Twin schools
Chapter __: The Nymph Wars
Class had ended and a long holiday weekend had begun for the Twin Schools of Longshaft Academy and Our Lady of Ecstasy.  The kids had free run of the town of Breezeport, and were taking full advantage of their freedom already.  The boardwalk and beach were busy as adults and kids alike cavorted about in light clothes, bathing suits, or outright nudity in the perfect cool sea breeze. 
As children swam, or played games, or even simply lounged in the warm sunlight, not all was entirely peaceful.
“Paaaaalll…. Meeeeewwww!  Cut it ouuuut!” whined a high-pitched voice.  Under the shade of a beach umbrella, Tayl Gatoh squirmed as her erection twitched in the aftermath of a very large orgasm.  Her semen shimmered with a faint blue glow even in the bright sunlight as it pooled in the yellow sand, the plaid beach towel, her own fur, and that if her friends.  Her long tail swished back and forth as she whimpered, bucking her hips as more cum pumped up her throbbing length came into the eager mouth of her best friend, Pal.
The flowergirl gulped down mouthfuls of spunk, most of it running down her chin messily.  Her large petals draped down around her face in a loose hairstyle, soaking in the sunlight as the curled stamen on top of her head bobbed with her movements.  Her green skin was streamed with Tayl’s cum, her face glazed messily as she bobbed her head, deepthroating the kitten’s cock. Laying on her side, Pal’s longer green penis throbbed, spouting constant jets of green sap into the sand.
Slightly below, lying on her stomach, Princess Mew Royale had her face buried muzzle-deep into the pussy’s pussy.  Her rough feline tongue slipped deep inside Tayl, lapping at her damp, spasming walls.  Her bright pink fur was matted down with Tayl's nectar and semen, her long hair limp and wet over her shoulders.  The pink-furred feline purred loudly, sending vibrations into Tayl's oversensitive clitoris, causing a fresh eruption of cum to flood Pal’s mouth.  The little girl hummed cheerfully to herself as she slurped loudly, sliding her own erection into the plush beach towel under her.
“I win!  I made 'er spurt first!” Pal finally said with a grin, pulling off of Tayl's penis with a wet pop.  The white-furred cat shuddered, lashing Pal's face and chest with a final rope of glowing cum.
<You're mistaken.  I was reading her thoughts, and it was my masterful techniques that made her go,> a young, feminine voice echoed in Pal and Tayl's minds.  The telepathic kitten kissed Tayl's clit one last time before she sat up.  Tayl, for her part, sagged weakly backward, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath.
“Why can't ya jus’ admit that I'm better than ya?  I’m a prodigy!” Pal asked, her grin fading slightly.
<Because you are deluded if you think you are better than me at sex.  I am the best there is!> Mew replied, putting her fists on her little hips.  She glared, her sapphire blue eyes staring into Pal’s forest green.
Tayl groaned and buried her face into her gloved paws with frustration.  Since the day they had met, Mew and Pal had been friends… and arch-rivals.  They loved and adored each other as much as they loathed and detested the other's very souls.  They were constantly competing in everything from grades to video games, but this was the topic they spent the most time squabbling about.  Tayl, for her part, tried to take their rivalry in stride and stay out of the way.  Unfortunately, at times, like right now, she couldn't escape getting caught between them.  She had formed a friendship of exasperated sympathy with Mew's brother Arc as he too wound up trapped between his sister and Pal on an annoyingly frequent basis.
The five-year-old groaned and pulled her large tasseled ears down over her face, a habit she had developed when frustrated.  Pal and Mew ignored her, continuing their bickering.
“Better 'n’ me?!  You're nuts!  I’m the queen of blowjobs!  The empress of handies!  The boss mama of doggie-style!” Pal bragged.
<Several things…  A: I am ACTUALLY royalty, so, no, I’M the Princess of Penis Pleasuring,> Mew scoffed, adjusting her ever-present tiara, <Second, you don't know the difference between cunnilingus and just slobbering all over a girl's muff!>
“Hey, I may not know your fancy thirty-dollar words, but I know how to stroke a throbbin’ thingie!” Pal interjected.
Normally, Tayl had learned to tune out the girl's squabbling into background noise, but on this pleasant day, this wonderful weekend…  her patience finally snapped.  She sat up and hissed loudly, baring her fangs, drawing both of the other girls’ attention and shocked expressions.
“Be quiet!  I'm tired of your fighting over this!  I wanna enjoy my weekend!  If you wanna fight over who is better at sticking their thingie into who, why don't you just make a contest or something and get it over with?!  But do it away from me so I can have fun!!!” Tayl growled angrily.  
There was a moment of shocked silence as Pal and Mew glanced at each other.  Tayl normally had the sweetest, cutest, friendliest disposition of anyone at the Schools.  If she had snapped like this, maybe they had gone a little too far.
<Actually…  that's an idea…> mused Mew slowly, rubbing her triangular ear.
“Huh?” Pal asked.
<Let's have a contest!  Settle this argument once and for all!  ...And give poor Tayl a break too!> Mew said, glancing over at the kitten as she lay on her back, fuming.
******
After an hour of deliberation and discussion, Pal and Mew reached an agreement.  A contest, to determine once and for all which one of them was the superior siren of seduction and sexual skill.
The rules were simple: they both had until Tuesday morning when school started to have sex with as many people as possible.  Adults and teachers were worth triple points for extra difficulty.  The partner must have achieved orgasm for it to count, so just being on the receiving end of sexual pleasure would not be enough.  
Tayl and Arc were off limits for four reasons: A, they were too easy; B, to give them a break from being their constant victims; C, to enforce the rules and make sure they both played fair; and D: they would be the scorekeepers… for the other person to ensure impartiality.  Arc would keep Pal’s score, and Tayl would do Mew.  Both the kitten and mouse reluctantly agreed.
The final rule was to add difficulty: in order for either girl to score a point, the sex had to be consensual, meaning no hypnosis or mind control.  The partner must agree to sex of their own free will and conscious mind.  Considering both Mew and Pal had hypnotic abilities, they agreed that the handicap would be fair.
“And the challenge starts… now!” Pal grinned, as she sauntered down the boardwalk ahead of Tayl and Arc.  She and Mew had put on their bathing suits to blend in in public, while Tayl had elected to remain nude, save for her gloves and lucky bandana.  Passers-by mostly ignored her, though there were more than a few double-takes, either with lascivious gazes or confusion.
<And may the best nymphomaniac win!> Mew agreed, striking a pose as she hovered over the other kids’ heads.  She slid her paws down her tiny curves, emphasizing the shape of her little sky-blue two-piece bikini.  
“Yep!  May the best spunk-drinker take the prize!” Pal agreed, striking a pose of her own, running her fingers over her round rump, and the large bulge of her half-limp penis in her orange one-piece.  Arc grunted and pressed his inner thighs together as his red trunks grew uncomfortably tight.
“Win what?” Tayl asked absently, her attention no longer on the competition she inspired, but instead on a milkshake shop nearby.
“...Actually Tayl has a point.  What do I get when I win?” Pal asked, glancing up at Mew.
<IF you win, you mean.  Hrmmm…. winner has to be the loser’s sex slave for a week.  And has to tell everyone they talk to how amazing at sex the winner is,> Mew proposed after a minute’s thought. 
“Ooh!  I like it!!!” agreed Pal.
“...I know I'm not exactly usually the one who talks sense, but…. this can only end in tears,” Arc muttered to Tayl, sweatdropping nervously.
“Tears and lotsa gooey milk everywhere…” agreed Tayl, sighing. 
“If we survive this weekend, I'll take you out for all the milkshakes you want,” Arc offered, smiling weakly at the little girl.
“If,” was Tayl’s weary reply, although she smiled back.
“C’mon, Arc!  I wanna get started!!!” Pal giggled, grabbing him by the bulge in his swimsuit to lead him away.
“Ow! Ow!  That's attached, Pal!!!” He whimpered as he and Pal vanished into the crowd.  Mew glanced at Tayl with an evil grin.
“...If you grab my thingie like that, Mew, you won’t be using yours any time soon,” Tayl said flatly, lifting up her gloved paw to show off her long, razor-sharp claws.

<...Duly noted,> Mew said, a large sweatdrop rolling down the side of her face, <Let’s just get going then.>
******
Despite Tayl’s reluctance to be dragged into the contest, she did enjoy spending time with Mew.  The older kitten used her telepathy to make everyone ignore the fact that she was nude, allowing her to walk around town without the clothes she found so uncomfortable.
*****
*****
[Stand-in Ending for now]
Pal and Mew were sitting in their reprogramming chairs, a thick dildo vibrating in their nethers while vibrating hoses were sucking on their dicks, and their eyes were covered in VR goggles filling their senses with hypnotic patterns and memetics, two figures watched from across the room. 

“When they come to, they won’t remember the full chain of events.  Although we’re leaving them enough of their sex-related memories.  Just enough for a normal day for either of them.”
“What are the chances they will repeat this pattern?”
“Normally?  About 30%.  But with these two,,,”
“I know…  This is the fourth time in two months they decided to have a ‘Nymph-off.’  The Headmaster is considering just letting them go through with it completely the Fifth time around, just to settle it.”
“If they do, I’m volunteering to be a ‘victim’.”
“You and me both.”
