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Cheerleader Training



Gavin wasn’t trying to get caught when he went tip-toeing through the girls’ cheerleading locker room. If anything, the longer he stayed inside, the more tightly wound he became. Every careful step made him more aware of how badly he didn’t belong there.

The blonde-haired college freshman knew it was stupid to be in the expansive dressing room at all, but curiosity had already carried him too far to turn back now.

He slid along the corners of the cool metal lockers, the faint echo of his sneakers sounding louder than it should have in the quiet space. Each time he rounded another row without incident, he let out a slow breath he hadn’t realized he was holding.

His ocean-blue eyes flicked from side to side, constantly scanning for movement, for shadows, for anything that might signal he was about to ruin his life.

Instead, all he felt was the low hum of anticipation and a sharp, familiar pang of lust stirring in his stomach as he moved closer to the rows of lockers that belonged to the cheerleaders.

This would be his greatest swipe yet. The most daring, the most seductive addition to his dirty little secret collection.

After nearly a year of playing dress-up in private, Gavin had gotten good at finding girls’ clothes wherever he could. Whenever the urge hit, he’d learned how to take just one thing, maybe two, without drawing attention.

Early on, he’d snuck items from his sister’s friend or from his best friend Brent’s girlfriend’s house during those lazy summer afternoons when the three of them would hang out together.

That part still made his stomach twist. He wasn’t proud of it, and he tried not to think too hard about what it would look like if anyone ever pieced it together.

Stepping fully inside the private dressing room now, he could feel the truth settling in. This wasn’t just a harmless thrill anymore. His antics were creeping toward a breaking point, and he knew it.

How long until his dirty little fetish landed him caught on camera, splashed across the morning news like some kind of punchline?

He knew the girls were supposed to be out at practice for at least another hour, but that knowledge didn’t do much to calm him. He stayed on edge as he started down the narrow cement-walled corridor toward the lockers, his heart thudding a little harder with every step.

The college’s cheerleading team was stacked with absolutely stunning girls. Everyone knew it. Gavin definitely did. So did Brent, who had practically begged him to go to the football team’s home opener a few months back.

“Just one game, that’s all I’m asking, Gavin. I can’t get Jess to sit through a game with me, and you, being a guy and all, should be more into this stuff,” Brent had said, frustration thick in his voice.

Gavin could still picture it clearly. Brent pacing back and forth across their cramped dorm room, hands running through his hair, while Gavin lay stretched out on his bed pretending to listen. In reality, his mind had been elsewhere, drifting toward the drawer under his mattress and the newest pair of panties hidden inside it. He’d been waiting for Brent to leave for his next class so he could finally pull them out and try them on in peace.

Living in the campus dorms had made everything harder. It was bad enough figuring out his fetish in the first place, but trying to manage it with a roommate just a few feet away felt like a constant balancing act.

Gavin would sigh to himself sometimes, shaking his head and wishing he’d discovered his love of girls’ clothing earlier, back when privacy had been easier to come by. Still, he told himself, this was just how things went. You rolled with it. You adapted. And he’d gotten pretty good at hiding his accessories. Brent hadn’t suspected a thing, at least not that Gavin could tell.

What bothered him more was how much distance had crept in between them. Brent had been with his girlfriend for two years now, while Gavin had stayed stubbornly, painfully single.

Brent had also found his people since coming to college, a new circle that revolved around sports, parties, and things Gavin never quite knew how to fake interest in. It wasn’t that Brent had done anything wrong. It was just obvious that Gavin didn’t fit anymore.

If they hadn’t decided to room together their first year, Gavin wasn’t sure Brent would even have a reason to text him now.

But Brent kept trying. He always did. And Gavin knew, deep down, that if he continued to dodge anything that even looked remotely masculine, his best friend was only going to grow more suspicious.

There was only so long a guy like Brent would ignore the signs. Gavin understood that, even if he didn’t quite know what to do about it.

The truth was, Gavin already knew exactly who he was becoming. At nineteen, he was a femboy in the making, whether he liked the label or not. Once he’d discovered dress-up, it had unlocked something in him that he couldn’t put back.

What he wanted had narrowed into a few very specific needs. The soft drag of lacy lingerie against his bare skin. The feeling of giving up control to gorgeous women who knew exactly what to do with him.

And, sometimes, the charged attention of macho men who made his stomach flip just by looking at him the right way.

He didn’t think of himself as gay. That word never quite fit. Maybe bisexual, if he was being honest with himself, but even that felt like an approximation.

Gavin was slim, soft in places most guys weren’t, his body closer in size and shape to many of the girls on campus. Still, he found women just as intoxicating as any straight guy like Brent ever had. Maybe more so. He couldn’t get enough of them.

His fantasies were crowded with images of beautiful girls telling him what to do, ordering him around with calm confidence, deciding how he was going to be used. He liked to think of himself as attentive, focused on women’s needs, even if he knew the reality was more complicated than that.

Any woman who actually wanted him wouldn’t be gentle. She’d dominate him, call him out, drag his humiliating preferences into the open and enjoy every second of it.

Sometimes, when he stripped things down to their rawest truth, Gavin wondered if the only thing he was really good for was taking a nice, big cock up his ass. The thought alone was enough to make his knees weaken more often than he cared to admit.

Men did it for him. Women did too. And no matter how much he turned it over in his head, he couldn’t decide which desire burned hotter.

For as long as he could remember, Gavin had felt broken. That was the word that always came back to him. Broken, from the moment he realized he was attracted to both guys and girls.

That confusion only deepened the summer he found himself staring at a pair of panties left behind on the bathroom floor, his body reacting before his brain could catch up.

Natalie, his sister’s best friend, had been living with them for a few months before leaving for college. Her home life had been a mess.

When Gavin’s mom offered her a place to stay, he’d felt something flutter in his chest that he didn’t fully understand at the time.

Natalie was breathtaking. Her lush curves, dark hair, and striking emerald eyes made her seem older, wiser somehow, even if that wasn’t entirely fair. She could be loud and messy and immature like any other college-bound girl. Gavin wasn’t exactly a model of maturity himself.

Natalie left her things everywhere. Clothes, shoes, half-finished drinks. Most of the time it was just annoying. Until the day it wasn’t.

Gavin had been on his way out the door for his shift at the community college library when he wandered into the bathroom and accidentally kicked something soft with his foot. The delicate cotton brushing against his toe sent a sudden, electric wave of lust up his legs. He froze, heart thudding, and looked down to see one leg hole of a pair of white cotton panties caught around his foot.

His pulse spiked instantly. His cock stirred, then throbbed, hard enough to make him gasp. Confused and breathing a little faster now, Gavin bent down and picked up the panties, the fabric impossibly light in his fingers. He brought them closer without really deciding to, his mind scrambling for reasons even as his body leaned in.

They weren’t his sister’s. He knew that immediately. She never left her clothes lying around like this. In fact, despite living in a house with two women, Gavin had never really seen a pair of panties before. Not up close. Not like this.

He glanced back toward the hallway, then carefully shut the bathroom door. After a brief pause, he turned the small brass lock, the click sounding much louder than it should have in the quiet house.

Gavin glanced around the room again, his heartbeat drumming in his ears. He held the panties tighter, the soft fabric bunched between his fingers like something sacred.

He couldn’t stop picturing them clinging to Natalie’s hips—her slim, perfect little waist giving way to the gentle curve of her ass. He imagined how the cotton dipped between her legs, cradling that delicate patch of peach-fuzz and pressing softly against her warm, wet pussy.

The image made his whole body respond in a way that was still new to him—overwhelming and electric, like a circuit had flipped inside him. Sure, he’d spent plenty of late nights jerking off to porn, scrolling through videos with the sound barely audible, headphones shoved in, trying not to wake his roommate. But none of that compared to what he felt now, just holding this single piece of her clothing.

There was something different about it. Something real. Something alive.

And then, almost out of nowhere, a memory came rushing back.

His old basketball coach had always liked to throw around macho insults, but one in particular stuck in his head. “You might as well be wearin’ panties with the way you’re shooting that damn ball!” the man used to bark, pacing up and down the sideline, red in the face.

At the time, the comment just made the team snicker and groan, but now—now it carried weight. It stuck, like a splinter under his skin. That image of all the guys on the team in panties and bras, humiliated and exposed, had wormed its way into his brain and never really left.

He hadn’t understood why back then, hadn’t connected it to anything arousing. But now, with Natalie’s underwear in his hands, that half-formed memory blossomed into something undeniable.

He brought the fabric to his nose, inhaling slowly. They were warm. Still carried the faint, intimate scent of her. Had she just taken them off before heading to the bathroom earlier? He’d seen her go in there maybe thirty minutes ago, wrapped in a towel.

The idea that she’d been wearing these moments before… it sent a charge through him. His cock pulsed in his boxers, straining against the fabric and tenting it out with a firmness that throbbed.

He looked around one last time, his breath shallow, nervous even though he’d locked the door. There was no way anyone could walk in. Still, it felt dangerous. Hot.

Carefully, Gavin slid his boxers down his legs, the cool air brushing over his skin. His thighs were smooth, hairless—he’d always kept them that way for swim team, but lately he liked the way it made him feel. Feminine. Pretty.

With trembling hands, he stepped into the panties.

The moment the soft cotton slid up his calves and hugged his thighs, he sucked in a breath. They were tighter than he expected. Natalie was smaller than him, more petite, even though he was already on the slighter side for a college guy. But he liked how snug they were. How they gripped his skin, clinging to him in a way that made him feel held. Claimed.

He tugged them the rest of the way up, letting the waistband snap into place around his waist. The fabric cupped his ass just right—lifted it, almost. But the front… well, that was another story. His cock was too hard, too swollen to fit inside. It pushed up and out over the waistband, twitching slightly with each breath.

Not that he minded. He couldn’t stop touching it, anyway. His fingers wrapped around the shaft, slow and teasing, as he turned toward the full-length mirror on the closet door. He gave a little spin, a bashful smile curling at the corners of his lips, and then tried a curtsy—awkward, girlish, but weirdly natural.

A slow flush crept up his neck.

It was like something in him had been cracked wide open.

His skin tingled. His chest felt tight. And in a strange way, he felt seen. Not by anyone else—but by himself. For the first time, maybe ever.

It explained so much.

Why he’d never quite clicked with the other guys. Why dating always felt like something he was supposed to be doing, instead of something he wanted. The boys were obsessed with stats, cars, hard rock, and whatever girl had the biggest tits. The girls? Makeup tutorials, crop tops, and boy bands. Gavin didn’t really fit either world. He’d drifted between them like a ghost, pretending to care, laughing at jokes that never landed.

But now, standing there in Natalie’s panties, his cock throbbing in his hand, something about the confusion felt like clarity.

Like maybe, this was the first thing that ever really made sense.

So much of Gavin’s life had been spent carefully hiding pieces of himself. He’d learned early on what was acceptable and what wasn’t, what earned nods and what earned laughs. If anyone had caught him listening to the latest pop song with the volume turned just a little too high, or scrolling through pictures of ripped movie hunks on his laptop, he knew exactly how it would’ve gone. Teasing at best. Cruel jokes at worst. So he kept it all tucked away, buried under safer interests and practiced indifference.

He knew he was different. He’d always known that much. What he didn’t know was how, or why, or what it actually meant. Not until now. Not until he stood there with Natalie’s panties stretched around his bulge, his body reacting before his brain could catch up.

Gavin looked down slowly, almost reverently, and tugged the panties a little higher. His cock resisted at first, still hard and insistent, but after a moment it eased and slipped into the thin white cotton. The fabric molded around him immediately, shaping his manhood into a thick, unmistakable pipe that angled up along his right hip, pointing toward the ceiling just shy of his belly button.

He dragged one finger across the front of the panties, right over the sensitive underside of his cock. The cotton rubbed him in a way that was half-tickle, half-sting, and it sent a sharp buzz of pleasure straight through his gut. His legs tensed. His abs tightened. He bit down on his lower lip as his breath hitched.

“I’m beautiful,” he whispered, barely loud enough to hear himself.

He looked up at the mirror again. The skinny college freshman staring back at him looked flushed and wide-eyed, naked except for a small, feminine pair of panties clinging to his hips. The sight made his chest feel tight. Made his cock throb harder.

He turned around slowly and bent over, watching as the fabric stretched and his tight ass spread in the mirror. The panties hugged him perfectly, riding up just enough to frame everything. He reached back, cupping his balls, feeling how the soft cotton cradled them along with his cock. The sensation sent his breath spiraling out of control. He was already so close, the urge building fast and reckless, and it shocked him how little it took.

He shook his head, almost laughing in disbelief. He hadn’t even really touched himself.

He tried to pull the panties down, panic flickering in his chest, but his body had already decided for him. His cock pulsed hard, and suddenly thick, hot ropes of white seed shot out, trapped by the fabric. The panties bloomed with sticky warmth as his pleasure soaked into them.

“Fuck,” Gavin moaned.

He braced his back against the door, throwing his head back as the last surges ripped through him. The fire burned hot and fast, his cock twitching inside the tight panties as it emptied itself completely. When it was over, he stood there gasping, chest heaving, waiting for his legs to stop shaking.

Slowly, he opened his eyes.

The guy in the mirror was laughing. Not nervously. Not ashamed. Just stunned. Gavin shook his head, trying to make sense of what he’d just done, what it had felt like, and how right it all seemed.

That was the day he got hooked.

After that, he started sneaking off whenever he could, still buzzing with the same paranoia of being caught. He searched online for guys in panties, half-expecting it to be some weird, fringe thing. Instead, he found endless images. Forums. Galleries. Videos. There were so many of them. He couldn’t stop scrolling.

With every detailed, graphic image he came across, he found himself studying the lingerie as much as the bodies wearing it. Lace. Cotton. Thongs. Colors. Cuts. He didn’t just want to look anymore. He wanted them. On his own skin.

Before long, he was stealing Natalie’s panties more often, slipping them out of the laundry, hiding them in his room. It went on long enough that she finally noticed.

“Um, you haven’t been borrowing my panties, have you?” he overheard her whispering to his sister one afternoon.

“What? No way,” his sister replied, eyes wide with genuine confusion.

The conversation left Gavin flushed and hard all over again. He went straight back up to his room and checked his stash, his heart pounding as he counted. Three pairs of panties. One thong. That thong had always done something special to him, made him feel weak and desperate in a way nothing else did.

But even as he touched them, even as the familiar heat spread through him, he knew something had to give.

He was leaving for college soon. Natalie was heading across the country for university. He couldn’t keep stealing from her forever. He’d either have to bury this kinky little secret for good or find some way to keep it alive on his own.

And either way, it meant risking everything. His reputation. His friendship with his future roommate, Brent. The careful version of himself he’d spent years constructing.

Ultimately, Gavin decided to keep just one pair.

He told himself it was the smart thing to do. Dorm life wasn’t exactly private, especially not with a roommate like Brent. The shared bathrooms, the constant foot traffic, the way the walls seemed paper-thin—none of it made hiding things easy. Brent had a nosy streak, too. He wasn’t mean about it, but he asked questions. Always curious, always noticing. So Gavin chose to be cautious, even though it meant choosing between what terrified him and what turned him on the most.

He hid the black thong—the same one that used to belong to Natalie—in the back of his nightstand drawer, tucked beneath some socks and a couple of old phone chargers. And if Brent ever found it? Gavin had already rehearsed the story. It was a trophy. A souvenir from a wild hookup over the summer. Something a confident guy would keep.

The truth was, Brent never went snooping. But the fear still sat in Gavin’s chest like a hot coal. It only got worse as his cravings deepened.

Soon, it wasn’t just the panties.

He started browsing makeup sites. Just out of curiosity at first, watching tutorials late at night when Brent was out. But curiosity turned into carts, and carts turned into orders. The moment he clicked “place order,” the anxiety kicked in hard. There was nothing that compared to the mix of dread and anticipation he felt during those delivery windows. A full week of nerves, every time.

He’d hang around the dorm lobby pretending to study, checking the mailroom schedule, glancing up every time the front desk clerk opened a box. His tracking number became his lifeline. He must’ve refreshed the page a hundred times a day, convinced it would end up in the wrong hands. That some jock from the third floor would rip it open and pull out a set of lip glosses or an eyeshadow palette with Gavin’s name right there on the label.

Sure, he could lie. Say it was a gift. A joke. But how far could those stories really go? Gavin knew himself well enough to admit it—he froze around guys like that. The tall, loud, confident types. The ones who filled a room without trying. If one of them ever cornered him about a package like that, he wouldn’t have the nerve to talk his way out of it. He’d probably just stammer, blush, and run.

But somehow, it never happened.

Every package found its way into his hands safely. And every time Brent left for the weekend, Gavin’s whole body buzzed with anticipation. He’d lock the door, strip down, and slip into his panties. Then he’d sit in front of the mirror and unpack his newest treasures. Bit by bit, he learned how to contour. Bronzer. Foundation. Blush. Highlighter. Eyeshadow. He watched video after video, mimicking each step until the strokes felt natural. His hand grew steadier. His touch, lighter. He was getting good. Not perfect, but good enough to look at his reflection and feel something shift.

There was power in it. Not the kind that made him feel dominant, but the kind that made him feel real. Seen, even if it was just by himself.

Still, there was a hollow place inside him that all the makeup and lace couldn’t fill. He wanted someone else to know. Someone who might understand, or at least try to. But he had no idea how to find that person. How could he bring something so personal out into the open when he barely understood it himself?

So when Brent asked him to go to the football game, Gavin said yes. He didn’t really care about football, never had. But part of him hoped that maybe, just maybe, being out around other people would help. That he might see someone, or feel some kind of connection. Even just sitting next to Brent, laughing like old times, might help mend the distance that had crept in between them.

They got lucky with seats. Brent had a hookup through the campus radio station, and they scored front row. The stadium buzzed with energy. It was one of those unseasonably warm spring afternoons, with the sun beating down and the sky stretched out in a perfect, cloudless blue. The fans were loud, restless, waving foam fingers and cups of soda. Everything smelled like popcorn and sweat and grass.

Gavin squinted up at the massive rows of seats behind them. The stadium stretched up and up, almost dizzying to look at.

“Wow, can you imagine if we’d ended up all the way up there?” Brent shouted over the noise, pointing to the nosebleeds.

Gavin shook his head, smiling faintly as he turned back to the field.

The players were just now emerging from the tunnels, helmets gleaming in the sunlight, the crowd growing louder with each step. Behind them came the cheerleaders, bouncing with practiced ease, ponytails swishing as they jogged to the sidelines. Gavin’s eyes flicked across the group, taking it all in.

“Oh wow,” Gavin murmured, his voice barely audible over the roar of the crowd. His eyes were wide, glassy with focus, as he watched the cheerleaders just below them. A dozen girls in bright red skirts and tight-fitting crop tops moved in perfect sync along the sidelines, their motions sharp and energetic, drawing every eye in the front row.

“Right?” Brent laughed beside him, grinning with a smug tilt of his head. He nudged Gavin with his elbow, flashing a look that was half amused, half wicked.

“I would bang her... her... and definitely her,” he added, pointing down casually at the field, tapping a different girl with each gesture. He gave exaggerated little waves to them, as if they could really see him through the blur of movement. Some of the girls laughed, or flashed practiced smiles, barely breaking rhythm as they kept up their routine.

Gavin blinked, unsure what to say.

“What about your girlfriend?” he asked, glancing over at Brent, though he was still transfixed by the scene below.

“What about her?” Brent shrugged. “I’m just playing around. Come on. Don’t act like you wouldn’t hit the whole squad even if you had a ring on your finger.”

He grinned like he thought it was harmless. And maybe it was. But Gavin didn’t answer.

Instead, his gaze drifted back to the cheerleaders, his silence speaking louder than any joke. Their red skirts flipped in the wind with every high kick, flashing toned thighs wrapped in pale cherry stockings. The shine of their lip gloss, the bounce of their ponytails, the perfect little arcs their hips made when they spun—Gavin was mesmerized.

Except he didn’t want to fuck them.

Not exactly.

He wanted to be them.

He wanted to feel what it was like to move like that, to wear something tight and bright and barely-there, and still feel confident doing it. He wanted to feel his ass bounce under a skirt like that. He wanted to strut, smile, flirt. He wanted the attention they got—but also the freedom they seemed to have. That ease in their bodies. That sense of belonging.

He hadn’t seen girls this magnetic before, at least not in person. And the way they commanded the field, all while smiling like they didn’t even notice? It stirred something in him, fast and deep and impossible to ignore.

When the cheerleaders finally broke formation and moved to the edge of the field, letting the game begin, Gavin’s attention barely wavered. His eyes followed the group like they were the main event. Especially the one at the center—the leader, clearly. She was short, compact, and carried herself with authority. Her features were bold, with dark eyes and sharp cheekbones, and there was something slightly masculine about her face that reminded him of Natalie, his sister’s friend. Not so much in looks, but in presence.

She glanced up at the bleachers and locked eyes with him for a moment.

The look she gave wasn’t a flirty one.

It was direct. Unapologetic. Piercing, even.

Gavin flinched and turned away too quickly, pretending to be interested in the players jogging onto the field. His heart was thumping in his throat. He didn’t have the charm for that kind of attention. He never had. Not like Brent.

No matter how many girls Brent slept with, or how casually he talked about it, Gavin couldn’t relate. He didn’t know how to flirt. Girls were confusing, unpredictable, and strangely intimidating to him—like some intricate puzzle he wasn’t smart enough to solve. He didn’t want to conquer them. He wanted to sit beside them. Laugh with them. Pick out hot guys in a magazine together and debate who had the best arms.

Dating felt like a performance he didn’t know how to audition for.

His few encounters with women had always been with the kind of women who didn’t want a performance. They wanted control. They wanted someone pliable. Someone like him. And Gavin had liked that—being told what to do, what to wear, when to kneel. It felt safer than guessing.

Jess, Brent’s girlfriend, was beautiful in that soft, movie-poster kind of way. Blonde and gentle, always sweet when she talked to Gavin. She had a softness that mirrored his own, and maybe that’s why Brent never acted jealous. He didn’t worry about her falling for Gavin. They were both too shy, too reserved, too hesitant to make a move even if one was offered.

Not that Gavin would’ve ever touched her. Even if she had begged. He wasn’t that kind of guy. He didn’t chase after his best friend’s girl—or any girl, really. And when he pictured someone putting him on his knees, stripping away his control, making him blush with nothing but a look, it wasn’t someone like Jess.

His cock didn’t stir for softness.

It swelled for power.

For sharp tongues and commanding stares. For women who didn’t ask permission, didn’t make room for his confusion.

The image of the powerful cheerleader lingered in Gavin’s mind, thick and intoxicating, like the exact tonic of lust and fantasy he’d been craving without knowing how to name it. The girls were powerful because they were beautiful and wanted, and they carried that knowledge effortlessly. They didn’t need approval from anyone. Certainly not from guys like him. Someone like Gavin would barely register to them at all, just another forgettable face in the crowd.

If he did register, it would only be briefly. A distraction. Something soft and eager they might toy with for a few minutes before losing interest.

And for reasons he still couldn’t fully understand, that thought made his body burn.

Their disinterest didn’t humiliate him in the way it probably should have. It did the opposite. It sent a hot, desperate flare through his chest and down between his legs. It made him want to prove himself useful in the most degrading ways imaginable. To be noticed only long enough to be used. The stronger the girl, the more commanding her presence, the deeper his need to kneel for her seemed to go.

That hunger was still buzzing through him later that afternoon as he slipped into the locker room.

He moved quietly between the rows of metal lockers, the sound of his footsteps echoing softly in the cavernous space. He had no idea that he was about to stumble straight into something ripped from his dirtiest fantasy.

“Oh,” Gavin breathed.

The sound came out broken and too loud, bouncing off the lockers and making his heart slam into his ribs. He froze, listening, but nothing answered him back.

Hanging inside one of the open wooden cubbies was a cheerleading uniform. Red. Tiny. Perfect. It dangled from a hook like laundry on a line, swaying slightly in the stale air. It looked brand new. A small white tag still hung from the collar, attached by a thin plastic loop, like it hadn’t even been worn yet.

Gavin swallowed hard.

He glanced around again and then stepped closer, every nerve in his body screaming at him to hurry and slow down at the same time. He peered toward the showers. Empty. Toward the door that led out to the practice field. Closed. The locker room felt abandoned, even though street clothes still hung in some of the lockers, evidence that people would be back eventually.

His heart raced as he reached out and brushed his fingers over the uniform.

The fabric was smooth and silky beneath his touch, thinner than he expected, and it sent a sharp thrill up his arm. His cock ached inside his tight jeans, swelling hard and heavy as his mind raced ahead of itself. This felt unreal. Like the kind of opportunity that only existed in porn or fantasy.

The uniform looked like it might fit him, or at least come close. It was impossible to tell just by looking. He lifted it carefully from the hook, clutching it against his chest as he started toward the hallway.

Halfway there, doubt crept in.

If he took the wrong size, it would be obvious. He couldn’t just steal it and hope for the best. That kind of mistake would be catastrophic. His pulse hammered as the realization settled in.

He needed to be sure.

And that meant only one thing.

Somehow, impossibly, he needed to try it on. Right there. Right now.

The locker room would stay empty for a little while longer. At least, that’s what he told himself. It didn’t calm him at all. His hands shook as he looked around one more time, lungs filling with a shaky breath. Then he committed.

He unbuttoned his jeans, fingers clumsy with nerves, and shoved them down his legs along with his shoes. The cool, stale air kissed his bare skin as his long legs were exposed, sending a chill through him. His cock throbbed inside his tight white briefs, swollen and needy, the fabric doing nothing to hide it.

He didn’t stop.

He yanked his shirt over his head, the collar catching briefly in his shaggy blond hair. He shook it loose, chest bare now, skin prickling with adrenaline. His reflection stared back at him faintly from a nearby locker door, eyes wide, lips parted, flushed with anticipation and fear.

With trembling hands, he lifted the cheerleading uniform and began to pull it on.

As he dropped the cheer uniform over his bare skin, Gavin could hardly believe how perfect it felt.

The top hugged him in all the right places—tight around his stomach, clinging gently to the curve of his lower back, and riding up just slightly at the sides to show off his narrow waist. The skirt fluttered softly as it settled around his hips, the cherry-red pleats fanning out with the lightest movement. It was short. So short. Gavin couldn’t help but run his hands down his sides, smoothing the fabric, tugging at the hem like he’d seen the cheerleaders do during the game.

When he looked down, the front of the top pressed close against his chest but left a slight hollow where breasts should have filled it out. That dip in the fabric made him pause. He smoothed it over anyway, sighing to himself as he imagined what it would be like if he had a soft, round chest to match the rest of the uniform.

But the skirt—that was the real fixation.

The way it swished when he moved. The way it bounced against the tops of his thighs. It made his cock twitch inside his briefs, and a flush crept across his cheeks as he turned toward the mirror at the end of the row.

He found a long, vertical mirror bolted to one of the support beams and took a few tentative steps toward it. Reaching into the pocket of his jeans, now crumpled on the bench, he fished out a rubber band and pulled his shaggy blond hair into a loose ponytail. It wasn’t perfect, but it was enough. Enough to make the image in the mirror feel closer to what he wanted.

Makeup. He needed some makeup. And maybe a nice full bust to fill the top. But even without those things, the reflection staring back at him made his heart race. He looked cute. Pretty, even. His eyes were wide and bright, his mouth slightly parted. He looked like he belonged in that outfit, like he could’ve stepped straight out of the squad lineup.

As he turned back to gather his things, something caught his eye.

There, lying on the wooden bench where he’d tossed his clothes, was a pair of panties.

They must have fallen out with the uniform. Tight, black, lacy, and small. Gavin reached for them before he could think too hard, fingers trembling as he picked them up. The material was soft—velvet maybe—and cool against his skin.

Without hesitating, he reached beneath the skirt and pushed his white briefs down his legs, letting them fall around his ankles before he kicked them aside. Then he stepped into the panties, pulling them up slowly, savoring how snugly they clung to his thighs.

His cock, already half-hard, responded instantly to the change in fabric. It started to swell again, pressing against the front of the panties, forcing a little adjustment as he shifted and smoothed it into place.

He turned to the side and bent over just slightly, glancing back at his reflection. The way his ass looked in the mirror—firm, round, barely contained by the lacy fabric—made him gasp.

“Give me an A,” he said softly, raising his voice into a higher register, playful and girlish. He tried to mimic the tone he’d heard the cheerleaders using at the game, teasing and light. His voice cracked at the end, but it didn’t matter. The thrill of it was enough to make his thighs tense.

He gave a little twirl, letting the skirt rise and fall with the movement, and turned back toward the mirror—

Only to freeze.

Reflected behind him, clear as day, stood three cheerleaders. Arms crossed. Faces stunned.

Gavin spun around, heart pounding so loudly he couldn’t hear anything else for a second.

“Oh my... holy shit,” one of the girls said, her voice already cracking with laughter. The trio burst into giggles, their wide eyes locked on him like they couldn’t believe what they were seeing.

He stood there, trembling, caught mid-fantasy with no way to hide it.

“Give me a B... for busted,” the girl closest to him said, her mouth curling into a wicked smile.

Gavin recognized her instantly. The head cheerleader. The one who had glared at him during the game, the one who moved like she owned the entire field. Her dark eyes sparkled now, not with anger, but with something harder to read.

“I don’t even know what’s going on right now,” she said, stepping forward slowly, “but believe me, you’re not just walking away from this.”

“I...” Gavin stammered. His voice barely worked. His hands shook, legs weak beneath him. He could feel his erection still pressed against the inside of the panties, mortifying and impossible to hide beneath the skirt.

The girls weren’t backing off. They were closing in, laughing harder now, wiping tears from their eyes as they took in every inch of him.

“This is hilarious,” the redhead behind the captain said, already pulling out her phone. A soft click followed. She’d taken a picture before Gavin even had the chance to speak.

“Please,” he begged, his voice cracking with panic. “I didn’t mean to—this is all a huge misunderstanding. I swear.”

His face burned with humiliation as he looked from one girl to the next. They weren’t softening. They weren’t amused in the way he’d hoped. They looked hungry. Curious. Predatory.

“Exactly what the hell are you doing in here,” the captain said, her voice smooth and sharp, “and why are you wearing our uniform?”

She circled him slowly, her eyes dragging over his body like she was sizing him up. And Gavin, half-dressed, humiliated, and still achingly hard, didn’t have a single answer.

“Um, I…” Gavin started, but nothing coherent came out. His throat tightened. He couldn’t think, let alone lie. Whatever excuse might have saved him, it withered before it could reach his lips. His legs felt shaky, barely able to hold him upright, so he sank down onto the edge of the wooden bench. The three girls towered over him, arms crossed, eyes sharp, and none of them looked like they were going anywhere.

“He’s pretty cute, though, Paige,” the redhead said, glancing toward the captain with a sly smile. “You’ve got to admit that much.”

“Oh yeah,” Paige replied, not missing a beat. “He makes a pretty girl.” Her gaze swept down over him again, slow and deliberate. “Have you ever thought about trying out for the team?”

Her voice was honey-sweet but mocking, and the other girls giggled beside her, openly amused at his expense.

“I was just, um…” Gavin fumbled, rubbing the back of his neck. His eyes darted toward the door, then to the floor, then back to the hem of the skirt still fluttering in his lap. “It was just a mistake.”

“You were in here trying on our clothes like a little perv,” Paige said flatly. “And now I’m going to have to report you to campus police, obviously.”

Her words hit like a slap, and Gavin felt his stomach lurch.

“Wait a second, Paige,” the redhead interrupted, placing a hand on her shoulder with a mischievous grin. “We didn’t even get to see him do a cheer.”

She laughed again, clearly loving every second of this.

Paige paused, her brow lifting. She tapped a finger to her lips like she was seriously considering it.

“That’s true,” she said, tilting her head at him. “Go ahead, do a little cheer for us. Maybe I’ll reconsider turning you in.” Her grin widened. “Because honestly? You look so pathetic right now I can barely stand it.”

Gavin’s heart pounded. His face flushed hot, and he looked down at the bunched-up red skirt in his lap, satin folds hiding the unmistakable shape of his half-hard cock beneath the panties. The pressure in his chest made it hard to breathe. But somehow, without even deciding to, he stood.

“Um… give me an A…” he mumbled, throwing his arms up with a clumsy wave.

“Give me a D…”

His voice cracked. He stumbled through the next few steps, trying to mimic what he’d seen during the game. “Give me a… uh…”

He trailed off, body frozen mid-dance. His mind was blank. The girls burst into fresh laughter as he dropped his hands to his sides and gave up.

“Wow,” Paige said, stepping closer. “That was pretty bad.”

Before he could react, she reached forward and grabbed the hem of his skirt. In one sharp tug, she flipped it up, revealing the tight red panties stretched across the obvious bulge straining against them.

Gavin gasped, his hands flying down too late to stop her.

“Oh my god,” the auburn-haired girl said, laughing behind her hand.

Paige’s eyes lit up. She reached out without hesitation, cupping him through the fabric and squeezing. Her hand was firm, almost clinical, but the effect on him was instant. His cock throbbed against her palm, and a low moan slipped out of him before he could stop it.

“Is this why you can’t think straight?” she teased, her voice low and satisfied. Her fingers flexed slightly as she held him. “You’ve got all the blood rushing to your little dick, huh?”

Gavin tensed, his breath catching as she let her hand trail along the waistband.

She hooked a finger beneath the elastic. “It is little, isn’t it?” she asked, her tone featherlight but cutting.

“It’s not,” Gavin said quickly, his voice cracking. “It’s at least average.”

Paige raised her brows, amused. The two girls flanking her took a step forward, closing in as Gavin instinctively backed up, his thighs hitting the edge of the bench. He sat down hard, the skirt flipping back up over his lap, leaving the outline of his cock plainly visible beneath the strained panties.

“Prove it,” Paige said.

Gavin blinked. “Prove what?”

She sighed, feigning frustration like he was being slow on purpose.

“Get those panties off. Right now.” Her eyes locked onto his with a heat that was impossible to ignore.

Gavin’s heart pounded so hard he could feel it in his throat. He stared up at the three faces looming over him, each one pretty in a different way, each one carrying the same unmistakable authority. Never, not once in his life, had he imagined a moment like this. Three gorgeous girls. All staring at him. All waiting to see his penis.

The reality of it made his cock throb painfully. Instead of shrinking or softening, instead of doing him the one favor he desperately needed, it felt like it was getting harder by the second. Thick. Insistent. As if it wanted their attention just as badly as he feared it. His body was betraying him completely, putting him on display when all he wanted was to disappear.

And now he was going to have to strip. Not for pleasure. Not even for curiosity. But to protect his reputation. To keep his secret from turning into something permanent. And the girls in front of him did not look like they were going to make it easy.

“You’ve got like, two seconds or I’m calling the coach and campus security,” Paige said sharply, crossing her arms again.

Gavin’s eyes dropped without thinking. Her forearms pressed together just beneath her full breasts, the gesture casual and commanding at the same time. His hands shook as he reached down, fingers hooking into the waistband of the red panties. His mouth felt dry. Slowly, hesitantly, he slid the fabric down over his ass.

Before he could react, the two girls beside Paige stepped in. Each of them grabbed one of his shins, their hands firm and unyielding, lifting his legs up into the air. Gavin let out a startled gasp as his feet left the floor. The panties slipped the rest of the way off, dragged down his calves and yanked free of his feet.

He was exposed.

With his legs held up, there was nowhere to hide. His tight balls, his small cock, and his smooth, girlish ass were fully on display. The air felt colder against his skin. His face burned with heat.

“Oh,” Paige said, stepping closer.

She reached out and grabbed one ass cheek, her fingers digging in. Gavin yelped as she squeezed and pulled, stretching him slightly before delivering a sharp spank. The sting rippled across his skin and straight through his body.

“You do have a small little wiener,” she laughed.

The other two girls shook their heads, openly amused.

“I think my boyfriend is, like, twice his size when he’s not even hard,” the redhead said, giggling.

Paige smirked, her lips tight and pink, her voice cool and cutting. “So it’s starting to add up. We’ve got a sissy boy who thought he could sneak into our locker room and try on our clothes. It’s pathetic, really.” She paused, studying him. “But in a way, I almost feel bad for you.”

Her words sank in slowly, heavy and humiliating.

“What’s your name, anyway?” Paige asked.

As she spoke, the auburn-haired girl stepped closer, her curiosity getting the better of her. She reached out and gently brushed the underside of Gavin’s cock with her fingertips, testing the weight of it, the heat. The touch was light, almost innocent, and it made him shudder.

A soft moan slipped out of him before he could stop it.

“Hey,” Paige snapped. “Quit teasing his dick.”

The girl pulled her hand back with a laugh. Gavin bit his lip hard, every nerve buzzing.

“Gavin,” he finally said, his voice barely steady.

Paige nodded once, as if she’d expected that answer.

“Well, Gavin,” she said slowly, “I guess now you’re going to go by Calie.”

His stomach dropped.

“The three of us are going to make you into the girl you’ve always wanted to be,” she continued, her smile widening. “I can’t wait.”

Gavin frowned, fear and confusion knotting together in his chest. He looked from one face to the next. The way they watched him made his skin crawl and burn all at once. There was no softness there. No sympathy. Only appraisal. Calculation.

He felt like prey.

Like something they hadn’t planned on catching, but weren’t about to let go of now that they had. He was their surprise. Their reward after a long, sweaty practice on the field. Something fun to play with before moving on.

And as he sat there, naked from the waist down, legs trembling, he knew one thing with absolute clarity.

They weren’t going to hold back on punishing him.

“Amy, go to my locker and get the punisher,” Paige said calmly.

“What?” The redhead froze, eyes going wide. “Are you… are you sure?” Her voice wavered, caught somewhere between disbelief and excitement.

“Did I mince my words?” Paige snapped, finally turning her head just enough to fix the girl with a look.

That was all it took. Amy swallowed and hurried off between the rows of lockers. Paige didn’t even watch her go. She didn’t have to. It was obvious who ran things here.

“Um… what’s that?” Gavin asked, his voice thin as he tried to tug the red skirt back down over his crotch.

Paige stepped forward immediately, catching the hem and yanking it back up. Her palm landed against his tight, rigid balls, patting them with deliberate pressure. A sharp soreness bloomed through his pelvis, and a small, helpless moan slipped out of him.

“It turns girls into women,” Paige said lightly. “And I guess for you?” She smiled. “It’s going to turn you into a woman too. You get to skip ahead, like a cheat code in a video game.”

“Paige, I don’t know if we should,” the auburn-haired girl said quietly, her eyes flicking between Gavin’s exposed body and their leader.

“You can leave, then, Miley,” Paige replied without hesitation. “Amy and I are going to show this blonde bitch what happens when you try to hang with the real girls on campus. He’s only getting what he came for, after all.”

Gavin’s stomach dropped.

Moments later, Amy rounded the lockers and came back into view. Gavin’s breath caught in his throat when he saw what she was carrying. In one hand was a massive neon-pink dildo, glossy and unmistakably obscene, strapped to a black leather harness. In the other was a gag ball.

His mind flashed to the one or two BDSM videos he’d stumbled across late at night, curiosity-driven and quickly closed. He’d never been interested in that world. Not really. But standing here now, naked and pinned by their attention, he knew interest didn’t matter. Paige wanted this. And if he resisted, if he embarrassed her, he’d be finished. A rumor like this would follow him forever.

Amy handed the strap-on to Paige, who grinned as she took it.

“What do you think?” Paige asked, gripping the base and thrusting it forward just enough to make the intention unmistakable.

She dragged the tip beneath the skirt, slow and deliberate, until it nestled between his ass cheeks. The cool rubber brushed his ass crack, and his hole clenched instinctively around nothing. His whole body jerked at the sensation.

“Fuck,” Paige breathed, her voice low and pleased. “I’m getting wet already.”

The other girls went quiet, but the excitement in the air was thick. They repositioned themselves around him, one on each side. Amy ran her fingers through his hair, slow and soothing in a way that made his scalp tingle. Miley stepped closer and wrapped her hand around his cock.

Her fingers slid along the underside of his shaft, casual and exploratory, like she was testing the weight of it. Gavin moaned again, his stomach tightening as his hips twitched forward despite himself. The girls laughed softly, delighted by how easily he reacted.

“I want to suck his dick,” Miley said, her eyes dark with curiosity. “Just a little bit.”

Gavin’s chest rose and fell rapidly. His heart raced as she licked her lips and stroked him again, loose and unhurried. There was no tenderness in it. No attempt to please him. It felt like being handled for her amusement, like he was something novel she’d picked up off a shelf.

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” Paige said thoughtfully. “But I’m going to have to fuck him extra hard so he doesn’t forget what he is. Our new little slut.”

The words hit Gavin all at once, cold and terrifying.

His mind scrambled. He’d assumed this would turn into something humiliating but manageable. Maybe being forced to pretend to suck the fake cock. Something degrading, but still distant. The idea that Paige actually meant to shove that huge dildo inside his ass made his breath hitch.

He’d barely ever touched himself there. Maybe a pinky, once or twice, curiosity getting the better of him. It had felt strange. Uncomfortable. Not something he’d pursued. And yet, he remembered the faint spark it had sent through him later, the way his cock had twitched harder when he came afterward.

Now, staring at the thick, glossy toy in Paige’s hands, that memory felt dangerous.

Gavin writhed on the wooden bench, his bare back sticking slightly to the varnished surface beneath him, every movement intensifying the helpless twist of his limbs. Amy had his wrists pinned, her fingers surprisingly strong as they curled around his arms. She was smiling sweetly, almost like she felt bad for him. Almost.

“We’re going to give you a choice, of course. We’re not going to make you do anything,” she said, her voice soft and syrupy, like she was comforting a scared little boy.

Then came the real offer.

“You can play with us,” she continued, “or you can get dressed and leave—and expect to see a picture of yourself dressed like a cheerleader on the college news site by tomorrow.”

Her words struck him with cold clarity. There wasn’t much of a choice, not really. Not when the threat curled so easily around the heat of the hand still working his cock. That hand—Miley’s—was stroking him with renewed purpose, her palm slick now, her pace building like she could pull a confession right out of him.

Gavin’s head fell back, eyes fluttering shut for a second. Every nerve in his body wanted the same thing. Pleasure. Attention. Surrender.

The three of them were so beautiful it hurt to look straight at them for too long. Even with their teasing smiles and bossy little smirks, they were irresistible—dangerous in the way only cheerleaders with secrets could be.

“If you want to be our boy slut,” Paige said, stepping forward with a sparkle of mischief behind her dark lashes, “then say, ‘Paige, I want you to fuck my pussy with your big, big dick.’”

Her voice was mocking, sing-song, downright cruel—and it sent Miley into a fit of laughter that shook her shoulders. She was still pumping Gavin’s cock, but now it was rough, erratic, like she’d forgotten about finesse and just wanted to make him squirm. Her grip turned punishing, turning the swollen head of his cock a deep, angry purple.

He let out a strangled groan, hips twitching as she jerked him even harder.

“Oh my god, look at his balls,” Amy whispered. “They’re bouncing like crazy.”

The girls went quiet, hypnotized for a moment as they stared between his legs. Gavin felt the heat of their attention like a spotlight. His cock throbbed. His cheeks burned.

Then Paige leaned in and grabbed his chin, fingers pressing into his cheeks until his lips puckered like she was making him pose for a photo. Her gaze locked onto his with an unsettling intensity.

“I don’t hear you making your decision,” she said coolly.

“I want to be a slut,” Gavin mumbled, breath shallow.

She narrowed her eyes. “That’s not what I said. And I want to hear it in your best girl-voice.”

She tapped his cheek like he was misbehaving in class.

He swallowed hard, then tried again, pitching his voice high and soft even as Paige still held his face tight.

“I want you to fuck my pussy…” he started, unsure if he was even saying the right thing. “I want you to fuck my pussy hard with your big dick.”

The words came out higher than he expected, almost squeaky, like his throat knew what they wanted to hear. He heard the intake of breath, the delighted giggles.

“Well, why didn’t you say so, silly?” Paige said, grinning with a wicked gleam in her eyes.

She tossed her hair up in a ponytail, tying it off without breaking eye contact, like she was gearing up for something physical. Then her fingers hooked beneath her skirt, dragging the red fabric down her toned thighs in one fluid motion. She stepped out of it casually, letting it pool at her feet like this was any other Thursday.

Her red panties clung tight to her waist, a perfect fit, the fabric soft and snug around her hips. Gavin watched, frozen, as she peeled them down too—slow and deliberate. She stepped out and stood there fully exposed, her dark, neatly trimmed bush leading down to a soft, flushed pussy that glistened slightly under the room’s overhead light.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t cover herself. She looked proud. Relaxed. In control.

Gavin ached for even a sliver of that power.

“Did you wax your sides recently?” Amy asked, deadpan.

Paige snorted. “Amy, this really isn’t the time. But yes.”

She bent to grab the harness from the floor and fastened the thick strap-on around her waist, adjusting it until the dildo stood out proudly from her pelvis. It was massive. Black. Glossy. Paige gave it a little flick, watching it bounce with satisfaction. Her eyes gleamed.

Amy still had Gavin’s arms pinned, keeping him pressed against the bench while Miley repositioned herself lower. He barely had time to react before her lips parted and her mouth enveloped his cock. The sudden warmth made his whole body spasm. Her tongue was soft, teasing the underside with practiced grace, while her cheeks hollowed with each bob of her head.

Amy reached over, gathering Miley’s hair into a makeshift ponytail like she was styling her for the camera.

“She’s such a slut,” Paige murmured, stroking the length of her new toy. “I should be fucking her with this.”

For a split second, Gavin thought maybe he’d been spared. That maybe Paige was going to let him off easy after all. But then she turned her eyes on him—those sharp, playful eyes—and let out a low, satisfied growl.

“But I’ve got a much tighter hole for it anyway.”

She gave his bare ass a light smack, the sting sharp enough to make him flinch. Before he could react, she grabbed the hem of the pleated cheer skirt he was still half-wearing and yanked it straight down his thighs. The fabric flew off and landed somewhere behind them. Cool locker room air hit him immediately, wrapping around the tender skin of his ass and balls. The contrast made him shiver. Especially with Miley’s mouth still wrapped tightly around his cock, her lips forming a warm, relentless seal as she sucked him closer and closer to the edge.

His fingers curled harder around the edges of the wooden bench beneath him, knuckles white. He didn’t know whether to hold back or give in completely. Then he felt Paige drop down behind him.

She moved fast. One second he saw her boots near his ankles, the next her face was gone from view—disappearing between his legs like a ghost. And then, oh god, her tongue.

He jerked violently as he felt it—warm, wet, and shockingly confident—pressing right up against his hole.

“Oh…”

The moan escaped him without permission. His legs twitched. His hips bucked forward instinctively. Paige laughed, clearly delighted by how fast his body reacted. She paused to watch the way his tight rim fluttered, clenching and releasing from the stimulation.

Then she dragged a single fingertip through the wetness she’d left behind, circling his hole with slow, taunting pressure. Gavin could hear her licking her lips behind him, could feel the hunger in her breath, and then she dove in again.

This time her tongue went deeper.

“Oh fuck—” Gavin cried out, voice shaking. He was seconds from exploding in Miley’s mouth, the pleasure rising like a hot rush he could barely contain. But just as he was about to tip, Miley pulled her lips off his cock and switched to stroking him with her spit-slicked hand, her grip wild and messy.

“He’s tasty,” she said with a grin, glancing up at him through strands of loose auburn hair.

“You mean she’s tasty, don’t you?” Paige corrected, never lifting her head. “And she’s even tastier down here.”

That wicked smile never left her face as she dove back in, tongue swirling before pressing harder. Gavin whimpered, body shaking uncontrollably. Then came the sudden push of her tongue, just enough to pry him open—and before he had a chance to adjust, she slipped a finger inside.

He cried out again, the stretch of her knuckle sending his head back. He felt invaded. Claimed. Broken open by this girl who treated his body like it was hers to play with.

“Oh, he’s super tight,” Paige said, sounding amused. “He’s going to have a hell of a time getting impaled on this thing.”

“You’re gonna break him,” Amy laughed, still holding Gavin down.

“Maybe he’ll cum from the pain,” Miley added with a smirk, her hand still gliding along his shaft like she wasn’t even trying to tease him anymore—just keep him on the edge for their entertainment.

They talked like he wasn’t even there. Just a doll between them. A new toy to dress up and take apart. A blank canvas for whatever game they wanted to play.

And Gavin felt it—that strange, dizzy rush of shame and excitement, of being used and wanted all at once. He didn’t fully understand it. He wasn’t sure he ever would. But in that moment, being theirs felt better than being anything else.

“I want to put something on him,” Miley said suddenly, stepping away.

“Oh, that reminds me,” Paige said, reaching down to grip the base of the strap-on that dangled between her legs. It was a soft pink, thick and heavy, swaying slightly like it really was part of her.

She looked down at Gavin with a hungry grin. “Amy, gag her.”

Amy didn’t hesitate. She reached for the ball gag they’d left nearby and crouched beside Gavin’s flushed face. “He’s probably gonna scream pretty loud,” Paige added, almost too casually. “And I really don’t want Coach catching us.”

The black leather straps slid tight around his head, and the hard rubber ball pushed between his lips. Gavin’s tongue pressed helplessly against it. He moaned through the gag, the sound muffled, almost pathetic, as he watched Paige open a bottle of lube and squeeze a generous line along the shaft of her toy.

The clear gel dripped slowly, catching the light before she began spreading it over the massive cock with her fingers—slicking every inch with practiced ease.

His ass clenched in response. He couldn’t stop it. His whole body knew what was coming now.

And there was no stopping it anymore.

Just as Paige dropped back down onto her knees and started to move toward Gavin’s ass again, Miley suddenly came jogging back over, breathless and grinning. In her arms she carried a platinum-blonde wig, a little tin of blush, and a shiny silver thong that caught the locker room lights.

“Oh, you’re too funny,” Amy laughed, doubling over slightly as she watched.

“This should help,” Miley said, already kneeling beside Gavin. “I should’ve brought this over sooner. It’s from that Halloween party last year.”

Paige glanced over her shoulder, taking it all in, then nodded with clear approval. She reached out and took the silver thong from Miley’s hand, rolling it between her fingers like she was appreciating the fabric before using it. Slowly, deliberately, she stretched the thin material around Gavin’s ankles and slid it up his legs.

The thong was tiny. Almost absurdly so.

She pulled it up over his thighs and snugged it into place, adjusting it carefully until it sat tight against his hips. Gavin felt the fabric cling to his skin as Paige tugged it higher, watching with obvious delight as his cock pushed out of the little pouch, thick and flushed, completely unable to fit inside. The thin string disappeared greedily between his ass cheeks, vanishing into his crack like it belonged there.

Paige didn’t hesitate. She tugged the string to the side with one hand, clearing his hole again, and grabbed the dildo with the other.

Behind him, Amy and Miley were already busy. They settled the platinum wig over Gavin’s head, fingers combing through the synthetic strands and adjusting it until it framed his face. Miley popped open the tin of blush and brushed color onto his cheeks with quick, practiced strokes. The pink bloomed instantly against his flushed skin, making him look softer, prettier, more convincingly like the girl they were turning him into.

The two of them stepped back, phones already out, snapping pictures and laughing quietly to each other. Paige bit her lip as she positioned herself behind Gavin again, the cool, slick tip of the massive fake cock pressing insistently against his tight little hole.

He sucked in a sharp breath through the gag and gripped the sides of the bench as she pushed forward.

The stretch was brutal. The dildo didn’t slide in gently. Paige thrust with intent, forcing the thick rubber head past his resistance. His asshole burned as it was pried open around the unforgiving size, the sensation sharp and overwhelming.

“Mmm,” Gavin cried, the sound muffled and desperate against the gag-ball as his back arched instinctively. His ass clenched, then slowly gave way, stretching wider around the invading cock.

“Oh my god, I love it,” Amy said, laughing as she watched. Miley reached out and spanked Gavin’s cheek, the smack loud and stinging.

Gavin barely registered them. His entire world narrowed down to the huge cock filling his ass, stretching him farther than he’d ever been stretched. He focused on breathing, on staying loose, on not fighting it. But Paige wasn’t gentle. She pulled back and thrust again, deeper this time, sending a fresh wave of soreness through his body that made his vision blur.

His eyes squeezed shut. Moisture gathered at the corners as he cried out again, his body trembling. Paige stayed inside him, slow but relentless, letting him feel every inch as she worked him open.

“She’s super tight,” Paige said with a delighted giggle.

“He’s such a good little slut, though,” Amy added, laughing as she watched from the side.

They stood there like spectators, casually entertained, while Gavin groaned and cried out with every pull-back and shove forward. Paige’s movements grew more impatient, more excited. She seemed intoxicated by the way his fresh, tight asshole clenched and resisted her. She watched closely, mesmerized, as the seal around the dildo stretched wider with every thrust, drawing in more of the thick shaft until the widest part disappeared into his warm, yielding canal.

She fucked him steadily now, back and forth, until something shifted.

The pain didn’t vanish, but it softened. It blurred into something heavier, deeper, more confusing. A slow, swelling sensation spread through his ass and into his cock, the same teasing burn he’d felt earlier returning with more intensity. It pulsed with every thrust, lighting up his nerves in ways he didn’t fully understand.

His cock throbbed painfully stiff, harder than it had ever been, despite no one touching it at all.

Miley and Amy laughed as they reached out and dragged a finger along the tip, smearing away the thick beads of pre-cum leaking from him. Gavin watched through his haze as Miley brought her finger to her mouth, tasting him. She smiled.

“He’s sweet,” she said.

That small approval sent him spiraling even closer to the edge. Paige felt it too. Her thrusting turned rougher, faster, pounding into him with renewed force. She looked ready to take everything from him, to punish and claim her new girl-slave completely.

And Gavin wanted it.

He wanted to give her every part of himself. He didn’t question it anymore. Paige was his master now, and pleasing her felt like the only thing that mattered. His muffled moans and broken cries seemed to drive her harder, like they were proof he was doing it right.

Miley and Amy barely looked at him anymore. They watched Paige instead, talking casually between themselves. They chatted about a party coming up that weekend, laughing and planning, completely unfazed by the loud, desperate cries tearing from Gavin’s throat.

To them, he was just their new femboy fuck toy.

And the sound of him breaking was nothing more than background noise.

Suddenly, all three girls turned at once, drawn by the sharp gasp that escaped Paige’s lips.

She moaned low in her throat and threw her head back, dark hair spilling down her sweaty shoulders like a curtain.

“Paige, are you… are you going to—?” Amy asked, watching closely.

“Oh… oh my… fuck,” Paige groaned, the sound half-growl, half-whimper, as her hips slammed forward one final time. The thin strap snug across her clit pressed hard in just the right way, and the final thrust pushed the entire length of the slick, rubber cock deep inside Gavin’s stretched, trembling hole.

Her body locked up, every muscle in her thighs twitching as she came. Her legs shook violently. Her breath came in ragged gasps as her hips stayed flush against Gavin’s ass, their skin sticking together from sweat and lube and the heat of the moment.

“She’s cumming!” Amy giggled, sounding genuinely impressed.

“Oh wow,” Miley laughed, hands on her knees. “He’d better cum soon too, or she’s going to be pissed.”

That was all Gavin needed. The second Paige’s hips met his, her orgasm crashing through her like a wave, something inside him let go. The strap-on cock pushed against the very deepest parts of him, and suddenly there was no holding back.

His body clenched down around the toy and a hot, uncontrollable climax burst through him like a live wire. His legs kicked, his back arched, and his hands scrabbled for anything to hold on to as his entire body began convulsing with pleasure. He screamed against the gag, jaw locked tight, eyes rolling back as his cock erupted.

Thick white ropes of cum sprayed up over his chest, hitting his ribs, his throat, and even streaking across his chin and the ball-gag itself. One string landed right across his lips, sticky and hot, trailing down toward his collarbone. He couldn’t stop shaking, couldn’t stop cumming. It was like the orgasm had taken on a life of its own, dragging him deeper into surrender.

Amy and Miley stepped aside just in time, laughing as they watched the mess spatter across Gavin’s pale, flushed body.

“Jesus,” Amy breathed. “He really went for it.”

“Look at her,” Paige said between panting breaths, still giving a few slow, grinding thrusts as she watched Gavin’s cock pulse and his balls draw up tight with the last few desperate spurts. “That’s what I like to see.”

Finally, Gavin’s body slumped forward, every muscle turning to jelly. He collapsed onto the bench, soaked in his own release, chest heaving. His hole still stretched wide around the rubber cock, but the fight had left him. He was done.

Spent. Owned.

Paige leaned forward, her sweat-damp hair clinging to her temples as she slowly pulled the silver thong back into place, tucking his now-soft cock beneath the shimmering fabric and guiding it gently over his still-sensitive balls.

Miley stepped around behind him and grabbed a fistful of blonde wig, pulling his head back against the bench. “Did you like being turned into a little fuck toy?” she asked, her voice teasing, almost sing-song.

Gavin moaned behind the gag, throat raw, legs trembling. His eyes fluttered half-shut as the girls stood and began gathering their things.

Amy and Miley were already laughing, lifting their phones again to snap a few more photos before the moment faded. Paige unbuckled the strap-on from her hips and let out a low, dazed laugh, shaking her head.

“That was… excellent,” she said, voice a little hoarse.

“She fought me at first,” Paige continued, gesturing toward Gavin’s still-quivering body. “Her ass was so damn stubborn. It kept stopping the dildo—tight as hell—and every time it did, the strap would dig into my clit again. I had to work to break her open.”

Her eyes gleamed, still wild with adrenaline.

“What now?” Amy asked, glancing down at Gavin. He was still sprawled out on the bench, dripping with cum, gag still secured, blonde wig slightly askew, and the silver thong now pulled back into place like a shiny little trophy.

Paige tilted her head and smiled.

“Hey,” she called, raising her voice just enough to get his attention. “Go home. Get out of here.”

She walked a few steps closer, looming over him.

“The rest of the team’s going to be back from practice any minute. If they see you like this, you’re really going to regret it.”

They all laughed again and started down the row of lockers, voices echoing off the tile as they turned the corner and disappeared.

Gavin lay still for a few seconds, the pounding in his chest slowly quieting. His ass still pulsed, twitching with aftershocks from being stretched so wide, and then suddenly left so empty. He could feel a second orgasm teasing somewhere deep inside him, coaxed forward by nothing but the memory of how thoroughly he’d just been used.

He sat up slowly and reached for the gag, fingers fumbling at the back of his head. That’s when he realized it wasn’t just a buckle—it was locked.

A little metal clasp held the ball in place.

He jerked in surprise, right as Paige popped back around the corner.

“I told you to get out of here,” she said. Her voice was sharp, bossy again. “And don’t even think about taking any of that off. If I catch you without it, you’re going to be in real trouble.”

She looked him up and down.

“I want to see you walking back to the dorm like that.”

Then she was gone again.

Gavin swallowed hard and climbed to his feet. His legs were shaky. The thong clung between his cheeks like it belonged there. The wig itched slightly, and his face felt warm with the leftover blush.

And yet, somehow, the humiliation didn’t outweigh the heat still curling low in his belly.

As he stepped out into the hallway, unsure if anyone would see him, heart pounding like a drum, all he could think about was the dizzy, electrifying pleasure that had shattered him completely.

And of course… that shiny new silver thong.
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