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Cheerleader Transformation




I still remember the day Madison started working at the department store. I was nearing the end of my own time there, already counting down the shifts until I could quit, but the moment I saw her, I started rethinking my plan to leave before summer began.

I’d been working part-time at Maders for a couple of years by then, mostly to earn some extra money after classes. My parents had insisted I get a job so I could pay the insurance on my car and save to cover some of my expenses during my freshman year of college. Maders—the big department store in the center of our small town—was the easiest place to get hired when you had no real skills, which pretty much described me.

By the time Madison showed up, I was eighteen and focused almost entirely on what came next. I thought constantly about my plans in the upcoming fall. Everything in my life felt temporary, like I was already halfway out the door.

I was ready to escape our small, boring town. More than anything, I wanted a new identity. Maybe I could become the kind of guy girls didn’t automatically describe as “cute” and “harmless.” A guy they might actually look at and want instead of treating like a younger brother they occasionally asked for help with homework.

That seemed like a pretty good place to start.

For the time being, though, I was still stuck in the same town I’d lived in my entire life, where it felt as though nothing genuinely interesting would ever happen to me.

Ours was a small farming town about thirty minutes from the nearest real city. Around there, guys were either football players or farm boys. If you didn’t fit neatly into one of those two categories—if you were a nerd, basically—you didn’t do particularly well.

I certainly wasn’t anyone the girls seemed interested in. I had a few friends who happened to be girls, but I could tell none of them wanted anything to do with me sexually. They liked talking to me. They trusted me. They thought I was sweet, funny, or a good friend, whatever that was supposed to mean.

Nothing more.

So when Madison showed up and started working at Maders, I tried not to think much of it.

Cool. Another hot girl who’ll either ignore me or treat me like I’m her brother or her gay friend.

I was especially determined to be indifferent because Madison wasn’t just some random attractive girl. She was far from a stranger in our town. I already knew exactly who she was. Everyone did.

She was one of the higher-ranking girls on the cheerleading squad and easily one of the most popular around—probably in the entire town. She dated Chase, the equally popular quarterback, whose name somehow sounded exactly like the name of a popular senior quarterback.

They made quite the couple. Everybody in town seemed to think so, anyway.

Guys like me might’ve had a different opinion, but that didn’t matter. Madison and Chase were destined to go off together to some prestigious university. Chase would probably become the star quarterback, and Madison would be the star cheerleader smiling for him from the sidelines. They’d remain beautiful and popular while the rest of us scattered in different directions and tried to become people no one from the past would recognize.

With any luck, I was going to forget all about Mr. and Miss Popularity. I’d be on the other side of the country, working toward my biology degree and building a life that had nothing to do with football games, farm roads, or the girls who’d never once looked at me the way I wanted them to.

But first, I had to endure a few weeks of working alongside Madison.

That wasn’t something I’d ever expected, and it certainly wasn’t something I had experience doing. I’d never said more than two words to her. We’d had a class or two together, but we’d never really spoken. I’d looked at her plenty of times, of course, usually from a safe distance. But whenever she happened to glance in my direction, I always turned away before our eyes could meet.

I was far too intimidated by her.

Madison was eighteen, too, but she seemed much more self-assured and mature than the rest of us. She moved like she knew everyone was watching and had long ago grown comfortable with it. The way she carried herself—and the way she seemed to have the entire town wrapped around her finger—only added to the aura surrounding her.

It was like an invisible shield that kept nerdy guys like me several feet away, too intimidated to approach her or even hold her gaze for longer than a second.

But the day she started working at Maders was the day everything seemed to change: my plans, my hopes, and my ambitions.

Because the moment I saw Madison standing alone behind one of the glass counters in the jewelry department, some idiotic optimism took hold of me. The kind that made me wonder whether I could ever have a girl like her, even though every rational part of me knew better.

Madison wasn’t merely working at the same store as me or even the same hours. She was working in my department.

And my boss made it clear that, because I had the most seniority among the floor associates, I would be the one training her.

When I walked into the department and saw her behind the counter, she gave me a small, polite smile. She tucked her short, dark maple-brown bangs behind one ear as her warm, cinder-brown eyes settled on me.

At first, I glanced over my shoulder.

She had to be looking at somebody behind me. Maybe Chase was standing near the entrance or had come in to see her. There was no reason for Madison to look directly at me with that soft little smile on her glossy pink lips.

“Hey, Evan,” she said.

Her smile remained in place.

“Um…hi,” I answered, immediately sounding as clumsy and awkward as I felt.

I furrowed my brow and gave her a nervous smile in return, suddenly too aware of where I’d put my hands and whether I was standing like a normal human being.

“You are Evan, aren’t you?” Madison asked.

Holy shit. She remembers me from school?

That had to mean she’d noticed me before today. Maybe not in any meaningful way, but enough to remember my face and attach a name to it. Even that felt impossible.

Alarm bells started sounding inside my head, loud enough to drown out every sensible thought I had.

Madison gave me a wink and another smile, followed by a small wave of her slender, cupped hand. Heat rose beneath my collar, and I was almost certain I’d started blushing. I was equally certain Madison could tell.

She probably knew that I, like nearly every other guy in town, would be ridiculously easy for her to manipulate. If she thought that, she wasn’t wrong.

“I…I’m Evan, yeah,” I said with a nod.

“Well, it’s about time you got here to show me the ropes,” she said, smiling. “They’re some big, heavy ropes, too.”

She finished with a quiet chuckle.

I couldn’t tell whether Madison had just made an incredibly dirty sex joke or delivered the most innocent yet easily sexualized remark in the history of the universe. Judging by the playful look in her eyes, I wasn’t completely convinced she hadn’t known exactly what she was saying.

Either way, my mind went somewhere filthy.

All I could think about was shooting a few of those big, heavy ropes across her beautiful, flawless face.

Yeah, I was a pervert.

But I was also eighteen, desperate, and painfully horny. What could I say?

Madison was standing right in front of me, close enough that I could smell the faint sweetness of whatever she’d put in her hair. Her big, full tits were nestled snugly inside the tight red shirt Maders made us wear, the fabric stretched smoothly across her chest. It was nearly impossible not to look, and the effort of keeping my eyes on her face only made me more conscious of everything below it.

And if she’d turned around, I would’ve seen the same round, perky little ass I’d spent far too much time staring at in the hallways.

“So, you’re, like…the king around these parts, huh?” Madison said as I took my place behind the counter, holding the complicated ring of keys that came with working in the jewelry department. The keys jangled loudly in my hand as I searched for the right one.

I gave a modest, nervous chuckle and shrugged. “I don’t know about that.”

“Kirk says you’ve been here for a couple of years now. You can’t be any older than I am, so that’s pretty impressive.” Madison smiled as she said it, and for half a second, I let myself believe she might actually be impressed.

“Well, of course not,” I said with a laugh. “We’re in the same grade and all.”

I said it as if Madison should’ve already known that. As if we were casual acquaintances instead of two people who’d spent years attending the same school without ever having an actual conversation.

“Um…are we?” she asked, sounding genuinely surprised.

Madison’s eyes narrowed slightly as she brought a fingertip to her lower lip and slowly ran it along the corner of her mouth. It was as if she couldn’t do anything at all without making it look incredibly sexual and suggestive.

Not that I minded.

“Well, yeah,” I continued, already feeling the first sting of embarrassment.

“Wait…do you go to Lincoln?” Madison asked with a laugh.

“Yeah,” I said, my face going blank. “I thought you knew that.”

“Wow, really? Whoa.” She blinked at me. “That’s cool.”

Of course, I felt more than a little dejected by that. I’d known Madison had probably never given me much thought, but I hadn’t expected her to be shocked by the fact that we attended the same school.

I also hadn’t realized how much worse it could get.

“We have a class together right now,” I said. “Mrs. Lumpkin’s…macroeconomics?”

Madison looked at me with an expression so completely blank that I almost wished I hadn’t said anything.

“Wow,” she said. “I’ll have to take your word for it. I guess I never noticed you.”

Clearly.

I rolled my eyes once she looked away, feeling my frustration settle into a dull ache beneath my ribs. I wondered whether I might’ve made a better impression on Madison if I’d pretended to be a total stranger. Maybe I could’ve presented myself as somebody completely new—a cooler, more confident guy who hadn’t spent the last four years quietly existing somewhere outside her field of vision.

Of course, that plan probably would’ve blown up in my face somehow. Someone from school would’ve walked into the department and said my name, or Madison would’ve eventually recognized me from class and realized I was a pathetic liar as well as a forgettable nerd.

So much for reinventing myself.

I quickly returned to what I liked to call my retail demeanor: a kind of detached, disaffected politeness I used whenever I helped strangers around the store. It allowed me to be friendly without giving up any real part of myself. I could smile, answer questions, and point customers toward the correct department without letting them see whether I was bored, annoyed, or counting down the minutes until my shift ended.

With Madison, there was no reason to give anything away. Doing so would only be a waste.

Not only did she have a boyfriend, but she never would’ve been interested in me anyway. She hadn’t even known we attended the same school, much less shared a class. Whatever foolish optimism I’d felt when I first saw her behind the counter had been corrected almost immediately.

At least, that was what I told myself.

As our first day together progressed, I began to wonder how true it really was.

Madison started making flirty little comments here and there. Nothing direct enough that I could be sure she meant anything by them, but enough to keep me alert. Before I knew it, we were laughing together and joking around as if we’d been friends for years instead of two people who’d barely acknowledged each other before that morning.

I couldn’t believe how easy it felt.

I tried my best not to ruin it by acting too eager or desperate for something more. I played everything as cool as I could, even when my heart sped up every time she leaned closer to me or laughed at something I said.

A few days passed, and I began to feel as if I were making a real connection with Madison. Maybe it was nothing more than the temporary closeness that came from being trapped behind the same counter for hours at a time, but it didn’t feel imaginary. She sought me out when she arrived. She started conversations with me. She seemed genuinely comfortable in my company.

By our third morning together, she’d even started letting me into her personal life—something I never would’ve imagined having the privilege of hearing about.

“Chase has been such an asshole lately,” Madison said as we made our rounds through the junior clothing department.

The store hadn’t opened yet, and the department was quiet. We moved through the aisles together, picking up clothes the floor crew had missed during the previous day’s business.

Madison continued to dish about Chase while she worked. Every so often, she’d hold a shirt or dress up against her body, smoothing the fabric across her chest or waist before deciding whether it was “cute” or “ugh.” That dismissive little sound seemed to cover everything she didn’t like, from ugly patterns to cheap fabric to clothes that didn’t fit her exactly the way she wanted.

I listened carefully, trying not to rock the boat by sounding too interested in whatever problems she might be having with her boyfriend. I didn’t want her to think I was hoping they’d break up, even though that was exactly what some desperate part of me wanted.

I couldn’t help thinking Chase was an asshole, anyway. Most of the guys who weren’t football players felt the same way about the tall, blond quarterback.

It wasn’t difficult to understand why girls liked him. Chase was incredibly handsome, with a tight, athletic body that looked almost sculpted from marble. He had the easy confidence of someone who’d spent his entire life being told he was special, and the kind of smile that belonged on a male model or a member of a boy band.

His face was handsome in a soft, nonthreatening way, while the rest of him was big, strong, and intimidating. He could grin at a girl like he’d never hurt anyone, then walk through the hallways with the physical confidence of someone who knew almost nobody would dare challenge him.

I wasn’t stupid.

A girl like Madison wasn’t going to leave a guy like Chase for someone like me. He was the quarterback. I was the guy training her to unlock jewelry cases at a department store.

That didn’t mean I couldn’t enjoy the fantasy of it, though.

“I swear, sometimes I’m so close to breaking up with him,” Madison ranted.

“So, what did he do?” I asked, carefully keeping my voice casual. I didn’t want to seem too desperate for details, even though every nerve in my body had suddenly focused on what she might say next.

“He’s just…” Madison sighed. “I can’t believe I’m telling you this, but we were drinking last night, and he said he had a crush on a few of the girls I cheerlead with. He even went so far as to suggest we all have, like, a threesome together. Can you believe that? It’s bad enough I promised to let him do me in the butt, which I don’t even want to do, and now he won’t stop asking for it. I’m sure you know what I mean.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said with a laugh. “Totally.”

I hoped my answer sounded convincing enough that Madison wouldn’t figure me out for the virgin I was.

“That’s how us guys are,” I added with a chuckle. “What can I say?”

It was a stupid response, but my brain had stopped working the moment she mentioned Chase doing her in the ass. I was too busy pretending I had any idea what I was talking about to come up with something better.

“Not you, though,” Madison said. “You’re such a nice boy. And, I mean, obviously you’re different.”

I didn’t know exactly what Madison was trying to tell me, and I wasn’t about to argue with her. Being called a nice boy wasn’t exactly what I wanted, especially after spending most of my time being considered cute and harmless, but there was something in the way she said that I was different that made me hesitate.

She held my gaze for a long moment.

Her rich brown eyes seemed to peer directly into mine, lingering for a dangerously long time before she finally looked away. The attention left me unsteady, as if I’d somehow been caught doing something wrong even though I hadn’t moved.

Madison reached toward a rack and pulled down a tight little pink T-shirt. She held it against herself, stretching it across the front of her red work shirt as she studied the size.

“My boobs are too big for this,” she said.

Then came the increasingly familiar, dismissive “Ugh.”

I was too afraid to say anything one way or the other.

I didn’t exactly want to tell Madison that her boobs were small, but I definitely didn’t want to eagerly agree that they were big, either. Either response would make it obvious that I’d thought about them. It might reveal how often my gaze dropped toward her chest or how many times I’d imagined seeing her tits completely bare instead of pressed beneath her clothes.

So I kept my mouth shut and pretended to be interested in the pile of abandoned shirts in my arms.

I wasn’t thinking much about the pink T-shirt anyway. I was still far too preoccupied with what Madison had said about Chase wanting to fuck her ass.

How could I not be?

The image lodged itself in my mind immediately: Madison bent over and completely naked, her legs spread, her round ass lifted and her tight little asshole waiting to be split open by a thick, wet cock. I imagined the way she might tense, the way her body would look as the head pushed slowly inside her, stretching her open.

The thought left me with a nearly constant hard-on as we wandered through the aisles of girls’ clothes.

Every time Madison bent to pick something up or reached toward a low rack, my eyes were drawn to the curve of her ass beneath her pants. I had to keep shifting the clothing I carried in front of my waist, hoping the fabric would hide what was happening inside my khakis.

Envy bubbled up deep inside me, too, as I imagined a jerk like Chase getting to fuck not just one but several of the hottest girls I knew. Some guys had all the luck. Some guys won the genetic lottery, and it didn’t matter how smart or kind or, as Madison had put it, “nice” they were. All they had to be was hot. For girls like Madison, that was more than enough.

It made me curse the fact that I was only five-foot-three, with a slender build that reminded most girls more of themselves than of anyone they might consider boyfriend material. I had soft features and a clear complexion. Girls had asked me more than once what I used to wash my face or how I took care of my hair.

“Your hair is so beautiful and thick and blond. I’m super jealous, Evie!” they would say as they ran their fingers through my shoulder-length locks.

I’d sigh and roll my eyes, frustrated that girls envied my complexion and my hair but never found me masculine enough to date. They wanted to touch me, compliment me, and ask for beauty advice. They just didn’t want to fuck me.

It was a burden I’d grown accustomed to, but the sting had never entirely gone away.

As Madison and I continued picking up stray clothes and discarded hangers while we closed the store for the night, she led us toward the underwear section. My dick was already half-hard, but it grew even stiffer as I watched Madison’s slender fingers slide over one of the delicate little thongs hanging from a rack.

It was pink and mango-orange and appeared to be made of soft cotton. A narrow strip formed the tiny whale tail in the back, and my cock felt almost painfully cramped inside my pants as I imagined that fabric pulled snugly between Madison’s perfect ass cheeks.

Madison was in a playful—and apparently kinky—mood. She slipped the thong from its hanger and held it up between us.

“What do you think? Is it hot?”

“I…um…I don’t know,” I hesitated.

“Relax, Evie,” Madison said.

She’d already settled into calling me by the same little pet name most of the girls used: Evie. Usually, I hated it. Coming from Madison, though, it sounded different. More intimate. Almost flirtatious.

Madison cocked one brow and gave me a mischievous grin. “Have you ever worn girls’ panties before?”

I must’ve turned bright pink. Madison chuckled and covered her mouth, dimples appearing in her cheeks as she laughed and shoved the panties toward me.

“What? No way,” I said.

“Really?” Madison said. “That’s a shame. I sure wouldn’t mind seeing you in a pair. I’ll bet you’d make a great model for them.”

“Come on.” I dismissed the idea with an awkward laugh. “I’m a guy.”

I said it as though she needed to be reminded.

Madison rolled her eyes. “I know that, Evie. It’s 2023. Guys can do stuff like that, you know. I asked Chase if he would wear a pair for me. I guess it’s kind of a…I don’t know—what’s it called? A ‘kink’ or a ‘fetish’? It turns me on.”

Now she seemed to be the one beginning to blush. A faint warmth crept into her cheeks, and for once, Madison didn’t look completely untouchable. She looked almost shy.

“Really?” I asked with a grin.

I felt a little better and far less embarrassed now that Madison had made herself vulnerable to me, too. She’d admitted something private, something sexual, and trusted me enough to say it aloud. It felt as though we were beginning to form an actual bond, even if I had no idea what that bond meant yet.

Hearing that Madison had a fetish for seeing guys in panties was almost enough to make me snatch the thong from her hands and rush straight into the fitting room. I was nearly ready to jump at the opportunity before she could change her mind.

“Um, so…Chase…Chase didn’t do it?” I asked.

“Ugh, no,” Madison sighed. “He’s such a jerk. He’s so obsessed with being a big macho douche or whatever. I just think it would be super-hot.”

I didn’t know what came over me. Desperation, probably. Maybe it was the way she was looking at me or the chance to do something Chase wouldn’t. Whatever it was, I reached out and took the thong from her hand.

“Well, maybe I’m brave enough to do something Chase isn’t, then.”

I gave her what I hoped was a devilish grin. For one brief moment, I felt more confident than I ever had in my life. The feeling grew stronger when Madison’s eyes widened and she slowly shook her head in disbelief.

“You’re serious?” she asked, lowering her voice as she glanced around the empty department.

“Yeah.” My confidence wavered almost immediately. “But how are we going to do this?”

“The dressing room, over here.” She pointed with her thumb and started leading the way.

“What? The girls’ dressing room?” I asked.

Somehow, that made me almost more nervous than the prospect of wearing a thong in front of Madison Chambers. Walking into the women’s fitting room felt like crossing a line I understood. Letting Madison see me nearly naked felt like crossing about ten lines at once.

“We’re not open anymore,” she said with a wink. “Nobody is going to know. The closest person is Martha, and she’s tidying up housewares.”

“What about Marvin?” I asked.

Our associate manager liked to wander through the store, checking everyone’s progress as we cleaned our departments for the night. Nobody could clock out until he was satisfied, which meant he could appear at almost any moment.

“I don’t know where he is or when he’s coming back around,” I added.

“Then we’d better get into the fitting room quick, huh?” Madison said with a smile.

I shook my head, unable to believe I was going along with this.

But I was.

I darted into the fitting room, clutching the tiny thong in one hand. Only after I stepped inside did I fully process the fact that Madison was heading toward the fitting room, too.

She’s going to stand outside the door, of course, I told myself.

Even then, I knew she’d want to see me. That was the entire point.

Was I seriously prepared to let Madison look at me while I was wearing nothing but a thong?

Um, fuck yes, I was.

Anything to make her look at me nearly naked. Anything to have those warm brown eyes move over my body with actual interest instead of passing over me in a classroom without even realizing I was there.

I was sure Chase was gifted between his legs. He’d been gifted with everything else, after all. The height, the face, the body, the popularity. Still, there was always a chance that somehow, against all logic and fairness, my five-inch dick was bigger than his.

I was ready to let it bulge inside that tiny thong and give Madison a good, long look.

My cock was already stiffening further inside my boxers, pressing against the fabric as I imagined her eyes dropping between my legs. I could feel a damp spot of pre-cum gathering at the tip from the mere thought of standing in front of Madison with my clothes off and that narrow strip of cotton stretched tightly around my dick.

But as we made our way down the fitting-room corridor, Madison opened the door to the accessible stall—the largest one—and walked straight inside.

I stopped for half a second, staring after her.

Then I followed.

Madison closed the door behind me, leaving the two of us alone in the cramped, brightly lit space. I couldn’t believe this was actually happening. I swallowed hard, my breathing already quickening as a wave of dizziness passed through me. My legs felt strangely weak at the thought that Madison was about to watch me undress.

Maybe even more.

“Come on,” she whispered through a smile as she motioned toward the thong, still clutched in my hand.

I glanced down at the tiny scrap of pink-and-orange cotton and hesitated. It had seemed exciting out on the sales floor. Inside the locked stall, with Madison standing only a few feet away, it suddenly felt much more real.

“Are you for real?” I asked her.

Madison nodded.

“This isn’t some trick where I wear them and then you snap a picture of me on your phone or something—is it?” I asked.

The possibility had only just occurred to me, but once it did, I couldn’t stop imagining the humiliation. A picture sent to Chase. A picture passed around until everyone knew exactly what I looked like in a pair of girls’ panties.

Madison quietly shook her head. “Look,” she said.

She pulled her phone from the pocket of her jeans, bent down, and slid it beneath the stall door. It skidded across the fitting-room floor and stopped somewhere out in the corridor, far beyond either of our reach.

She’d given me every reason to trust her.

Now it was time to fulfill my end of the bargain.

I took a deep breath and unfastened my pants. As the waistband loosened around my hips, excitement and terror rushed through me at the same time.

I’m seriously going to do this.

I’m going to wear girls’ panties in front of the hottest girl I knew.

I drew in another shaky breath, but it did little to calm me. Fear took hold of me, heating my face until I knew my cheeks had turned bright red.

Madison watched me closely.

“Come on, Evie. What are you waiting for? I wanna see.”

Hearing that sweet, sultry voice nearly begging to see me was all the motivation I needed.

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my pants and tugged them down my legs. The fabric gathered around my ankles, and I awkwardly stepped out of it, leaving myself standing before Madison in only my boxers.

Even that felt far too naked.

Her eyes traveled down my body, and my skin prickled beneath the attention. No girl had ever looked at me that way before. At least, not that I knew of. I could already feel the shape of my erection straining against the front of my boxers, impossible to hide from her at such close range.

Then an impulse struck me.

Before I could lose my nerve, I sucked in a gulp of air and yanked my boxers down.

My stiff, five-inch shaft sprang free and pointed directly at Madison.

She covered her mouth as she giggled.

For one awful second, I was certain she was laughing at my size. Shame rushed through me, and I nearly reached down to cover myself.

Then, to my shock, Madison extended her slender fingers and wrapped them around the head of my dick.

She gave me a few quick strokes.

The sensation shot through my entire body. My knees weakened so suddenly that I thought I might faint right there in the fitting room. Madison Chambers—the hottest fucking girl in the entire town—had her hand around my cock.

I couldn’t tell whether I was dreaming or losing my mind.

Her fingers felt warm and soft against my sensitive skin. She stroked me only a few times, but it was more intimate contact than I’d ever had with a girl. More than I’d ever honestly expected to have with Madison.

Then she pulled her hand away.

The loss of her touch felt almost like being deprived of oxygen. My dick throbbed in the cool air, desperate for her fingers to close around it again. In that moment, I knew I would do almost anything to feel her hand on me one more time.

Anything.

So when Madison nodded toward the thong, I didn’t hesitate.

I grabbed it and stepped into the leg openings, quickly sliding the panties up my thighs. The fabric tightened around my hips as I pulled them into place, the tiny pouch stretching over the head of my cock.

My erection was too hard to fit comfortably. The snug cotton forced my dick downward, bending it inside the little pouch and creating a dull ache near the base. The material clung to every inch of me, leaving almost nothing about my shape concealed.

Madison’s smile grew wider than ever.

She licked her lips and slowly shook her head. “Wow,” she said. “Evie…you look amazing.”

I looked down at the ridiculous tent jutting from the front of the thong. My erection was painfully obvious, the fabric stretched so tightly over it that I could see the outline of the head.

I felt embarrassed and a little silly, but Madison didn’t seem to mind.

As my cock pushed against the front of the thong, it pulled the fabric tighter everywhere else. The narrow strip in back nestled firmly between my ass cheeks, pressing against me in a way I hadn’t expected.

The pressure felt good.

Better than good, actually.

I’d assumed the thong would feel awkward or uncomfortable, but the smooth, delicate cotton felt surprisingly sensual against my dick. Every small movement made the material drag gently over my sensitive skin. Pre-cum continued leaking from my tip, leaving a damp spot that darkened the fabric.

“Mmm,” Madison crooned.

She bit her lower lip.

I was certain I’d never seen a girl look so turned on in my entire life—certainly not while looking directly at me. Her eyes remained fixed on the bulge in the thong, and for once, I didn’t feel cute or harmless.

I felt wanted.

Suddenly, someone knocked.

“Anybody in here?” a voice called.

It was Martha, the older woman who worked in housewares, performing one of the routine fitting-room checks before we closed for the night.

Lucky for us, Martha was old and generally uninterested in doing any unnecessary walking. From the distance of her voice, we could tell she was still standing near the entrance to the fitting rooms rather than coming down the corridor.

Madison clapped a hand over my mouth and laughed silently.

Her body pressed closer to mine as we tried not to make a sound. I inhaled the scent clinging to her fingers, something sweet and clean, and my cock throbbed hard inside the thong.

“Get your clothes back on, okay?” Madison whispered. “Keep the thong on. We’re going to my house.”

My eyes snapped toward hers.

“What?” I whispered harshly. “I’m not going to buy a thong!”

“Exactly,” Madison said. “You’re going to steal it.”

“No way.” I shook my head immediately.

The thong was one thing. Shoplifting from the store where I’d worked for two years was another. If Marvin caught me, I wouldn’t just lose my job. Everyone would know exactly what I’d stolen and why.

“Do it for me, and you might just get laid tonight,” Madison whispered with a smile.

Her hand dropped between us and stroked the front of the thong.

Her palm slid over the rigid outline of my dick, pressing the damp cotton against the head. Every reasonable thought vanished from my mind.

My eyes widened.

I immediately grabbed my pants and pulled them back up my legs, covering the stolen thong and the erection still trapped inside it. I fastened them quickly, my hands trembling with nervous excitement.

I nodded and followed Madison’s every move.

I’d had no idea she could be this wild.

It turned out I had a lot to learn.
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We snuck out of work without even clocking out in the back or joining the rest of the employees for the team meeting. Madison led us directly through the front entrance, pushing open the locked doors without slowing down.

The emergency alarm began shrieking behind us.

We ran across the dark parking lot toward our cars, both of us laughing as we fled. The cool night air rushed over my heated skin, and adrenaline pumped hard through my body. The stolen thong remained tight beneath my pants, rubbing against my cock with every hurried step and reminding me exactly where Madison had promised we were going next.

For the first time in my life, I wasn’t thinking about consequences, graduation, college, or the person I hoped to become once I finally escaped our town.

I was only thinking about Madison.

And as we raced through the darkness with the alarm sounding behind us, I was sure I’d never felt so free in my life.

“Come on,” Madison said, opening the passenger door of her sports car.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

I didn’t dare decline the invitation. Not after everything that had happened in the fitting room. Not while I was still wearing the thong she’d chosen for me, its damp fabric pulled tight beneath my pants.

“Back to my house,” Madison said. “I’m not done having fun with you.”

Those words sent another pulse of excitement through me.

I climbed into the passenger seat, and we drove through the winding hillside streets toward the expensive part of town. The road curved steadily upward, passing increasingly large homes with long driveways, carefully landscaped yards, and back fences that opened onto the surrounding woods and parks.

It didn’t surprise me that Madison lived up there. Of course she did. Even her neighborhood seemed to belong to a different world from mine.

Still, as we climbed higher into the hills, I began to feel completely out of my element. I was getting in way over my head, and some sensible part of me knew it.

It wasn’t a bad instinct, either.

Madison eventually turned into the driveway of a large house, but we didn’t go inside. Instead, she led me through a side gate and into the backyard. We passed a wide, sprawling swimming pool and a meticulously manicured green lawn before coming to a large pool house at the far end of the property.

Soft blue light glowed beneath the water, its reflection moving lazily across the façade and the double glass doors. Madison unlocked them, and we stepped inside.

I exhaled for what felt like the first time since entering the fitting room.

Relief left me in a long, shaky sigh.

I couldn’t believe I’d stolen something and gotten away with it. More than that, I couldn’t believe I was still wearing the thong Madison had picked out. I could feel it with every step, the narrow fabric tucked between my ass cheeks and the tiny pouch stretched tightly around my dick.

I felt strange and conflicted.

On one hand, I was alone in a dark pool house with the hottest girl in town. That made me feel like the ultimate alpha, as though I’d somehow beaten Chase at his own game without even trying.

On the other hand, I was wearing girls’ panties beneath my work clothes.

It was confusing as hell.

But I wasn’t about to turn back now.

Madison set her things on the kitchen counter. She didn’t switch on any of the lights, leaving the combined living-room and kitchen area illuminated only by the glow of the pool spilling through the large front windows.

The room felt private and dreamlike. I couldn’t make out every detail, but I could see well enough. The faint blue light softened the edges of the furniture and cast slow, shifting patterns over Madison’s body whenever she moved.

I sat on the sofa, and my mind returned to what she’d whispered at the store.

You might just get laid tonight.

My heart began beating harder as I replayed the promise. Had she meant it, or had she only been teasing me to make sure I stole the thong?

I was almost certain it had been a tease.

But it was more than enough to lead me on for as long as she wanted.

“Stay there,” Madison said. “I’m not done with you.”

She disappeared into another room.

When she returned, she carried several pieces of clothing and a few other items I couldn’t quite identify in the dim light. I knitted my brow and cocked my head as I tried to see what she was holding.

“Time for you to try these on,” Madison said.

The first thing she tossed onto my lap appeared to be a cheerleading uniforms It was blue, silver, white, and black, with shimmery metallic panels that caught the light from the pool.

“What?” I said, confused.

“I’m not done dressing you up,” Madison said. “You’re going to let me have some fun, right? It’s going to be worth your while.”

She walked around the sofa and sat beside me, close enough that her thigh pressed lightly against mine.

“See, Evie, you’re like…the perfect doll. I can have a little fun dressing you up because, unlike other guys, you’re open-minded. You can be in touch with your feminine side. And nothing turns me on more than that,” Madison said.

“Really?” I said.

I couldn’t deny that, in a battle between my conscience, my better judgment, and my dick, my dick was winning easily.

Was I really going to let the hottest girl in town dress me up like a girl?

Yep.

I hesitated for only another moment before reaching down and grabbing the cheerleading uniform from my lap.

“Don’t worry; I’ll help you with all of it. You just have to surrender and let me,” Madison said.

The word surrender made my dick twitch inside the stolen thong.

“Okay,” I said. “Sure.”

That began nearly an hour of Madison having her way with me.

She helped me out of my work clothes and into the cheerleading outfit. It consisted of a short pleated skirt and a fitted top that left my midriff exposed. The fabric clung more tightly than I expected, stretching across my narrow chest and waist as Madison tugged and adjusted it into place.

She explained that the uniform normally came with matching cheerleading panties, but since she liked my thong so much, we wouldn’t bother with those.

Next came a pair of sheer stockings that climbed toward my thighs. Madison slowly rolled them up my legs, smoothing out the delicate material with her palms. Her fingertips brushed over my freshly exposed skin, and every accidental touch made my cock strain harder inside the tiny pouch.

She even fastened a tight, stretchy sports bra around my chest. The band hugged my ribs, making me strangely aware of every breath I took.

I didn’t understand it, but being dressed by Madison turned me on almost as much as it seemed to turn her on.

My dick remained perpetually hard while she arranged the girlish clothes around my body. Pre-cum leaked steadily from the tip, soaking through the front of the thong until the cotton felt warm and damp against my skin.

I imagined it was almost like the way a girl felt when she got wet in her panties.

In fact, after a while, I almost began to feel like a girl. I was wearing panties, a bra, sheer stockings, and a cheerleading uniform. Each new piece Madison added seemed to take me farther away from the shy, harmless boy everyone knew and closer to whatever fantasy she was creating.

But Madison wasn’t finished there.

She spent the rest of the hour applying makeup to my face, brushing out my thick blond hair, and even shaving my legs with a razor. She worked with surprising concentration, tilting my chin when she needed a better angle and smoothing my hair into place whenever a strand fell loose.

She seemed determined to make me into a convincing girl.

And I didn’t mind.

In fact, the more Madison did, the more I began to like it.

The careful way she handled me made me feel as though the hottest girl in town really had found her own personal doll, exactly as she’d wanted. I felt helpless beneath her attention, aroused by the way she manipulated my body and dressed me however she pleased.

I didn’t have to make any decisions. I only had to sit still, obey her, and let her transform me.

Eventually, Madison led me in front of a mirror.

For several seconds, I couldn’t even recognize the face staring back at me.

My complexion looked softer beneath the makeup. My long blond hair framed my face in a way that emphasized my delicate features. The uniform fit snugly around my small frame, and my smooth legs disappeared beneath the sheer stockings before emerging again beneath the short skirt.

The boy I’d seen in the mirror my entire life was almost gone.

In his place was a pretty blond cheerleader.

The sight made me even more aroused.

Suddenly, it looked as though I was every bit as hot as Madison. I wasn’t the invisible nerd standing several feet away from the popular girls anymore. I was one of them.

I was one of the hottest girls in town, sitting right beside Madison Chambers of all people.

I couldn’t believe any of it.

By then, one spot on my wrist had begun to turn pink because I’d pinched myself five or six times during the hour, half-expecting to wake up in my own bedroom.

Madison finished by spritzing me with a little perfume. The sweet scent settled over my skin and clothes as she took my hand and twirled me around, making the short skirt flare away from my thighs.

“There’s a bathroom right there,” Madison said. “Go make sure you clean your privates nice and well.”

I glanced toward the door she indicated.

“I want you to wash your pussy nicely, too,” she added.

“What?” I said with a slight laugh, trying to understand what she could possibly mean.

“Your pussy,” Madison said with a smile. “You know, that hole back behind your balls.”

Her grin widened.

My eyes did, too, as I realized she’d just referred to my asshole as a pussy.

Madison was deeply invested in the fantasy of turning me into a girl. This wasn’t only about the clothes or the makeup. In her mind, every part of my body had become feminine, even the tight hole hidden beneath the skirt.

Did I mind?

Not one bit.

In fact, the idea of my asshole temporarily becoming my pussy turned me on. It made the transformation feel more complete, adding another layer to the fantasy of being a hot girl like Madison.

My cock pulsed inside the damp thong as I imagined cleaning myself for her, preparing the little hole she’d already decided belonged to her new doll.

“Go in there and wash yourself all nice and clean. I want you to use the teal soap in the dish. It’s vanilla-scented. I want that pussy to be clean enough to eat off of,” Madison said, with more authority than I’d heard from her all night.

Her tone sent a nervous little thrill through me.

I didn’t know exactly what Madison had planned, but like everything else that had happened that evening, I was willing to go along with it. So far, she’d seen my dick, touched it, and dressed me however she wanted. Now she seemed to be leading me forward with increasingly filthy promises of sex.

I couldn’t wait to find out what came next.

I hurried into the bathroom and did exactly as she’d instructed. I was already clean, but I took the teal bar from the dish and worked it into a thick, sweet-smelling lather. The vanilla scent filled the small bathroom as I carefully scrubbed my dick, balls, taint, and ass, making sure every inch of me was as clean as Madison wanted.

I paid particular attention to the hole she’d decided to call my pussy.

The thought alone kept my dick hard while I washed. I could still feel the pressure of the thong against my hips and the strange thrill of being prepared for whatever Madison had in mind.

When I’d rinsed and dried myself, I adjusted my clothes and stepped back into the living room.

Madison was gone.

“In here, babe,” I heard her call from somewhere down the hallway.

I followed the sound of her voice. The hallway grew darker as I moved farther away from the bluish pool light spilling through the front windows. At the end, I found an open doorway leading into a room that was almost completely black, except for a dim purple glow coming from somewhere near the back corner.

I heard Madison giggle.

I could just barely make out her shape.

Then I heard a man laugh, too.

For a moment, I forgot that I was dressed as a girl. It wasn’t until I stepped into the bedroom and heard Madison greet me that I remembered exactly how I looked.

“Hey, Evie!” she called in the same bubbly tone a girl might use when greeting one of her friends.

“Um, hey,” I said.

“Babe, what’s wrong with your voice? You sound all hoarse, like a guy,” Madison joked. “Why aren’t you using your normal voice? You know…why don’t you sound like a girl?”

My eyes narrowed. At first, I had no idea what she was getting at.

Then she cleared her throat pointedly, and I glanced down at myself.

The cheerleading uniform. The stockings. The bra. The damp thong beneath the short skirt.

I’d become so used to the sweet perfume clinging to my skin and clothes that I’d almost stopped noticing it. For the last hour, being dressed like this had begun to feel strangely natural.

“Um, totally,” I said, forcing my voice into a higher, more girlish pitch.

“There you go,” Madison said, apparently pleased with my effort.

“Come in here, Evie. Chase dropped by.”

My eyes felt as though they might jump out of my skull.

I looked toward the bed and could vaguely make out the shape of a young man stretched across it. He was shirtless but still wearing his jeans. Even in the murky purple light, I could see the broad outline of his chest and shoulders.

“Come on,” the deep voice called.

It had to be Chase.

I stepped farther into the room, having absolutely no idea what Madison was thinking.

Why had she brought her boyfriend in here? He was going to see that she’d been hanging out with another guy—and that she’d dressed me up like a⁠—

Oh, shit.

That was right.

I was dressed like a girl.

Did Chase even realize there was a guy underneath the clothes and makeup?

“So, who is this, babe?” Chase asked.

There was no anger or suspicion in his voice, which was exactly what I would’ve expected if he knew another guy had just walked into his girlfriend’s bedroom. Instead, he sounded relaxed, almost bored.

“I already told you, babe,” Madison said. “It’s Evie, from the cheerleading squad.”

“I don’t remember any Evie,” Chase said with a lazy, indifferent skepticism.

He didn’t seem to care much one way or the other.

Madison laughed. “You’re such a meathead sometimes.”

“What?” Chase said, shrugging and laughing along with her.

“Evie is on the cheerleading team with me. Surely you remember her?”

“Evie, come in here and sit with us,” Madison said.

Reluctantly, I walked toward the bed, certain Chase would figure everything out the moment I got too close. Surely he’d recognize me. Surely he’d notice something masculine about my body or hear the strain in my fake voice.

But when I sat on the edge of the mattress, Chase didn’t react.

Instead, from what I could see in the dim light, he seemed to be smiling broadly at me.

“I kind of remember her, I think,” Chase said.

“Good,” Madison replied in a slow, sultry voice. “Because Evie is going to have some fun with us—aren’t you, Evie?”

“Um, I don’t know,” I said with a nervous laugh. “Am I?”

“I think you are,” Madison said. “Because you and I both know that you would love to be in this bed with Chase and me…especially me.”

She grinned at me.

“Evie is a total slut for other girls,” Madison told her boyfriend.

“Nice,” Chase said. “That’s fine by me.”

“Um, sure,” I said hesitantly. “Totally.”

My pulse hammered in my throat. I had no idea what I’d just agreed to or how far Madison intended to carry this fantasy.

I cleared my throat before turning toward her.

“Um, babe…can I talk to you for a second?”

Madison rose from the bed and followed me into the hallway.

Once we stepped into the soft spill of light, I could finally see her more clearly.

She was wearing nothing but a lacy pink bra and a matching thong.

For a second, I forgot everything I’d intended to say.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. The delicate bra cupped her full tits, leaving the soft curves of her chest and the smooth skin of her stomach bare. The matching thong sat high against her hips, revealing nearly all of her long legs and round ass.

Seeing so much of Madison’s naked body made my cock instantly harder inside my own thong. The snug, damp fabric tightened around the growing bulge, and a fresh drop of pre-cum leaked from the tip.

I felt dizzy and weak as I stared at her.

All I could think about was what remained hidden beneath those tiny scraps of lace. Her bare tits. Her pussy. The body I’d spent years imagining but never thought I’d see even this much of.

The sight catapulted me right back into the same desperate state that had gotten me dressed in girls’ clothes in the first place. Once again, I felt as though I’d do anything Madison asked.

Good thing for her that I felt that way.

“What’s up, babe?” Madison asked.

“It’s me,” I whispered, as though she might’ve somehow forgotten.

“I know.” She grinned excitedly. “Chase doesn’t suspect a thing. It’s so hot.”

“But…what are we even doing? I thought it was just going to be the two of us tonight,” I groaned.

“Well, Chase dropped by. I couldn’t let him catch us red-handed, could I? And besides, I’ve been saying we could have a threesome sometime. I never wanted to share him with one of the other cheerleading girls, though. But maybe we can trick him,” she said, barely managing to stifle her giggles.

“What?” I said. My eyes widened, and my jaw nearly dropped. “What are you suggesting?”

“I’m saying, come to bed with Chase and me. I’ll make it worth your while later on—promise,” Madison said, cool and confident as ever.

She spoke as though what she was proposing was perfectly reasonable. As though slipping into bed with her and her enormous quarterback boyfriend was simply the obvious next step in our evening.

“Madison, I’m not gay. I’m not into doing things with guys,” I said.

“I never said you were gay, babe. That’s not what this is about,” Madison said. “This is about having fun, getting a little wild, and being naughty. You’re turned on wearing my clothes, aren’t you? Well, this is even better!”

I started to respond, but Madison kept going before I could get the words out.

“You want to suck on my boobs, don’t you?”

She grabbed my hand and pressed it against her breast. At the same time, she yanked the cup of her bra down, and her stiff nipple pushed directly into my palm.

I nearly fainted.

The warmth and softness of her bare breast filled my hand. Her nipple was firm against the center of my palm, and my fingers reflexively curled around her flesh before I could stop myself. After years of imagining what Madison’s tits might feel like, I was suddenly touching one.

I stumbled over a few incoherent words, and Madison laughed.

“Well, come back with me, and you’ll get to do it. Chase probably won’t even want to do much with you. Just let me handle it, okay?” Madison said.

“Okay,” I said hesitantly. “You realize that if he finds out another guy is in bed with you two, he’s probably going to kill me—or at least pulverize me. You’re not going to let that happen, right?”

“Pinky promise,” Madison said, holding up her crooked pinky.

I stared at it for a second before reluctantly hooking mine around hers. It was an absurdly childish promise considering the situation, but I trusted her anyway.

After all, she’d gotten us out of the store with the stolen panties hidden beneath my clothes. I still wasn’t sure whether we’d actually gotten away with it or if someone would notice the missing thong in the coming days, but at that moment, Madison seemed capable of talking her way out of almost anything.

I followed her back into the bedroom, where Chase had switched on another colored lamp. This one cast a pinkish-red glow from the opposite corner, mixing with the purple light already filling the room.

The colors were harsh and unnatural, but the room was brighter now. I could see Chase and Madison clearly.

More importantly, Chase could see me.

I nearly panicked when I stepped through the doorway and his eyes settled directly on me. I expected his expression to change. I expected recognition, anger, or at least suspicion to cross his face.

But Chase only smiled.

In fact, he did more than smile. The way he looked at me suggested he was genuinely enjoying my presence. His eyes moved over my cheerleading uniform, my stocking-covered legs, and the long blond hair framing my made-up face.

There was something hungry and openly lustful in his expression, as though he were ravenous and I was the tastiest thing he’d ever seen.

My heart thumped hard against my ribs as I glanced toward Madison.

Chase unzipped his jeans and loosened them around his hips. Madison immediately dropped to her knees in front of him.

“Want to see what a quarterback’s dick looks like, Evie?” Madison asked, smiling at me over her shoulder.

“Um…”

I hesitated, but I couldn’t make myself look away as Madison tugged Chase’s jeans lower. She exposed a pair of fitted boxer briefs that clung tightly to his body—and to the thick bulge between his legs.

It was big.

Much bigger than I’d expected.

“Come here,” Madison said. “Get down next to me.”

I reluctantly lowered myself onto my knees beside her. The short cheerleading skirt shifted higher around my thighs as I settled onto the floor, and Chase’s bulge was suddenly right in front of my face.

Up close, the shape of his cock was even more obvious beneath the thin cotton of his underwear. It pushed heavily against the fabric, outlining a long, thick shaft that made my own five inches feel even less impressive.

I didn’t know what to think.

What was I supposed to do when he pulled his underwear down? Was I seriously about to see the eighteen-year-old quarterback’s dick?

And he would never know who was really looking at him because of my naughty little disguise.

I couldn’t help feeling a flicker of excitement, even though I was a straight boy with no interest whatsoever in seeing another guy’s cock. At least, that was what I kept telling myself.

Watching Madison kneeling beside me, her lips parted as she waited for Chase’s dick to appear, was undeniably arousing. I could smell her perfume and feel the warmth of her bare thigh beside mine. The stolen thong was still damp beneath my skirt, stretched tightly over my growing erection.

“You girls ready or what?” Chase asked with a grin.

Madison nodded.

I gave an awkward little nod, too, simply following her lead. Doing whatever Madison wanted had paid off well enough so far.

But I no longer had any idea what I was getting myself into.

Chase hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxer briefs and yanked them down.

His plump, half-hard cock spilled out into the pinkish-purple light.

It was easily as thick as my slender wrist and had to be seven or eight inches long. Even only partially erect, it hung heavily from his body, the broad head angled toward us.

I gasped aloud before I could stop myself.

Madison and Chase both laughed.

“Evie, you little slut,” Madison said. “That’s my boyfriend’s dick!”

“I think she wants to suck it,” Chase said with a cocky grin.

“Yeah, I think she does,” Madison agreed.

My eyes widened, and my brow furrowed as I stared at her.

“What? No, that’s okay,” I said, quickly shaking my head.

“Come on, Evie. Suck Chase’s dick. Do it for me; it would be so hot. I’ll make it worth your while, babe,” Madison said, trying to persuade me.

“What?” I said, still in shock.

For a second, I wondered whether I’d heard her correctly, even though the thick cock hanging inches from my face made her meaning impossible to misunderstand.

“You want me to…to…to suck his dick?” I asked, struggling to maintain the higher voice I’d been using as one of Madison’s cheerleading friends.

“Chase wants you to suck him, don’t you, babe?” Madison asked her boyfriend.

“Babe, she’s so fucking hot. I hope you don’t mind me saying so,” Chase said with a modest shrug.

“Chase needs your mouth, Evie,” Madison told me.

I didn’t know why, but hearing that Chase wanted me to suck his cock made me harder.

Being dressed as a hot cheerleader, kneeling beside Madison with a huge, juicy dick hanging in front of my face, felt like some bizarre fever dream.

But it was real.

I was the hot cheerleader. I was down on my knees beside Madison, my skirt bunched around my thighs and my erection trapped inside a soaked pink-and-orange thong. Chase was looking at me as though he couldn’t wait to feel my lips around him.

“Um, you suck it first…and then I will,” I said, hoping to buy myself a little more time.

Madison wrapped her hand around Chase’s half-hard shaft. Without hesitation, she parted her lips and casually slid them over the broad head.

Chase lowered his ass onto the edge of the bed and let out a deep, aching groan.

“Fuck,” Chase growled.

My dick throbbed harder than it ever had inside my thong as I watched Madison expertly, sensually suck her boyfriend’s big dick. I could feel myself growing fuller and harder beneath the thin fabric as she massaged him with her mouth, taking him deeper and deeper between her glossy lips while her closed fist stroked the thick base of his cock.

I watched Chase’s big, heavy balls, too, hanging low in their sack beneath his dick. I suddenly wanted to touch them. I couldn’t stop staring, fascinated by how much bigger they were than my own.

He’s so much more of a man than I am. His dick is bigger, and his balls are, too. Maybe I’m meant to be this sexy cheerleader. Maybe I’m not a boy after all. Maybe I’m a girl who’s meant to service real guys like Chase.

My thoughts began running in circles, racing faster as one confusing, forbidden idea led to another. Each one made my dick pulse against the front of my panties.

I could feel the pre-cum inside them. For a moment, I even imagined that my dick was only a big clit and that I was wet in the same way girls got wet when they were aroused.

My panties are soaked, I thought.

There was even a hint of balmy sweat between my ass cheeks, making the thong cling more tightly to me. Together, the dampness and heat created the convincing sensation that my pussy was getting nice and wet while I watched Madison suck Chase’s dick.

Nobody will ever know that I sucked a dick. Only Madison. If I’m ever going to find out what it’s like, now is my chance. Now that I’m dressed up like a hot girl.

So when Madison pulled her pouty lips off the head of Chase’s dick and pointed his cock toward me, I hesitated only a moment before wrapping my fingers around it. The pulsing girth filled my hand, thicker and heavier than I’d expected. I could feel the blood beating through him against my palm.

“Mm, there you go, girl. Do it,” Madison said. “Put your lips together like you’re going to blow, but watch your teeth. And just slide him in.”

“I’ll try,” I said with a nervous chuckle. “It’s going to be hard. He’s really big.”

Chase moaned, and I felt his dick throb wider in my grip for a moment. I parted my lips and took a deep breath before slowly sliding my mouth over the swollen head of his cock.

I was surprised by the way he felt against my tongue—smooth and soft, yet firm and almost chiseled around the crest of his head. I immediately tasted the clean, salty pre-cum coating him. The flavor was gentler than I’d expected. His dick hardly tasted like anything, really. It seemed no different from licking an arm or any other patch of warm skin. After a few sucks, though, it tasted faintly sweet from my spit.

Before I knew it, I was actually sucking another guy’s dick.

Chase moaned and let out a long, heavy sigh as I worked my lips around his head. His reactions made my own dick twitch helplessly inside my panties. I brought one hand up and cautiously cupped his sack, feeling the surprising weight and warmth of his balls in my palm. I knew it was something I would’ve wanted if a girl had ever sucked my dick—to have my balls held and fondled while her mouth worked on me.

It paid off immediately. Chase’s next moan came out louder and deeper.

“Mm, he loves it, babe,” Madison said as she held my hair away from my face while I continued.

“Fuck, babe,” Chase said. “Where did you find this girl? She sucks dick like she knows her way around it. You’d think she had one of her own.”

Madison chuckled. I could tell it was an uncomfortable laugh, perhaps even a nervous one. I hesitated with Chase’s cock still between my lips and felt a tremor of adrenaline rush through me, but I kept sucking until he was once again reduced to a series of strained, breathy moans.

I continued tasting his pre-cum as it spread across my tongue. I didn’t take much more than the head of his dick, but even that filled my mouth. It was like sucking on a thick, meaty, flavorless gummy bear—squishy beneath my tongue yet hard and sharply defined around every swollen contour.

“Mm… babe… fuck,” Chase growled. “She’s going to make me fucking cum.”

Holy shit. Is he going to cum in my mouth? Shit!

I yanked my mouth off Chase’s dick. It slipped free of my wet lips with a soft release, still glossy with spit. Madison laughed and shook her head.

“Babe, he loves you. You should have let him finish in your mouth.”

“Nah,” Chase said. “Let’s fuck instead.”

“Oh, um… I don’t know if… I wasn’t going to…” I stumbled.

Madison calmly brushed her bangs to the side and studied me, as poised as usual.

“Babe, you know how you’ve wanted to do me in my butt? Well, I’m not ready for that. But Evie can only do anal. She’s, um… she has a condition, and her pussy, well, it’s not available right now. But she’s a total butt slut.”

I immediately glared daggers at Madison.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Just go with it. I promise I will pay you back,” Madison said.

“Fuck.” Chase grinned. “Holy shit.”

He grabbed my hips and lifted me effortlessly. My stomach fluttered at the sudden display of strength and at how small I felt in his hands.

“Over here on the edge of the bed, all right?” Chase said to me.

He lowered his lips to mine and began kissing me. At once, I felt consumed by the embrace of the big, hulking jock. His mouth covered mine as his hands grabbed firmly at my sides, and I felt claimed by him—almost owned. He handled me with the strength and ease of someone much bigger than I was, moving me exactly where he wanted me without any real effort.

In his arms, dressed in my tiny cheerleader outfit and tight thong, I felt so dainty, girlish, and pretty.

Is this what girls always feel like? It’s… amazing.

“I love how you smell,” Chase said as he inhaled near the top of my hair.

Flutters spread through my chest, followed by a shudder that traveled all the way down my spine. Chase dug his hand into my ass cheeks, squeezing them firmly before giving me a light spank.

“Holy shit, that’s tight. I can’t fucking wait. I have to have you,” Chase said.

I felt overpowered by Chase’s desire. Dizzy with adrenaline and excitement, like my whole body had been charged with something wild and reckless. It was as thrilling as it was completely fucking ridiculous.

Before that night, the idea of letting another guy fuck me in the ass had been so far off-limits that I would’ve sooner done just about anything else in the world. I’m a straight guy. There is to be no fucking of this guy’s ass.

At least, that’s what I used to think.

Because when Chase told me how beautiful I was—how pretty—I couldn’t help obeying his every command. The praise went straight through me, weakening something inside my chest. I lowered myself and bent over the side of the bed, my skirt riding higher as I pressed forward.

“That’s it,” Madison said. “Be his little butt slut. You’re going to be the baddest girl on the cheerleading team after he’s done with you.”

My heart raced as I swallowed and pushed my chest against the top of Madison’s bed. The comforter felt warm and soft beneath me, almost absurdly ordinary compared to what was about to happen. I looked back over my shoulder at Chase. He stood directly behind me, gripping the base of his thick dick. Madison hovered behind him, grinning from ear to ear.

What the fuck has she gotten me into?

I was so fucking nervous. Was I seriously about to let Chase, the jerk quarterback, fuck me in the ass? While I was dressed like a sexy cheerleader? How had I ended up in such a wild, humiliating, completely unthinkable position?

I looked back as Madison gazed at me with that smug, knowing grin.

Then I remembered exactly how I’d ended up bent over her bed with Chase standing behind me.

I felt him lift my skirt, exposing the thong stretched between my ass cheeks.

“Just her ass, remember. Don’t bother with anything else,” Madison said.

She knelt behind me and pulled my thong to the side, clearly determined to control the situation—and exactly how much of my body her boyfriend was allowed to see.

Chase bit his lip and stared down at my asshole. I could see the hunger in his expression, the eager way his eyes stayed fixed on it. My heart raced faster and faster until I could feel it pounding beneath my ribs.

I’d never been so nervous in my life.

How the fuck was his big dick supposed to fit inside my ass?

I watched Madison disappear from view. A second later, I felt the sudden heat of a warm, wet tongue sliding over my asshole.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped.

I sucked in a sharp breath and cried out, my whole body jerking against the bed. My legs went weak as Madison’s soft, curious tongue glided over my hole. The sensation was wet and almost unbearably strange. I puckered helplessly beneath her mouth and whimpered with pleasure as she pressed the tip of her tongue firmly against my virgin opening, all while keeping my thong yanked to the side.

“What a slut,” Chase said with a grin as he watched his girlfriend eat my ass.

Every reservation that had started creeping back into my head quickly began to fade. Just as before, I was willing to do whatever Madison wanted me to do.

With her tongue tickling and teasing my asshole, I became desperate to feel something deeper inside it. I would’ve preferred Madison’s finger to another guy’s dick. At least, I thought I would have. But in that moment, I barely cared what went inside me, so long as Chase and Madison kept seeing me as the sexy little cheerleader slut I suddenly felt like.

Madison pulled her mouth away and smacked her wet lips. The cool air against my slick hole made me shiver. She grabbed Chase’s dick, spat onto it, and stroked the saliva over the swollen head before guiding his meaty cock toward my ass.

The next thing I knew, I felt the blunt pressure of his warm dickhead pressing directly against my hole.

“Relax, Evie. Just breathe and keep yourself loose,” Madison said.

She spanked my ass cheek and stayed on her knees beside us as Chase took over.

The big quarterback felt around my warm, slippery opening and slowly began to push. My entire face strained as the broad head of his cock pressed harder against me. Then the pressure changed. My asshole gave way, stretching tightly around his hot, meaty head.

“Fuck!” I gasped, throwing my head back.

Chase was as hungry and impatient as any guy would’ve been with a cheerleader’s warm, tight hole presented to him. The moment he felt himself begin to enter me, he plunged forward as though he were fucking a pussy instead of a virgin asshole that needed patience and care.

My insides seemed to tighten and cramp all at once as Chase’s thick dick stretched me wider than I’d ever imagined. The fullness was shocking. Hot and hard and almost impossible to process as more of his throbbing cock forced its way inside me.

I was about to beg Madison and Chase to stop everything.

But then Chase groaned.

The deep, pleasured sound came from somewhere low in his chest, raw and helpless, and it was too fucking hot to turn away from.

He thinks I’m a girl. A dirty little cheerleader slut. Fuck, it’s so hot being fucked by his dick. It hurts, but somehow that makes it hotter, too.

My thoughts came apart before I could fully hold on to any of them. I tried to stay loose. I took deep, shaky breaths and forced my body to relax, desperate to keep the pain from becoming worse as Chase’s big dick pushed deeper into my slick, clenching heat.

He pulled back when Madison told him to, giving my stretched hole a moment of relief, but then plunged right back into me.

Soon, he stopped listening to his girlfriend’s advice altogether.

He simply fucked me the way he wanted—hard, fast, and hungry. I gritted my teeth and moaned like the girl Madison had made out of me.

“Fuck…I…oh, fuck. Agh—ugh,” I strained.

Sweat gathered across my lower back and between my ass cheeks. Chase smacked my butt, the sting spreading over my skin, and continued pounding into me.

“Mm,” Madison purred. “She loves it, babe.”

I heard a hint of jealousy in her voice. She tried to hide it beneath that pleased, teasing tone, but it was already too late.

I’d given her boyfriend something she’d been too cowardly to give him: a tight, warm asshole to fuck.

And best of all, he thought I was a sexy, naughty cheerleader—one of Madison’s BFFs.

The longer I stayed in Madison’s room, bent over her bed with her boyfriend’s cock pumping inside me, the more completely I believed it. I believed I was the hot girl Madison wanted me to be. I lost myself so deeply in the role that I forgot about the boy beneath the clothes.

I wasn’t pretending anymore.

I was Evie.

The clothes had made the girl, and I was a made girl now.

Chase’s big dick plunged in and out of me. I felt an intense, almost overwhelming pressure deep in my ass as he pumped back and forth in fast, shallow strokes. Every so often, he’d thrust as deeply as he could, forcing more of his long cock inside me until my body tightened and my breath caught.

It hurt too much to take all of him for long.

He was considerate enough to pull back when I tensed, but he still fucked me as quickly as he could, driving the thick head in and out of my stretched opening while my thong stayed trapped against one cheek.

I moaned endlessly into the bed.

Then I felt Chase lean forward, his chest hovering over my back. His breath was hot against my ear as he whispered, “I fucking love this ass. This is the best fucking thing I’ve ever felt. I fucking love it, babe.”

“It’s yours,” I whispered in the most helpless, girlish tone I could manage. “My ass is all yours, babe. Do whatever you want with it.”

“What if I wanted to cum deep inside it?” Chase asked.

“Do it.”

The words spilled from my mouth before my mind—or my conscience—had a chance to think about what I was saying.

I didn’t care what it meant to let another guy cum deep inside my ass. It wasn’t as though we were two guys having sex.

Not in my mind.

I was a hot girl, and Chase was a hot guy.

It didn’t make me gay.

Though it might’ve made me one very sexy slut.

I whimpered and wailed as Chase kept pumping deep into my asshole. Each hard thrust drove another helpless sound out of me, but I was getting better and better at taking his thick dick inside my warm, gushy center. My body had stopped fighting him quite so much. I was learning how to loosen around him, how to breathe through the painful stretch and let him fuck me the way he wanted.

Madison said less and less as we fucked. Her teasing encouragement faded into silence until it became obvious that she was jealous—and probably beginning to regret ever letting Chase fuck me.

I didn’t care.

Her plan had probably been to humiliate me. She’d wanted to turn the nerdy guy into a piece of meat for her boyfriend to use and degrade. She’d dressed me up, bent me over, and offered my ass to him like I was nothing but a slutty toy.

But instead, I was getting the upper hand.

I wasn’t only as hot as Madison now. My ass felt good enough to steal Chase away from her.

At least, that was how it felt with his hands gripping my hips and his thick cock pounding into me while Madison stood there watching.

But there was one little thing I hadn’t considered.

“Oh, fuck…” I cried out.

A sudden rush of pleasure gathered deep inside my body. It came on so quickly that I barely understood what was happening. I hadn’t dared to touch my dick. It was still trapped inside my panties, pinned tightly between my pelvis and the mattress.

But it didn’t matter.

Something about the angle of Chase’s dick made it slide perfectly against my prostate. Without any real warning, I felt a heavy pressure begin throbbing at the base of my cock.

“Oh—ugh…ah, I’m…I’m cumming!” I cried out. “Fuck!”

Chase spanked my ass over and over, each slap landing while my body clenched helplessly around him.

“I feel your ass tightening around me,” Chase said. “Oh, shit…I’m gonna cum, too, if you keep doing it.”

A moment later, I felt Chase’s cock begin to throb.

I was too busy spilling thick, warm gushes of cum into my new thong to fully notice at first. My dick pulsed uselessly against the mattress, soaking the thin fabric and making it cling wetly to my skin.

Then I felt the first warm pulse deep inside my butt.

Chase cried out at the top of his lungs and locked up behind me. His hips pressed tightly against my ass as his thick cock throbbed over and over, forcefully pumping his seed straight into me.

“Fuck!” Chase wailed.

He fell forward over my back and kissed the back of my neck. His hot breath spread across my skin as I felt him pulse again and again inside my stretched hole.

I knew it was over.

There was no going back.

I’d just been dressed as a girl and filled with the quarterback’s hot, virile cum. Chase had pumped me full of his thick, white sperm—something he’d probably never even done to Madison.

After a couple of minutes, Madison gave her boyfriend a firm spank on the ass cheek.

“Okay, babe. That’s enough. Why don’t you go use my shower?”

Chase slowly pulled out of me, and I felt every inch of his big, warm meat slide from my sore asshole. The emptiness afterward was almost as intense as the fullness had been. My stretched hole throbbed wildly, and I bit my lip as Chase gave my ass one final slap before wandering off toward the bathroom.

“He wasn’t supposed to cum inside you,” Madison said.

“Sorry,” I said.

Though I wasn’t all that sorry.

“I’ve never let him cum inside me. I’ve never let him do me in my butt. What are you trying to do, steal him away from me?” Madison said, a slight edge of annoyance in her tone.

“No,” I said. “I was only doing what you told me to do.”

“Well, you did it too well,” Madison said.

She stared at me for another moment, her mouth tightening into a pout.

“You know you’re going to have to make it all up to me now, right?”

I grinned. “Whatever you say.”

Madison continued pouting, but I didn’t care. She might’ve wanted to have her way with me, but it turned out I’d had plenty of fun on my own.

Besides, it wasn’t as though she could tell Chase that he’d just fucked a guy dressed as a girl. She’d be in hot water, too, if she ever told him the truth.

We were bound together by our dirty little secret now.

It didn’t take long before Madison, cool as ever, seemed to laugh off everything that had just happened.

“It’s dumb,” she said.

“What?” I asked.

“That I’m upset,” she said. “After all, I got to cum, too.”

“You did?”

Madison nodded and implied that she’d touched herself while watching Chase fuck my ass.

“And it’s not like I want his big dick anywhere near my butt,” she added. “It probably hurt.”

“It did,” I said.

The ache was still there, deep and tender, and my asshole continued to throb with every small movement.

“Maybe you should be making it up to me,” I said with a smile.

“I think we can work something out,” Madison said.

“Oh?” I said, hoping I might finally get to have sex with the girl of my dreams.

As Chase walked back out after rinsing himself off in the shower, Madison turned toward him.

“Chase, babe, Evie wants another load in her butt.”

Sure, I was pissed at Madison.

It had been fun and all, but I didn’t want to spend the entire night getting pounded by Chase’s big dick. My ass was already sore and full of his cum.

I was still straight.

But, hey, I was dressed like the hottest girl in town. And in that moment, Chase very well might’ve chosen me over Madison.

I was hotter than the girl of my dreams.

How many guys ever got to experience something like that?

And I couldn’t deny how much I loved being dressed like a slutty cheerleader. I was already getting hard again. My thong was wet and gooey from my own cum, the soaked fabric sticking tightly around my trapped cock.

Feeling Chase’s load begin to slip out of my ass and spread against the back of my thong only made me harder.

I smiled as I realized I was about to have the wildest summer of my life.

There was no reason to quit the department store.

I had big plans for Madison and me. Maybe they didn’t involve the two of us having sex, but that was okay.

We were officially BFFs.

And we were going to spend the summer picking out clothes for me to try on.

With any luck, I wouldn’t need to chase girls any longer.

I could be the girl of my dreams.
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