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______________________________________________________________________

I pulled the straps of my backpack, holding them tight as I took a deep breath. Here we go — my first day of college!

I was a loser in high school, a shut-in nerd who would get picked on every day.

Not anymore.

During summer, I started hitting the gym, running, and taking care of myself. My body was already looking better, and my confidence was soaring.

Now that I was 19 and in College, it was time to turn into reinvent myself.

I walked into the Science building as students flooded the hallways like a river. Kids were rushing to their next class while others hung around, catching up with old friends.

My first class was Chemistry, I had to find the classroom — but god, this building was like a maze.

I decided to check the top floor. Maybe the classroom numbers would make more sense up there.

The elevator dinged, and I stepped out. This floor was much quieter. Only a few students wandered the halls, most looking just as lost as me.

I walked down the long corridor, checking room numbers. 305, 307, 309. Still no sign of the chemistry lab I needed.

My footsteps echoed off the empty walls. Maybe I should head back downstairs and ask someone for directions.

I was about to turn around when I heard a familiar voice behind me.

"Well, well, well. Look who it is."

My blood ran cold. I knew that voice.

I spun around to see Ryan Martinez walking toward me with that same cocky grin he'd worn all through high school. The same guy who'd shoved me into lockers and called me names every chance he got.

He already had on the college letterman jacket — it made sense, Ryan was popular even before he came to college. All the Universities across the country wanted to recruit him as their star quarterback. He chose to stay in town to be closer to family — just my luck.

I stood like a deer in headlights as his footsteps made my hairs stand on edge.

“Jack fucking McDougal.” He laughed. “It’s my lucky day.”

I whimpered, “R-Ryan…”

My heart was racing like a stallion as he stood in front of me, his oaky cologne made my knees weak.

Despite my racing thoughts, my body refused to move — or even breathe. Ryan made my life miserable, I thought I had gotten rid of him after Highschool, and yet…

His eyes scanned me up and down, a smirk crossing the corners of his lips.

“You know… You actually look pretty good.” The man laughed, running his thick hand through his shaggy brown hair.

Wh-what?

I did have a bit of a transformation during summer, but I didn’t expect any compliments. Especially not from Ryan!

He took a step back, as if to really get a better look at me.

“You look fit… slender.” He began, his voice sounding earnest instead of mocking. “We have a few open positions on the football team for a fast runner. I think you might be perfect.”

My eyes lit up. Was this a joke?

I scanned his face, but he seemed serious.

“R-really?” I whimpered.

Ryan nodded. “Sure. I mean, you always were a loser — but I guess people can change, eh?”

I gulped nervously, Ryan was ruthless. This had to be a joke. Or maybe he was right, and people can change. I mean, I was a perfect example of that after my summer transformation. Maybe Ryan grew a heart over the summer.

"Listen," Ryan said, leaning against the wall casually. "Meet me in the locker room after classes today. Around four. We can run through some basic drills, see what you've got."

My heart hammered against my chest. This was everything I'd ever wanted. A chance to be part of something. To belong.

"Yes," I said quickly. "Absolutely. I'll be there."

Ryan's grin widened. "Good. Don't be late, McDougal. I hate when people waste my time."

He pushed off the wall and started walking away, then paused. "Oh, and don’t worry about your outfit. I’ll make sure to get you a fresh uniform.”

He winked before walking away, leaving me a stammering mess.

Was that real? Could… could I actually be a football player?

My heart wouldn’t stop racing. This was it… I wasn’t a loser anymore. This was the start of my transformation into the man I was always supposed to be!
The hours crawled by. I couldn't focus on a single lecture. My mind kept replaying Ryan's words over and over.

Chemistry became a blur of formulas I didn't absorb. English lit was just noise. Even lunch tasted like cardboard.

Finally, the clock struck four. My last professor dismissed us with a wave.

This was it.

I practically sprinted across campus to the athletics building. My palms were sweaty. My mouth was dry. But excitement coursed through my veins like electricity.

The locker room door stood before me like a gateway to my new life. I took one last deep breath and pushed it open.

Empty.

The fluorescent lights hummed overhead. Rows of metal lockers lined the walls. The smell of sweat and disinfectant filled my nostrils.

Where was Ryan?

I checked my phone. 4:03 PM. Maybe I was early. Maybe he was getting equipment from somewhere else.

I walked deeper into the locker room, my footsteps echoing off the tile floor. Benches sat between the locker rows. Towels hung from hooks. The scent of man was strong.

Then I heard footsteps behind me.

"Right on time," Ryan's voice called out.

This time, his voice made me whimper with excitement, not fear.

He smirked, holding a duffle bag as he smiled. His shirt was tight to his torso, and his shorts showed off the man’s tree trunk legs.

Despite all my work this summer, Ryan’s body still put mine to shame.

With a grunt, he tossed the duffle bag between us, smirking from ear to ear.

“Go ahead, let’s get you in uniform.”

My fingers trembled as I reached for the zipper. This was it. My moment.

The bag opened with a soft whoosh.

I stared in complete shock. Inside wasn't football gear. It was a cheerleader uniform.

A tiny, slutty cheerleader uniform.

Ryan exploded into laughter behind me. Deep, mocking belly laughs that echoed off the locker room walls.

"You actually thought—" He could barely get the words out between fits of laughter. "You actually believed you had a chance to make the football team!"

My face burned red hot. My hands shook as I lifted the uniform from the bag.

"That's what you're good for, McDougal," Ryan wiped tears from his eyes. "You've got the body to be a decent cheerleader. That's it."

The uniform felt impossibly soft in my hands. The skirt was ridiculously short—more like a belt than actual clothing. The crop top was made of stretchy, silky material that would cling to every curve.

The fabric was so thin I could see through it. The skirt had built-in panties that looked more like lingerie than athletic wear. Everything was colored in our school's blue and white, but it looked more like something from a porn movie than a sports uniform.

The man’s laughter made me whimper in shame. I was so fucking stupid. There was no way that Ryan would ever give me a chance in hell to be anything other than the pathetic nerd who he shoved into lockers.

“That uniform belongs to Ashley, I know she’ll get a kick out of this.” He chuckled.

The blush in my cheeks heated up enough to put the sun to shame. My fingers gripped the soft fabric, imagining Ashely, the girl of my dreams, cheering with something so slutty on.

Ryan smirked, circling around me like a shark. “You have a body just like hers. Petite, slender, flat chest with a nice ass.”

He grunted. “At first, I just wanted to laugh as you pulled the uniform out… but now, I think I actually want to see it on you.”

I gulped nervously as the humiliation still coursed through me. “Wh-what?”

“You heard me… put it on. Right now.”

His smile dropped — the glimmer in his eyes replaced instead by something else. Something dirty.

I whimpered, holding the soft fabric as the scent of Ashley’s perfume lifted off the clothing, filling my nostrils.

“You heard me,” The man grunted, a tent starting to form in the crotch of his pants. “Put it on.”

I gulped. This… this was so wrong, even for Ryan.

And yet… something about the fabric was so alluring. So irresistible.

My own cock stirred under my pants, my breath catching in my throat as I imagined the soft, delicate fabric hugging every curve on my body.

“O-okay~” I whispered, surprising even myself.

Ryan smiled again. “Good. You’ll look perfect.”

My heart skipped a beat as I stood on trembling legs. Was I actually going to do this? The door was right there, I could easily leave and forget about this sick joke. But I didn’t want to — I wanted to obey him.

“Here,” He began, stretching his thick, manly arms out. “I’ll hold the outfit. You strip.”

My knees rattled, but I did as he said. My heart and cock throbbing as a million thoughts raced in my head — though I couldn’t focus on a single one of them.

I pulled my shirt over my head first. The cool air hit my skin as I dropped it to the floor.

Ryan's eyes locked onto my chest. His gaze felt like fire burning across my skin.

"Damn," he whispered. "Look at that smooth little body. Pathetic for a man, but pretty good for a girl.”

I fumbled with my belt next. My fingers shook as I unbuckled it and let my jeans fall to my ankles. I stepped out of them awkwardly.

Now I stood in just my boxers. My face burned with embarrassment and excitement.

Ryan licked his lips slowly. His eyes traveled up and down my body like he was examining a piece of meat.

"Jesus Christ, McDougal," he breathed. "You really do have a girl's body, don't you?"

He stepped closer. Close enough that I could smell his cologne again, it mixed with the scent of Ashley’s perfume on the outfit, making my head spin.

"Look at those narrow shoulders. That tiny waist." His voice was thick with something I couldn't identify. "And those hips... fuck."

His eyes glared down at my boxers. I whimpered, staring as I noticed my hard cock straining the fabric.

“Those boxers of yours are going to poke out from under the skirt. We should take them off, don’t you think?”
I nodded emphatically, “Y-yes. Good idea…”

I bit my lip, the shame melting away and leaving pure adrenaline in my head.

Without warning, Ryan's thick fingers hooked into the waistband of my boxers. He yanked them down in one swift motion.

I let out a pathetic whimper as my cock sprang free. It wasn't fully hard—just semi-erect and trembling.

"Holy shit," Ryan laughed, his eyes fixed on my exposed member. "That thing is tiny."

The blush seared through my cheeks as the thoughts in my head melted away.

Ryan reached out and wrapped his fingers around my shaft. His hand was so much bigger than mine. So much more masculine.

"Look at this pathetic little thing," he said, stroking me slowly. "It's barely four inches. Looks more like a girl's clit than a real dick."

The humiliation hit me like a tidal wave. My knees wobbled as he continued pumping my small cock with just his thumb and two fingers.

"No wonder you were always such a loser," he continued, his voice dripping with amusement. "Real men have real cocks. This little nub? This is what sissies have."

“Ooh~” I whimpered again, louder this time. The shame was overwhelming, but my body betrayed me. My cock grew harder in his grip.

"That's it," Ryan grinned. "You like being humiliated, don't you? You like hearing the truth about what a pathetic little sissy you are."

“Y-yes!” I moaned, unable to hold back any longer. Being humiliated and degraded by the alpha jock was so… Thrilling!
He released my cock and stepped back, leaving me standing there completely naked and exposed.

"Now put on the uniform," he commanded. "Let's see how pretty you look."

Ryan picked up the tiny skirt and knelt down in front of me. His massive hands brushed against my ankles as he held it open.

"Step in," he ordered.

I lifted one foot, then the other. The silky material slid up my smooth legs like water as I held onto his thick, muscular shoulders. Ryan's fingers traced along my calves as he pulled it higher.

"Fuck, your legs are so smooth," he muttered. "Do you shave them?"

"N-no," I whimpered. "I just... don't have much hair."

He smirked. "Of course you don't. You're barely a man at all. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

I bit my lip — unable to deny it.

The skirt reached my thighs. Ryan's hands lingered there, squeezing the soft flesh. My cock twitched at his touch.

"Look at these thighs," he said, his voice getting rougher. "So soft. So feminine. No muscle definition at all."

He pulled the skirt up over my hips. The built-in panties hugged my ass perfectly. The material was so thin I could feel every breeze.

"Turn around," Ryan commanded.

I spun slowly. The skirt flared out, barely covering anything. I could feel his eyes burning into my exposed skin.

"Jesus fucking Christ," he breathed. "That ass is perfect. Round and perky like a girl's. The way it fills out that skirt..."

His hand smacked my right cheek hard. I yelped and stumbled forward.

"That's a cheerleader's ass if I ever saw one," he laughed. "Bounce it for me, slut.”

I bit my lip and gave a little hop. The skirt flew up, exposing everything. Ryan groaned behind me.

"Again. Slower this time."

I bounced again, feeling the skirt flutter. My cock was rock hard now, straining against the thin panties.

"Good girl," Ryan said. "Now the top."

He picked up the crop top and moved in front of me again. His eyes locked onto my flat chest.

"Arms up, princess."

I raised my arms obediently. Ryan slipped the top over my head, his fingers grazing my skin as he pulled it down.

The material clung to every inch of my torso. It stopped just below my nipples, leaving my entire stomach exposed.

"Look at that tiny waist," Ryan said, placing both hands on my sides. "I could almost wrap my hands all the way around."

“Ah~”

He squeezed gently, making me gasp. His thumbs rubbed circles on my smooth skin.

"And these little nipples," he continued, brushing his fingers over them through the thin fabric. "So pink and perky. Just like a girl's."

I moaned softly as he pinched them. The crop top did nothing to hide how hard they were getting.

"You really are built for this outfit," Ryan said, stepping back to admire his work. "Slim shoulders, no muscle mass.” He laughed. “Such a slutty girl.”

I purred, feeling the soft silky outfit hugging my slender body. My nipples strained against the top, and my cock created a bulge that pushed up against the skirt and panties.

This was wrong, but fuck. I felt so fucking pretty.

The scent of Ashley’s perfume lifted off the fabric, dancing with the manly odour of the locker room.

I breathed deeply, my eyes fluttering.

Ryan stepped back, licking his lips as his eyes scanned every inch of my delicate body.

He reached into his pocket, pulling out his phone. “Smile, bitch. I’m going to show Ashley what a slut you are.” He laughed.

I bit my lip, smiling. This was so humiliating. A video? I should have said no, but the thought of Ashley watching me wearing her used outfit was so fucking sexy.

Ryan began recording as I gave a wink and a spin, feeling sexier than ever.

“That’s it…” Ryan groaned, his own cock straining up against his pants. “Show the world what a sissy whore you are.”

I arched my back, leaning forward as the frill of my miniskirt lifted — revealing my entire ass to the camera. Glancing back, I gave Ryan and the camera a wink.

“I…I need you to fuck me~” I moan, not caring as to how wrong that was. I was too far gone — Ryan had made me his little sissy cheerleader, and I need him so fucking bad.

Ryan's eyes darkened as he kept filming. "On your knees, slut. Now."

I dropped instantly. The cold tile floor sent shivers through my bare legs. My skirt rode up, exposing everything.

"That's where you belong," he growled. "On your knees like a good little cheerleader. Now take it out."

My hands trembled as I reached for his zipper. The bulge in his shorts was massive. My fingers fumbled with the button.

"Look at the camera while you do it," Ryan commanded. "Tell everyone what you want."

I stared into the lens, my face burning. "I... I want your cock."

"Louder, bitch."

"I want your big cock!" I moaned, finally freeing him from his shorts.

It sprang out, thick and veiny. So much bigger than mine. A real man's cock. Pre-cum already glistened at the tip.

"Holy shit," I whispered. It had to be at least eight inches. Maybe nine.

"Yeah, that's a real dick," Ryan laughed. "Not like that tiny clit between your legs. This is what men have."

I gulped nervously, my entire body shivering as the dick swung like a meaty, thick, delicious pendulum.

I wrapped my small hand around the base. My fingers couldn't even close all the way around it.

"Tell the camera how much bigger I am than you," he ordered.

"You're... you're so much bigger than me," I whimpered. "Your cock is twice the size of mine. Maybe three times."

"And what does that make you?"

"A sissy," I moaned. "A pathetic little sissy slut."

"Good girl. Now suck it."

I leaned forward and pressed my lips against the head. The taste of his pre-cum filled my mouth. Salty and masculine.

"Fuck," Ryan groaned. "Look at those pretty lips wrapped around my cock."

My mind raced. Oh god, his cock tasted so fucking good.

I took him deeper, my jaw stretching wide. The camera captured every second as I bobbed my head.

The taste flooded my tastebuds as I lashed my tongue like a whip against his shaft. My jaw ached as he filled my mouth, but I didn’t care at all.

"That's it," he said. "Take it all, cheerleader. Show everyone what a cocksucker you are."

I moaned around his shaft, the vibrations making him grunt. My own tiny cock throbbed in the panties.

My eyes glanced up to the camera as I adjusted my self, tilting my head to allow the rest of his cock to slip into my throat.

“Ghghghg~” I gagged, saliva dripping out of the corners of my mouth as I struggled to take him all.

My teary eyes blinked wildly, tears streaking down my flushed cheeks as I gagged on the man’s cock.

My nose pressed up against his pubes as each breath I took filled my lungs with his manly stench.

God — it was intoxicating.

"You've been dreaming about this, haven't you?" Ryan asked. "All those times I shoved you in lockers. You wanted my cock the whole time."

I nodded, unable to deny it. I had fantasized about him. About being on my knees for the alpha jock.

"Knew it," he laughed. "Once a sissy, always a sissy. And now everyone will know."

He grabbed my hair and pushed deeper. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat.

"Take it all," he commanded. "Cheerleaders need to learn how to deepthroat."

Tears streamed down my face as I struggled to breathe. But I didn't pull away. I wanted his cream.

I sucked and continue to lash his shaft, feeling it throb in my mouth as spit rolled off his heavy, hairy balls.

“Fuck…” He grunted. “So good. Natural cock whore.”

My hands dug into his thighs — my lungs filled with his scent instead of oxygen. I slurped and sucked like a starving animal as he continued to grunt.

“GOD FUCK YES!” The man’s voice boomed through the locker room.

“GGGHGHGHGHHG!” I gagged on his cock as the man gripped the roots on my hair — holding my face up against his pelvis as he let out a final roar.

“TAKE IT WHORE!”

With a grunt, his cock erupted like a volcano. Hot cum erupted down my throat. Thick ropes of it pumped straight into my stomach. The taste was overwhelming - salty, bitter, musky. Like pure concentrated man.

“MMMPH~” I gagged hard as more spurts filled my mouth. It was so thick and creamy. Almost chunky. My throat convulsed as I tried to swallow it all.

"Swallow every drop, bitch," Ryan growled above me.

I gulped desperately. His cum coated my tongue and teeth. The taste was filthy. Degrading. But somehow delicious too. I craved more.

Some leaked from the corners of my stretched lips. White streaks dripped down my chin onto the crop top.

Ryan yanked his cock from my mouth with a wet pop. I gasped for air, coughing.

But he wasn't done. More cum shot from his tip, splattering across my face. Hot ropes painted my cheeks, nose, forehead.

“Oh god yes! Cover me! Cover me in your filthy cum!” I moaned like a complete slut. The hot cream glazed me like a donut — covering every inch of my fucking face.

"Fuck yes," he groaned. "Take my load all over that pretty face."

I closed my eyes as cum dripped from my eyelashes. It was everywhere. In my hair. Running down my neck. The smell filled my nostrils.

"Open your mouth," he commanded.

I obeyed instantly, tongue out. More spurts landed on my tongue and lips. I moaned like a whore.

"Look at you," Ryan laughed, still filming. "Covered in my cum like a proper slut. Ashley's going to love this."

“Ohh~” I licked my lips, tasting him. My own cock throbbed painfully in the panties, leaking pre-cum.

"You're mine now," he said. "My personal cheerleader cocksucker. Understand?"

"Yes sir," I whimpered, cum still dripping from my face.

“Good whore.” He laughed, slapping his thick, filthy cock against my face.

I whimpered, feeling his rod rubbing against my flustered and dirty face. God, it felt so fucking good.

I leaned forward and licked his shaft clean. Savoring every drop. My tongue traced along every vein.

“Ashley is going to love this video.” Ryan laughed as he put his phone away. “And I think I’ll show the rest of the football team. I think they’ll love a chance to fuck the new sissy cheerleader. Don’t you think?”

I whimpered, sucking his tip as I looked up at him through cummy lashed. “Mmh~”

My heart was racing. It was one thing for Ashley to see the video — but the entire football team?

God. It was so wrong, but so fucking right. At this point, I wanted the entire world to see the video — to see me on my knees and pleasuring a real man. Right where I belonged.

***************

I stood before my dorm room mirror, dressed head to toe like a complete slut. Ryan insisted that I take home Ashley’s uniform.

He said that she wanted me to have it. And fuck, did it ever look good on me.

My fingers traced along the hem of the crop top. The way it hugged my chest made my nipples visible through the thin fabric. They were still hard from earlier.

I turned sideways, admiring how the skirt barely covered my ass. One wrong move and everything would be on display. The built-in panties clung to my curves like a second skin.

"Fuck, I look hot," I whispered to myself.

The cum had been washed from my face, but I could still taste Ryan in my mouth. Still smell him on the uniform. Mixed with Ashley's perfume, it made my head spin.

My phone buzzed on the dresser. A text from Ryan.

"Check your email, slut."

My heart raced as I opened it. There it was - the video. The subject line read "Our New Cheerleader."

I clicked play with trembling fingers. Watching myself on screen was surreal. The way I dropped to my knees so eagerly. How my lips stretched around his massive cock.

God… It was so fucking hot. My cock throbbed and my heart raced at the video. I looked like a natural.

Another buzz. This time from an unknown number.

"Hey, this Jack? Ryan showed us the video. When can we meet? - Tyler"

Tyler was on the football team. A linebacker built like a brick wall.

Before I could respond, another text came through.

"Damn girl, you look good in that uniform. Can't wait for my turn. - Marcus"

Then another.

"Ryan says you give the best head. Prove it tomorrow after practice? - Derek"

My cock strained against the panties as more messages flooded in. The entire team had seen me. Had watched me gag on Ryan's cock like a desperate whore.

It was thrilling.

The naughty thoughts swirled in my head, I was straight — and yet, the thought of being Ryan’s personal femboy cumslut was amazing. Not only that, but now everyone knew.

A knock on the door made me yelp, my nipples pushing against the slutty tube top as I rushed to the door.

With whimpering breath, I swung the door open. Ryan smirked, standing there in his shorts and tank top. His eyes raked over me as I trembled in the doorway, my heart racing and my knees shaking. The frill of my miniskirt was shaking as the blood rushed to my cheeks.

He laughed, “Fuck. Even hotter than I remembered.”

Ryan licked his lips as the bulge began to grow in his pants. I whimpered, about to pass out as he eyed me like a hungry lion.

The man reached forward, hands clamping on my bare waist.

“Eek!” I gasped as he pulled me in. Our lips clashed together as he forced his tongue into my mouth.

“Mmmh!” he groaned, his cock pressing against my pelvis as his tongue lashed in my mouth like a whip.

My eyes rolled back as I opened my mouth, tongue licking his as my hands rested against his chest.

“F-fuck!” I gasped, melting into his body.

Ryan broke the kiss, his breath hot against my lips. "The whole team is waiting for you in the locker room right now."

My eyes widened. "R-right now?"

"They've been watching that video all afternoon," he grinned. "They're horny as fuck and ready to see what our new cheerleader can do."

My cock twitched in the panties. The entire football team. Waiting for me.

"Come on, slut," Ryan grabbed my hand firmly. "Time to show them what you're made of."

I didn't even think to grab shoes. My bare feet padded against the cold hallway tiles as he led me out of my dorm room. The skirt swished with each step, barely covering my ass.

"Everyone's going to see me like this," I whispered, my voice shaking with excitement.

"That's the point," Ryan chuckled. "You wanted to be on the team, didn't you?"

Students were still wandering the halls. Their eyes went wide as they saw me being led down the corridor in the slutty cheerleader outfit. Some pulled out phones. Others just stared with their mouths open.

"Holy shit, is that Jack McDougal?" I heard someone whisper.

"Damn, he looks hot," another voice said.

My face burned but my cock stayed rock hard. Everyone was seeing me. Everyone would know what I'd become.

Ryan's grip tightened on my hand as we reached the stairwell. "They're all waiting with their cocks out, ready to use you properly."

We rushed down to the locker room, my cock straining against the cheerleader skirt as he possessively spun me around, one hand on the small of my waist while the other one gripped the roots of my hair.

I gasped as he tugged my hair, forcing my gaze up to his. “You belong to me, but now I’m going to share you with the rest of the team. Treat them well, but remember who owns you.”

I bit my lip, heart and mind turning to mush as I nodded, my trembling hand reaching down to grab the bulge in his shorts. “Y-you. I belong to you.”

“Good girl.”

Ryan turned the handle and pushed the door wide open. The smell hit me instantly - pure masculinity. Sweat, cologne, and testosterone flooded my senses as I gasped.

Two dozen massive football players stood around the locker room, most already shirtless. Their eyes locked onto me the moment I appeared in the doorway.

"Gentlemen," Ryan announced, his hand still gripping my waist possessively. "Meet our newest team member. Jack's going to be our personal cheerleader."

A chorus of whistles and catcalls erupted. The men began moving closer, forming a tight circle around us. My knees went weak as I took in all the muscled bodies surrounding me.

"Damn, Ryan wasn't kidding," Tyler, the tall ginger, grunted, his massive frame towering over me. "Look at those legs."

"And that ass," Marcus added, reaching out to give my skirt a little flip as his dark, tattooed skin glistened with sweat. I squeaked as the fabric lifted, exposing my panties to the room.

"She's even prettier in person," Derek said, licking his lips hungrily.

They were all calling me 'she' now. It made my cock throb harder against the silky panties.

"Who wants first taste?" Ryan asked, his voice booming through the locker room.

Every hand in the room shot up. The players pressed closer, their massive bodies creating a wall of muscle around my trembling form.

"Please," I whimpered, not even sure what I was begging for.

"Don't worry, princess," Tyler growled, already reaching for his belt. "We're going to take real good care of you."

Before Tyler could take his pants off, Marcus grabbed the built in panties of the outfit, ripping the flimsy fabric right in half.

“Eek!” I gasped, my cock and ass spilling out as his hands gripped my perky cheeks.

“Fuck. Such a perfect little ass.” Marcus grunted.

I whimpered, arching my back as he spread my cheeks, revealing my tight hole and swinging cock.

Ryan smirked, “Look at her dripping clit. She needs a thick cock inside of her pussy.”

Marcus chuckled as his free hand grabbed his pants, yanking them down. “I agree.”

My pupils dilated as his thick, hard, black cock sprang free like an elephants trunk.

“G-god!” I gasped, feeling the meat slapping against my asshole.

Marcus gripped my shoulders with his massive hands and shoved me forward. I stumbled and dropped to my hands and knees on the cold tile floor. The skirt rode up completely, leaving me exposed to the entire team.

"That's where you belong, slut," he growled behind me.

His powerful hands grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart. I felt so vulnerable, so exposed with my hole on display for everyone to see.

"Look at that tight little pussy," Marcus said, his voice thick with lust. "Never been fucked before, has it?"

I shook my head frantically. "N-no sir."

His thick cockhead pressed against my crack, sliding up and down slowly. The heat of it made me whimper and push back instinctively.

"Fuck, she's already begging for it," Tyler laughed from somewhere above me.

Marcus continued teasing me, rubbing his massive shaft along my crack. Up and down, up and down. The pre-cum leaking from his tip made everything slick and warm.

"Please," I moaned, my voice echoing off the locker room walls. "I need it."

"Need what, princess?" Ryan's voice came from in front of me. I looked up to see him filming again, capturing every desperate expression on my face.

"I need your cock," I whimpered. "All of your cocks. Please fuck me like the sissy slut I am."

The room erupted in cheers and crude comments. Hands reached down to grab my hair, stroke my face, pinch my nipples through the crop top.

“Ohhh~” I gasped, eyes rolling back as hands attacked every inch of my body. It was euphoric.

I barely noticed Tyler kneeling before me. The man grunted as he yanked down his pants.

“Ah!” I gasped, his meaty cock already hard as it slapped against my chin.

“That’s it.” The man chuckled, slapping his meat against my face.

I whimpered, tilting my head up as I stuck out my tongue.

Tyler's cock tasted different than Ryan's. Saltier. Muskier. I wrapped my lips around his thick head and began sucking eagerly.

"Fuck yes," Tyler groaned above me. "Just like in the video."

Behind me, I felt Marcus spreading my cheeks wider. But instead of his cock, something wet and warm pressed against my hole.

"Oh god!" I moaned around Tyler's shaft as Marcus's tongue began lapping at my entrance.

The sensation was incredible. His tongue was rough and aggressive, licking and probing my virgin hole. I'd never felt anything like it.

"Mmmh. Tastes so good," Marcus mumbled against my ass. "Sweet little pussy."

More hands grabbed at the crop top, squeezing and pinching my sensitive nipples through the thin fabric. I couldn't tell who they belonged to - there were too many players surrounding me.

"Look at those pretty little tits," someone growled.

Tyler grabbed my hair and pushed deeper into my mouth. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn't pull away. I wanted to please them all.

Marcus's tongue pushed inside me now, stretching my tight hole. The wet sounds mixed with my muffled moans as I continued sucking Tyler's massive cock.

"She's so fucking tight," Marcus said, pulling his tongue out briefly before diving back in. "Gonna feel amazing around my dick."

The hands on my chest grew rougher, twisting and pulling at my nipples until I was writhing between the two men. Every nerve ending was on fire.

"Please," I gasped when Tyler pulled out of my mouth. "I need more."

Marcus laughed, pulling out from between my cheeks. Saliva dripped down my asscrack as he spread me. “Don’t worry, slut. I’ll give you what you need.”

“AH!” I gasped, feeling his cockhead pressing against my virgin asshole. “OH GOD YES!”

Even just the tip was enough to make me wail.

Marcus grunted, still holding my ass open as he pushed forward. “So fucking tight. So fucking wet.”

I couldn't scream as Marcus pushed deeper because Tyler grabbed my head and forced his cock back down my throat. The two sensations hit me at once - being stretched open from behind while choking on thick meat from the front.

“Gggghghg~” I gagged. My body was trapped between them. Marcus's massive cock splitting me open inch by inch while Tyler's shaft filled my throat completely. I could barely breathe. Could barely think.

Euphoria flooded my body — every nerve ending firing off in pure pleasure as the men used me like a doll.

The burning sensation in my ass was intense. Marcus was so thick. So deep. Each inch felt like it would tear me apart, but somehow my body accepted him. Welcomed him.

"Fuck, she's taking it so good," Marcus grunted behind me. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise as he pushed the last few inches inside.

I was completely filled. Completely owned. Tyler's cock pulsed in my throat while Marcus's stretched my virgin hole to its limit. Tears streamed down my face but not from pain - from pure overwhelming pleasure.

"Look at that throat bulge," someone said. I could feel Tyler's cockhead creating a visible outline in my neck as he held me down.

Marcus started moving. Slow, deep strokes that made me see stars. Each thrust pushed me forward onto Tyler's cock even deeper. I was nothing but a fuck toy between two alpha males.

"Such a perfect little cockslut," Tyler groaned, his grip tightening in my hair. "Made for this."

“Mmmh~” I moaned around his cock, submitting to the men.

The room filled with the wet sounds of my holes being used. Skin slapping against skin. My muffled moans. The crude comments from the other players watching and waiting their turn.

My own cock swung uselessly beneath me, dripping pre-cum onto the floor. Nobody cared about my pleasure. I was just a set of holes for their use.

Marcus picked up the pace, his powerful hips slamming against my ass. The cheerleader skirt had ridden up completely, giving everyone a perfect view of my hole being stretched around his dark shaft.

All around us, more men pulled out their cocks — stroking at the vision of me being claimed and ravaged.

“Fuck…” Tyler grunted, his cock throbbing in my throat. “I’m about to blow.”

My teary eyes fluttered open as I looked up at him. My cheeks hollowed and my tongue lashed against his filthy shaft as I silently begged for his creamy seed.

With another grunt, Tyler pulled his cock from my throat.

“F-fuck!” I gasped, spitting up the saliva flooding my cheeks. “C-cum all over me! Cover me like a slut!”

“FUCK! TAKE IT!” Tyler gripped his shaft and aimed at my face. The first rope of cum splattered across my forehead, hot and thick. I moaned as it dripped down toward my eyes.

"Yes! Cum all over me!" I cried out.

More spurts followed. My cheeks. My nose. My lips. Each blast felt like liquid fire painting my skin. The smell was overwhelming - pure masculine musk filling my nostrils.

The humiliation was incredible. Two dozen football players watched as Tyler coated my face with his seed. Some cheered. Others groaned and stroked themselves faster.

"Look at that cumslut," someone called out. "She loves it!"

I did love it. Being marked like property in front of everyone made my cock twitch beneath me. The warm cum dripped from my chin onto my chest, staining the crop top.

Behind me, Marcus grunted. His cock was buried all the way inside of my tight, femboy pussy as my walls milked his manhood.

"My turn to paint this whore," Derek growled, pushing Tyler aside.

His cock was already in his hand, purple and swollen. He aimed at my cum-covered face and let loose immediately.

“Oh god!” I moaned, feeling the hot ropes cover my skin.

More hot ropes joined Tyler's load. My face was completely glazed now. Cum in my eyebrows. Dripping from my eyelashes. The taste filled my mouth as it ran down my lips.

"So much cum," I whimpered. "I'm drowning in it!"

I took Dereks cock in my mouth, sucking the tip to get the last of the filthy juices out. God, it tasted intoxicating.

The other players pressed closer, forming a tight circle around my kneeling form. Cocks pointed at me from every direction like weapons ready to fire.

I moaned wildly as Marcus dragged his cock out an inch before slamming it back inside of my tight ass. The pleasure was so fucking intense I thought I was going to pass out. Cum and spit rolled down my chin as the filthy euphoria flooded my body.

My trembling hand reached out and grabbed another cock. I had no idea who it belonged to, but I didn’t care. My hand stroked the thick rod masterfully as the man grunted. It didn’t take long before his ropes of cum shot onto my arm and the side of my face.

Marcus groaned. “Fuck… Gonna flood this ass of yous.”

I bit my lip, licking up the cum as I felt the bruises on my asscheek. Marcus buried his rod deep inside me as I panted, arching my back so much that it might snap.

“B-breed me.” I moaned, my trembling voice filling the locker room as the musty, heavy air filled my lungs. “Cum deep inside of me, baby!”

“Fuck!” Marcus dug his fingers into my thighs as I moaned, rubbing my filthy, sticky face against the floor.

“AHH!” I moaned, feeling his cock burst inside of my tight femboy pussy.

Hot cum erupted deep inside me like a geyser. Marcus's cock pulsed against my walls as rope after rope of his seed flooded my virgin hole. The warmth spread through my entire body, making me shake uncontrollably.

"OH FUCK YES!" I screamed, my voice echoing off the locker room walls. "Fill me up! Breed your little sissy!"

The pleasure was indescribable. Every nerve in my body was on fire as his thick load painted my insides. I could feel it pooling deep in my ass, claiming me completely. My own cock twitched violently beneath me, dripping pre-cum onto the floor.

"Take it all, you fucking slut," Marcus growled, his grip bruising my hips as he pumped the last drops inside me.

My eyes rolled back in pure ecstasy. The sensation of being filled with his hot seed was better than anything I'd ever imagined. I felt owned. Marked. Used exactly as I was meant to be.

Balls drained, Marcus pulled out from my pussy.

“Fuck…” He grunted. I collapsed onto the dirty floor, panting like a bitch as cum oozed from my ruined hole.

Ryan laughed from the sidelines. “Our newest cheerleader can take a fucking, can’t she?”

Marcus wiped the sweat from his brow — nodding as his cock dripped onto my ass. “So fucking nice. Her pussy is made to be fucked.”

I purred, smiling as the praise made my entire body shiver.

Ryan knelt down before me, grabbing me by the hair and yanking my cummy face up to meet his. “Ah!”

“This is what you were made for, isn’t is, slut? Made to be a toy for real men.” He said.

I nodded emphatically, lungs filled with the scent of cum and man. “Y-yes! I was born to be a sissy cheerleader. Made to be fucked like a whore!”

“Good girl… It’s going to be a fun year indeed.”
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