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CHAPTER 1

I was sweating as soon as I walked into the gym. The air was a little stale, tinged with the odor of football games and probably way too much man musk and testosterone. But the sight of college girls blessed with perfect bodies, most of them wearing next to nothing, made me think I was in a fever dream.

I looked around me. Yes. I was the only guy here. Perfect. Clutching the notice in my hand, I walked toward the desk positioned at the end of the gymnasium and locked eyes with Monika Reed. She was a hottie. Her perky Cs proudly displayed in a tight little tank top, her glossy brown hair tied halfway-up and fanning around her face like a curtain. Monika majored in biology, was a great dancer, and she also happened to be captain of Fairview University’s cheerleading squad.

A real triple threat. 

I cleared my throat and tried to find my voice. The nerves of my audition had been building up all day, but now, being the only man in a room full of girls, about to make conversation with cheerleading goddess Monika Reed, I felt myself begin to shiver and shake.

“T-Trevor Burke. I’m here for the tryouts?”

Monika turned around and took me in. She was chewing gum. My insides jolted. Those lips. Fuck. How many times had I zoomed in on her duck-lip selfies on Instagram, fantasizing about that perfect mouth wrapped around my cock?

She gave me a look. “Wrong room, buddy,” she said.

I shriveled a little. She was probably wondering what a short, scrawny, ugly guy was doing trying out for the cheer team. 

“Um, no, I’m pretty sure I’m in the right place,” I said, trying to stop myself from trembling like a kid in a horror house. “The cheer tryouts are happening here, right?” I waved the notice in front of her. “The team’s on the lookout for guy cheerleaders? No experience needed?”

Monika called over to another girl. A blonde-haired Asian girl sauntered toward us, carrying a clipboard. I knew she had a sexy name. Justine Tan, or something. 

“He’s here for the tryouts,” Monika said.

Justine took one look at me and giggled. “Please. Do us both a favor and stop wasting our time.” She turned her back toward us and skipped away to another group of girls. “Creep,” I heard her mutter.

My face got hot.

“Please,” I croaked. “Give me a chance. I’ve been practicing all month.”

I wasn’t lying. I’d been practicing for several weeks, doing stretches and planks and push-ups until my lungs and muscles both wanted to scream. I’d also rehearsed about a gazillion beginner stunts. Not even close to enough to transform my bony body into something of substance, but that was all the time I had, and I’d made the most of it. Of course, that didn’t mean I didn’t have ulterior motives for joining the squad.

From the moment I’d seen the announcement for the male tryouts, I’d known this was my only chance. The squad, for the first time, apparently wanted to transition into a co-ed team so they just really wanted anyone they could get, within reason of course. And the more I’d mulled over it, the juicier my plan had gotten. I was tired of being a loser. I couldn’t even talk to an attractive girl without getting my brain scrambled and my knees all wobbly—yes, I was that much of a loser.

Everyone knew male cheerleaders got to hang out with the sexiest chicks on campus and got enough pussy to last several lifetimes. My goal was to become a base and literally get closer to girls like Monika—the kind of girl men would happily compete over just for a chance to sniff her ass. I could turn myself from a shy, dateless geek to a hunk, all while hurtling girls into the air and looking up their skirts. 

I even had dreams where I strolled confidently into class, my noodle arms all bulked up, Monika by my side, her tits bobbing as she waved to everyone.

The real-life Monika grabbed Justine by her arm and pulled her back. “Let’s just let him try out. He’ll be doing us a favor, trust me—we can let Coach Serrato know we weren’t able to find any good guys.” She gave a devious grin.

“Alright,” Justine said cheerily. 

I pretended I didn’t hear them. I was used to girls talking shit about me.

They both sat down behind the desk and looked at me expectantly. “Your time to shine,” Monika said, clapping her hands. “Girls, we have an auditionee! Trevor, let’s see what you’ve got.”

The chitter-chatter in the gym suddenly reduced to a hush, and I could feel an audience forming behind me. All those girls in their teeny-tiny shorts and sports bras, their seductive eyes on me. 

I sucked in a breath and mustered every ounce of strength I could. I was almost close to passing out from nerves.

“Could you do a standing back handspring for us?” Justine called out.

“Sure,” I said.

Here goes nothing. 

I sprung my arms back and lifted myself off the ground, twirling in the air before landing back on the matted floor with a little jump. 

First one down. I glanced at Monika and Justine. They were whispering to each other and writing down on their boards.

“How about a roundoff back handspring?” Justine ordered after a while.

This was slightly trickier. The girls both looked like they wanted me to fail, but they didn’t know I’d done a zillion cartwheels in the park. 

I stepped back and got a running start, then sprung my arms up and leapt into the air. I did another turn and ended up in my landing position for the final jump. Once I was done, I smiled at them defiantly. It had gone perfectly. Well, maybe my execution could’ve been a tad bit smoother, but other than that...perfect.

Monika and Justine, however, remained tight-lipped.

“Let’s try partner stunts next,” Monika said in a deadpan voice. “Just show us what you can do.”

Justine came over and handed me a kettlebell. 

“That’s your flyer,” Monika said. “Make sure she doesn’t fall.”

Fuck. I hadn’t prepared for stuff like that, and I had no idea what to do. Thinking quickly, I tossed the kettlebell into the air and caught it with both hands before dropping it down again, repeating the motion over and over again.

When I was done, Monika and Justine stared at me for a long time. You could’ve heard a pin drop in the room. Everyone was silent, except for me, panting away while I waited for the verdict.

“That’s it?” Monika’s chewing gum bubble popped at the end of the question.

“Yeah, so far,” I said breathlessly. “I’m...moldable. I’ll be great in no time.” I looked helplessly at Justine, her petite body arched against the chair like it was a throne. 

Justine scribbled down something furiously on her clipboard. Then she showed it to me. 

I squinted at what she’d written. ‘NO.’

“Come on, guys,” I pleaded. “Give me a chance. You won’t regret it, I promise.”

I felt like a pathetic freak, begging these beautiful girls to listen to me. A few of them sniggered and one of them cackled like a hyena. I tried to stand tall and flex my muscles so that at least I’d look a little cocky. 

It didn’t work.

Monika stood up and walked over to me, her eyes narrowing down into slits. “Listen, loser,” she said. “We don’t want you. Now get out of here before I call Coach Serrato and let her know that you’re harassing us.”

“Yeah,” Justine piped in. “Keep practicing, though. Your stunts could be amazing one day...in a circus.”

“I’m sorry,” I whispered and took a step back. 

I couldn’t believe my Big Plan had failed. This was supposed to be my huge break, and now not only had I not made it into the cheer team, I’d also become the laughing-stock of the sexiest bunch of girls alive.

The gym doors burst open at that moment and someone bustled in. I thought I heard a scream. Everyone turned to look at the newcomer. She was wearing a sports bra and skin-tight leggings, and her long blonde hair swished behind her as she made a beeline...straight towards Monika.

“I knew it!” the newcomer cried. “You fucking bitch!”

I knew her. Kaylie. She was a gymnast and had been eyeing to become captain before Monika came along and beat her to it. How did I know this? Well, spying on Instagram profiles can go a very long way at Fairview.

“Excuse me?” Justine said, her eyes wide. 

“What the fuck are you talking about?” Monika snapped.

“You slept with him!” Kaylie screamed. “I knew it, you slut. How dare you spread your legs for my boyfriend!”

“You mean your ex-boyfriend,” Monika said calmly. 

“You think you’re hot shit, huh?” Kaylie said. “Everyone knows you got a nose job.”

Womp! That was what I heard as Monika tackled Kaylie onto the floor. Kaylie screamed again and her face emerged seconds later, her hair a mess and eyes rolling like a dog in heat. She grabbed Monika’s shorts and yanked on it, revealing her plump ass and the skimpy lines of a purple g-string.

My mouth flew open. It was hard not to get turned on watching a wrestling match between two cheerleaders, one of whom had her ass out for show. I imagined myself smushed in between them, their sexy, toned limbs curled around me as they hurled objects at each other.  

It took several more minutes for Kaylie to escape Monika’s grasp. She scurried away, her cheeks red, gasping as she headed toward the gym doors. 

“I quit!” she yelled. “I fucking quit!”

Monika calmly got up and dusted herself off, calling over to a wide-eyed Justine once more. I wanted to move my legs, praying that I didn't end up being the next subject of her wrath. But I couldn’t. 

I couldn’t help but notice how fucking beautiful Monika still looked even when she was practically boiling with anger. 

What I wouldn’t do...I thought bitterly. To press myself against her...feel those tits...that gorgeous arc of her fat ass...

My legs found their will again, and I began to sprint toward the exit. 

“You! Wait!” 

It was Monika. My heart started racing. Had she, by some kind of miracle, changed her mind? 

When I turned around, the girls had their heads bent down, talking in whispers. I strained my ears, but could only hear snippets of what they were talking about. 

“Girly voice...fucking skinny...could pass…”

I shifted on my feet, inching closer to the pair so I could catch more of their secretive discussion.

What the heck were they talking about?


CHAPTER 2

As I tried to edge closer to the conversation, Monika stopped short and swirled around. Her face melted into a charmingly seductive smile, causing my stomach to do a somersault. She snapped her fingers, and Justine handed me a set of silver-purple pom-poms. 

“Uh, what’s this for?” I asked.

“Pretend you’re a girl,” she said simply. “And give us your best cheer.”

“O-okay,” I muttered. 

What a weird thing to ask. My mind went blank for several seconds and I just stood there, holding onto the handles of those girly pom-poms. I had no idea what to do, but then my body began to twist to an imaginary rhythm in my head. I waved and punched my pom-poms out into the air, feeling my moves become sharper and smoother at the same time. My face was like plastic, melded into a permanent cheerleader’s smile. Mid-routine, my nerves skittered away, so I gave them a little sass. I found myself yelling: “Let’s get hot, let off that steam, let’s get hot, crush the other team!”

I ended with a confident backflip and an even more confident grin.

The silence broke as Monika began a slow clap, followed by Justine, and then there was a smattering of applause from behind them. I hadn’t even noticed I’d still had an audience.

“Trevor, sweetie,” Monika said, her voice like literal honey being poured into my heart. “Congratulations. You made it!”

“Way to go!” Justine said excitedly. She came over and hugged me around the waist. “How does it feel?”

“I...I feel great,” I said, a little dazed. 

Me? Part of the Fairview Vixens? I still couldn’t believe how quickly things had turned around, although a small sneaking suspicion still drummed inside of me. “Um,” I began. “Just to clarify. I’m still part of this as a male cheerleader, right?”

Monika scoffed. “Of course not,” she said. “Sweetie, you were born to do cheerleading like the rest of us. Once we make you over, no one will ever know.” She trailed a wave right in front of my face. “A little lipstick…some falsies…a really good wig…a fuckton of blush…how will they know?”

“Okay…” I was still trying to process what had just happened. Had I really made it onto the cheer team? As a…girl?

But the more my brain considered it, the better I felt. Like Monika had said, no one would know there was a crossdressing cheerleader on the squad, and I certainly didn’t plan on telling anyone. Of course, I’d have to dress like a girl and act like one and cheer like one, but who the fuck cared? Not me. At the end of the day, I’d be the one hanging out with Monika, the sexiest girl in the universe.

“Thank you, Kaylie!” I thought, and then realized in sheer horror that I’d blurted it out.

Monika giggled. Like actually giggled. Not at me, but at my joke. I flashed her another grin.

She patted me on the back. “So, team workouts start tomorrow. At four in the morning—we like to start a little early.”

“I see,” I mumbled.

“Do you have a lot of body hair?”

The question totally threw me off-guard, and all I could do was look at her with wide-eyed wonder.

“You don’t look like you have a lot of body hair, but I’m going to need you to shave, sweetie,” Monika continued firmly. “Like everything. And I mean it when I say everything. That’s how us Vixens roll.” She gave me a wink. “So I’ll see you tomorrow? Come straight to the girl’s locker room for introductions. I’d have a good night’s sleep if I were you…”

***

I woke up groggy the next day to the sound of my alarm. I was normally a light sleeper, but I’d spent the whole of last night under the covers furiously trying to masturbate without my roommate noticing. 

Oh, it was heavenly. Picturing myself in between Monika and Kaylie, except in my fantasy, they were both fighting over each other to suck my cock. Monika won, of course, but towards the end I’d felt sorry for Kaylie and invited her to join in on the fun.

I came gloriously on both of their tits in the end, with Monika slurping off my seed using her precious mouth while she stared up at me with intoxicating eyes...

I jerked myself awake once again and glanced at my phone. 4:10 a.m.

I’d dozed off thinking about my fucking fantasy. And now I was officially ten minutes late for team workouts.

Shit!

I threw my blanket to the floor and debated about whether I had time to even take a shower. But then I remembered Monika’s clear instructions: shave everything. I let out a panicked groan.

I rushed to the showers and did a quick rinse of my body and then soaped up my legs, holding a razor steady in one hand. Taking a deep breath, I ran the razor up my leg until I hit my kneecap. Seeing the strip of pale skin appear beneath the light coils of hair was so surreal. I reached out and touched it.

My skin was still wet but soft and slippery. Like a girl’s.

I shook my head. I had no time to delve on how weirded out I felt about removing my body hair. So I went crazy and finished shaving my legs, then moved on to my pits, my chest, my ass, and my cock and balls, inspecting myself every so often in the mirror. Of course, I didn’t really think I needed to shave my pubes—because how the fuck would Monika find out?—but she’d told me to shave everything and I was ready to move mountains if that’s what she wanted.

Once I got out of the shower, I slipped on some shorts, a crumpled T-shirt, and my trainers. Then I dashed out into the chilled dawn air and sprinted to the Athletic Center.

Letting myself in, I headed upstairs to the girl’s locker room. The whole place was mostly dark and eerily quiet, and except for a beat-up looking guy in the lobby, I hadn’t seen anyone else. I stood in front of the door for a minute, trying to collect myself and my wild thoughts. Someone had slapped on a ‘No Boys Allowed!’ poster on the door as a joke and seeing that sent a thrill down my spine.

How many men had had the pleasure of openly walking into the cheerleader’s locker room?

I released the breath I’d been holding and slid open the door. The soft chatter of girls laughing and gossiping was like music to my ears. I could smell their sweet-scented shampoo, sprays, and deodorant, tingled with just a bit of womanly sweat. 

And then, through the steamy haziness, the room finally came into focus. I peered around, already feeling shy and a little out of place. There was the squad, most of them wearing matching bra and panty sets, others clad in towels and still-wet hair, a few of them actually topless. 

I wanted to pinch myself. Was I still dreaming? 

I spotted Monika and walked over to her. She had a pink towel over her head and a pink polka-dotted bra and thong.

“Hey. Sorry I’m late,” I said, trying to stop myself from staring at her chest. 

“Fashionably late,” she cooed. “We’re done with our workouts.”

I flinched. “Oh. But...but I thought you told me to come at four?”

“Oh, sorry, did I say four?” she said, shaking her head sympathetically. “We start at three. But look on the bright side! At least you’re right on time for the most important thing happening today.”

I cocked my brows. “What’s that?”

She rolled her eyes. “You still don’t get it, do you? It’s your initiation day, dummy.”

“What?”

Justine came up to us and slapped me playfully on the butt. “Your initiation!” she said brightly. “All new cheerleaders go through the ritual on their first day. In fact, you’re not even considered a part of the Vixens—not yet. Not until the rest of us are done with you.”

My breath caught in my throat as she opened up the locker behind her and took out a cheerleading uniform—the pleated miniskirt in purple and silver and the tight matching sleeveless crop top, along with a pair of silver-speckled pom-poms. She piled them all on the bench in front of us.

I was sure I was hallucinating when I saw the next thing she pulled out of her locker. A bra and a skinny little thong, both made of bright purple lace and see-through except for the actual crotch area. The pattern of the lace was in the shape of leaves and flowers. The bra had silver tassels hanging from the nipple area.

I’d never seen a girlier, sluttier thing in my life.  

“Let’s get you undressed,” Monika said solemnly. 

All the blood drained out of my face.

“Wait,” I croaked, pointing to the lingerie Justine was still holding up. “I have to wear that?”


CHAPTER 3

I’d been prepared for this—most of this. My fated future of having to dress up as a sexy starlet for cheerleading, executing perfect back handsprings while wearing a miniskirt and pumping pom-poms into the air. Trevor, the crossdressing cheerleader. Whatever. As long as I got to hang out with Monika and her clan, it was cool with me.

But somehow, my mind hadn’t even glazed over the possibility I might have to get dressed in girl’s underwear. A bra and a...thong. A fucking candy-colored lace thong!

And not to mention, I had no idea that I’d have to subject myself to this mysterious ‘initiation’ ritual they kept rubbing in my face. 

“It’s just a little bit of fun,” Monika said softly. “Besides, you’ll need the practice if you’re actually going to help the squad out, you know. Lingerie can take a while to get used to, even without all the...extra bits.” She glanced down at my crotch and I suddenly felt hot. 

“Huh,” I grunted, trying to look as macho as I possibly could while I attempted to say, ‘Yes. I will wear a bra and thong if it means it helps my chances of getting to fuck you.’ Or something close to that.

Monika placed her hands on the hem of my T-shirt and pulled it up an inch, exposing a strip of my abdomen. At that moment, I basically turned into jelly. All I could do was imagine her slinking down my body in last night’s fantasy, pulling down my pants to release my starved, throbbing cock...

“Come on, sexy,” she said sultrily, trailing her fingertips across my stomach. “Let’s get you undressed.”

I almost melted into a puddle of goo.

I raised my arms, and Monika pulled the T-shirt above my head. I had practically no visible muscles, but they were just starting to sprout, and I knew the girls would be appreciating them in the weeks to come. So I held my head high as she tugged on my shorts and plucked at the drawstrings. Soon, I was down to my underwear. 

“No one’s shy here,” she said, giggling. “Go on, sexy, let’s see what you’re hiding under those tighty-whities…”

Goosebumps cropped up on my arm when she said that. I wasn’t proud of my size—in fact, it was my biggest insecurity. It was maybe three inches, three and a half inches if we were stretching it, and horribly thin. I’d once had a girl say my hard-on looked like an ‘amputated thumb’.

Before I could even think about what to do next, Justine came from behind me and pushed down my briefs, completely exposing me in front of Monika.

Her hand flew to her mouth and her eyes widened like saucers. “Oh my god!” she shrieked. “Girls, you gotta see this!”

Suddenly the entire room went silent, and I just stood there frozen like an icicle, with my pathetic little pecker out. Some of the girls gasped and pointed. Others frowned and grimaced. One of them, a topless girl wearing pigtails, pretended to puke. 

“What is that? Is it a micropenis?” Monika asked, a cunning smile on her face. “Oh, babe, I’m so sorry. It must be so hard to live with such a small dick.” She peered down and took my cock in her hand. “I think I know what this is,” she said. “It’s a dicklette. Not a dick...more like a button, kind of like a clit, you know?”

Shamefully, shockingly, my cock was starting to pulse and rise listening to her taunts.

What in the world…was happening?

“Oh shit, pindick’s trying to get hard,” she said, peering down at my dick. “I want to see how big I can make it. What do you say, girls? How big are we betting?”

“One inch!” someone cried out.

“Half an inch?”

“Six…” a high-pitched voice called out. “...whole...millimeters!”

“Damn,” Monika purred, her fingers tugging on my cock now and building speed. “Are you a virgin, Trevor?”

“No,” I said hotly. “I’ve had girlfriends before. I’ve had...sex…”

Monika was squeezing and pumping my cock now, and god it felt so good. There were about ten pairs of eyes on my crotch, and I was desperately willing my microdick to grow, to swell, to miraculously stretch out a bit more so I could at least prove to them I was a grower. I looked down, and the sight of Monika pleasuring me shocked me. 

She was literally grasping my cock and jerking it off with two little fingers—her tiny thumb and forefinger. My shaved manhood wasn’t even big enough to curl half of her palm around it. She kept flicking it back and forth pitifully, like it was a baby joystick. 

“I don’t think I believe you,” Monika said. “No girl is going to want to fuck you after she sees you’ve got a sissy dicklette for a penis.” She leaned in closer to me. “Did you hear me? I would never, ever dream of fucking someone as gross as you.”

Fuck. She was so fucking sexy even as those insults dripped out of her luscious lips.

My cock twitched. What the hell was happening to me? Something outrageous, something I couldn’t yet understand, but something I knew felt way too good…

The throbbing in my privates was starting to get stronger, so close to overpowering everything else that was happening to me. I wanted to shoot it all out, have my thick milk land on Monika’s hand, have her lick it all off and then insult me some more…

But then it all stopped. I snapped my head up to see that Monika had taken her fingers off and was wiping them on her bra, as if they’d be covered with grime.

The overwhelming pressure to squirt fell down in a crash, turning dismally into a silent, simmering ache deep within my groin. My insides squirmed like an angry reptile. My own body was pissed off at me.

I felt sick. Embarrassed. Deflated.

And I was still horny.

“Fuck you. I don’t want to look at that cursed thing any longer,” Monika said, sneering at me. “Girls, cover it up.”

I stared back at her, at the sea of faces leering at me and mocking my ugly dick. The painful ache in my balls wasn’t about to go away anytime soon, and my face burned with shame. They’d never want me, these beautiful, sacred beings. They just weren’t capable of envisioning me fucking them. I was nothing to them. I wasn’t a man. Not even close to one. Just a—what had Monika called me? 

Just a sissy. 

My puny little dicklette rose at the thought.

The purple panties were thrown in my face. I looked over to my right and saw Justine, the bra bunched up in her hand, poised and ready to aim it at me. She didn’t even look like innocent, petite Justine anymore. There was a weird undercurrent of evil beneath her eyes, and I shivered as it hit me that I’d seen that look before. I’d seen it on Monika, when she was fighting Kaylie on the gym floor. Stoic on the outside, seething on the inside...that was how these girls survived. 

I’d been so close to that wonderful, blissful climax...my sweet sissy cum all over Monika’s hands…

The bra hit me in the face next, one of the straps slapping against my cheek before falling down. A small, gentle murmur from the crowd morphed into a feverish chant, the words thundering in my ears: 

“Put them on! Put them on! Put them ON!” 

The chant was hypnotic. Those soft, angelic voices all coming together, longing to turn me into a woman. Such perverted fantasies, yet I couldn’t say I wasn’t turned on. I slipped off my shoes first and then my socks. I brought down my underwear completely and picked up the thong off the floor.

I don’t think I’d ever touched something that soft before. It had to be made out of feathers—no, dandelion seeds, because I was sure it would fly away from my grasp if I didn’t wear it fast enough.

I hovered my right foot over one of the holes and placed the leg inside. And then the other, praying I wouldn’t lose my balance. The panties stretched and strained as I pulled it up inch by inch, over my hips, until I couldn’t bring them up any further. It was a tight fit, the material on top clinging onto my cock and balls, the thong from behind digging in deep between my ass cheeks. 

So this is what wearing a thong feel like, I thought. Kind of snug, but also like you’re wearing nothing.

It was when I reached down to pick up the bra that the smell hit me. It was something I hadn’t smelled for quite some time—and it brought up memories of my ex. I’d smell it whenever she pried her thighs apart, opening herself up to me. That first, tempting whiff of...

Pussy. 


CHAPTER 4

“Fuck,” I muttered.

My head whirled in confusion. How many girls had been recruited into the squad before? Must be a few dozen. Maybe a few hundred, if we were really going back in time. How many initiation rituals had the squad conducted since its inception?

I took a closer look at the bra and noticed, for the first time, the blotchiness of the dye and the faded stains. So many women...possibly hundreds...had worn it, all of them leaving their unique feminine imprints on the fabric.

And the thong? How many pussies had made contact with the very thing that was now rubbing deliciously against my dick?

WOW. 

Shivers of adrenaline surged up my body as I unhooked the bra and placed the two hefty cups on my chest. I wriggled my arms behind me to secure the hooks and brought the straps up my shoulders, snapping the elastic into place. The tassels swayed gleefully with every motion. The thong had been too tight, but the bra was way too loose—especially at the front.

The faintest smells of feminine body odor hit me...a little sweet, a little tart, extremely intoxicating. Boob sweat. It had to be. 

A taller girl stepped forward. She was holding up two bundles of something wrapped up in nude hosiery. When she got closer, I noticed she had a friendly face, with soulful eyes and round cheeks. 

“Honey, we need to fill these babies out,” she whispered. “Get them nice and perky. Hold still, okay?” 

She reached straight into the cups and placed what presumably were my ‘breasts’, which turned out to be two lumps of socks. I crinkled my nose. Gone was the sexy scent of boob sweat, replaced by the stale stink of sweaty feet.

When she pulled back, I lifted my chest awkwardly and spun toward the set of mirrors over the sinks, trying to get used to the weight and fullness of my brand new assets. 

I had cleavage. Weird. And I didn’t just have tits, I had big tits. My body looked so girly, with my small frame, the triangle of my thong creating the illusion of wider hips. For the first time in my life, my body looked sexual—like something a person would actually want to touch and explore and kiss. And fuck.

Unable to stop myself, I spun around a little more and my jaw almost dropped. That ass! I’d never even realized I had a hot, pert bubble butt—the kind men would actually swoon over for a sniff and a taste. Heck, I’d spank my own ass!

Swallowing hard, I grabbed the miniskirt next, feeling considerably less anxious this time. After tackling a bra, a skirt should’ve been nothing, right? And yet, I was struck with uncertainty as the soft, pleated material glided up my hairless thighs. My legs and crotch felt cold and bare even when the skirt was tucked under the line of my waist, right where my bellybutton was.

Wait. Something’s wrong here...

The skirt was short. Too short. 

“Feeling slutty yet, sweetie?” Monika asked with a smirk. 

There was a chorus of loud giggles. And then something flashed in my eyes, and it was followed by several more flashes until all I could see were stars. My throat went dry as I realized what was happening. They were snapping photos of me.

The utter humiliation I was feeling got even worse, clawing and making its way on my insides until they churned. My cock, however, had zero shame. It was getting stiff all over again, pushing against the underwear that was full of pussy stains. Was this a nightmare or a dream come true? I really couldn’t tell anymore.

“Go on sucker,” Monika said, balling up the crop top lying on the floor. “What are you waiting for? We don't have all fucking day!”

I caught the top before it hit my breasts, my cheeks reddening. The moment I slipped the crop top down my arms and over my chest, I snuck a glance at the mirror. The top was so short you could see the tassels on the bra, but now that the ‘outfit’ was complete, I looked like a sexy cheerleader turned stripper. Like a girl who knew all the good moves and was trashy and willing and down for anything. A man’s wet dream.  

“You know, you look kind of hot,” Monika said, sounding curiously sincere this time. “Kind of…” Her voice trailed off as she studied me like a vulture snooping down toward its prey. “But your makeover isn’t done yet, bitch. Lipstick and eyeshadow, please!”

She snapped her fingers again. Someone came forward and pushed a small makeup palette into her palm. She opened it and peered down at the vanity mirror attached to the top, giving herself a smug smile before fluttering her fingers above the colored shadows. “Let’s see here,” she murmured. “I think pinks and purples will look really nice. Bring out those brown eyes.” 

She began working on my face, a little aggressively but with a lot of passion. I stood still, trying not to breathe directly on her lovely face. Several different powders were dusted on my face, and then she dabbed a pokey little brush into the contours of my eyelids. My lips were lined and sealed with a gloss that literally smelled like chocolate. I saw my face transforming before my eyes, but it was when she glued a set of false lashes to my lids that I actually couldn’t recognize myself anymore.

It was such a dissociative experience, seeing my face becoming more and more feminized, looking like a girl’s, no longer Trevor, but a pretty girl with actual doe eyes and full glossy lips. 

“Wig, please!” she called out after several minutes.

The wig laid down on my scalp was tacky, with choppy layers and a gaudy, shiny brown color. I felt like a real whore once Monika pinned it into place and brushed the ends out to get rid of some of the frizz.

“She’s ready,” she announced, beaming at my reflection. “You know what? I don't think we can call you Trevor anymore. You're much cuter than Trevor. What do you think we should call you?” A chorus of names were thrown at us, ranging from Tranny to Tracey. She ignored all of them. “How about Trinity?” she murmured. “I like that name. Don’t you?”

I wasn’t quite sure how to respond. Sure, Trinity was cute. At least it was better than Tranny.

I was so wrapped up in my own thoughts that I didn’t even notice Monika edging toward me, sliding her body up against the rim of the sink. I smelled her shampoo again and that was when I snapped back into attention. She was biting her lip and her breathtaking eyes were full of heat. There was no doubting what she wanted this time.

She wanted me.

She leaned forward and kissed me, her pink towel falling behind her in the process. I grabbed her waist and pulled in closer, reveling in her softness and the mesmerizing taste of her fruity lip balm. Our breasts touched. I kissed her again, parting my mouth just a little to invite our tongues to make contact. They did, and it was like fireworks exploded in my brain. I moaned and she moaned straight into my mouth, clasping my naked back with tender fingers. 

Was I really kissing Monika fucking Reed?! The girl of my dreams? Things felt weird because I was dressed like a girl. Trevor would’ve lost his shit if he was making out with Monika, but now that I was Trinity, I felt confident. Like I actually had something to offer. In my head, it was like both of us were two lesbian hotties experimenting with each other.

Monika pulled back and grabbed my hand, shoving it down her polka-dotted panties. My hand met her shaved, soft pussy, just beginning to get wet with her juices.

“Fuck me with your fingers, sissy slut,” she snarled. “At least they’re bigger than your dick.”

I was more than happy to serve her, so I went along with it. I knew Monika still didn’t see us as equals, and maybe that would never happen, but right then I felt so light, like I was walking on air. She was so wet. I felt around for her nub and then began to massage it, drawing slow circles, savoring the way the pads of my fingers soaked up all of her secretions.  

She let out another lingering moan. I pushed her panties down to her thighs and groaned when I saw the beauty of what I was tending to. Her pussy was alive and glistening and perfectly pink. There were tiny razor bumps scattered across her bikini line, and even they looked perfect to me. She was so fucking sexy, so feminine. I sank my fingers past her swollen pads, and she welcomed me in, her ribs heaving up and down to the gentle movement of my fingers. Her pussy walls pulsed with excitement. Her scent was getting stronger and I drank it all up.

“Come closer, Trinity,” she whispered.

I leaned into her, my shoulders touching her freshly washed hair. I thought she was going to touch my cock again—try to milk it like she did earlier, or maybe insult it again, but instead I found her reaching up behind my skirt.

With my fingers still wedged inside her, hers found their way in between my buttocks and I felt her pull at the thong to gain access to my...asshole.


CHAPTER 5

All of my muscles went still. Had I imagined that?

Was she really pulling at the back of my thong? Was that her finger running up and down my crack?

“Wait—what...what are you doing?” I asked, completely bewildered. 

“You’re gonna need to turn around, sissy,” she said with a cruel smile. “I’m just doing the same thing you are. Everyone’s got to finger each other’s pussies.”

Soft moans suddenly reached my ears and punctuated her shocking words. For the first time, I looked around and actually took in my surroundings. I saw naked bodies entangled together in pairs, each one standing tall like trees, their fingers buried in each other’s privates. Some had their hips dancing and swaying, others were shamelessly humping each other. Even Justine, now totally naked, was in one corner, wrapped up against the tall girl who’d helped me with my bra.

It was like I was in a forest of lesbians, and I was one of them. My cock couldn’t help but twitch. 

“Can you lean over the locker?” Monika asked, holding my hand and leading me to the side of lockers. “You’ll need to spread your cheeks apart so I can really see what I’m doing.”

I staggered behind her in a dream-like state. I leaned my weight against the locker, my face touching the cold metal, and spread my legs apart. With quivering hands, I lifted and parted my ass cheeks. 

I couldn’t believe Monika Reed was looking up my asshole. 

“I’m just going to use a little spit,” she said, and I could sense the raw eagerness in her voice. 

I felt the lukewarm fluid coat my ass crack. My hole was already puckering—it was anxious, excited, ready to submit. Monika sneaked her fingers inside my thong and fondled my cock and balls a bit. Then they retreated back and touched the lining of my entrance. I was going crazy with all the teasing.

And then…finally…I felt her digit break through my hole.

I jumped and the finger slipped out.

“Look, Trinity, you have to relax,” she said firmly. “I swear you’re going to enjoy it though. Do you really think I’ve never explored a guy’s asshole before? I know what to do.”

“Oh my god,” I groaned, nodding.

Now all I could imagine was her face creased with concentration as she poked around her boyfriends’ asses. Who could’ve thought Monika Reed—my Monika Reed—had a fascination with men’s rear-ends?

The thought had sufficiently distracted me, because the next thing I felt was a piercing tightness which disappeared to give way to a sense of fullness. It was tight. It was weird. But it was good. Calming, almost.

“You’re lucky you have a cute butt,” Monika murmured. “Makes this much easier. Now hold on, okay? I’ll be inserting my finger further in.”

I felt her finger dig its way in, little by little, and I breathed in and out in my delirious state. I was losing my anal virginity. Thanks to the cheer captain. It was such a taboo thought that it didn’t take me that long for all the craving to build.

Suddenly just a finger didn’t seem enough—not even close to enough. I felt like I had this huge space inside me that was desperate to be stuffed and filled.

“I want more.” The words came out of my mouth in breathless whispers. “I...need more.”

But all I felt was more emptiness. Monika didn’t say anything. All I could hear was the sex sounds of the other squad members—some in the midst of toe-curling orgasms.

And then it happened.

I gritted my teeth as something huge made its way into my sissy hole. I felt myself expand and I quickly started to let go. This felt good—dangerously good. The thing started fucking me vigorously, and waves of pleasure rolled in and out of me, all of them uncontrollable and intense.

Staring back down, I saw the giant pink dildo Monika was ramming in and out of my ass. Holy hell, how hot. Suddenly I was moaning and groaning and sighing, bouncing up and down on the dildo, feeling the strain in my asshole, knowing that she was taking pleasure in watching my booty dance and clap in front of her. 

“Keep going,” I said breathlessly. “Don't stop. Please.”

I could only imagine the sinful smirk on her face as she pumped away, so eagerly murdering my ass.

If Monika wanted to emasculate me, strip me of what little manhood I still had left, well—she won.

My body was now in a total state of euphoria. An orgasm was looming in front of me, and I felt myself beginning to fall, to slip over to another dimension that was totally alien to me.

I was about to cum.

From being fucked in the ass.

I close…so close…but everything fell apart when a loud ringer burst through the room.

Monika promptly pulled the dildo out of my hole. “Time’s up, bitches!” she announced.

For a second, I thought I was cumming. I felt myself leak, and I thought it was cum pouring out of me, but no, it was just a whole lot of precum. All my excitement flattened away into nothing.

Sad and frustrated, I turned to the side and faced Monika. Was it really all over?

She smiled and slapped my violated ass. “Onto the next part of the initiation,” she said.

“There’s more?” I asked, perking up again.

“Of course there’s more,” she said. “Here, wear this robe.” 

She threw a white fluffy robe at me. Around me, I could see everyone else was putting on their own robes.

“Consider that a prep for the final part of your initiation,” she said softly. There was a glint in her eye. “Ladies?”

Someone gave her a black piece of fabric. As she turned it around her fingers, I could see it was a silk sleep mask.

“What’s—what are we doing next?” I asked, trying to sound bright and cheerful like Justine, but failing horribly. 

Monika was silent as she tied a big knot at the end of the sleep mask. Then she hovered it above my head.

“New recruits don’t ask questions,” she snapped. “And sissies most definitely don’t.”

And then the world turned pitch black. 


CHAPTER 6

Monika pulled me through the corridors blindfolded. Judging by the sound of footsteps, the rest of the squad were following closely behind us. The sleep mask was tight against my lids and scratched at my false lashes, making them itchy. I heard the familiar beep of elevator doors opening and I was thrust inside. Bodies pushed against me, the scent of sex wafting from them.

Then I was drifting down...down...

Where were they taking me?

This was crazy. Never in my life could I have imagined that joining the cheer squad would culminate in the craziest sexual adventure of my life.

The elevator doors opened to a puff of cooler air. Were we in the basement? I couldn’t be too sure, but it felt like it. The girls pulled me once again by my arms and we walked for several minutes. I was just getting into the rhythm of walking blindfolded, using my intuition and sense of space, when I slammed into a giant mound of flesh and almost screamed. I staggered backward onto a thicket of arms, which broke my fall. 

“What are y’all doing down here?”

I recognized the voice immediately. Boris—or Big Bird as he was called—was one of the night shift security guards, and the most popular guard among the college athletes. Three hundred pounds of fat and muscle, he was bold and sassy—a man of literal substance.

“It’s ritual night,” I heard Monika hiss. “I texted you yesterday. Remember?”

There was a pause, then a loud chuckle. Big Bird’s breath was heating up the tip of my nose, and I was certain I heard his stomach rumble. 

“Oh yeah,” he boomed. “Well, have fun, guys. Mind if I get a squeeze?”

“She’s all yours, Big Bird,” Monika said, snickering. “But make it quick.”

I shrank back, scared out of my wits but too rattled to do anything about it. I felt the mound of flesh expand toward me, and then two huge paws landed on my chest and squeezed. Each paw tightened its grip until I literally felt my own pecs stretch and give way. I let out a helpless whimper.

“Fluffy,” Big Bird said, finally letting go. “This one’s a real slut, I can tell. Y’all know the drill though, right? All of your shenanigans need to end by five sharp. I don’t want none of us to get into any trouble here.”

“I know but you’re, uh, kinda blocking our way,” Monika said, the impatience creeping up her voice. “Could you leave so we can actually get started?”

We started walking again, and I lost myself to the long stretches of blackness once more. I felt like I was being dragged through a never-ending maze, but eventually we began to slow down. One of the girls clawed at my arm to stop me.

“Alright, bitches,” Monika whispered, spanking my robe-clad ass. “It’s show time.”

There was the squeak of a door, and then the stench of the room hit me. 

Where was I? Surely in some kind of hellscape, where we were sentenced to the most primal kind of torture available to mankind. I pinched my nose and held my breath, but it was too late. The scent of socks, sweat, mold, and body odor hit my brain again in powerful, rolling waves.

I gagged.

“Sorry, Trinity,” Monika said apologetically. “The cleaning crew doesn’t come by five, but don’t worry, by that time we’ll all be done. You can hang in there until then, can’t you, sweetie?”

By the time my blindfold was taken out, I already knew where I was. The men’s disgusting locker room. 

And it wasn’t empty.

I shivered when I saw the person seated at the bench. He was dressed in nothing but a towel, which was small enough to expose a good slice of his bulky thigh. He gave us a wave as we all entered the room.

Axel. The fucking captain of the football team. 

“Hi, new girl,” he said in a husky voice, his baby blue eyes zeroing in on me. “Ready for the big finish?”

“Uhhh…” I was actually speechless.

If there was a dictionary entry on ‘masculine perfection’, a picture of Axel would definitely be it. He was a manly man, made of nothing but sinewy limbs, testosterone, and pure stamina. His thick, blond hair was now a little slick and oily, like he’d just got done with a workout. 

“You guys did a great job,” he murmured. He gave me the once over, and I could sense he was undressing me with his eyes. “I’ve never seen her around before. What’s your name?”

“Trinity,” I whispered.

I knew Axel had a girlfriend—a smart, pretty girl named Jenna. But he’d apparently forgotten all about his soulmate now that I was here.

Those bright blue eyes of his held so much hunger and longing. Never had I felt more like a woman than now, watching him drink me up like I was just a piece of meat, or a toy to play around with. It made me feel so feminine…and vulnerable.

My heart suddenly skipped a beat. I’d just remembered that Axel had a sort of reputation: he was the guy with the biggest schlong out of everyone in the football team and had a penchant for driving it up girls’ rear-ends.

I glanced at Monika and as usual, she was smirking at me. Just minutes before, her lips had been on mine, and she’d taken away my virginity with so much passion. I could’ve sworn she was having such a great time as she fucked me with her big pink dildo. But now? I tried to look through her emotionless façade, and I thought I could actually make out something simmering behind her eyes. Was she getting horny again?

Maybe she wanted me to see me get fucked by a guy. Maybe that was what turned her on. It was plausible. And if that was her fantasy, well, I would do anything to bring the fantasy to life.

“Let me feel you, sexy,” Axel said, wagging a finger at me, “Come and sit on my lap.”

I swallowed hard. There was no way he knew I was a guy. But it was only a matter of time before he’d put two and two together—and I intended to be far, far away from him when that day came.

I wasn’t about to blow my own cover, so I sighed like I was bored with the whole set-up and said in the softest, sexiest female voice I could manage: “Let’s just get this over this, Axel.”

I slinked toward the half-naked football captain and straddled him like I was about to give him a lap dance, my knees scraping against the wooden bench. He reached for the belt of my robe and I helped him strip it off me. His hands instantly began roaming up and down my body. He found the flesh of my ass under the doll-sized miniskirt and squeezed it.

“Fuck, what a fat ass. What size are your twins?” he asked, diving his face in between my stockinged breasts. 

“Uh, 36D?” I said.

He squeezed each tit, with a little less pressure than Big Bird had done, and then I almost had a heart attack when he tried to lift up my crop top. 

“Not now,” I said hurriedly. “I’m sure you can take your time unwrapping me. Save some of the fun stuff for later?” I flashed him a seductive smile.  

I pressed into him and gyrated my hips to distract him. Outside, I tried to look calm and confident, but inside I was a frantic mess. My mission here, however, was simple: I had to make him cum—-and quickly. Then it would all be over.

“Mmm,” he murmured. “I can see why Monika said you were special.”

I reached down and felt his bulge underneath the thin towel. The first time I’d ever touched another cock.

How humiliating. How could I ever come back down from this?

Axel let out a hiss and pushed me down until my crotch settled right on top of his package. I rubbed myself against him, the friction feeling deliciously hot on my cock. Maybe it was the stimulation—it had to be the stimulation—but I was getting hard again. Thank goodness I had a small sissy clitty. Even if I had a full-blown erection, the chances were low he would feel it.

The cheerleaders were egging me on, whooping and clapping behind me. I wished I could see what Monika was doing, but right now, I had a more urgent task at hand.

I leaned in and kissed Axel on the lips. He smelled like sweat and stale anti-perspirant. He kissed me back aggressively, pulling my lip like he wanted to chew it off. His tongue fluttered along my mouth, and I opened to let it in. I couldn’t believe I was French kissing the college football captain. This whole initiation thing was so wrong.

But then why was it making me so horny?

Our tongues were glued to each other as I snuck my fingers down his crotch again, bouncing my tits into his chest. The towel fell apart, and my fingers wrapped around something soft and hairy.

I just needed to get him hard...fast...


CHAPTER 7

“Get the cameras ready,” I heard Monika squeal.  

Camera clicks flashed in the distance, capturing my shame forever. I let my hands wander up and down Axel’s naked chest and thighs, until I finally allowed myself to take a look.

It was...flaccid.

Shit. I grasped his shaft and found it flopping in my palm. My heart raced. He clearly needed much more to get himself going. What would a girl do? I began maneuvering my fingers around his cock, tickling it a bit to get him pumped up. I had to tease him. Get his brain all fired up.

How?

I found myself sinking to my knees. My throat was dry, like it was clogged with dust, but even worse was the wave of nausea washing over me. Was I really about to do this?

In the background, someone started a chant: “Blow him! Blow him!”

My brain had already filtered out the filthiness of the locker room and now I could smell the sweat-laden penis in front of me. As the musk reached my nostrils, a stream of bile rose up my throat.

I leaned over and took his cock in my mouth. Never had I had the urge to gag so much, but I also knew puking all over Axel wouldn’t be the brightest idea.

As I sucked, one of the cheerleaders came around and smacked my ass. Then another. And another. I felt my ass jiggle and wobble. I tried holding onto Axel’s cock, which was still painfully soft and rubbery. I ran my tongue along the underside of his penis then swallowed the head, being careful the whole time I wouldn’t scrape him with my teeth.

Nothing.

I spat on the cock and tightened my grip on his shaft. I drove my hand up and down, building up my momentum until I was jerking him off with ferocious speed and pressure. And then finally...finally…a grunt. A single grunt.

Okay. I could work with that.

“Oooooh…” I moaned like a slutty pornstar, figuring Axel liked things a little dirty. I squeezed my fake tits together. Hopefully the semblance of cleavage would be enough for him.

He stiffened underneath my palm, and I almost cried with relief, but then he lifted me up and pushed me over on top of the grimy floor tiles. He slapped my butt, hard.

“Fuck her in the A-S-S!” the cheerleaders sang. “Fuck her in the A-S-S!”

I was on my knees now, directly looking at the sea of faces. There was Monika, blowing bubblegum while she filmed me, and Justine, chanting along with the rest of them. Monika caught me looking at her and gave me a sly wink. She took off her robe and her hand fell in between her open legs. She brought down her panties to reveal her snatch.

My mind went haywire. Here was my crush, revealing herself to me, while I was about to be fucked by another man…

It was so fucked up. And yet, so amazingly titillating.

Axel came up behind me and started to grind his cock behind my skirt.

Relax, Trinity, you can do this, I thought to myself. This is the best thing that could’ve happened. Just give him access to your asshole and he’ll be none the wiser.

I almost collapsed to the floor when I realized I’d called myself Trinity.

Maybe I really was a sissy…

The more I thought about it, the more it started to make sense. My social anxiety with women. My tiny pathetic dick. The fact that I’d even agreed to become a female cheerleader. Like, what kind of guy does that?

I did it because I wasn’t a guy.

Suddenly, I felt at peace. My muscles relaxed again, my heart which had been pounding like a war drum toned itself down, and blood flowed down to my dicklette. My thong strained under the pressure.

I was going to do the right thing. I was really going to reveal myself to Axel, and face the repercussions of him knowing he’d been messing around with a chick with a dick.

“Feel my pussy Axel,” I moaned.

I heard a collective gasp from the room. Part of me still couldn’t believe what I was doing. Was I being insanely stupid, or was I just being a sissy? I braced myself as Axel’s hand crept up in between my legs, past my thighs, inching his way up...up…until it landed on my dark secret.

Axel hissed. It was a low, angry hiss. I flinched, ready to be flung against the locker doors and have my breath knocked out of me.

“Oh baby,” he snarled. “That’s fucking hot.”

Then he was stroking me! I whipped my head around and gasped in total shock. Axel was rock hard now, his meaty, ten-inch cock hungry for a hole, ready to fuck...

“You trans ladies really do it for me,” he murmured, squeezing my balls. “Nice big asses and tight-ass assholes.”

“Mmm,” I whimpered. “I knew that, honey. Put it in me now. My boi pussy is ready for you, sexy.”

Axel ripped the thong away from me, leaving me bare and horny. He softly rubbed his tip around my hole while my knees trembled with excitement. I was ready. So ready. After so much teasing and frustration, I needed my ass to be violated for real.

I felt him penetrate me. It was amazing—maybe even better than Monika fucking me with her dildo. Axel grunted and pushed it further in, until I could feel his penis throbbing wildly inside my canal. I let go completely.

“Fuck me harder, baby,” I moaned. “Come on, I wanna feel your big dick further up inside me.”

I made eye contact with Monika again. She didn’t say anything but she was rubbing herself. This time, it wasn’t just her—her entire clan of cheerleaders had disrobed and were tending to their clits. Seeing all those beautiful girls sprawled wide open, pleasuring themselves while my ass was being stretched open and abused gave me an insane high.

Was this what she’d wanted all along? To have me so thoroughly feminized and degraded that I’d have no choice but to be a sissy for life?

Monika abruptly stood up. Her hair, still half wet, clung to her shoulders. As she approached me, I could see that something inside her had snapped. Her eyes were fierce and full of lust. Maybe she’d been trying to control herself all this time, but couldn’t any longer.

She drew closer and sat down on the bench, spreading her legs apart. Her wet pussy shimmered under the locker room lights.

She thrust my head in between her legs.

“Make me cum, sissy slut,” she screamed. “You hear me, Trinity? Fucking make me cum!”

I moaned right into her pussy. I serviced her while Axel continued to pump me from behind.

Her clit was red and swollen. I savored her natural taste, flicking her clit with my tongue before diving my tongue right into her hole. Monika’s thighs closed in and vibrated around me. I melted into her dark, steamy depths, the sound of her cries making me feel like I was at the top of the world.

The other cheerleaders came forward and helped Axel fuck me. I heard them coo behind me—I guess they were rubbing his ass or his chest—and instruct him to destroy my ass. His cock was now rubbing against my sensitive spot, causing tiny shockwaves of pleasure to radiate through my core.

I had to stop serving Monika for a second and focus on the sensations.

“Oh god…oh god…oh god…” I whispered, clenching my eyes shut as Axel’s glorious cock filled and stretched me.

And then all the hands came, tickling my balls and milking my clitty.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I grunted into the wetness and let the floodgates open. My grunts turned into full-blown wails as my body squirmed out my milk. My wrists and knees shook as I spurted right onto the dirty floor. So. Much. Cum.

Several of the girls clapped. It was hands down the biggest orgasm I’d ever had.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum, baby,” Axel groaned. “Turn around, I want to pump this out on your face.”

Axel bucked his hips and jerked his cock on top of me. Hot white curds sprayed across my face, and I eagerly opened my mouth and took whatever I could in. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever done. Axel slapped his cock head on my lips and I swallowed it obediently, forcing every last drop out from his manhood. 

As soon as I was done with Axel, I felt a hand on my shoulder. I spun around and heard a loud groan from Monika. Her fingers were wedged deep inside her. I guess she’d been fucking herself watching me get a facial.  

“Drink it, sissy!” she screamed. “Drink my juice! Drink it all up!”

Fuck. This was too much. Not only was my face drenched in cum, I was about to be showered with pussy juice!

Monika squirted right into my mouth. I took it all in. Every delicious drop, while I stared into her eyes to show her how much of a slut I was.

“You better clean me up,” she said sharply. “With your sissy tongue.”

I was probably the happiest sissy on earth as I jostled my mouth in between her pussy folds to slurp up whatever was left inside of her.

After I licked her dry, my exhaustion and lack of sleep hit me like a truck. I fell backward, straight onto the floor covered with my own cum, and closed my eyes for a minute.

When I opened my eyes again, the entire cheer squad was smiling down at me. Axel was nowhere to be seen. 

“Congratulations, Trinity!” Monika said. She was all smiles. “You made it! You’re officially part of the Fairview Vixens now. How do you feel?”

“I...I…” I couldn’t even gather my thoughts. Something felt weird. Something felt wrong. 

I stared back up to Monika again, and I realized what it was. There was something in her eyes I was seeing for the first time. Warmth. Her fake and snarky attitude? Poof. Gone.

She held out her hand and pulled me to my feet.

“Oh, and I thought you should know,” she said, grinning. “The recordings we took of you? They’re all saved in a secure cloud service. You don’t have to worry about them getting leaked or anything. And now that you’re our newest member, you can see all our previous initiation videos. Including...mine. Consider it a bonus.” She winked. “Also…Axel knew from the start that you were a sissy and had something ‘extra’. We weren’t going to play you quite like that.”

“Wow,” I said, dazed. “I can’t believe it.”

“Yeah,” she said. “We just like to play with your mind a bit. Keeps things exciting and a little...spicy.”

Justine came forward and gave me a hug. “Once you get to know us, trust me, you’ll know we’re the nicest people around!”

Another girl jumped up and down and clapped her hands. “Our first sissy cheerleader! I’m so excited!”

I relaxed into Justine’s embrace. 

“So…” Monika said, giving my dirty attire the once-over. “You should probably take those off. We can head back to the girl’s locker room and get you all cleaned up. How are you holding up?”

I coiled my arm around hers, taking in her beauty for maybe the millionth time that day. This was never going to get old. She kissed me on my cheek, her eyes twinkling mischievously.

“I...I feel fucking fantastic,” I said, grinning. 

And I meant it.


THE END


Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Also by Rae Robinson:

Sissy Behind Bars
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College drop-out Caleb is cruising along in his car in the middle of the night when he gets pulled over by a gorgeous female cop.

Caught speeding, he’s cuffed and driven to a rundown police station, where he meets yet another female officer. They’re both beautiful, dominating, and determined to teach him a lesson...by turning him into a woman.

Dressed in a dirty bra, panties, and stilettos, Caleb is humiliated—but strangely enough, wants more. Soon, he finds himself wrestling with the incredibly taboo desires awakening inside him.

Caleb thinks he’ll be offering his forbidden cavity to these two sexy officers before the night is up. But little does he know they have another nasty plan in mind...one that involves the overweight, smelly Sheriff who’ll be barging in at any moment...

***
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Want exclusive email updates, announcements, and hot new releases? Sign up for my newsletter! You’ll also get to download Transformed By His Online Date, a never-before-published, too-risqué-for-Amazon story!


ABOUT THE AUTHOR

A full-time content writer by day and an erotica writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of dirty stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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