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CHAPTER ONE

 


Troy's eyes started tearing up as he ran
away from Cheyenne's room.

How could she do that to me?! And with
MELINA!

He wiped his eyes as he
tore blindly through the halls of the girls' dorm. No! He
wasn't going to cry! But as Troy found
himself running up three flights of stairs- where else could he go,
in his female form- he found himself barely holding back the
sobs. He wasn't!

When Sierra finally opened her steel door in
response to his small, feminine fists pounding on it, she was
dressed in a tee-shirt and boy shorts, a lollipop in her mouth and
a plastic video game controller in the shape of a guitar hanging
from a strap around her shoulders. In the center of the room,
Maddie was in a sleep shirt that barely covered her ass with a
similar plastic guitar hanging at her waist. A high-scoring game of
Guitar Hero was paused on the flat screen TV and a handful of other
cheerleaders lounged around the room on sleeping bags or pillows,
all in sleepwear as well.

Sierra pulled the sucker from her mouth.
“What happened, Flyer? You can't have had six orgasms already.”

That broke the dam.

“It was CHEYENNE!” Troy
wailed, starting to cry. “With a girl! TOGETHER!”

“What? I don't
understand.”

He was bawling now, tears
freely running down his cheeks. “CHEYENNE! Sob!
Was with- sob!- that girl- sob!- from
Economics!”

Now Maddie was at the door as well, her
guitar swinging. “Talk slower, Lexi! What happened?”

He took a deep breath and got it out, even
as he was sobbing like baby. “I caught Cheyenne in her room
cheating on me! With that girl MELINA!”

All the cheerleaders sprung into action.

Some were pulling him into the room, some
wiping away his smeared makeup, some undoing his cheer shoes and
socks. Another one pulled the ribbons from his hair and another two
took off his shirt, bra and skirt even as another girl got some
sleepwear from Sierra's dresser. Within fifteen seconds, Troy was
dressed in an over-sized nightshirt and panties, sitting on
Sierra's bed with a soft blanket around his shoulders and blowing
into a handful of tissues, the girls sitting around him.

“There, does that feel
better?” Maddie asked, one arm around his shoulders and another
holding more clean tissues next to his nose. “I can't believe
Cheyenne did that to you! And after you were finally ready to take
her futa cock up your butt too! Blow.”

“I know!” Troy wailed,
then honked into the kleenexes she held. “I was really
gonna!”

“I know,” she said. “And I
bet you were going to take it much longer and harder than Melina is
taking it right now.”

That just made Troy cry even more.

“Oh my goodness, Maddie,
move,” Sierra said, then unwrapped a fresh lollipop and held it
near his mouth. “Suck on this. It will make you feel
better.”

Troy was still crying, but opened his mouth.
Sierra stuck it in and Troy was hit with a rush of cherry-coated
sugar that went right to his brain. It actually did make him feel a
little bit better.

“Breathe,
rookie.”

Troy did, and finally
managed to stop sobbing uncontrollably. “Oh god,” he cried around
the sweet lollipop in his mouth, “does that mean we're broken up? I
was with Cheyenne for a year!”

“You'll find someone
else,” Maddie said, patting his knee.

“No I won't! I'm
- sob!- a stupid
boy with a little dick and no one- sob!- will ever love me again!”

“This looks serious,”
Sierra said, shaking her head. “Alright girls: encouragement
circle.”

Troy sobbed into a tissue, watching
cautiously as the half-dressed cheerleaders around him formed a
loose half-circle.

“Okay, I'll start,” Sierra
said. “Troy, you're a really hard worker and I'm really impressed
by how fast you're picking up the routines. You're doing better
than any boy I could think of.” She looked at the girl to her left,
the previous Flyer with her leg still in a cast.

“Yeah!” the small Asian
girl said. “You're learning the moves faster than I thought any boy
could, and you're not scared to fly as high as I was! That's really
rare!” Then she looked at the tall girl to her
left, one of the Bases who held Troy up when they
made a pyramid.

“And I've got to be
honest,” Carrie laughed, “when you're a boy, you're actually kind
of... hot.”

Troy wiped his eyes, looking up at her.
“Really?”

Carrie nodded back then looked to the girl
to her left, the other Base of Troy's pyramid.

“Totally!” Maddie agreed.
“And after you transform each weekend, you're such a little cutie,
I bet we could find a hot guy with a big cock for you to date you
in no time!”

Troy started wailing again.

“Jesus, Maddie, I swear to
god...” Sierra said, pushing the girl aside for a second time. She
grabbed both of Troy's shoulders to make him look at her. “Breathe,
rookie!”

He did, but his breath was choked with
sobs.

“Breathe!”

Better, but still crying.

Sierra shook her head. “Okay, we've really
got to get his mind off this or he'll be sobbing all night. Line
up, girls.”

Troy's eyes widened in shock as he tried to
squirm away from the hands suddenly holding him. “No! I can't take
another spanking right now!”

“This isn't an initiation
spanking, Flyer,” she laughed, holding him to the bed as the
cheerleaders lined up. “This is tickle therapy.”

“What!”

Troy tried to fight, but the girls were many
and he was one. And in his magically feminized form, he was smaller
and weaker than all the girls anyway.

They stripped off his sleepshirt, held his
limbs to the bed, and Sierra dug under her mattress to produce four
cuffs they used to secure the topless boi's wrists and ankles. When
they stepped back a moment later, Troy was tied in a tight
spread-eagle wearing just small cotton panties over his cock and
balls, with all the girls looking down at him.

“What is this?!” he cried,
a sob still choking him up. But when Sierra, Maddie, Carrie and
Jenni took up stations around him, each holding a long feather in
their hands, then he knew. “NO!”

Carrie and Jenni started tickling the soles
of his exposed feet. Sierra and Maddie started tickling his ribs.
But not just his ribs- their feathers covered his quivering belly,
and Maddie even skittered her feather tip over the globes of Troy's
bare breasts.

“I remembered you liked
nipple play,” she laughed, making the boy howl.

“Stop!” he begged,
writhing and bucking on the bed. “STOP!”

But the girls didn't stop.

If anything, the girls got more devious,
Carrie and Jenni holding his squirming toes apart to feather tickle
the tender skin between them. Maddie got a second feather and
focused on both of Troy's hard nipples at once, and Sierra...

...Sierra pulled down his panties to tickle
Troy's soft, unprotected balls.

“NO! OH GOD!”

He was screaming, laughing, thrashing with
all his strength, but Sierra's restraints held him tightly
spread-eagled. The cheerleaders who didn't have feathers helped by
holding down his elbows and knees, or tickling his hairless
armpits, or blowing softly in his ears, or tickling the palms of
his hands.

“AW FUCK! STOP
IT!”

“Language,” Sierra
snapped, still tickling his pink, hairless balls without mercy.
Then she laughed as his little dick started to erect. “Aww,
someone's a tickling fan!”

Troy looked down in shock- his dick was
getting hard! “No!” he cried, gasping for breath. Sierra shifted
her feather tip to the underside of his growing cock. “NO!”

He was shaking from side to side, but the
sensations followed him everywhere. He couldn't breathe! He was
going to die!

“Wait, he's got a penis,”
Maddie laughed, still working her feathers over his bouncing
breasts. “Why don't we just use Powers to tickle him?”

“Because that isn't as
much fun,” Carrie said, holding down Troy's ankle to work her
feather tip even faster on his bare, squirming sole. “Wow- don't
you love to see those titties bounce?!”

“They are kind of
hypnotic,” Maddie laughed, watching the magically-grown globes on
Troy's chest jiggle as she tickled his nipples and the sensitive
underside of his boobs.

But Troy could barely hear what they said.
He could barely see. His whole world narrowed to the feeling of
feathers electrifying his skin, his bare feet, his straining cock.
He was gasping, squirming, bouncing on the bed, in heaven and hell
at the same time, just laughing, laughing, laughing...

After thirty minutes, the assault
stopped.

The girls gave him a minute to breathe, then
started rubbing his skin in long, firm motions to help him come
down. Maddie was rubbing the side and underneath of his breasts
with her palms, Carrie was massaging both his bare feet, and Sierra
used some tissues to wipe the puddles of pre-cum from his aching
stomach.

“How was that Flyer?” she
said, wiping his hard dick clean and then tucking it back into his
heart-covered cotton panties. “Did we do it long
enough?”

“You tickled me for a half
hour!”

“That was four minutes,”
she laughed, starting to undo his restraints.

“WHAT?”

“Look at the clock,” she
chuckled, and sitting up, Troy saw that she was right. It had
only felt like it had been thirty
minutes!

“But... I don't...” He ran
his hand through his long, curly hair. “It felt like
forever!”

“That was sub-space,” she
said, helping him sit up. “We only gave you a taste of it with the
pre-game spanking, but this was the real thing. You shouldn't have
a bit of tension left in you now, and you should be loose and
rubbery all over. Well, all except for one place.” She laughed and
patted the straining bulge in his panties.

Troy gasped as she stroked
him through the cotton- she had never been that intimate with him
before! Was this because he didn't have a girlfriend
anymore?

He swallowed, blushing as she removed her
hand. “Do you... do this to all cheerleaders?”

“When they need it,” she
laughed. “Break ups, botched exams, characters dying on TV shows,
anything they want to forget. Which reminds me... your turn,
Carrie!”

“What! NO!” the tall girl
cried, trying to get away.

But the cheerleaders were many, and she was
one. Even Troy helped keep the girl from escaping, diving to wrap
himself around one of her long, nude legs to slow her down.

“I don't want tickle
therapy!” Carrie screamed as they forced her onto the
bed.

“Yeah, but you got that F
on your Spanish exam last week, pulling down the whole squad's
GPA,” Sierra laughed, re-sizing her bed restraints to fit the much
taller girl. “Did you think I wouldn't notice?”

“No!”

Sierra laughed and tapped
Troy's shoulder as he held on to Carrie's leg, shaking her head.
“Not that way, rookie. We're doing this Greek
style.”

Troy was confused, but followed the other
girls' lead as they flipped the tall cheerleader over until she was
face-down on the bed, not face-up as Troy had been.

“NO!”

“Carrie hates Greek
style,” Sierra laughed, and then she was taking off the defenseless
girl's clothes.

Troy watched in awe as his cheer captain, in
perfect coordination with the girls holding Carrie's arms, stripped
off her shirt and bra without ever letting Carrie's arms free.
Sierra attached the wrist cuffs, and now Carrie was topless and in
her panties on the bed.

And then Sierra started pulling down those
panties.

Troy's eyes got even wider. He had seen
Carrie nude in the showers before, obviously, but now he was
holding on to the squirming girl's bare leg, just inches away from
her ass as Sierra exposed it! Troy saw those panties slide down her
firm butt cheeks, exposing her bare pussy, and as the girls pulled
her legs farther apart- he saw her tight pink asshole!

Sierra did the same trick with Troy and the
girls holding Carrie's legs, sliding the panties around their hands
with coordination so that the girl never had a chance to get free.
And then she put the cuffs around the girl's ankles and pulled them
very, very tight.

“Sierra, please, I
promise, I'll study harder for the next test!” Carrie wailed, nude
and face down on the bed, her arms and legs spread.

“I know you will,” the
cheer captain said, handing out feathers. “Or else we'll do this
after every practice until you get back to 3.0 GPA.”

Troy's eyes were saucers, watching the nude
girl squirm. Like all cheerleaders, she was toned and tanned, but
Carrie was also one of the tallest girls on the squad along with
Maddie. But unlike Maddie, who was curved and stacked, Carrie was
lean and strong, and she was totally, totally nude on the bed, both
her lower holes exposed to Troy as she wiggled, feet squirming and
tied wide apart, anticipating what was to come.

Troy's eyes got even bigger when Sierra
handed him the last feather. “Really?”

“Yeah, you look like you
might enjoy it,” the blond laughed, flicking her eyes down to the
little tent still poking out of in Troy's panties. “Just remember
how savagely she tickled your feet a minute ago.”

“No!” Carrie
begged.

And then the girls were on her.

The tall cheerleader gasped and bounced as
the other girls wiggled feather tips in her armpits, her ribs, the
lower half of her nude butt, and even the backs of her knees. She
grit her teeth, trying not to call out, but when Sierra and Troy
started in on her feet, each holding down one ankle to torment her
bare soles and arches, the girl broke, begging and crying as she
laughed and squirmed.

“Stop! Please! I'll be
good!” Carrie yelled, thrashing her long brown hair back and forth.
“Stop stop stop!”

Sierra chuckled and whispered into Troy's
ear. “Couldn't have done this if you still had a girlfriend, could
you?”

Troy just blushed and continued tickling the
nude girl's nude foot, rock hard in his panties.

Within a just minute, Carrie was desperate.
“PLEASE! NO MORE! I GIVE! I GIVE!”

“She always says that when
she starts getting wet,” Sierra whispered to Troy.

And when he looked, it was true! Up her long
expanse of toned legs, past the tendons straining as she struggled,
between her toned thighs- she was glistening!

“We've broken the seal
girls! Now let's get her sweating!” Sierra laughed, and all the
tickling girls cheered back.

They worked even harder, for much longer
than Troy had been tickled, until the nude girl was a sweating,
thrashing, very turned-on mess.

“PLEASE! NO
MORE!”

“Are you going to study
harder in Spanish class?” Sierra laughed, wickedly swishing her
feather over the girl's exposed sole.

“YES!”

The cheer captain winked at Troy. “Let's
go,” she said, motioning for him to start tickling higher. Troy
gulped, but followed.

The nude girl howled as the twin feathers
slowly tickled up her pulsing calves, lingered on her sensitive
under-knees, then slowly, steadily climbed the backs of her thighs
towards her nude, clenching ass.

“No no no no no...” she
was begging. “Not in front of him!”

“You take the low road and
I'll take the high road,” Sierra laughed, whisking her feather tip
in circles around Carrie's butt hole. “And I'll meet you at her
orgasm!”

Troy couldn't believe this was
happening!

But he moved his feather tip towards her
bare, wet pussy lips, and as soon as he tickled them, the girl
bucked and moaned.

Just like he had just stuck a huge cock
inside of her.

Troy tried it again, tickling her pussy with
his feather, and she bucked again!

“Hold her shoulders,”
Sierra told the girls higher up, and they did. “She can't escape
you now!” she laughed to Troy.

He gulped and nodded, thinking this must all
be a dream.

“NO Sierra!” the girl
begged. “Not in front of HIM!”

But the cheer captain just laughed and
spread the girl's butt cheeks with her other hand, tickling her
helpless butthole with even greater gusto, while nodding for Troy
to do the same to her pussy. Troy swallowed hard but did, his
feather eventually finding her hard clit.

“AHHH!” Carrie moaned,
biting her pillow.

Troy grinned and tickled harder right where
it made her squirm the most, and soon she was a shaking, sweating,
twitching ball of tension.

“Not long now!” Sierra
laughed. “Keep going!”

Troy did.

He had never seen something like this
before! Cheyenne had just laughed the few times he had tried to
stick his dick in her, but Carrie was moaning like he was hung like
a porn star! He kept up the pressure on her clit, making her beg
him to stop, then beg him to keep going, and then-

“OHHHHHHHHH
FUUUUUUUUUUUCK!”

Troy and Sierra kept up the feather assault
on Carrie's two holes as the girl came and came, the nude, tanned
cheerleader tightening every muscle in the throes of passion.
Troy's eyes got huge- he could see her bare pussy clenching with
each contraction!

He tickled even faster, making her jerk and
moan, until Sierra finally touched his wrist, making him stop.

“Alright stud,” the cheer
captain laughed, pulling his hand away. “I think she's had
enough.”

Troy sat back, recovering as Carrie did. The
nude cheerleader was a limp rag on the bed, still twitching with
the aftershocks; a sweaty, tied-up, but satisfied mess.

Sierra chuckled as she collected the
feathers again. “Ever make a girl cum that hard before?”

Troy gulped, still looking down at Carrie.
She was just now starting to get back control of her muscles. “A
couple of times maybe. With my tongue.”

“But never with your
dick?” Sierra asked. “You've never pounded a girl into total
submission and left her a helpless, quivering mess like this?” She
brought her hand down on Carrie's bare ass, making the girl
twitch.

Troy blushed. “No!”

“Well, consider that
something else you've learned being a cheerleader,” Sierra laughed,
holding Troy's feather before his face. “You don't need a huge cock
to be a stud. Just one of these!”

Troy found himself smiling a little, still
hard in his panties.

“And unlike yours,
it's always over six inches long!”
Maddie added, stroking the feather's length right in front of his
face.

“Maddie...” Sierra
groaned, but when she looked, Troy was blushing, but also smiling a
little.

“Yay!” Maddie laughed,
hugging him. “Lexi's back!”

All the girls except Carrie cheered. Some
patted his back, some his panty-clad butt, some hugged him and some
kissed his forehead. Troy didn't know how he didn't cum in his
panties, with all these sexy girls touching him, but he was feeling
so good right now that he didn't care.

Other girls started untying Carrie's limbs,
helping her sit up.

“Alright ladies, it's 1 AM
and we've had enough fun,” Sierra laughed, putting Carrie's panties
back in the girl's trembling hands. “Time for bed!”

As the giggling girls
dispersed back to their own sleeping bags, Carrie pulled her
panties up shaky, post-orgasm legs, then looked up at
Troy.

“Thanks,” she whispered,
blushing and going back to her sleeping bag.

“I usually don't let the
girls make each other cum during tickle therapy,” Sierra chuckled
in Troy's ear. “But I figured, since you weren't really a girl, it
might be fun for a change.” She put her arm around Troy's
shoulders. “Feeling better now?”

Troy breathed deeply, smiling. “Yeah. I
guess.” He looked around as all the girls got ready for bed. “Um,
Sierra, I didn't bring a sleeping bag...”

“You're a single girl now,
Lexi,” the captain laughed, putting away her under-mattress
restraints. “You can sleep in anywhere that will have
you.”

He looked meaningfully at her big bed.

“Not a chance,” Sierra
laughed, then turned him around.

To face Carrie and her sleeping bag.

The tall, slender girl was still topless,
sitting up in her half-open sleeping bag. She met his eyes and gave
him a weak smile, blushing deeply. All the other girls had laid
down and zipped up their sleeping bags, but she hadn't.

Was that an invitation?

Carrie looked up at him with meaningful eyes
again.

It was
an invitation!

Oh god, to be in a sleeping bag with that
beautiful girl all night, both of us just wearing our little
panties-

A strong arm around Troy's waist snatched
him backwards into Maddie's bed instead. “Lexi can always sleep
with me!” she laughed, dragging Troy under her covers. “She's the
perfect size to cuddle!”

As the bigger girl pulled Troy into being
her small spoon, he saw Carrie shake her head and turn away,
zipping up her sleeping bag.

Maddie giggled as Sierra turned the lights
off, kissing Troy's forehead as his dick throbbed hard his panties,
untouched. “Night, Lexi!”

 


***

 


Since the sex fight had been Saturday night,
Jessica didn't expect to see Gia again until late Sunday night. But
she still waited at the entrance to campus all Sunday afternoon,
just in case.

No one showed up until the sun was almost
setting on Sunday, when a cab pulled into the circular drive and a
very exhausted Gia staggered out, still totally naked.

Jessica rushed forward and caught the girl
before she fell. “Gia! Oh my god, are you okay?!”

The girl just mumbled something, leaning on
Jess for support. Jessica started to walk her back onto campus, but
the cab driver whistled.

“Ay! What about
me?”

Still supporting half her friend's weight,
Jessica turned to the driver. “How much does she owe?”

The man was grinning as he looked over the
naked girl's body. “For her, no charge, sister! But can I at least
get her number? She looks like she knows how to party!”

Jessica flipped the guy the bird with her
free hand. “Get bent!”

“Still the best fare I had
all week,” he chuckled, getting back into his cab.

Jessica continued helping her nude friend up
the campus steps. “I've got a robe on that bench I was waiting on,
you'll be dressed in a second- just hold on!”

But Gia just shook her head. “No point,” the
girl panted. “They've all seen me. So many people have seen me this
weekend...”

Jessica gulped and tucked the robe under her
other arm as they passed the bench. “Are you hurt anywhere?”

The Italian girl gave a hollow laugh. “Have
you seen my butt?”

Jessica blushed. She had, as Gia had stepped
out of the cab.

Every square inch of Gia's round bubble butt
had been thoroughly and expertly reddened with
school-principal-like precision spanking and would be glowing red
for hours. But there were no bruises, no cuts from a crop or other
signs of injury on her rear.

So the bastard had been in control of
himself the entire time, Jess thought
darkly.

“The cab driver is
thinking of me as he strokes,” Gia chuckled weakly, still using
Jess for balance as they walked. “His sexual energy heals
me.”

Jessica nodded; that was how affinity
worked.

And so she didn't force
her friend to wear the robe as they made their way across campus to
their dorm, the boys they passed doing double takes, sparks of
their arousal lighting Jessica's senses. Pervs! But at
least it will help Gia heal...

Jessica heard some girls giggling behind
them and looked to realize that, as she was helping her friend make
a nude walk of shame across campus, Gia still had a visible butt
plug inside of her!

“I'll text ahead and have
Amber draw you a hot bath! Just hold on!”

Gia just murmured in response.

After a few tries, Jessica cursed at her
phone. “Amber's not responding! She must be off doing her stupid
meditations again! I'll try the hall monitor...”

After what felt like
forever, Jessica got the girl to their dorm and into the shared
bathrooms at the end of the hall, where a filled claw-foot tub was
waiting. Gia sighed in relief as Jess gently lowered her into the
hot water. “Thank you mia bella. You are too kind.”

Jessica was almost in tears. “Oh my god Gia,
what did he make you do?! I'm so sorry! I should never have let him
leave campus with you!”

The exhausted girl waved her off, leaning
her head against the side of the tub. “I knew the risks when I
challenged him. And besides... he kept to the code.”

“The code?”

Gia nodded, eyes closed. “The sex fighters'
code. That is how I knew he was a professional.” She winced,
shifting on her sore butt. “Only the victor gets the spoils. Others
may watch, but only he is allowed to use me.”

Jessica reached into the hot water to rub
and wash the girl's bare feet; she looked like she had been on them
all day! “Gia! That doesn't tell me anything! What did he make you
DO?”

The Italian girl moaned. “Mmmmm, that feels
good. Keep doing that.”

“Gia! What did
he-”

“He fucked me,
mia bella. Fucked me harder than I have
ever been fucked before.”

Jessica swallowed, still rubbing her feet
under the water. “That's all?”

“He made me dance,” the
girl sighed, starting to nod off. “First for him. Sensual,
seductive dances so he could get hard to take me again. And then
for his friends. Erotic pole dances, raunchy and-” Jessica saw the
girl's beautiful face turn deep red right before her eyes. “...I
have never danced in such a way for so many men! Sucking toys,
inserting them into myself, playing with myself with my legs spread
wide open facing them...”

The girl's eyes were still closed, her face
humiliated. “...the crowd cheered every time he forced me to cum
for them.”

Jessica felt her blood boil. “Oh god, he's a
monster! Gia, we know what he looks like, we can go to the
police-”

“Did you do any different,
when you had poor Wesley at your command?” the girl sighed. “You
used him for your pleasure and your friends' amusement.”

Jessica blushed, and not
just because she still had Wesley's
video hidden on a secret folder of her phone! “That's totally
different! And during your match he talked about making you suck
hundreds of cocks-”

“Just talk. He knew...”
The girl shivered, even in the steaming water. “That it would make
me orgasm faster. So he could win.”

Jessica blushed, for a different reason now.
“Oh.”

“He knew I was an
exhibitionist,” the girl said, just above a whisper. “That is why
he made me dance and pleasure myself on a stage for his friends. He
knew I had always fantasized about performing like that for men but
never could, not unless someone 'forced' me to.”

“But that wasn't you! That
was the magic butt plug!”

“It was me. And the magic.
Both.” The blushing girl opened her eyes. “Do not tell anyone? If
the other girls knew what sort of fantasies I had...”

“Of course,” Jessica
promised.

“Thank you, mia
bella. You are my angel.” She closed her eyes
again, wincing. “My plug... do you think you could...”

Jessica blushed even more. “Sure.”

Reaching between the Italian girl's smooth,
sexy legs, Jessica felt between her round butt cheeks and found the
jeweled base. Slowly, she pulled the magical gold butt plug out of
her friend and tossed it to the floor.

“Ahhhhhh....” Gia sighed,
relaxing even further into the tub.

“And that's all he made
you do? He said he was going to keep you like a dog-”

“He did, while you were
watching,” Gia sighed. “Then later he said my knees were too pretty
to damage them by crawling around all the time. He let me walk, but
only if I skipped everywhere, when I wasn't dancing for him. And he
still only let me talk once during the weekend.”

Jessica was afraid to ask.

“It was after my last
orgasmic dance for his friends,” Gia said. “He used the plug to
send a command. He ordered me to publicly beg him to fuck him. To
beg him to take me in every hole, in every position, to please fuck
me without mercy, without remorse, for as long as he wanted.” The
girl swallowed. “And then he did.”

Jessica was clenching her
fists so hard her fingernails were hurting her palm. “Gia, he IS a
monster! We have to stop him! If you don't want to go to the
police, well, fine, then I'll challenge him to a sex fight this Saturday, and when I beat
his sorry ass, I'll humiliate him so hard over the next 24 hours
that he'll never show his face in this state again!”

The girl's eyes flew open
as she gripped Jessica's hand. “No, mia bella!
You cannot!”

“But now you know all his
moves! And with you training me all week-”

The girl was fearful, all
trace of sleepiness gone. “No! I cannot help you! His cock- it is a
pussy breaker! Jessica, if you challenge that man to a sex fight,
you will lose!”

 


***

 



CHAPTER TWO

 


 


Troy woke up Sunday morning in a much better
mood than he would have expected.

Thinking about what Cheyenne had done still
hurt, but now the pain was dull around the edges, not jagged-glass
sharp as it had been last night. The tickle therapy had definitely
helped, as had making Carrie orgasm so violently, and snuggling
with the giggly, busty Maddie. Even if that had kept his little
cock painfully hard in his panties all night long.

With a jolt, Troy realized he hadn't had an
orgasm in seven days.

My last orgasm was alone in Cheyenne's
shower last Sunday, he remembered.
And then there was the seven-sided orgasm block, and then Melina
tried to ruin me before the game and failed so... seven days!
he gasped, feeling his hard dick beg for a
stroke. But I can't touch myself, or they'll all sense
it!

As the sun's beams entered the room,
cheerleaders were slowly waking up all around him.

The young girls stretched, arching their
backs and pointing their bare feet as they yawned. Some adjusted
their panties as they half-dozed, their sleep-induced wedgies
giving Troy a great view of their golden, mostly nude butts.

Troy gulped, his little hard-on
throbbing.

Cheyenne had been his
first, and hottest, girlfriend. But if they were really broken up,
then Sierra was right. He could sleep with anyone he
wanted.

But as smoking hot as Sierra was, she was
definitely not interested.

Maddie had great tits and
loved cuddling with him, nude or otherwise, but Troy was sure she
didn't see him in that way
either.

Not a lot of girls did, once they saw his
four inch cock!

He could say the same for most of the
half-dressed girls waking up around him. Sure, they let him shower
with them or borrow their panties, but only to giggle at the size
of his small, thin cock, not get turned on by it! And after they
had seen him in female form, with bouncing breasts and an even
smaller package, was he destined to be in the friend zone with the
entire cheerleading team just like he was with...

Amber.

The idea kept Troy from breathing.

They hadn't been able to get together since
he had been with Cheyenne. But now he was free! He had wanted her
for the last two years of college, and all through high school, and
ever since he had first caught a glimpse of that bright red hair
coming out of the house next to his... Wasn't she half the reason
he kept coming back to this damn college?

Amber might want to just be friends while
she was sorting out her whole succubus thing, but this time, he
wouldn't let his fear keep him from telling her how he felt about
her! He'd look her in the eyes, go over all the reasons he was
perfect for her, all the reasons that the two of them were destined
to be soul-

Carrie had unzipped her sleeping bag and was
crooking her finger at him.

The tall, slim cheerleader was still topless
from last night, her perky A-cup tits pointed at Troy as she smiled
at him.

Troy gulped and looked
around. Some of the other girls were stirring, but no one else was
really awake-awake yet. He mouthed a silent question across the
room. “Me?”

Carrie nodded, crooking her finger at him
again.

Troy's heart started going
crazy in his chest. Amber wouldn't mind if I talked to
one other girl before her. Just to see what Carrie wants...

He carefully slipped out from under Maddie's
sleeping arm and padded across the room in his bare feet, Carrie
holding her sleeping bag open so he could slide right in.

It was so warm, and it smelled of her!

Most of the cheerleaders smelled like girly
perfumes and fruit, but Carrie smelled like... the beach. Fresh,
and clean. And she was so tall- Troy's face was near her shoulders
and he couldn't even feel her feet! He felt like a child next to
her as she smiled and zipped the bag up over their heads.

“I wanted to thank you for
last night,” she giggled, pulling the shocked boy closer in the
darkness. “Sierra doesn't usually let girls cum during tickle
therapy.”

Troy gulped- they were face to face, he
could feel her hard nipples brushing against his! “That's... that's
what she said!”

“Yeah, she doesn't want us
all to become lesbians or something,” Carrie laughed, slipping her
fingers into his panties. “But that's not a problem with you, is
it?”

Troy was frozen in shock- she was playing
with his penis! “Oh god!”

“Shhh,” she giggled,
running his shaft lazily through the valleys between her smooth
fingers, getting it even harder than it was before. “Don't wake the
other girls. I just want to give you a little fun before everyone's
up, okay? As thanks.”

Troy's heart was about to explode out of his
chest! But he managed to keep his voice to a whisper.

“Sierra... won't mind if
we...?”

Carrie laughed. “Well, she doesn't want
girls just openly eating each other out in the showers after
practice, if that's what you mean. But she doesn't mind if two
girls secretly slip their fingers into each other's panties during
a sleepover.” She chuckled, still playing with his little
stiffness. “That's what sleepovers are for, right?”

Troy was trembling. Cheyenne's had always
stroked him fast with a tight fist, to get him erect and ready for
pegging in a minimum time. But Carrie was having him leisurely fuck
the spaces between her long, soft fingers. It was a totally new
sensation!

Troy bit his lip, trying not to cum too
fast!

“Oh god, it's
so small,” Carrie giggled, rubbing his
rock-hard dick. “You're barely bigger than my thumb!”

Troy buried his face into her shoulder as
his face burned. “I can't help it!”

Carrie laughed as her hand continued to work
under his panties. “It's okay, I know you're bigger when you're
fully male. But right now... wow, it's SO small!” She changed her
grip, giggling. “Look, it doesn't even fill my palm!”

Troy trembled again as he started to leak
pre-cum profusely. “Please....”

“You're dripping,” she
giggled, her lips inches from his. “Do you like it when girls tell
you how small a dick you have?”

He was twitching, about to cum! “I don't
know... Cheyenne used to say... I don't know!”

She pulled Troy closer, so his face was
buried in the crook of her clean-smelling neck and her lips were
right next to his ear, her breath hot in his ear.

“Don't worry little Lexi,
I like your cute little penis,” she
giggled. “And I'll play with it until you make a nice big cum all
over my stomach. Come on, you can do it...”

Troy was moaning, curling his toes. He was
in a girl's body but he was about to have a very male orgasm all
over Carrie's abs. He moaned, closing his eyes-

-but he couldn't cum!

This wasn't an orgasm block, that was like
slamming into a brick wall. This was something else, like not being
able to reach the top of a slippery hill!

“Please,” he begged, tears
building up at the corner of his eyes again.

“It's okay, you can cum on
me,” Carrie whispered into his ear. “I want to feel that tiny
little dick pulse as I milk it...”

Troy grit his teeth. Any other time, her
words would have had him exploding in seconds! But now, as a boi
with long hair and a soft feminine body, he couldn't cum-

-unless he had something up his
ass.

He realized, every time Cheyenne had made
him cum on the weekends, it was with a huge cock up his ass. And
even his last masturbation, alone in her shower, he had felt the
overwhelming urge to stick her shower dildo inside of him as he was
getting close!

The transformation spell was giving him a
lot of female traits every weekend- and some girls couldn't cum
without something inside of them!

Troy strained, trying to explode from
Carrie's hand, but it was like trying to run up a hill of pennies-
he just couldn't get to the top! His face turned deep red; he
couldn't ask Carrie to stick something his butt- not the first time
they were together!

“What's wrong?” she said,
slowing her pace on his cock. “Are you nervous?”

Troy could barely talk! He nodded.

“Awwww, that's so cute,”
she laughed, giving his cock one last squeeze and then pulling her
fingers from his panties. “Most guys would have blasted their cum
all over me without even thinking twice, but you're so worried
about it! You really are the perfect, cute little
cheerleader!”

He just winced, his head swimming. Could he
really not cum without something up his butt? And would this last
even when he changed back?

Oh please, don't let the magic have changed
me forever...

Carrie wiped her fingers
on a nearby tissue, then kissed his forehead. “It's okay Lexi. We
can try again later in the week if you want,” she giggled. “We've
got an away game.”

Troy gulped. That meant a
hotel stay, and hotel rooms, and privacy and... oh
god.

Carrie giggled. “Do you want to try to cum
on my tummy again, after our game this week?”

Troy just nodded, and she giggled and kissed
his forehead again, then reached behind the boy and unzipped her
sleeping bag so he could get out. Now he just had to sneak back
into Maddie's bed before anyone-

Girls started clapping as soon as he stood
up.

Everyone was awake!

“Oh my god!” Maddie
squealed from her bed, pointing right at his fiercely tented
panties. “Someone's got morning clit!”

Troy gasped and covered
his crotch and Carrie blushed a little herself as girls whistled
and cheered. “Carrie and Lexi, sitting in a
tree-”

Sierra was sitting up in her bed, already
putting her hair into a high ponytail.

“You know Flyer, if you've
got that much sexual energy,” she
laughed, “let's go out and practice some new Power stunts before
breakfast!”

 


***

 


Of course, Sierra started their practice
with a punishing run and workout as usual...

“Momma told Cindy not to go
downtown-”

But this time the workout wasn't so
punishing for Troy. He was still worse than the girls, on the
running, push-ups, lunges and flutter kicks, but not nearly as bad
as before. Sierra smiled and pulled him to his feet, after the last
flutter kicks.

“You're getting
better.”

“Thanks,” he gasped,
sweating and fighting to catch his breath.

“I was worried your
fitness level would reset every time you transformed, but it looks
like some of the endurance you're building as a male during the
week carries over when you change on the weekends.”

Maddie spat out the water she was drinking.
“Does that mean if we pierce his ears as a girl it might not go
away when he turns into a boy again?!”

“I'm not getting my ears
pierced!” Troy cried.

“LEXI,” Maddie laughed,
“you're going to have to sometime.
I just hadn't done it yet because I thought the holes would heal up
every time you changed back, like a werewolf or
something!”

“Werewolves do grow all
new skin every time they change back,” Jenni agreed. “I've seen
that in like, every movie.”

“Do werewolves also grow
breasts and get their cute little dicks shrunk when they turn too?”
Carrie laughed, grinning as Troy blushed.

“Werewolves aren't real,”
Sierra said, frowning. “Flyer, when we paint your nails on the
weekend, do they stay painted when you transform?”

Troy swallowed. “Not really! Most of it
flakes away when my fingers grow and stretch. But some of it stays,
near the edges.” He blushed even harder. “I always have to rub off
the rest of the color before I go back to my dorm and my roommates
see it!”

“So inserting metal
objects into his earlobes might not be the best option right before
he changes,” Sierra told the girls.

“Or, it might mean that we
can do whatever we want!” Carrie laughed. “Like, dye his hair crazy
colors and get him tramp-stamps or tattoos all over the place-
because he'll just reset when he changes!”

“I'm not doing any of
that!” Troy cried.

Maddie laughed. “What
about just piecing one ear? As a
test?”

“NO!”

“Alright ladies, let's get
back to work,” Sierra chuckled, cracking the knuckles of her
fingers. They were already starting to glow blue as she called up
her Powers. “Our Flyer's hornier than we've ever had her- let's she
what she can really do!”

 


***

 


They started with the Reynolds 360-flip into
a Scorpion, the move that had brought the house down at their last
performance, and Troy landed it again.

Maddie and Carrie- who was still grinning at
him- reared back and threw the boy high into the air, higher than
he had ever gone before. Troy still tucked his knees to rotate in
the air, but it was Sierra who was really controlling things. Her
Handle spell on his hard cock guided Troy around, gracefully
slowing him at the end to land like a ballerina in Carrie's
upraised hand.

“Good job Flyer!” Sierra
laughed, giving the blushing boy's cock a psychic squeeze as he
balanced on Carrie's hand, the little tent in his soffee shorts
visible to the entire field. “Now let's try something
else!”

They tried a stunt where Troy was thrown and
did the splits high in the air, Sierra's Powers made him stay at
the top of the arc just a little longer than gravity should have
allowed, psychically squeezing his erection to hold him there.

They tried one where Troy spun and spun like
a bullet in the air after being thrown, the pigtails Maddie had
given him this morning whipping around his face, and Sierra's grip
steady on his penis guided him safely down into a basket of arms
again.

They did moves with Troy doing handstands on
top of Maddie and Carrie's upraised hands, then splits, then both,
upside down and flashing his bare legs to everyone. At the end of
that dismount, Troy was gasping, trembling, because Sierra had been
psychically stroking his cock for about ten minutes straight!

“Let's do one more,” she
said, setting up again.

Troy was squirming, holding his crotch.
“Please, cheer captain!”

“What's wrong?”

“I'm about to cum!” he
blurted out, making all the cheerleaders around him
laugh.

“Just one more,” she
chuckled. “I'll be gentle.”

The last stunt required Troy to do two
cartwheels on the ground towards Carrie- tumbling was his weakest
area- then Carrie would grab him by the hips when he got close and
toss him in the air in one smooth motion, to balance in a Scorpion
on her single, raised hand.

Sierra's firm psychic hand
almost made Troy cum in his shorts- thank god he didn't
have anything in his ass- but they landed
it.

The blushing boi stood high in a light
breeze, his smooth, limber, girly leg bent back into a sexy
Scorpion, his hard cock obvious to everyone in his soft shorts.

God, if he came now...

But then Carrie tapped his calf, the signal
to dismount, and Troy let himself fall into the basket of waiting
arms again. When he got to his feet, Sierra was shaking her head in
wonder.

“Holy cow, this might
change everything!” she laughed. “All-girl teams have never been
able to do stunts like that before!”

Troy gulped. “Why not?”

“Because normally Carrie
would have had to been a huge muscled dude to flip even a tiny
Flyer in the air with just one arm like that. But now...” She shook
her head again. “I might request a femme boi on the team every
cheerleading season from now on!”

“No!” Maddie cried,
hugging Troy. “You can't replace Lexi! She's one of a
kind!”

Troy only blushed harder as some of the
other girls agreed.

Sierra laughed. “Maybe. But who knows if
he'll want to do this again next year.”

Troy gulped- he hadn't even thought that far
ahead!

His head was still swimming at that idea
when Sierra looked over his shoulder, at something on the edge of
the field. “Look lively, girls. We've got visitors.”

Troy turned with the rest of the team, but
couldn't see over their taller shoulders, even when he stood on his
tiptoes. “Who is it?”

“The captains of the girls
volleyball team,” Maddie whispered, making him swallow. “The ones
whose game we performed at last night?”

The girls volleyball team!

The game last night had been Troy's first,
but he had been so high on nerves that he had barely even looked at
the court! He had some blurry memories, of girls in spandex shorts
and knee pads yelling and doing things behind him last night, but
his real memory of the team was from Freshman year, when impossibly
tall Greek Goddesses in string bikinis would play beach volleyball
right outside the boys dorms every day as he was coming back from
class, making him die to masturbate when he wasn't allowed to!

The cheerleaders parted as the girls
approached, and Troy gulped as the tall girls just kept getting
taller as they got closer.

There was one white captain and one black
one, both wearing relaxed, cut-off shirts and shorts which made
their toned legs look about two miles long. The white captain had
honey-blond hair with an all-over tan like a California beach babe
and the black one had smooth, caramel colored skin that made her
sexy muscles stand out even more.

The white goddess nodded at Sierra then
grinned down at the nervous boy. “So this is the little cheer girl
that caused such a sensation at our first home game, huh?”

Troy gulped- they were even taller than he
remembered! Literally, since he had probably lost a foot of height
since he had seen them as a Freshman.

“Not so much a girl,” the
black volleyball player laughed, Troy saw her purse her lips, and
then he felt a warm Powers mouth sucking on his hard
cock!

“Please! I'm too close to
cumming!” he squealed, covering his crotch, which made all the
girls laugh again.

“Oh, he's a jumpy one,”
the white captain chuckled, watching Troy fight not to orgasm in
front of everyone.

Sierra waved a hand to dispel the magic
sensations just a few seconds before Troy might have cum in his
shorts. “Yeah, he's a femme boi we've got on loan from the
scholarship department. Keeping him horny is how we do his stunts,
with Handle spells and such.”

“Then by all means, keep
him bottled up,” the black player laughed, no longer casting the
spell as she grinned down at the blushing Troy. “After you landed
that big stunt sweetie, the way that screaming crowd energized the
girls on the team- it was easy to win then!”

Troy blushed harder. The way she was smiling
at him- was he supposed to say something? “Um, thanks!”

“But we'll need even more
this week,” the white captain warned Sierra. “It's an away game, so
most of the crowd will be against us. And their team is nationally
ranked.” She looked at the cheer captain significantly. “My girls
are going to pull out all the stops this week to get ready to beat them, and I'd like you to do
the same. Do you understand me?”

Sierra nodded. “My girls will be ready. I've
already got the perfect routine in mind.”

“I bet,” the black captain
chuckled, looking down at Troy again. “I can't wait to see our
little boi fly again this Saturday. Come on, Nora.”

The tall white girl turned
to leave when her friend did, but looked over her shoulder and gave
Troy a wink. “And if we win, maybe our teams can celebrate
together?”

“We'll see you in the
showers after the game,” Sierra laughed.

But Maddie and the girls were already
gathering around the shorter Troy. “OMFG!” Maddie squealed, quietly
so that the departing volleyball girls wouldn't hear. “Did you see
how they were looking at Lexi?”

“What?” Troy demanded,
squirming as all the girls pressed in close to him. “Don't they
look at all cheerleaders like that?”

“Just the rookies,” Carrie
laughed, rubbing his shoulders from behind. “The volleyball girls
just love deflowering the rookie
cheerleaders each year. It's one of the perks of being on their
team.”

“Totally!” Maddie agreed.
“And if they do what they did the last time they played a
nationally ranked team...” She was looking significantly at Sierra,
who had just rejoined the circle.

“Yep, they're going
futanari for this away game,” the cheer captain confirmed. “It
makes them stronger, faster, and if they only do it once in a
while, the governing body doesn't notice.”

Troy gulped.
Futanari! With big cocks and much more cum
than a man could produce, but with a sexy woman's body!
Just like Cheyenne was now!

Maddie squealed and hugged him again. “Oh
Lexi, if your Power stunts help them win the game this week,
they're going to show you such a good time!”

“What!” he demanded. “What
are they going to do?!”

The girls around him giggled.

“My first away game as a
rookie, there were three futa girls on the volleyball team,” Carrie
said, grinning. “After the game they cornered me in the showers,
sucking on my nipples and my clit until I was screaming for them to
finally fuck me already!” She laughed as Troy shivered. “It was a
real futa gang bang.”

“MY first away game there
were five of them,” Maddie giggled.
“And they made me blow them in the showers, on my knees! And in the
hotel room after they still took me
two or three at a time, firing so many hot loads down my throat, my
pussy, my butt all night- it was so much cum!” She giggled, her
eyes looking at something distant. “SO much cum.”

Troy jumped as Sierra's psychic Powers
grasped his cock again, pulling him towards the girls' locker
room.

“See Flyer? If you do a
good job at Saturday's game, I can guarantee
you you're going to get laid!” she laughed at the
blushing boy. “Isn't it fun being single again?”

 


***

 


As the sun set, Troy gulped as every
cheerleader crammed into Sierra's room was looking at him
intently.

“You don't all have to
watch!”

“When are we ever going to
get see a real life transformation spell working again?” Maddie
laughed, passing a bowl of popcorn to Jenni. “It's gotta be so
cool!”

The small Asian girl agreed, swallowing a
handful of kernels and passing the bowl on. “And I've watched
werewolf movies ever since I was a kid!”

“I'm not a werewolf!” Troy
gulped, starting to sweat. It was going to happen soon!

Sierra had changed into comfy clothes, a
tank top and sweats, but still looked hot to Troy. “That's right.
You're more of a... were-girl I guess?”

Troy blushed. Is
that what he was now? And how long would
Professor Zadora keep this curse on him? Surely not for
next year too!

He looked out the window, begging the sun to
go down faster. He couldn't wait to be fully male again!

As the girls eagerly watched, the sun set,
the sky went from dusk to dark and then...

Nothing.

“So when is it supposed to
happen?” Maddie asked, taking more popcorn.

“Usually when the sun goes
down!” Troy squeaked, feeling the prison of his female body. He
didn't feel anything- no headache, and his sweats had
stopped.

What was going on?!

“Breathe rookie,” Sierra
laughed, handing him a big plastic guitar controller and turning on
their Xbox. “It'll happen when it happens.” She started a
two-player game of Guitar Hero. “You can't stay a girl
forever.”

But that fear was exactly what was weighing
on Troy's mind, as more and more minutes passed after sunset. He
got progressively more horrible at keeping up the beat and after he
had lost enough games for their team, Troy was eventually moved to
the side, just watching the other girls play, his head tucked under
Carrie's shoulder as they huddled on the bed, him trying to
remember to breathe. About an hour after the sun had gone down she
suddenly pushed him away.

“Ick. You just got all
sweaty!”

Troy's eyes flew open. A headache! And he
was hard in his shorts! “It's happening!”

The game was instantly paused as all the
girls turned to watch him again.

“Oh god...” he gasped,
taking off his shirt and shorts. “Oh god....” he said, quickly
undoing the rear clasp on his bra.

“He's getting good at
that,” Maddie giggled, as his bra came off.

Troy blushed, pausing before his panties,
but he didn't know what would happen if he changed with them
on!

The girls giggled when he slid them down his
smooth legs.

Sierra eyed the blushing boy's stiffy.
“Flyer, do you always get so hard before you turn?”

“I can't help it!” he
cried. “Something about the magic and the spell-
AHHHHH!”

He fell to his knees as the change hit him,
writhing and moaning on the ground in front of ten very wide-eyed
cheerleaders. His body broke and became larger, more masculine,
before reforming again. After it passed, he sat up, gasping and
nude, but in his male form.

Maddie's eyes were still big. “So that's
what a Transformation spell looks like.”

Jenni's eyes were even bigger. “That looks
like it hurts just as much as a werewolf change.”

Sierra shook her head as she handed Troy his
blue scholarship shorts. “I'll give you this, rookie. If you're
going through that twice every weekend, you're a lot tougher than
you look.”

 


***

 


But why was the change back happening
later and later each time? Troy thought as he
rushed home to the boy's dorm. And the change into girl form seemed
to be happening earlier- I'm spending more time as girl
each weekend!

He prayed the trend wouldn't continue, now
that he didn't have Cheyenne's room to hide in.

I'm so late getting back, I won't even be
able to masturbate until the morning! he
thought, feeling the heavy ache in his seven-day denied
balls. And then I might have to do it twice!

Sierra wasn't going to put a seven-sided
block on him again this week, but told him to start building up his
lust for the game around Wednesday or so.

That's easy for HER to say!

Troy entered his dorm room to find his
roommates nude and lying on their beds face down, with many angry
red stripes across their butts. “What the hell happened to you
guys?!”

Billy was holding an ice pack across his
well-caned rear. “If you ever stayed around on the weekends you
would find out! But you always abandon us each time!”

“I didn't abandon you
guys,” Troy said, taking off his clothes before the hall monitor
tagged him. “I just... have to see Cheyenne.”

“You could stay with us
ONE time,” Alphonso said. His ass had even more straight red welts
across it than Billy's! “For moral support.”

“I... it's complicated!”
Troy cried, right before a whistle sounded from the
hall.

“Troy Appleton!” their
eighteen year old hall monitor cried, pointing at him.

“What! I'm already naked!”
the red-faced boy said, trying not to look her over. If
he got a boner now...

“You are charged with
unauthorized masturbation this weekend!” the girl said, reading off
her clipboard. “Two separate girls complained about it!”

“It's got to be a
mistake!” he gulped, stepping backwards. “I couldn't have! This
weekend I was-” He stopped, seeing all his friends looking at
him.

“You were what?” the girl
demanded.

What could he say? “It's just got to be a mistake!”

“One girl reporting
reading your dirty thoughts could be a mistake,” the monitor
laughed, getting a steel chastity belt out of her pocket. “But two
is not! The mandatory sentence is a week in chastity.”

A week!

“NO!” he begged.
“Please!”

But the girl already had his balls in her
hand. “Just stay as soft as you are, little dick,” she giggled,
slipping the steel ring behind his nuts. “And no one needs to get
hurt.”

Troy knew better than to run, they could
always find him easily, on a campus of Powers users!

But he hadn't even been able to relieve the
tension in his balls yet- and now he had to go another week?!

“Please!” he begged. She
was already threading his soft penis into that cold steel cage!
“Who were the girls that reported me? It's got to be a
mistake!”

“One sophomore and one
junior,” she said, lining up the two parts of his cage. “Cheyenne
Ryder and Melina Gujarati.”

And then it all made sense.

“NO! It's a trick! They're
trying to get revenge on me-”

“Take it up with the
Headmistress,” the girl laughed, and clicked the lock
shut.

 


***

 



CHAPTER THREE

 


 


The next day Troy was woken by painful
morning steel and had to run down the hall to take a cold shower to
get rid of it.

Of course the girls in his modeling class
loved the novelty of drawing a nude boy in chastity, giggling how
the trapped cock between his legs twitched and tried to get stiff
as they blew the blushing boy kisses or gave him long down-blouse
peeks when the teacher wasn't looking.

Professor Henderson in his
Self-Defense for Boys class didn't take pity on him either, making
Troy suck his phallic totem just like everyone else. The feeling of
his mouth, magically transmitted to his cock under
the bars of his tight steel cage while he still
couldn't get hard was maddening! The attempts of his penis to get
stiff just made the too-small cage pull on his balls the whole
hour, and Troy left the class in pain, red-faced and walking a
little bow-legged.

At lunch Troy complained to the
Headmistress's office, but was told his only recourse against false
masturbation claims was to file a petition of grievance and maybe
someone would be able to look at it by late Wednesday or
Thursday.

All of which didn't put him in a great mood
when Melina plopped down in the seat next to him in his Economics
class. He had specifically gotten there early and chosen a seat way
to the side to avoid her- she never sat this far over!

“Did you like the new
jewelry Cheyenne and I got you?” she giggled at him. “We went in on
it together!”

Troy grabbed his things and moved to the
other side of the classroom. Melina followed him.

“Is it the right size,
cheer slut? I hope so, because you're going to be wearing it for oh
so long a time.”

“Why are you doing this?!”
he cried, feeling the steel chastity belt squeezing his cock. “You
already slept with Cheyenne- why did you do this, too?”

Her smile dropped just as
her voice did. “Because you humiliated me, boy toy. I had to walk all the way across campus with
that sticky orange stuff dripping off of me! You deserve payback
for that. Enjoy being in chastity for the rest of the
year!”

Troy felt the walls closing in. If she
claimed every week that her Powers sensed him masturbating during
forbidden hours, it was just his word against hers! And for repeat
masturbation offenders, the university didn't give out chastity as
the only punishment- they did things that were far worse!

“Cheyenne won't keep
covering for you! Eventually she'll tell the hall monitors that
you're lying and then you'll be the
one who gets-”

“Cheyenne will keep doing
exactly what I tell her to do,” Melina laughed. “As long as I keep
sucking her big, hard futa cock every night.”

Troy's eyes got huge.

“And I do,” the girl
taunted. “I suck it every night.
And I let her put it deep in me, and I moan and shudder while she
pumps away.” Melina giggled. “She already says I'm a much better
lover than you.”

That arrow struck Troy's heart.

“You're lying!”

“Yeah, that's why she's
texting me ten times a day saying she loves me,” she laughed,
showing Troy her phone. “And that's why she bought me these new
earrings yesterday!”

Troy started to tear up, looking at the new
diamond studs in the Indian girl's ears. Cheyenne had never bought
him anything like that!

“Face it, loser, she likes
girls,” Melina laughed. “Not wimpy, little-dicked boys like you.
And when we're having sex tonight, romantic and slow, surrounded by
a room of candles, I'm going to whisper into her ear about how you
must look right then, straining in your little chastity cage in
bed, your blue balls aching, and we're both going to laugh as we
orgasm together!”

Troy was crying now, just
like he had been Saturday night. Were his hormones
carrying over past the change too? “Shut
up!”

“You know the other great
thing about having you in chastity, boy toy?” she giggled. “It
barely takes any affinity for me to make your trapped bits
ache.”

She raised her fingers in a tickling motion
towards Troy, and phantom feathers started stroking his tight,
bulging balls. His dick tried to erect but the curve of the cage
didn't let him, and the ring behind his balls just pulled
harder!

“Arrrggh! God!”

“That's right slut,
suffer. Suffer while you think about me riding your girlfriend's
cock with my real pussy for hours
tonight. It's so much wetter and silkier than yours- in a week she
won't even remember your name!”

Crying, Troy ran from the room before the
class even started, both his balls and his heart in pain.

 


***

 


Sniffling and wiping his eyes, Troy wandered
the SPU campus.

He couldn't keep running back to the
cheerleaders every time he broke down, but who else could he talk
to? His roommates seemed mad because Troy missed what ever the hell
had happened to them over the weekend, and Jessica would just laugh
in his face! He needed someone who understood, someone who
could-

Amber.

Troy ran off, knowing what he had to do.

 


***

 


He had a few hours before cheerleader
practice, and Troy checked every place he could think of. The
grassy spot on the quad where they had talked earlier this
semester, the cafeteria, even her room; he couldn't find Amber
anywhere.

He thought about waiting
outside a classroom for her to get out but realized he barely knew
any of her class schedule. She had always kept that a secret, ever
since Freshman year, even from Jessica- why did she do
that?

With her Independent Studies major, Amber
could be anywhere: in Professor Zadora's lab, at a shop in town, at
a conference halfway around the world. She had been to one of those
in Europe, last term. Collapsing onto an empty park bench, Troy
suddenly felt very, very small.

And that's when he saw her, sitting on a
rock under a shade tree and staring at the old stone church at the
edge of campus.

“Amber!”

She jumped when he yelled her name, and Troy
was blushing as he ran up to her.

“Sorry, Amber, I um...
were you meditating just now?”

For some reason now she
was blushing as well. “No! Of course not!” She pulled down the hem
of the short, light sundress she wore, trying to cover more of her
bare legs. “I'm not going to meditate in
public, Troy!”

Troy was sure he didn't understand what was
going on, but he was so relieved to have found her, he didn't care.
“Oh, okay. Um, can I sit with you?”

She looked at the rock she was sitting on.
It was big enough for two, but it would be cozy. “You can take it.
I was just leaving.”

“No! Please- stay! I'll
stand!” Troy didn't get it- why were things so weird between them
all of a sudden? “Look, Amber, I've got something to tell
you...”

“Oh?”

She was blushing on the
rock, not looking at him, squeezing her thighs together and
squirming like she had to go to the bathroom! What was
wrong?

“You're really horny,
Troy,” she said, looking away as she tucked a strand of red hair
behind her ears.

He blushed a little more. “Sorry! But that's
not what I wanted to... Cheyenne and I broke up!”

Troy knew it was the wrong
thing to say as soon as he said it. He just didn't know
why it was the wrong thing to
say.

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

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

“I did, but-”

“And she was a nice girl,
sometimes.”

“I know, but that's
not...” Troy sighed- he didn't want to talk about Cheyenne! “
Amber, this means that we can finally be together!”

That finally made her look up. “What?”

“Well, I mean, it just
seems like, every time I'm single, you're with someone. And then
when you became single, I was with Cheyenne... but now we're both
free at the same time!” Troy knew this conversation was like a
plane crashing to earth, he just didn't know how to pull back on
the stick! “I mean... you know, if you want to!”

In all the possible universes where Troy had
imagined all the possible ways he would express his feelings to
Amber, this had to be the worst way he could have done it!

The look on her face was of horror.

“Troy! You
know what my Powers might do to someone
that I'm sleeping with regularly. And you know
that, if I let that hunger get a hold of me
again, I'll have to sleep with big
cocks instead of your little dick to really be
satisfied!”

Troy's face got
red. Why did she always have to go there?
“But-”

“And you know that I love
your soul and think you're cute and care for you after all we've
been through and we click every single way but sexually- so why are
you teasing me like this?!” Amber wailed, jumping off her rock and
running away while Troy could only stand, trapped in
chastity.

 


***

 


“Why do girls have to be
so confusing!” Troy cried, pounding the wall of the cheerleaders'
showers. The hot water poured down his body, but the nude girls
showering all around him did little to cool the angry knot that was
his steel-encased genitals.

“Because the mystery is
what keeps you boys guessing,” Carrie laughed, washing her long
legs under the shower head next to him. That didn't help either!
“If we were simple, men would just get bored and leave.”

“But this girl seems like
she's more than just normally mixed up,” Maddie added, soaping up
her big, round breasts on Troy's other side. He groaned and looked
away from her too! “She's like a weird spaghetti knot of conflicts
and desires.”

“Well I'm not a mixed up
about it,” Sierra said, crossing her arms under her own shower
head. “I know exactly how I feel about our Flyer getting himself
put in a week of chastity right before our first away
game!”

“It wasn't his fault!”
Maddie cried before Troy could, hugging him to protect him from
their captain's wrath. “Those mean girls lied to get him this
way!”

The nude soapy girl was on his side, her
firm breasts slipping against his arm, her bare pussy sliding over
his hip, until she shifted to his front. “I'm sorry- it's so unfair
that your little penis is locked up and helpless!”

Troy groaned. Now they were face to face,
and he couldn't stop his hands from sliding down her soapy back to
cup her round bubble butt. If his dick had been free, he would have
been insider her right now! Instincts a millions years old made
Troy thrust his hips towards her, but all that did was make his
steel-encased cock bump against the outside of her bare pussy.

“GOD! I HATE THIS
CAGE!”

“I know, sweetie, I know,”
Maddie said, stroking the back of Troy's head to calm him just like
she had done Saturday night. Then she looked up and giggled. “But
on the bright side, now I can hug you just like I hug little Lexi
and the cage keeps you honest and out of me! It doesn't matter if
your dick is big or little or what- we can still be
BFFs!”

“That's it,” Carrie said,
snapping her fingers. “The cage is the answer!” She looked at the
blushing Troy, who was still trying to hump Maddie out of pure
reflex. “Amber didn't know you were in chastity, right?”

“No! That would have just
made it worse!”

“No,” Carrie said, turning
off her shower. “That makes it better. She doesn't want to sleep with you because her succubi
powers, if she has them, drain life from her lovers,
right?”

“Yeah. So?”

“And she really
wants to sleep with guys with nice big
swinging dicks, which you'll never have, right?”

Troy was red faced. “SO?!”

“So I've got the answer!”
Carrie laughed. “It will solve her temptation worries, let you
overcome your little bitty penis issue, let you two be lovey-dovey
with each other all you want and keep you charged and ready for cheerleading games! Everybody
wins!”

Troy was squirming. He could feel the heat
off of Maddie's pussy through his cage! “And? What's the
answer?!”

“I'll tell you later,”
Carrie laughed, drying her nude body with a small towel. “But the
first thing is, we need to convince Amber you're serious about it.
It will take some grand gesture of your devotion or
something.”

“Yay! Grand gestures of
love! This is going to be so much FUN, Lexi!” Maddie squealed,
jumping up and down against Troy, almost giving him a heart
attack.

 


***

 


“I don't know about this,”
Troy gulped, standing outside the door to Amber and Jessica's
room.

“Trust us- we know girls!”
Maddie giggled, knocking on the door. When there was no answer, she
fished a key from her jeans pocket and unlocked the
door.

“Where did you get that?”
Troy demanded as they went inside.

“We also know the hall
monitor,” Maddie giggled. “Come on Carrie!”

The two girls rigged the under-mattress
restraint system from Sierra's bed onto Amber's, securing the
webbing under the mattress then laying the cuffs on top of the four
corners of Amber's comforter.

Carrie laughed and pinched Troy's ass.
“Okay, strip, Romeo.”

“Do I really have to be
naked?”

“Grand gestures,
remember?”

“But my sister shares this
room! What if she walks in first?!”

Maddie stopped to think for a moment. “Tell
her hello?”

Troy shivered but Carrie was already undoing
his belt. “You'll be in Amber's bed,” she said. “It's obvious that
you're a present for Amber.”

Troy gulped. A
present. With a big red bow...

“But what's the plan? And
how does the chastity belt help? I don't want to wear it the whole
time I'm dating her!”

“You won't have to,”
Carrie laughed, taking down his pants while Maddie took off his
shirt. “You two love birds can change the rules once you get going.
This is just to make her comfortable being sexual with you,
remember?”

He was nude now, but still looked at the
restraints, shivering. “Are you sure this is the right thing to
do?”

Carrie shrugged. “You can
always stay single. The futa girls on the volleyball team
just love single rookie
cheerleaders. I still remember how they trapped me in the showers
my first away game, soaping up my body and teasing me with their
fingers until I begged them to fuck me with their huge futanari
cocks right up against the shower walls over and over
again-”

The girls laughed as Troy scrambled onto
Amber's bed. Carrie attached the cuffs to his ankles and Maddie the
same to his wrists, pulling them tight.

“Okay, now time for the
blindfold...” Maddie giggled.

“Blindfold!”

“The point is for you to
be helpless,” Carrie laughed as Maddie tied the soft cloth around
his face. “So that you're totally giving yourself over to her
will.”

Maddie giggled. “Girls love that, trust
us.”

Now Troy was blind! He squirmed, nude and
tied spread eagle to the bed of his high school crush.

“And now the
lipstick...”

“NO!”

“Not for your lips,
silly,” Maddie laughed, and Troy felt Carrie writing something in
cold, slick lipstick across his bare chest. “We're just leaving her
a message. Your message.”

She wrote for a long time, all down his
chest, and even using the lipstick to draw what felt like arrows on
his thighs! “What does it say?!”

“You'll find out if she
says yes,” Maddie sang, and then Troy heard the door opening. They
were leaving!

“Consider us repaid for
the feather orgasm you gave me,” Carrie laughed, and tickled one of
Troy's nude feet with her fingers, making him buck and squirm. The
restraints held tight. “If this works, you'll be getting a lot more
hand-jobs than I could ever give
you.”

“What? What does that
mean?!” Troy demanded.

But all he heard was the door closing behind
her.

 


 


***
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CHAPTER FOUR

 


 


Jessica paused outside the door to the
Headmistress' office, the gold butt plug in her hand.

She didn't want to do this.

But she had to, for the safety of everyone
involved! She exhaled and knocked on the door.

“Enter.”

Jessica walked in, her sneakers suddenly
making no noise on the deeply carpeted floor. “Headmistress Parker,
I wanted to come talk to you. About Sex Fight Club.”

The professionally dressed older woman
behind the large wooden desk nodded, taking off her wire-rim
glasses. “Yes. I heard there was an incident at the last
meeting.”

An
'incident'! Jessica thought to
herself. Gia had been abducted by some
stranger and fucked silly for almost 24 hours!

“Yes Ma'am.” She slid the
cleaned butt plug across the desk. “The club has gotten too
dangerous for students. We have to... we have to cancel
it.”

The woman simply looked at her, not moving
to pick up the magic device. “I thought, Miss Appleton, that we
agreed. I would let you run the club to settle disputes between
students, which would cut down the number of petitions of grievance
I receive each week. Do you know how many that is?” she said,
waving at a stack of papers on her desk. “There is even one here
from your brother about incorrect claims of masturbation.”

“But-”

“Our agreement was, you
were to run the sex fighting club so that students would have a way
of settling disputes without relying on my office. And you were to
make sure that women won all the sex fights.”

Jessica nodded, unable to meet her eyes. “We
tried, Ma'am! But there was this guy- he wasn't a student- and he
had this amazing dick.” She blushed. “Or so Gia tells me. And he's
threatened to keep coming back to the Sex Fight Club, until he's
defeated all the girls there!”

Starting with
me, Jessica gulped.

“Miss Appleton, there will
always be 'some guy',” the Headmistress sighed. “With 'some amazing
dick' that stands in your way of achieving your goals. The question
is...” She looked down at the jewel-encrusted butt plug again,
which still lay where Jessica had set it. “...will you let him? Or
will you continue to fight until you win?”

Easy for her to say- she wasn't going to be
a sex slave for a day if she lost!

“But Ms. Parker, in the
interest of protecting the other girls, I really think we should
stop the club, just for a while.” She looked at the gold plug,
sitting there without its other half. “And besides, he kept the
gold cock ring so we can't even-”

The Headmistress was reaching into the
drawer of her desk and pulling out a carved wooden case the size of
a large laptop, which she opened to reveal ten more matching sets
of golden cock rings and plugs.

“Made fresh in the SPU
labs this morning. So your club can continue as it is.”

The woman pushed the case towards her,
knocking the lone butt plug off the table. Jessica jumped and
caught it before it hit the floor.

“But the other
girls-”

“You are the leader of the
club, young lady. Protect them.”

“How?”

The attractive older woman smirked at the
girl. “Think independently and solve the problem, Miss Appleton.
That is all I have ever tried to teach you.”

 


***

 


Troy jerked awake as he
heard a key fumbling in the lock. He
had fallen asleep!

He tried to open his eyes, remembered the
blindfold, then tensed as he heard the door opening.

Please be Amber and not Jess please be Amber
and not Jess-

“Troy?”

Oh thank god-

“Amber!” he gasped.
“Please, let me explain-”

“What are you doing here-
you're naked! And- OH!”

He could just
feel her eyes on
his tight chastity belt.

“And you're all locked
up,” she giggled. “When did that happen?”

He heard the door close and could breathe
again. “Amber, I'm sorry for what I said earlier today,” he panted,
knowing how ridiculous he must look, “but I promise, I'm not
teasing you! I really want us to be together no matter how we do it
and maybe this might-”

“Oh my god,” she gasped,
her soft hand tracing the shapes on his chest. “Troy, do you mean
this?”

He shivered as he felt her fingers explore
down his ribs. “Mean what?”

“All this stuff written on
your body!” she said, her voice wavering. “Do you
really mean
it? All of
it?”

Troy squirmed, nude and helpless. He had no
idea what Carrie had written on him! But the sudden change in
Amber's voice, it was so different than how she had talked to him
before-

What if this was his only chance with
her?

“Yes Amber! I mean every
word!” He heard a stack of books fall to the floor, then a door
lock, then some rustling-

“Amber? Are you still
there? Amb-”

His voice was cut off by a nude pussy
straddling his face.

It was already wet.

Adrenaline flooded into Troy's veins as
memories came flooding back to him- she tasted just like she had
Freshman year!

“Please Troy- hurry! It's
been so long!” Amber begged, grinding
into his face harder, using two hands on his hair to pull him up
into her. “Hurry!”

Troy was reeling from the way she was
bucking on his face, from the sudden reversal in her demeanor, from
the memories the smell of her clean pussy triggered in his brain.
But his instincts kicked in and he started to lick her as he had
been trained for the last 2 years in his Cunnilingus class and the
small girl was quickly moaning and squirming on top of him.

“We'll do it just like you
wrote it!” she cried, her thighs starting to tremble around his
ears. His little trapped dick was curved back between his legs,
crushing his balls as it tried to erect, completely irrelevant to
the sex he and Amber were having right now. “Exactly the way you wrote it!”

 


***

 


Their sex was sweaty and long, all of it
with Troy blindfolded, tied to the bed, and trapped in his chastity
cage. In between her orgasms, Amber laid her nude body on top of
his- Troy hadn't realized she was totally naked until then- and the
image of what she must look like, straddling him, her perfect ass
just above his chastity cage, made the steel tube a crushing
vice.

“Amber,
please-”

But she would just kiss him when he begged,
making some of his pain go away. And after she had caught her
breath, she would just straddle his face again.

By the time she was finally finished, they
were both a sweaty mess, and when she released his hands and took
off his blindfold, the message on his chest had been smeared into
unreadable swirls.

Troy still looked down,
trying to make sense of what it had been. There was something that said 'Cock'. But with a
U?

But Amber was beaming as she undid his
ankles. “That was the most romantic note anyone's ever given me,
Troy Appleton!” she said, turning to kiss him again. “Thank
you!”

Troy kissed her back as
his dick tried to bend steel. And he
still had no idea what he had agreed to!

Amber giggled, checking out her red streaked
rear in the mirror. “And now most of it is smeared across my thighs
and ass!” She laughed and kissed him again. “Wanna help me wash it
off in the shower?”

He was straining, clutching his deadly tight
cage. His erection was cutting his balls off! But there was only
one answer to that question.

“Of course.”

 


***

 


In the girls' shower at the end of the hall,
Amber did let up on her affections to give his caged cock a little
break, even though she did ask for help washing the bright red
lipstick off her perfect little butt, which Troy would have
considered heaven, if he wasn't in chastity.

She also washed off his
chest for him, and the arrows written on his thighs, pointing at
his chastity belt. Did that say 'Little
dick'? or 'a LOT of dick'?, Troy
wondered, but then he couldn't think of anything as the kneeling
Amber started sucking on his caged cock.

“Amber!”

But he couldn't push her head away!

“Mmmmm, it's been too long
since I've given head!” she moaned, sucking harder on his curved
steel cage, trying to reach the angry cock inside. “I can feel the
magic of your lust pouring into me- it's like a drug! God I've
missed this!”

Troy was about to cry as she switched to his
unprotected balls, where he could really feel it, but the girl just
sucked on those for a few seconds, gave his cage another loving
deep throat, her tongue tickling his skin through the bars, and
then rose to her feet, to kiss him on the mouth.

“Thank you for this, Troy!
Any other boy, any other cock, they'd have me on my back, fucking
my brains out on this floor right now! But since you're caged- I
can totally trust you!”

She was shorter than Maddie, so when she
hugged him, her head rested on Troy's shoulders and his caged cock
prodded her soft stomach. But the heat was still just as tormenting
as when it had been rubbing against Maddie's pussy!

Troy was clutching her waist but Amber
guided his hands to her wet, heart shaped ass, and just let him
hold her naked body against his under the hot rushing water.

“And I
am going to trust
you, Troy. I'm going to trust you with all of me.”

Troy swallowed, hard.

What the hell had the girls written on his
chest?!

 


***

 


They wouldn't tell him the next day, in the
showers after practice.

“Nope! That's a secret!”
Maddie laughed, making a locking gesture near her face, then
dropping the key into a non-existent bra between her firm, free
breasts.

“But she's going to ask me
about it some day! And I'll have to know what to say
back!”

He yelped when Carrie gave his bare ass a
spank.

“Just say
'Yes love, whatever you
need',” the tall girl laughed. “That's
all boys need to do to make a relationship last anyway!”

“But-”

“Alright girls, shut those
face holes,” Sierra grumbled, and the chatter died down. “We had an
okay practice today, and we had an okay practice yesterday,
but okay isn't going to cut it for this week's away game!”

Two other cheerleaders were giggling,
washing themselves and each other under the same shower head, and
Troy had to turn away as soon as he had looked! “But Sierra,” a
dread-locked white girl whined, washing her friend's ass, “we're
doing all the ground work that we can! Our Flyer's in
chastity!”

“Yeah!” the other girl
giggled, soaping her partner's firm tits. “What do you want us
to do?”

The cheer captain shook her head, and it was
one of the few times Troy had seen her look at a loss. “I don't
know yet! Maybe we can get Professor Zadora to move up his
transformation spell. When he turns into a girl that chastity belt
should slip right off because of his smaller cock and balls. If he
changes tonight, maybe we can at least get a few days of real
practice in-”

“NO!” Troy
gasped.

He had just gotten back
with Amber yesterday, he didn't want to change back into a girl so
soon! Even if being male still kept him
caged!

But Sierra was pacing between two shower
heads. “Then what, Flyer? Maybe if we watch hours and hours of
video of the stunts you're going to do Saturday you might get the
choreography. And then we might use a gymnastics harness to raise
you in the air to get the timing right, like some sort of like a
flight simulator.”

“Yes! Whatever it takes!”
Troy said.

She stopped pacing. “And
when you do change Friday night, you absolutely, one-hundred
percent, cannot have sex with your new girlfriend, no matter
how tempted you
are. One day of lust before the game just won't cut it for these
stunts!”

Troy staggered back, his butt touching the
cold tile. “For... how long?”

“Two weeks of lust might
just give me enough cushion to fly you the way we need without much
practice,” Sierra said. “So you can cum right after the game
Saturday night. Go crazy, I don't care. But not before.”

But it was an away
game! Troy thought.
Amber wouldn't be there that
night!

And even if she was... he'd be a girl!

“I'll... just wait until
Sunday night,” he gulped. “When we get back to campus.”

“Fine. But absolutely no
cumming this week, do you hear me? I'll put seven seven-sided orgasm blocks
on you if I need to!”

The look in her eyes was deadly serious and
Troy trembled. “Yes Cheer Captain! I promise!”

 


***

 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


 


It was Wednesday afternoon and Jessica was
tearing herself in half trying to make her decision.

On one hand, she had hundreds of texts and
tweets and snapchats asking her when the next Sex Fight Club would
be. (And from many more guys than usual, after word got around
about Gia's stranger winning last week).

On the other, she knew
that if she announced a meeting, there'd be a good chance
that she'd be the one being led out of the room that night, nude and
barking like a dog!

She couldn't even stay in her room to think,
Amber and Troy were in there at all hours, kicking her out so he
could go down on her roommate- when would her stupid brother
realize Amber was never going to be satisfied with just his little
dick? And what was Amber thinking, changing her mind about getting
sexin' all of a sudden? What about all her meditating?

The Headmistress had
already given Jessica her opinion, but what Jess needed was
a plan.

She started doing a hundred kegels a day,
getting her pussy ready.

Gia had said that the
stranger's cock couldn't be conquered- but what if she never let that cock get in her?
Wesley was no longer returning her calls, but
Jess knew about three very fit, very nude boys that wouldn't be
able to say no to a little tease and denial wrestling!

But when Jessica opened the door to Troy's
dorm room, she just froze.

“Why the heck is
everything covered in whipped cream?” she laughed, looking at the
carnage inside.

The sweet-smelling white foam was on almost
everything, the desks, the chairs, the beds, but mostly on the
bodies of the three nude, exhausted boys who laid strewn about the
room. Except for their hard cocks. Those were licked exceedingly
clean, still shining with fresh spit. And still painfully
erect.

“What happened here?”
Jessica laughed. “Did you sweeties finally go gay for each
other?”

“NO!” Billy spat back,
wiping whipped cream from his chin. “It was an assignment for
Headmistress Parker!”

“Sure it was.” She laughed
as John groaned and stood up, wiping whipped cream from his face
and butt as well. Did Cool Whip help
with the taste of sucking your first cocks? “Anyway, I need your guys' help to practice for a possible
sex fight this weekend.”

“I really don't think
we're in any condition to help you right now,” Alphonso panted,
moving stiffly off his bed and blushing as red as his freshly
spanked ass.

Freshly spanked ass?

“No, you three are
perfect!” Jessica said, ignoring that for now. “For this next fight
I need to train in cock avoidance, so I need you three to try and
bang me all at once and I'll try to keep you out and-”

“Why don't you just get
out of here?!” Alphonso demanded, wiping whipped cream off his
chest while his hard cock just bobbed, untouched. “We've obviously
been through a very rough day!”

Jessica took in the scene again, unable to
keep from laughing. “What HAPPENED here?”

“Get out!” the three
blushing boys yelled as one.

 


***

 


The only person Jessica had left to turn to
was Gia. But after Sunday, the Italian girl had only given her one
piece of advice.

“Do not do it,
mia bella! That
cock... it will break you!”

Jessica sighed, doing her
kegels while she did bicep curls, both girls working out in SPU's
co-ed gym. “See, when you keep saying it that way, I kind of
want to see how
good of a lay this guy is!”

Gia was doing yoga on a mat next to her,
wearing a cut off tee and little spandex shorts, with every guy in
the place trying not to check her out as she stretched right in
front of them. It helped her heal. “No, Jessica, you don't
understand! The way he enters you, and dominates you-”

Jessica sighed again. If she didn't know
better, she would think Gia had fallen in love with the monster
cock that had beaten her!

“Yeah Gia, but I have to
decide- do we keep the club going this Saturday or not? If you
don't help me train...” She shrugged. “I guess I'll just have to
fight him anyway.”

“No!” The Italian girl
stood up off her yoga mat, her eyes fierce. “My mountain took me,
but he will not take my bellissima!” She shocked Jessica by kissing her on the lips
again. “You will truly not reconsider this foolishness?”

“Gia, I can't let another girl fall victim to him in a sex
fight!”

She took Jessica's hand. “Then come to my
room. I will train you, the best that I can.”

 


***

 


“My mountain, his erection
is unlike any you have ever faced,” the nude Gia said, putting on
her strap-on harness. “It is hard like steel, but hot, like an
oven!”

Jessica covered her pussy a little, also
nude in Gia's room. She had been naked before the girl before, but
this time, the atmosphere felt like it was going to lead to...
something more serious.

Gia tightened the straps
over her curved ass, then turned, Jessica's own thick black dildo
now jutting from her hips. “This is a poor substitute, but it will
have to do. Just remember, you do not have to play
his game,
mia bella.”

Jessica nodded, still shyly covering her
pussy. “I was thinking, if I use my wrestling skill and never let
him inside me-”

“He will get inside you,” the
Italian girl said, suddenly closing the distance between them. “He
is a hunter,” she warned, starting to suck Jessica's nipples while
her hands cupped the athletic girl's ass. “He is stronger and like
a speeding train- he will not be denied!”

“Then what am I supposed
to do?” Jessica moaned, as Gia laid her down on her back on the
carpet. The lubed strap-on was pressing against her entrance
already! “Do you think I should- UNNNNGH!”

“You will not have time
to think,”
the Italian girl said, pushing her cock further into Jess.
“Thinking will get you fucked.” She started sliding her
hips back and forth.

Jessica gasped- she was having sex with
another girl!

And she was liking it!

A slap across her cheek made her eyes fly
open.

“Resist me!” Gia ordered,
thrusting harder. “Pinch the skin on your thigh! Bite your lip! Do
anything it takes to not get more aroused!”

Jessica did as she was ordered, causing
herself small blooms of pain as she tried to squirm away from Gia's
cock. But the girl just moved across the carpet with her, fucking
her harder and increasing Jessica's pleasure.

“He will not let up, but
you may be able to use that against him.”

“How?” Jessica panted. She
was up against Gia's bed, with no more room to run!

“There is not just one
type of sex fight,” the Italian girl growled, running her hands up
and down Jessica's bare body. “Some are over fast, decided before
they even begin. Some take a long time, twisting and turning, the
winner not decided until the very end!”

“How will I know which way
to fight?!” Jess yelled, fighting her body's desire to pull her
knees apart with her hands to let Gia in deeper. It felt too
good!

“That we must spend the
next few weeks learning about you, mia
bella- and only THEN will you be ready
to face him!” Gia said, then slapped Jessica across cheeks, when
the girl started closing her eyes in pleasure again. “Now resist
me!”

 


***

 


They practiced for an hour then hit the
showers, together.

Gia had almost made Jessica cum three times
around her strap-on but had always stopped just before orgasm, to
build 'stamina'. While they had waited for Jessica to cool down,
Gia had told her about all the other types of sex fighting there
were.

Most amateur fights went to the first
orgasm, like their Club did. But there were other leagues who
fought to the third, fourth, or even fifth orgasms, in a 'best of'
format. Those 'endurance matches' favored the males, since their
later orgasms were much harder to come by than their first. But
against an opponent like her stranger, a 'best of' format might
advantage Jessica, Gia theorized, since his first orgasm would
certainly diminish the advantage of his rock hard cock.

But now, showering next to her friend, even
after all that explaining and training, Jessica still didn't know
how she should challenge her rival.

“Are there any other types
of sex fighting?” she asked, letting the hot water run down her
tired legs. “Anything else I could use?”

“Many,
mia bella,” the
girl laughed, stretching under her shower head. “But it will be
many weeks before you are ready to know about them. Many weeks
before you are ready to challenge him.”

“Weeks? Gia, the next
meeting might be this Saturday! I have to be ready now!”

“You are not ready, little
one.”

“I am! That was the
biggest dildo I owned, and you couldn't even make me cum with it
while we were training- I could have held back you if you really
got close!”

“You could not
have.”

“I could! Gia, if you
train me hard these next three days, I'm sure I can beat him by
Saturday! I'm ready now!”

Jess wasn't totally surprised when Gia moved
over to share her shower head, adjusting it so they could both
stand under the pulsing stream. But she was when the other girl
started rubbing Jessica's butt and pussy with gentle, erotic
strokes.

“Here?” Jessica laughed,
looking around. There were three other girls in the long shower
room with them! Her face started to flush as Gia's fingers worked
their magic. “If you want to practice again, shouldn't we do it in,
um, private?”

The sexy Italian girl
didn't stop touching her. “Resist me, mia bella.”

“Okay, sure,” Jess
chuckled. “Easy peasy.”

Gia started nibbling on her neck, exactly
how Jessica wished a man would. “Now you're being unfair,” Jess
panted.

“Resist me,
mia bella.”

Gia's fingers started teasing Jessica's
folds, softly playing with the outside, but never going in, never
giving Jess the pressure she wanted after so many stalled
orgasms.

“Gia!”

“Resist me.”

“Fine!”

Jessica closed her eyes and thought of
baseball, but as the seconds stretched to minutes and girls started
giggling behind her back, Jessica found herself squirming on her
bare feet, her pussy now dripping as Gia strummed her clit with
practiced perfection. “Gia!”

“Resist me!”

Jessica had her eyes closed, shaking her
head from side to side, her knees trembling, her butt quivering.
“Oh god! GIA!”

Jessica yelled and orgasmed then, a long,
shuddering, unrestrained orgasm right there in public, her face
bright red as she could hear the other girls laughing and clapping
sarcastically as Jessica came loudly in front of them, when she was
explicitly trying her best not to.

Gia let her friend have a good orgasm,
sucking her nipple and playing with her clit with steady fingers as
Jessica rode through the many sharp aftershocks, then finally
withdrew, leaving Jessica panting and swaying on her feet.

“You are not ready to
fight my mountain,” Gia said, shaking her head. “He would bury
you.”

 


***

 


It was good advice.

It was great advice.

It was sound advice.

But, the next day, Jessica still found
herself calling the cab company that had dropped Gia off and
getting the rude cabbie's number. And bribing him with subtle
promises to hook him up with Gia if he gave her the address he had
picked the nude girl up from. And then doing a reverse address
search to find out the stranger's name and information, before
writing it down for Amber to find. And then taking a cab to that
address, getting there at high noon.

She recognized the man immediately, as he
drove by on a huge green tractor.

“A farmer, huh?” she
laughed, after he had stopped and dismounted the massive machine.
“I figured with all your cockiness, you were more like a fancy
lawyer or something.”

He spit, tipping his baseball cap to keep
out the sun. “Lawyer's don't know shit about shit. And they've got
nothing to be cocky about, not until they've unloaded a ten ton
hale baler all by themselves.”

At least that explained his rippling
muscles...

The man spit again, looking Jessica over.
“And you're the little girl who started that Sex Fight Club. Is it
Saturday already?” he laughed. “I would have sworn I wasn't
scheduled to fuck you into submission for two more days yet.”

Jessica shook her head,
feeling the wind in her hair. It was a warm, sunny day.
And nearby there was a lot of clean hay around
to roll in...

“No, I'm just here to warn
you,” she laughed back. “To stay away from SPU's sex fighting club.
You've made your point. You're a pro fighter.”
Gia certainly thought so, anyway.
“Now leave us college kids to play in the amateur
leagues for a while.”

He laughed, spreading his
hands. His hard jaw, the dimples in his
cheeks- they were so hot! “Now,
sweetie, why would I do that, when there's so much tight college
pussy for me to fuck at your club? And with your magic little
toys...” He dug into the pocket of his overalls, tossing the gold
cock ring across the grass back to Jessica. “I can own that pussy
for twenty-four hours instead of one! It's a sweet
deal.”

She tucked the ring into her jeans. “You'll
be sorry.”

“Really? And why is
that?”

Jessica whipped off her t-shirt and started
undoing the buttons on her jeans. That, at least, made his eyes
widen a little.

“Because there's nothing
more fierce than a woman protecting her fellow females,” Jessica
said, tossing off her bra to let her breasts stand free in the warm
sun, then slipping down her panties to stand totally nude, right in
the middle of his field. “And so I, Jessica Marie Appleton,
challenge you to an off-the-books sex fight. I win and you have to
stay away!”

“And what makes you think
you can win, little lady?” he laughed. But he was getting naked as
well.

God, those shoulders...

But Jessica smiled right
back. “Because, 'sweetie'. I'm challenging you to an
endurance match-
best two orgasms out of three!”

 


***

 


Amber moaned, un-straddling Troy's face with
a satisfied sigh. “Wow- why didn't we do this all the time?! I
haven't been eaten out like that in... forever!”

Lying on his back in her bed, Troy blushed,
wiping his eyes. He was soaked with her juices! “It just... wasn't
the right time.”

The nude girl, now
straddling his stomach, leaned forward and pushed his hand away
from his face. “Oh god, Troy, you're like a master down there,” she
giggled, kissing him and licking her own juices from his chin and
cheeks. “I love how intensely you worship me with your tongue.”

Troy squirmed in distress. It was really
hot, how Amber seemed to love cleaning his face after oral sex,
like she just couldn't get enough of the taste of her own pussy.
But his cage!

“Amber! My
dick!”

“Oh, I'll get to your
little dick in a second,” she laughed, licking the last of herself
off of his lips, then french-kissing the boy deeply. “And then you
can get back to pounding my pussy with your tongue.
Stud.”

Stud.

She hadn't said it ironically.

She hadn't been joking or teasing.

In the days since she had accepted his
message of devotion- whatever it had been- Amber had seemed fully
and truly satisfied by four-inch-dick-locked-away-in-chastity Troy
Appleton using just his tongue on her. And a few other tools.

“And where did you learn
that shit with the feather?” Amber purred, sliding down his side to
rub her hot pussy against his thigh. “Fuck, Troy- I saw stars
then!”

His heart was in heaven, his cock locked in
hell! “It was just something the cheerleaders taught me!”

“Well I am going to have
to thank them someday!” she giggled, sliding even further down his
body. “But I'm going to thank your little dick first...”

She always called it his 'little dick'.

Never his 'cock' or 'manhood'.

Like she didn't put it in the same class as
the other lovers she'd had?

And then Troy couldn't care about that
thought anymore because her mouth closed around the bars of his
chastity cage, sucking for all she was worth.

“AHHH, fuck
AMBER!”

True, she'd had other
lovers who were better hung than him. Much better hung.

But it was Troy that was here with her
now!

If it wasn't for this damned chastity
belt!

“You're so horny for me
baby, I love it,” she moaned, licking the outsides of his cage,
sliding her tongue through the holes to make his heart pound in his
ears. “And I really want to fuck you so bad, but I can't! Thank you
Troy!”

She started sucking on his balls again, and
Troy thought he was going to die! “Amber! Stop!”

“You're satisfied
already?” she laughed, licking just the tip of his cock through his
cage. “Come on, let me please your little dick some
more...”

“No, that's
enough!”

“Okay.” Amber giggled and
finally let his straining, bobbing, crushing cage pop out of her
mouth, and then scooted up the bed to lay contentedly in the crook
of his arm, her head resting on his shoulder.

“Troy, being with you
these past few days... they've been magical! I'm finally getting
the orgasms I need to get stronger- my Powers have never been
sharper!” Her nude leg draped over his possessively. “And out of
bed, you've been so kind, so patient, so loving... you're the
perfect boyfriend Troy!” She giggled and played her fingers in the
space between his pecs. “Perfect!”

Troy didn't know how to feel. His dream girl
loved him, truly and without reservations, it seemed. And he was
totally satisfying her in bed, even though he would be in chastity
for two more days!

And then...

Troy breathed in and then deeply out, trying
to make his raging cock soften a little. “Amber? Do you think...
maybe we should talk about... sex?”

She nipped at his ear. “Your tongue ready to
go again so soon, Stud?”

He blushed. “No! I
mean, real sex!”

“Oh.” She got a little
quieter. “I mean, do you still want to do it the way your note
said?”

He grit his teeth. Maddie
and Carrie still
wouldn't tell him what they had written! “I
mean... do you?”

He felt her shiver then, her warm nude body
against his. “Oh god, Troy, if you could do that for me I'd never
think about leaving you! I'd cum SO much harder, get all the sex I
need, and still have a happy, loving boyfriend at home- it would
really be perfect! Are you sure you meant it?”

His cock was throbbing,
imagining her somehow cumming even harder than she had with him the
last few days! He swallowed, trusting his teammates.

“Um, yes Love... whatever
you need!”

Amber squealed and the nude girl was
suddenly straddling him again, kissing him with barely restrained
passion.

“I can't believe it! A man
who will put himself into chastity when I get too horny to control
myself and lets me fuck huge studs to get my cock fix and never
ever gets jealous that I only give him hand jobs and never let his
un-caged cock into my pussy ever- how did I find
you?!?!”

Troy gasped as Amber slid down onto his
chastity belt, letting the metal tip poke right into her hot
pussy!

THAT'S what Carrie had written on his
chest?!

Amber was still beside herself, kissing all
over Troy's face while partially fucking his curved chastity
cage.

“Oh my god, you WILL be my
best boyfriend ever! It's just like the prophecy
said!”

 


 


***TO BE CONTINUED (SEE BELOW)***
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Wondering what really
happens when she
goes off to 'meditate'?

And what was going
on with Troy's three
roommates this week?

These questions and
more will be answered
next month in:
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(This issue, SPU Weekly talks with Marissa Zahn,
Criminal Justice major, class of 2016)

What sort of crimes get boys referred to the
Enforcement Division?

Anything greater than what the hall
monitors can handle, but below what the
Police do. Unauthorized masturbation, mostly.

Isn't that usually handled with chastity?

For first timers, yes. But repeat
offenders need a shock to the system.
That's when they get sent to live with us.

So what are the rules of the ED Dorm?

First, no clothes for boys. Second,
no erections for boys. Ever.

We're training their penises

to stay limp and respectful

around girls, no matter the
stimuli. Hence my uniform.

It's silly, but it does give me a

lot of butts to whip for breaking
rule number two.

So you spank away erections that

your presence specifically caused?
That's the whole point, isn't it?
If I want your erection, I'll ask for it- and |
never will, since | am 100% into girls!
Unless you're tied butt up on my spanking
bench, since the Power from your hard pecker
heals you as | whip, letting me inflict
pain on your glowing rear for longer!

Ouch! So how can men avoid that fate?
Police those thoughts. | can sense a
lot of your readers having unauthorized
fantasies about me, right now. Keep
it up, boys- my schedule is open!
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