that gives you maximum pleasure, yet you will
always stop right before you cum! Bark if you agree!”

“Bau bau bau bau!” Gia yipped, like a
little Italian lap dog, crying as she played with herself, then
stopped, then started playing with herself, then stopped, her
entire body quivering in shame and lust.

“No!” Jessica cried at her, then the
man. “You can't do this! You're a monster!”

The nude, muscular man laughed, his dick
still rock hard. “Don't get too comfortable princess. Because
exactly one week from now-” He was pointing right at Jessica.
“-you're next!”

 


***

 


The girls carried Troy on their shoulders
back into the locker room, avoiding the slowly drying puddle of
orange Gatorade on the floor as they cheered.

“You did it Lexi!” Maddie squealed,
holding up Troy's right thigh. “A full Reynolds 360 into a standing
Scorpion, in public! No one ever does that!”

“The way you landed in my hand, one
foot supporting all your weight,” Carrie marveled, holding up his
left, “it was incredible!”

Troy remembered the stunt, at the very end
of their routine, when he was the most tired... Maddie and Carrie
had thrown him up straight up into the air, right on the beat... he
had soared, tucking his knees to turn in the air...his ponytail
whipping in the breeze... he had felt like a gymnast, a ninja, a
ballerina all in one... and he had felt Sierra's phantom hand on
his erection, guiding him higher, then down, then right onto
Carrie's waiting hand... where he had landed in perfect Scorpion
pose, stretched like a perfect little cheerleader!

The crowd had exploded.

It was still exploding, outside those doors.
Even the aftershocks shook the stadium walls.

Maddie had been right- that had been BETTER
than an orgasm!

Well, some of them, anyway,
Troy giggled to
himself.

The girls put him down on the same bench he
had been spanked over, so now he stood above them, not bent over in
front of them, as they chanted his name.

“LEXI! LEXI!”

Sierra quieted the squad by stepping up to
the same bench and raising her hands. “Girls, girls, let's not
forget that while we did a great thing today, we get to do it all
again in a different stadium- next week!” The girls whooped and
hugged each other, already starting to undress for the showers.
“Everyone get cleaned up and then... slumber party in my room!”

“Whooo! I call first dibs on Guitar
Hero!” Maddie laughed, already down to her bra and
panties.

Troy's heart was beating a mile a minute! He
swallowed as he touched Sierra's arm. “Am... am I invited?”

But the girl just smirked at him. “I don't
know Lexi... isn't there a certain futa girlfriend that you need to
go see before the weekend is out?”

It hit him like a punch to the gut. He had
totally forgotten about Cheyenne!

And her huge cock...

Troy blushed, even as the girls whistled and
made love bird noises. “I mean, I don't know... should I?”

“Any lover that can make you cum five
times in a night is worth keeping, slut!” Maddie laughed, slipping
her panties off. “Man, I wish I had a big-dicked futa boyfriend who made me cum five times
each night!”

“If he was a futanari then he wouldn't
be a,” Carrie sighed, then shook her head. “Whatever.”

Troy swallowed hard. The explosion of
the crowd when he had landed the 360 had been better than a lot of
orgasms he had had by himself. But definitely NOT the mind-melters
that Cheyenne had given him with her strap-on last weekend.
And now she had a
real cock...

“But what about all that cum?” he
asked Maddie.

“It washes off!” she laughed, skipping
nude towards the shower. “Trust me!”

“And didn't you say her last serious
girlfriend was a cheerleader too?” Sierra asked, still fully
dressed beside him.

Troy nodded. “Yeah. Cammi.”

“Well I usually don't allow it,” she
laughed, “but why don't you go surprise her for sex
in uniform
this time? She
should love that.”

“Like this?” Troy gulped, looking down
at himself. “I don't know...”

“With one change,” Sierra said, and
Troy blushed again as she reached right under his skirt to pull off
his wide, thick cheerleading panties.

“Hey!”

“You can borrow Maddie's thong she was
going to wear out under her street clothes,” Sierra laughed,
raiding the other girl's locker. She grinned at the blushing boy as
she slid the thin white cotton up his smooth legs. “I'll just tell
her Jenni stole them.”

“Oh wow,” Carrie laughed, checking him
out. “A full cheerleading get up, ribbons, make-up and a
string thong under that little skirt? Your girlfriend is going to go
absolutely nuts.”

Sierra winked at him. “Don't call us
until you've had at least six orgasms tonight. Slut.”

Troy squirmed for a moment more, his dick so
hard in his borrowed panties, then jumped off the bench.

“Okay! I'll do it!”

“LEXI! LEXI” the girls were cheering,
as he ran off to find love.

 


***

 


I'm really going to do it,
he told himself as
he ran into the girl's dorm. It's no different than having a strap-on up my
ass. And I already sucked it last night- this is no
different! Troy shivered when he thought about all that futa cum,
blasting into his mouth or his ass, but kept running.

Six huge orgasms would be worth it!

He was blushing as he raced down
Cheyenne's hall, partly because how his skirt was blowing up as he
ran- he was
showing his ass to everyone!

But the bigger cause of his redness
was imagining what he was going to do when he burst into her room.
He was going to suck Cheyenne's hot throbbing cock right away, beg
her to put it in his ass, no matter how humiliating that was for a
boy. I AM
going to be a slut. HER slut! And I'm going to love it!

And then Troy threw open the door to
Cheyenne's room to find her already in bed.

With Melina from his Economics class.

Both were totally nude. And both were
obviously enjoying themselves.

“There you are Lexi!” Melina laughed,
on bottom with her brown legs wrapped around Cheyenne's pale waist.
“So who's the hotter girl NOW?”

She laughed at the pain in Troy's eyes, as
he watched his girlfriend drive her hard, thick futa cock into her
wet pussy, over and over again.

“Who's the hotter girl
NOW?”

 


 


*** TO BE CONTINUED! (SEE BELOW)***
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