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FEMBOY CHEERLEADERS

Lucas and James were star soccer players in high school, but they’re not in high school any more. They’re in college, on scholarships, but they’re falling behind. They’re partying too hard and the rest of the team are all bigger, stronger, faster.

And then they turn up to practice hungover, and finally their coach Ms Lux, has had enough. If the two best friends want to keep their scholarships they need to show they’re willing to work for them, and they need to show their coach just how committed they are to team spirit.

Lucas and James are best friends and together they were the stars of their high school soccer team. Together they both earned prestigious scholarships to their dream college, only once they got there it turned out not to be the dream they were hoping for.

The pair have always been smaller than their peers, slimmer, shorter, less muscular, but in high school they were able to compete by being more skilled than their teammates and their opponents, but college is a different game entirely.

In college, the boys are playing against men, and it’s a game where size counts. They might be more skilled but that doesn’t count for much when your opponent is twice your size.

Despondent, the boys throw themselves into partying, but this only makes things worse. Soon they are at risk of being kicked off the team and losing their scholarships entirely.

Fortunately for them, their coach, the beautiful and domineering Ms Lux has an offer, one the boys find hard to resist. Soon the pair find themselves being slowly feminized and corrupted as they are transformed from soccer stars to cheerleaders.

The only question that remains is how far will the two of them go to keep their scholarships…

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, first-time novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes. ***


One

I could feel the bus spinning and heaving as it made its way towards campus, and it was all I could do to hold onto my breakfast—a quick meal of black coffee and dry toast. Looking at Lucas I could see he was suffering just as much as I was, and I couldn’t help but smile.

Seeing me grinning at him Lucas shook his head, smiling back, aware I was suffering just as much as him. It was true what they say, misery really does love company, and if I was going to be miserable I couldn’t ask for better company than my best friend.

“Good night last night, right?” He asked.

I nodded, then stopped, realising too late that the quick movements of my head only made the nausea worse. It had been a good night though. A good, heavy, late night.

“Yeah.” I said, struggling to focus on Lucas’ face. “It was a great night.”

I was grinning, remembering the night before. It really had been a great night, another house party with alcohol and girls and loud music and friends.

Since the start of college a few months ago we’d both made a lot of friends, which meant a lot of parties. In high school, neither of us had been that popular, both of us relatively quiet and committed to soccer in the hopes of earning a scholarship at our mutually preferred college—which we had, thankfully. So, when we’d arrived at college and the senior players had begun to show us around campus, introducing us to people, and as we’d begun to make friends with the others in our dorm and in our classes, we’d decided to make the most of it.

We’d landed the scholarships after all. The hard work had paid off. Now was the time to enjoy it, right?

So, we’d started to party. We’d started to party hard, and that meant crashing hard the next day.

We were both often up late, drinking, having fun, which meant the next day was often a struggle and getting up early was even more of a struggle. We might be young and fit, but that didn’t make us invincible. Partying had a cost, and that cost was hangovers.

After the night before I would have happily spent another twelve hours in bed sleeping off the last of the booze and getting over the hangover that was only just beginning to hit, but neither of us really had a choice. We had to get up and get out and get to practice.

We had to make this one because we’d already missed too many since the start of the semester, and one more meant we would be in serious trouble with our coach. Neither of us wanted that, not given the fearsome reputation that Ms Lux had—a reputation we both knew from experience that she deserved—neither of us was willing to risk getting into more trouble. If that meant getting up at the crack of dawn, still half drunk, to catch a bus into practice, then so be it.

We could manage a few laps around the field, right? And by the time they were done, we’d have sobered up and the coffee would have kicked in, right? Our coach would never even know, and we’d be able to avoid getting marked as absent from practice, again.

If that happened we’d be in serious trouble. Though we’d both worked hard in high school to land the scholarship, the truth was that since arriving at college we’d both let things slip. It didn’t help that the level of the game we were now playing at was so much higher than what we were used to.

Back in high school we were both considered amongst the best players in our league, and we’d been able to carry our team to victory numerous times just by working together. Yet, that was all different now.

The players at college were a lot better than our teammates back in high school, and the competition we faced was much tougher. On top of that, not only were they more skilled, but they were all a lot bigger than us too.

It was true that Lucas and I were considered on the smaller side for soccer players back in high school, but that had just meant we’d been more agile, faster. Though it was true that our teammates and our opponents had all grown taller and broader and stronger over the last few years of school while we’d both stayed relatively short and slim, it was also true that we’d managed to make up for our lack of development by keeping our skill sharp.

Now we were at college though that was no longer an option. With everyone around us equal to us or beyond us in skill, our lack of muscle and stamina was beginning to hold us back. We were no longer amongst the best players, and were, in fact, closer to the bottom.

That hit hard, and it made it difficult to want to try. That combined with our discovery of a brand new party life, had sent us ever so slightly off the rails, and it was beginning to get noticed.

Our coach, Ms Lux, had called us aside several times to lecture us about our performance and our commitment, and we’d received several warnings about skipping early morning practices. We both knew that our coach was running out of patience. We needed to start showing up and doing better, or we’d be at risk of losing our scholarship.

This was why we’d both got up before sunrise to shower and get coffee and eat so we could make it to practice, despite the pair of us getting less than four hours of sleep between us. As the bus lurched to a stop I realised almost too late that it was our stop.

“This is us.” I said to Lucas, turning to make a dash for the doors.

As I hurried I felt my belly heave, and it was all I could do to keep my breakfast of black coffee and dry toast down. I was really not looking forward to laps around the field.
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In the end, the pair of us only made it twice around the field before we had to stop and catch our breath, the pair of us heaving and coughing though managing to avoid throwing up. We’d managed as much as possible to avoid Ms Lux, and so our hangovers had, so far, gone undetected, but as our teammates made their way around the field for the fourth time, the pair of us still struggling with stitches, I noticed our coach glaring at us.

“Shit.” I whispered.

Lucas looked up, turned to stare in the direction I was looking, and when he too saw our coach I felt him stiffen.

“Think if we start running again now we’ll get away with it?” He said, trying to smile.

I was about to start jogging again, in the hopes maybe we could get away with it, but before I could move coach Lux began storming across the field towards us. I could tell from the look in her eye and the storm in her expression that she was not happy.

“Lucas and James, what on earth do you two think you are doing just standing around? Do you think you can just take it easy because this is your first early morning practice in weeks? After your recent performances, I should be demanding double laps from the pair of you.”

We both froze, her harsh voice carrying across the field as she stormed towards us. I could see the other players still running laps, but watching us now, grinning, glad it was us getting torn to shreds by the coach instead of them. She really was as fearsome as her reputation made out.

“I… we just… we just ate too much before practice is all. A stupid mistake but we were hungry and…”

As I tried to come up with an excuse Ms Lux closed the distance between us. I couldn’t help but admire her in a way.

Though she had a reputation as a brutal, no-nonsense hard-ass, she was almost renowned for being by far the most attractive coach on campus, if not in the state—and that fact made her personality make sense in a way, given some of the men she had to work with and around, her personality a shield of armour reminding the men around her that she was their equal and that she would take no crap from anyone. As she strode across the field we both got to fully admire her remarkable beauty.

Ms Lux had, according to rumours, been a state champion soccer player in her youth, and an exceptionally talented one, before taking up a career in coaching, and… it showed. She was tall and lean, with an exceptional figure, toned, thick legs, a pert ass, and a trim, taut belly. As she stormed towards us I couldn’t help but stare for a moment at her hips, wide, swaying, and then at her tits, large and full, bouncing with each step despite being squashed down by her sports top.

The distraction wasn’t helped by the fact that she was always in sportswear, normally short tight shorts, and a snug t-shirt that clung to her figure. That was how she was dressed as she made her way over the field to us, small pink tight shorts and a white vest that clung to her body.

As she stopped in front of us I made sure to look her in the face—looking up at her as she was considerably taller than both of us—but that was not much better. As stunning as her body was, her face was even more alluring.

Her eyes were large, green, her face flecked with freckles, and her long mane of curly red hair was pulled back and up into a messy bun, yet it was her full, plump lips that always got my attention. They always looked so soft. I was just glad she wasn’t smiling, because I wasn’t sure I could handle her smiling.

“You ate too much?” She said, quieter now that she was standing directly in front of us. “You expect me to believe that given the fact that I can smell the alcohol you’re sweating out?”

I turned pale. She’d noticed. She’d realised we were…

“I’ve been patient with you two. I’ve overlooked your lacklustre performance and your poor attendance at practice because I know settling in can be rough, and I think you both have potential, but… this is too much. Had you managed to make it all the way through practice I’d have pretended not to notice you’d turned up clearly hungover, but to stop and almost throw up right at the beginning is more than I can take. I want you both off the field now. Wait for me in my office and when practice is over I’ll come see to you.”

Her voice was hard, but also pained, full of frustration and anger but… more than that. There was a note of disappointment too. And that, perhaps, was the most crushing thing.

I could handle her anger, her annoyance, but her disappointment left me feeling small and worthless. It had been Ms Lux who had spotted us at a game and signed us both up for our scholarships. She had given us our place and now… we’d let her down. We’d let ourselves down.

We’d gotten carried away with partying, had let our difficulties with settling into the team and into the more competitive environment of college soccer throw us off our focus. In short, we’d fucked up.

“Didn’t you hear me? Off the field, now, and wait in my office. I’ll deal with you both after practice.” Coach Lux repeated.

I nodded, and beside me Lucas nodded. Together we turned away from Ms Lux’s furious expression, and we trudged our way back to the gym, to her office, where we would both sit and await our fate.
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Practice only lasted for a couple of hours, but it felt like several times longer. Lucas and I both sat in silence in our coach’s office, waiting for her to return, neither of us daring to speak. We both knew we’d fucked up, and nothing we could say or do would fix it. We just had to wait to find out how badly we’d fucked up, and hope that Ms Lux would be lenient.

The noise of our teammates returning to shower and change snapped us from our doldrums, and we looked up and to the closed door, waiting for it to open and for our coach to enter. Yet… there was no sign of her.

Outside we heard our teammates getting showered and undressed, the sound of laughter and joking, the sound of their good moods after a long, productive workout and practice. It was clear it had gone well for all of them, but then they were all much better than us, and they were all much bigger than us.

In that moment I felt a pang of something deep in my chest, a pit of fear. What if we were never going to be good enough? What if we were never going to catch up to the other players’ level of skill? What if we weren’t, as we hoped, and as seemed increasingly likely, late-bloomers.

Lucas and I had always been smaller than our teammates—it had been that fact, and our shared obsession with the game and with getting better that had enabled us to bond as best friends—but we’d never been that much smaller until a few years ago. It was then that our friends and teammates had blossomed into young men, getting taller and stronger and faster, broader, heavier, hairier.

We’d thought we’d catch up eventually, that we would eventually bloom. But that moment had never come and now… now we were in college. We were young adults, young men, and we still looked like young boys, slim and small and short. What if we never caught up? Maybe… maybe this was as far as we could go? Maybe it was already over?

That thought hit me hard. It was a fear that had been eating at me deep down since we’d arrived, it was why I’d been avoiding practice, why I’d thrown myself so hard into partying. I was avoiding thinking about it, avoiding the issue, but now… I was admitting it to myself. I was afraid of losing everything I’d worked so hard for because I just wasn’t good enough.

I felt my hands begin to shake as it all hit me at once. I almost felt like I was going to cry and then… the door opened.

Ms Lux stepped in as voices outside, our teammates, called out goodbyes. They were done, changed, leaving to enjoy the rest of their day, and we were being left behind, forgotten, to face discipline. Ms Lux smiled, a cold expression, then shut the door.

“So, what do you two have to say for yourselves?” She asked.

Then she waited. We were both quiet for a moment, then the words came. We both fell over ourselves trying to apologise, telling her we’d not do it again, that we’d try harder. We promised to stop partying, to start attending practice, and we even offered to put in extra work to catch up and raise our skills, so we could play better.

“You do realise what would happen if I reported you for drinking, don’t you? You both are at risk of losing your scholarships, especially given your poor performance recently. Drinking and partying not only makes you look bad but it makes the team look bad, makes me look bad, and makes the college look bad. Plus, if you check the terms of your scholarship, there is a clause in there about attendance at practice and maintaining a healthy lifestyle, which comes down in the end to your coach’s opinion of how you’re turning up. Which means it’s my opinion that matters.”

Ms Lux was smiling, but there was no humour there. Her green eyes, dazzling and beautiful, looked between us, and I just wanted to ground to open up and swallow me whole.

“Please… just… one more chance.” I said.

Lucas pleaded with me, adding his voice to mine. Ms Lux looked unmoved, stoic, but then… she softened. She took a deep breath and exhaled a sigh.

“I should kick you both off the team for how you’ve been behaving. Hell, I have kicked people off the team for how you’ve been behaving. Given your attitudes, your performance, and your drinking, I have plenty of grounds, but… I do feel for you. You have potential. I just… I don’t know if I can give you a second chance. The rest of the team won’t be happy with it, not with how you’ve been behaving, and… I’m not really sure you’re fit for the team.”

I felt my heart sinking. Getting kicked off the team would mean the end of our scholarships, the end of college. It’d be over before it really began.

“Please!” Lucas said. “We’ll do anything.”

As he said that Ms Lux’s eyes widened. Her smile brightened.

“Anything? Do you really mean that?”

I nodded.

“Yes. We’ll do anything. Just… give us one more chance. Please.” I said.

Ms Lux watched us both for a moment, then nodded, grinning.

“Well then, I just might have a solution that will work.” She said.


Two

“Since you’ve missed so many practices, I say we begin by making up for that. We’re going to have a special private practice, just the three of us, this morning. How does that sound?” She said.

Lucas and I looked at each other. There was something in Ms Lux’s voice that had us both on edge, but we also knew that this was possibly our last chance, and extra practice didn’t sound that bad. Even if we were hungover it wouldn’t be that bad, and if we got to keep our place on the team and our scholarship and earn our coach’s forgiveness then it’d be worth it, right?

“Yeah… sure. We can put in a few hours today. Right James?” Lucas said.

He was looking at me. I nodded without even thinking about it. It was Saturday and we had no plans. A few hours to make it up to Coach Lux was nothing in the scheme of things, plus… maybe some extra practice would help us catch up with our teammates.

Maybe that was all we needed. If we just practiced more, put in more work, then maybe we could catch up in skill and we could overcome our physical shortcomings by learning to play better. Maybe there could be a place for us on the team after all.

“Yeah, absolutely. More practice. If that’s what you want us to do we can do it.” I said.

Ms Lux smiled.

“That’s not all I want you to do, but it is a start. However, before we can begin, you’re both going to have to go get cleaned up and changed. Not only do you still reek of alcohol, but what you’re wearing is absolutely not suitable for what I have in mind.”

“But we don’t have anything else to wear.” I said. “We just have…”

“I can provide you what you need. You just both go shower and I’ll gather what you’ll need. But… you will need a few extra things before you head off. Just some extra toiletries, to make sure you’re smelling sweet and are absolutely ready for practice. Just let me get a few things...”

I didn’t really understand, since we already had soap and towels as they were part of our kit for practice, but I was not about to argue with our coach, not when she was offering us a second chance we might not get again. As she moved to her desk and rummaged through her drawers I looked to Lucas, who looked just as confused as I felt.

He shrugged through, and I smiled. Whatever it was would be better than the alternative, right?

“Ah, there, that should do it. One kit for each of you.” Ms Lux said.

As she straightened up she looked at us. In each hand was a small bag, black, the contents hidden from view.

“I want you both to take this and head through to the showers. You should both use everything in the kits before coming out, and I want you to not only be spotlessly clean so you smell fresh, but I expect you to shave yourselves.”

“Shave?” I asked.

I frowned at that. It was always a point of niggling insecurity for me, and I knew for Lucas too. Neither of us were developed enough that we ever really needed to shave our faces, and there was no trace of stubble on either of us.

“I don’t understand? I don’t need to shave. I don’t have a beard or any stubble so…”

“Not your faces.” Ms Lux said. “Your bodies. I want you to shave your bodies so you are smooth and hairless from your toes to your eyebrows. Understand?”

I froze. I felt Lucas beside me stiffen. She wanted…

“Why?” I asked, chafing at her demand.

While it was true that neither of us were the hairiest of men, it was also true that we had some body hair, and while I couldn’t speak definitively for Lucas, for me what body hair I did have was an outward symbol of my masculinity, proof that I really was a man, even if I wasn’t quite as manly as most. Ms Lux though just smiled.

“I have my reasons, and you have a choice. A simple one. Do as I ask, and take me up on my very generous offer of a second chance, or don’t. If you don’t want to shave you can leave now and we can get on with the process of reporting your recent behaviour and performance. It’s up to you.”

I was quiet for a moment. The room spun. Was she really going…

“But if we shave then… then you won’t report us? If we do what you want today, take whatever practice or punishment this is, then… you’ll not report us and we get to keep our scholarships and stay on the team?” Lucas said.

Ms Lux nodded, smiling.

“In a way. I’m going to expect more than just the one additional practice though, and this isn’t a punishment so much as a chance to see if you might have hitherto undiscovered talents that might be put to use in lieu of your recent lacklustre performance on the pitch. But yes, do as I say and you’ll stay out of trouble. But you need to do as I say, and you need to be motivated. You both need to be dedicated, need to work harder than you’ve been working. And it needs to be both of you.” She said.

There was quiet. Lucas turned to look at me.

“Please.” He said. “I’m willing to do it, to keep the scholarship I mean, but… it needs to be both of us.” He said.

“Do you not think it’s a bit.. much?” I said. “Expecting us to shave our bodies? I mean she won’t even tell us why. Do you not think…”

“We both worked so hard to get these scholarships. We need this. We fucked up, letting things get out of hand, not turning up, partying, so this… this seems fair. It’s just us putting in extra practice, and… I need you. I can’t do this without you.”

Lucas' voice tugged at my core. If it had just been me then I’d have refused.

Ms Lux’s request was ridiculous. I could feel myself chafing at it. Clearly, she just wanted to punish us, humiliate us, and if it had just been me I’d have kept my pride and refused to do as she demanded, the consequences be damned.

But it wasn’t just me. My actions had put not only my future at risk, but Lucas’ as well. If I refused now not only was I at risk of getting kicked out, but my best friend was too.

I felt my resolve collapse as he looked at me, pleading. He always was the softer of the two of us, the quieter, the gentler. I was always the more outgoing, the more rebellious.

It had been me who dragged us both off to so many parties. It had been me who’d convinced Lucas that we wouldn’t get into trouble for skipping practice, and yet… I’d always felt so protective of him. I never wanted to hurt him. I wanted him to have fun. Wanted to have fun with him.

I realised in that moment that my actions had put him at risk, had put his future at risk. It was my responsibility as his friend to make it up to him, to protect him. If that meant going along with what Ms Lux wanted then… so be it.

“Fine.” I said. “I’ll do it, but I’m not happy about it.”

Lucas smiled, looked relieved, mouthed with words thank you. Ms Lux just grinned.

“Good. Now, take these and off you go. I’ll have your new kits ready for you by the time you’re done.” She said

And with that, she sent us both off to the showers to get cleaned up and shaved.
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The showers were a series of private cubicles, and since there was only me and Lucas there, where the room was meant for a whole team of young men, it meant that we were both granted absolute privacy simply by the fact that we each chose a cubicle at the far end of the room away from each other. Small mercies considering what we both needed to do.

I could hear the water running at the other end of the room, out of sight, and then splashing as Lucas began to shower. I was slower to begin, being the more reluctant of the two of us. But I would begin. I would do it for my best friend even if I wanted to refuse.

As I set the water running, letting it heat up, letting the room fill with steam, I emptied out the wash bag. There were the usual items I knew I’d need—shampoo, conditioner, body soap—but also new items that sent a shiver up my spine.

Our coach had included a small pink disposable razor in the bag, along with shaving gel, and a moisturising body butter to help soothe my skin after I was done showering. I shook my head, not quite sure what Ms Lux’s plan was, but committed now, then stepped into the shower.

The first thing I did was wash my hair, glad for the hot water and the soap, the heat easing my aching head, the suds washing away the last traces of my hangover. Once my hair was washed I added conditioner, noticing the luxurious creamy feel of it and the floral scent, and then I let that sit as I turned my attention to the razor.

I’d only ever shaved my face before, and even then only because I thought I was supposed to, not because I ever really needed to. Shaving my body was going to be different.

Luckily the razor seemed designed for the more feminine purpose of shaving legs and body, the handle more comfortable and the head a little more flexible. Content that I wasn’t going to rip my skin to shreds I foamed up my right leg first—shivering as I applied the gel, the silky foamy cream of it making my skin feel slippery and soft.

Once the cream was on I began to shave, the blades slipping over flesh to rid me of all trace of body hair. For the first time in my life, I was almost glad that I wasn’t particularly masculine, that I wasn’t particularly hairy. If I’d been as hirsute as some of my teammates it would have taken me hours to shave everywhere.

As it was, it still took some time even despite my lack of hair. I was being careful, wanting to get all the hair so I didn’t look patchy and stupid, but also not wanting to cut myself.

After my right leg, I did my left, then I shaved my butt cheeks, my belly, my chest, even under my arms. It felt oddly thrilling having the razor caress my body over the slippery foam, like a sensual teasing tickling touch.

As my body hair fell away I could feel my skin becoming more sensitive, tingling as water ran over my body. My cheeks flushed hot, and an odd sense of excitement mixed in with my anger and shame at being punished in such an unusual way. I could feel my belly fluttering as I turned my attention to my crotch and my butt crack.

Shaving there was even slower, as I definitely didn’t want to cut myself, and there was more hair there and my body had more contours and crevices and creases I had to get into, but in the end, I managed it. I was smooth all over. I was hairless.

I felt my heart skip, my belly fluttering. I grabbed the soap and began to wash off the last traces of the shower gel, foaming up my hands with a thick lather before then running my hands over my body.

Only… my hands felt amazing. If the caress of the water had been more intense over smooth, shaved, hairless skin, then the touch of soapy hands was breathtaking. I shivered, a tingle running up my spine as I felt myself heating up.

I let my hands roam for a moment, teasing up and over, caressing, soft, exploring. I let my gaze fall down to my body and… what I saw was oddly exciting.

I’d always been small and slim, but given the amount of sports I played I’d also always been in good shape, with toned, long legs, a flat stomach and chest, thin arms, and a good ass, but I knew I’d never been masculine, that I’d never been what anyone might consider conventionally attractive.

It was that fact that I felt was to blame for my lack of success with girls, with women. After all, what girls would want to go out with a scrawny, short man when they could go out with someone tall and muscular and handsome.

Both Lucas and I had suffered the same curse. We were lacking in traditional masculinity, and though in high school we’d been the stars of the soccer team, we’d still not got much female attention, or at least not much female attention in the way that counted. Though we both had plenty of female friends, we’d neither of us ever had proper girlfriends, and we were both very lacking in experience of the female touch.

So… seeing my body smooth, soft, delicate, and feminine was oddly arousing. Without hair it was like I’d been transformed, becoming cute and delicate, alluring, and the way my hands felt was electric.

Was this what it was like to touch a girl? Was this what it was like to be touched by a girl, or… was it what it was like to be touched as a girl?

I shifted, examining my body, my legs, hips, ass, even my belly and chest. It was like I’d been subtly transformed, and I could feel my imagination running away with me. I pictured myself caressing the body of a slim, flat-chested girl, teasing her, making her hot and wet, and…

I felt my cock throb, swelling, getting hard. I felt a swell of pleasure and desire and need.

I hadn’t cum in a couple of days, and last night I’d spent almost the entire party flirting with a really hot girl only to have her go off with a bigger, taller, broader player from the basketball team, leaving me very frustrated so I figured… why not? I’d be quick.

And with that, I let my hands run up to my cock, gripping it. As smooth and as hairless as it was it looked almost… cute, fitting neatly into my grip—I was acutely aware my cock wasn’t massive, but I also knew it was only just below what was considered average according to internet research. Yet as I stroked it got harder, longer, fatter, and I could feel the pleasure swelling, my dick throbbing.

With the soap as lube, my skin slick and sensitive, it was not long before the pleasure built. I closed my eyes and let my other hand roam around my ass, my pert, smooth, soft, hairless ass.

It was just like groping a girl's ass. In my head I imagined I was groping a girl's ass, that I was fucking a girl while feeling up her fat ass.

My cock ached, so hard it almost hurt. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been that turned on. I fucked my hips forward, working my cock in and out of my soapy grip, and then… I was cumming. I was cumming so hard it made me dizzy, my whole body lighting up.

I moaned, struggling to stay quiet, and as I came my mind suddenly cleared. I’d masturbated in the team showers, after having shaved my body. I’d gotten excited by how girly my body was and I’d gotten hard and then made myself cum. What was wrong with me?

I felt my cheeks burn, and I opened my eyes to see the thick white cream of my cum on the floor, slowly circling the drain. Why had I done that? Why had I gotten so carried away?

I quickly rinsed off, then used my foot to make sure all of my cum went down the drain, eager to hide my shame. Clean, shaved, smooth, I stepped out of the shower to face the rest of the special practice that coach Lux was preparing for us.


Three

I stepped out of the shower first, a towel wrapped around my waist—I had been half tempted to wrap it around my chest, feeling oddly naked given my lack of body hair, but that felt too feminine and girly, so I settled for just around my waist like normal—and found Ms Lux waiting for me, sat on one of the changing benches. She had two piles on either side of her, both of them covered with towels.

“Sit down. We’ll wait for Lucas before we start. I want both of you here before I explain what comes next.” She said.

I nodded, sat down opposite her, and waited. I could still feel my cheeks burning from the shame of having cum in the shower. Had she heard? Did she know?

I tried to distract myself by working out what was under the towel, but it was impossible to tell. At the sound of wet footsteps, I looked up and saw Lucas and…

My eyes went wide. He too was just wearing a towel around his waist, so his chest was bare, only his shins on show, but it was like he’d been subtly changed and I could almost not believe it was really him.

With what little body hair he had gone he looked… different. His cheeks and throat were pink, and he kept his head down, his chin-length blonde hair falling in front of his blue eyes, hiding his face. He looked so shy and coy and… kinda cute.

I shook my head, trying to dislodge those thoughts, but… they were stuck. Why did Lucas look suddenly so different with just his body hair gone? It was like his whole posture and personality had changed, like his body was suddenly more… feminine. Had the same thing happened to me?

“Sit, please.” Ms Lux said.

Lucas did as he was told, sitting next to me. Ms Lux was smiling, but we both sat squirming, awkward and unsure of what was expected of us.

“Now, are you ready to see your uniforms for our special practice sessions?” She asked.

I nodded. Beside me Lucas nodded. I wasn’t sure I was ready but I wasn’t going to back out, not when my best friend needed me.

If some silly punishment meant to humiliate me, some dumb private practice was what it took for us to keep our scholarships, then I’d do it. And then our coach pulled the towels off and I felt suddenly a lot less certain.

“Are you joking?” I said.

“You want us to…”

“Yes.” She said, cutting Lucas off. You are going to wear these and we’re going to practice. If you can’t perform on the soccer team, then this is the alternative. Understand?”

I felt my whole body grow cold. I stared at the pile of clothes Ms Lux had revealed. It was… a cheerleader's uniform. A girl’s cheerleader uniform.
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We both tried to argue, but in the end, Ms Lux was having none of it. She was adamant that if we wanted to keep our scholarships and our place on the team that we had to prove we were committed, and that this was the only way to prove it.

I refused, not willing to be further humiliated, but It was not just me. In the end, Lucas gave in, and he turned to me, asked me to join him.

“Please.” He said. “It needs to be both of us and… I can’t lose this scholarship. It’s not that bad, and we’ll be doing it together.”

I took a deep breath, looking into his sorrowful blue eyes. He was my best friend. I’d do anything for him. But… could I really do what Ms Lux was demanding.

I looked back to the uniforms and considered my options. There were two uniforms, both similar to the ones the college’s cheer squad wore, but different. One was dark, mostly black, and one was a range of soft pinks, though both were detailed with white. It was either give in and wear a girly cheerleader uniform and keep our scholarships, or refuse, and maybe get kicked out of college.

If it was just me I knew I’d risk it. But it wasn’t just me. It was Lucas too, and he really cared about his scholarship. I was arguably the reason he was in trouble, so… it was up to me to help him, right?

I exhaled a slow sigh. I nodded.

“Fine. I’ll do it.” I said, instantly regretting it.

“Wonderful.” Ms Lux said. “I know you’re both going to look just beautiful.”

I didn’t want to look beautiful though. I wanted to be handsome. I knew I wasn’t the manliest man, but this was going backwards, or in reverse, and that was not what I wanted. Was it?
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It did not take us long to get dressed as the uniforms were relatively simple, and I did not want to draw the humiliating, embarrassing process out any more than I had to.

I turned my back to Lucas, so he couldn’t see me and I couldn’t see him, and I just hoped he was doing the same. I could do nothing about the fact that our coach was watching us very closely, so I just tried, rather unsuccessfully, to pretend that she wasn’t there.

I slipped on the panties first, a pair of simple, white, innocent-looking panties, the material soft and sensual, slipping them up under my towel so I didn’t expose myself, and yet… I couldn’t believe how soft they were, teasing over my smooth, sensitive skin. As I tugged them into place I also realised how skimpy they were, high cut in the leg and ass to leave most of my butt exposed, my cock neatly tucked in the front.

Moving in them made my head and belly flutter, the fabric so delicate, and I couldn’t help but feel the caress of them, teasing me, the cloth sneaking into my butt crack. I tried not to think about how good they felt, focussing instead on getting dressed, getting practice over with.

I pulled on the socks next, long thigh-high black socks with white bands at the top, then slipped on the white bralette, the cups slightly padded. I wanted to scream and storm out as I picked it up, but I knew I was doing this for Lucas, to keep our scholarships, so I swallowed my pride, fastening in front before slipping it up and tucking my arms through the straps, adjusting it to fit.

It was odd, having a bralette on, the cups squeezing my chest, the padding making it seem like I had small tits. That combined with my small, petite body and my lack of body hair made me look almost…

I shook my head, unwilling to almost think it. I could feel myself getting hot and flustered. I needed to focus and get the punishment over with.

So, I grabbed the skirt and top and I pulled them on, slipping the skirt up my legs first—the black pleated fabric short, tight, barely long enough to cover my ass, high around my hips and waist—followed by the top—the material clinging to my body, emphasising my small, barely-there tits, leaving my narrow shoulder and thin arms and taut belly exposed. I could barely breathe, not because the clothes were tight, but because it was all so overwhelming. My head was spinning.

It felt too sensual, the material soft, clinging to my sensitive body. As I moved I felt my skirt sway, the hem caressing my thighs, teasing me, a shiver running up my spine. I felt flustered and hot and I couldn’t help but smile. Looking down at myself I realised I looked… good.

Really good. Way better than I had any right to. I had… I had a cute girl’s body. I looked like a hot cheerleader. A hot slutty cheerleader.

I could feel a fire in my gut, a wellspring of emotions, and I was glad I’d touched myself and cum in the shower because if I hadn’t I had a suspicion I might have been hard given how exciting it all was. Yet… I knew that was wrong. What I was feeling was wrong, wasn’t it?

“Shoes, then you can turn and face each other.” Ms Lux said.

I nodded, blushing, hoping she hadn’t noticed how I’d been checking myself out. I slipped my feet into the cute trainers she’d given me, low-heeled, the shape of them making me stand in a way that made my ass stick out, my shoulders back to make my chest seem even fuller, and yet… there was something comfortable in the posture, the way it made me look even more feminine.

“Perfect. Now, turn around and get a good look at each other.” She said.

I took a deep breath and then did as she said. I turned, tottering slightly in my heeled trainers, and then… I saw Lucas. And he saw me.
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We each stood for a moment, silent and frozen, wide eyes, each watching the other. He looked amazing.

My best friend was gone though, replaced with a cute, pink cheerleader, a hot body and a pretty face, small tits, subtle hips, thick thighs, and a perfect little peach butt. Was that all it took to make Lucas into a pretty girl? Shaving and a cheerleader's uniform?

But then… what about me? I could see from the way Lucas was looking at me that he saw something he wasn’t expecting. What was it?

“You look…” Lucas started to talk, then stopped.

His face was pink, a deep blush. I shifted, squirming, heart racing. I felt almost shy, like I was worse than naked, and yet there was a sense of excitement too, a sense of… joy.

“What? Do I look terrible?” I asked.

I felt suddenly afraid. What if Lucas thought I looked stupid, or ridiculous. He looked so good but I couldn’t help but fret over what he thought. Part of me wanted him to think I looked good too, but that was silly, right? I shouldn’t want to look good as a sexy, girly cheerleader, should I?

And yet I did. I really did. I wanted Lucas to think of me…

“No.” He said. “You look… cute.”

I smiled, blushing a deeper shade of crimson. Lucas thought I was cute?

“Cute and kinda hot.” He said.

I smiled.

“Really?” I asked, feeling even shyer than before. “I mean… thanks? I guess? And… you do too. Look good I mean. Cute. Pretty. The pink suits you and your blonde hair.”

Lucas smiled, blush deepening.

“The black suits you too.” He said. “Your black hair and pale skin, your dark eyes. You look… like a hot girl. It’s wild, but… you do.”

We both fell quiet for a moment, staring at each other.

“Well, I’m pleased to see you both like your new uniforms, because you’re going to be wearing them a lot until you prove to me you’ve earned your scholarships again.” Ms Lux said.

Her voice snapped me back to the room, and I felt suddenly foolish again. Why did I even think looking like a hot girl was a good thing? Why did I even care what Lucas thought about me in a girl’s cheerleader costume?

“Only… we seem to have a small problem.” She said.

We both turned to look at her, and I frowned. She smiled at me, then nodded towards Lucas, indicating that he was somehow the problem.

“If you’re going to play the role of pretty cheerleaders, and I insist you do, then you must look the part. While you both look stunning, there is a small detail that poor Lucas is failing to achieve. Pretty girls don’t have hard-ons under their skirts.”

I felt my face flush. Without thinking I turned to look and… sure enough I could see the prominent bulge of Lucas’ cock under his skirt. He was hard.

“Not that I wasn’t expecting and planning for this problem mind. We can resolve it easily enough. What I’m most curious about is your lack of excitement James. Tell me, how are you able to stay so calm despite looking so cute, and despite the very attractive cheerleader in front of you. Is Lucas not hot enough?”

I opened my mouth to speak…

“And be sure to tell the truth. I’d hate for me to have to make your punishment worse.” Ms Lux said. “And it’ll be worse for both of you.”

The way she smiled made me shiver. The truth was I was only able to stay calm because I’d cum in the shower while touching myself. But there was no way our coach knew that, was there?

I looked back to Ms Lux and she was so calm, grinning. Did she know? If it had just been me I’d have risked it, but it was Lucas too, and I didn’t want to make things worse for him, so…

“I touched myself in the showers.” I said, blurting the truth out. “I made myself cum before getting out and… that’s why I’m not hard.”

I could feel my face burning. I didn’t dare look at Lucas.

“Well… that is a problem. On the one hand that’s not the kind of behaviour I expect from a good girl, but on the other hand, you were honest, so… I suppose I can’t be too hard on you.”

I forced a smile.

“Thank you.” I muttered.

“But… we still have the problem of Lucas being all excited and flustered in his uniform, and good girls shouldn’t be hard, so… what should we do about it?”

Ms Lux looked at me. I shrugged. She smiled.

“How about… since you’ve already cum, and part of his problem is the fact you’re so cute, that you take responsibility and help him out.” She said.

I stared at her, not quite sure what she meant. She just smiled at me.

“I want you to go help Lucas. Cheerleaders don’t have hard-ons, so you need to fix the problem. After all, it’s your fault for looking so sexy and turning him on, and it’s the least you can do since you’ve already cum.”

As her words sank in my eyes went wide, realisation dawning. I began to shake my head.

“I’m afraid I’ve made my mind up James. You played with yourself in the shower and came early. Had you not I’d have just had you both make yourselves cum to fix the problem, but now… I think this is more fitting. So, go help your friend out. I insist.”

I knew I could refuse, that I could leave, but I also knew that we’d both lose our scholarships. I turned to look at Lucas, hoping he’d be willing to follow me, but the way he looked at me it was almost like he wanted me to make him cum.

“Please.” He said. “Just… just this once. So we don’t lose our places on the team.”

I stared at him.

“You really want me to…”

He nodded.

“Please.” He said again. “You… you’re really cute.”

His voice was soft, shy, timid, and there was something in the way he spoke, the way he looked at me, that made me soften. In the end, I gave in, but only because he was my friend. My best friend.

And… he was also kind of cute, which made it okay. Right?
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“Get on your knees.” Ms Lux said. “You’ll be more comfortable.”

I nodded, letting my brain shut off. If I was going to do it then it was best not to think too hard.

I crossed towards Lucas, feeling my hips wiggle and my ass shake, the hem of my skirt brushing against my thighs, and there was something about the way he watched me that excited me. I saw his cock throb beneath his skirt.

I really was exciting him? Something about that thrilled me. I felt like a hot girl, cute and pretty and feminine, sexy. I’d never really been lusted after before, never really been wanted. As a boy, I was unexceptional, plain and boring, but as a cheerleader, I was turning even my best friend on.

I could feel my body trembling, excitement and desire, nervous, but I didn’t stop. I crossed to stand in front of Lucas and then fell to my knees.

His cock, hard beneath his skirt, was level with my face. I watched it bob and sway as it throbbed, so excited by me.

“Please.” He whispered.

“Go on James. Make your best friend cum.” Ms Lux said. “Be a good girl and make him cum like you make yourself cum.”

Her voice was forceful, commanding, and yet the tone was almost dreamlike. I could feel my rational self shutting down as something else took over.

Without speaking I reached up, hands trembling, and ran my hands up his thighs. His skin was soft, delicate, warm, and I felt him tremble. His cock throbbed in front of me under his pink skirt.

Part of my mind was screaming at me, telling me to stop, to refuse, but… another part was captivated, and curious. And I had to, right? I didn’t have a choice, did I? So what if part of me was enjoying it? It wasn’t like I wanted to touch Lucas, was it?

“Oh god how are you so cute, and you feel… you feel so good.” He said.

“Has no one ever touched you before?” I asked. “Am I… and I the first?”

Lucas nodded. I smiled. I had always thought he, like me, was a virgin. I was going to be the first person to make my best friend cum, and something about that excited me.

Feeling my resistance crumble, the room fading away until it was just me and my best friend, I ran my hands up higher until… my hands closed on the bulge of Lucas’ cock inside his panties, throbbing, hard, hot.

His hips thrust into my grip. I stroked with one hand, and with the other I peeled his panties down, freeing his prick, wrapping my fingers around smooth skin.

“Oh god…”

Lucas was moaning, the pleasure clear in his voice. I looked up at him, feeling my heart thundering. There was something so thrilling about the power I felt, knowing I was the cause of his pleasure, his lust.

I stroked, teasing, feeling his cock. It felt so much better than I thought it would, hard and smooth, warm, the pulse of it in my grip. I looked down and saw my hand working beneath his skirt, his cock still hidden.

“Make him cum.” Ms Lux said. “Be a good girl and make him cum.”

I stroked, harder, faster, and I felt a drip of wetness, Lucas’ cock drooling precum. He worked his hips, fucking my hand, and I could feel his prick throbbing, his breath ragged.

I was going to make him cum. I was really going to make my best friend cum. I was a pretty, cute, sexy cheerleader about to make another cheerleader cum, only… I’d not even seen his cock. Without thinking I used my free hand to lift his skirt, exposing him, his panties, smooth thighs, his cock.

It, like him, was cute. The tip was oozing precum as I stroked, almost like I was milking it.

“Fuck… your hand feels so good. I’m close.”

I worked my hand faster, leaned in closer to watch, mesmerized. I’d never seen another cock in person before and it was strangely alluring. I felt so slutty and hot and powerful.

“He’s going to cum.” Ms Lux said. “You’re going to make your friend cum like a good girl. Are you ready for it? Are you ready for the mess he’s going to make all over your face?”

Her words hit me hard. I could tell Lucas was close, his breathing hard, his cock swelling, throbbing, and I knew if I didn’t do something he was going to cum all over my face.

I didn’t want to stop, but I wasn’t ready to have him cum on my face either. My head was spinning, and as Lucas thrust I acted on instinct. I leaned in closer and… I opened my mouth.

My mouth, already wet with spit and drool, lips tingling, closed on his cock. My lips wrapped around the head, sucked, and he thrust. I let him thrust, let him fuck my mouth, my hot, wet, tight, virgin cheerleader mouth. I let him fuck my mouth as I sucked hard, working his cock and hand and his cock throbbed.

“Fuck I’m gonna cum.”

Lucas moaned and I worked my hand and mouth and tongue and lips, suddenly eager to make him cum. I looked up, saw his face a mask of pleasure, and I sucked harder.

His cock swelled and then… he was cumming, cumming in my mouth as he thrust, fucking my face, coating my tongue and throat with spunk, so much that I almost choked. I had to swallow to stop from drowning, swallowing over and over, his cum thick and creamy, a bitter, sweet, salty tang that was less unpleasant than I figured it would be.

I swallowed over and over, milking his cock, and Lucas fucked his cock into my mouth, moaning. I was dizzy, my belly fluttering. I felt so good, my cock throbbing despite only just having cum.

I kept swallowing even as Lucas’ cock began to soften, sucking every last drop of cum from his cock. I felt like the sluttiest cheerleader who ever lived and… I liked it.

Slowly I pulled my head back, slurping, and his softening prick left the seal of my lips with an audible pop. I giggled as I looked up at him, cheeks pink.

“Fuck…” He whispered.

“I… sorry. I got carried away. I don’t know why I did that.”

“You don’t need to apologise. That was amazing.” Lucas said.

There was laughter, a light chuckle, amused. I realised that our coach was behind me and I remembered where I was. I felt reality crash down around me.

I had just sucked my best friend's cock in front of Ms Lux, while we were both dressed as slutty cheerleaders. What was I thinking?

“I know why you did it.” She said, sounding amused. “Because you’re a slut, and because you think Lucas is hot. There’s nothing to be ashamed of in that. But now… we have to make sure your problem doesn’t return during practice, and for that I need both of you standing with your skirts up and your panties down.”

I was giddy, cum drunk, and too flustered to argue. With my head still spinning with what I’d done I rose to my feet and stood next to Lucas. As he held his skirt up—his panties already down and his spit-wetted cock already out—I moved to copy his pose, first pulling my panties down and then lifting my skirt up.

The way Ms Lux smiled at us made me shiver, but when I saw what she had in her hands, the solution to our problem, I felt my blood run cold. Yet… I didn’t say a word, almost as though I wanted it.


Four

In the end, the practice Ms Lux had in mind was relatively normal. Or at least it was relatively normal as far as cheerleader practices went—for me and Lucas it was entirely abnormal, not only because we’d never cheered before, but also because we were both dressed like cute, girly cheerleaders, and because we were both caged.

After I’d made Lucas cum and we’d both exposed ourselves at our coach's command, she moved to make sure we wouldn’t have a repeat of Lucas’s problem, and that I wouldn’t misbehave in the showers again. Her solution was simple and horrifying.

She caged us both. She locked both of us in chastity cages. She fitted us both with tiny metal cages on our cocks, and she locked both of them on with cute, delicate—but very sturdy—padlocks. My cock, and Lucas’ cock, were both locked away until our coach decided to release us.

But then… after that, it was almost like we were regular cheerleaders. Ms Lux, satisfied with how we were dressed, pleased we were secure, took us off to practice and rehearse, putting us through the basic drills for beginner cheerleaders.

Though we were both very fit, having played soccer at a competitive level for years, the drills were still gruelling. It was an entirely new form of physical activity, and though neither of us did terribly, neither of us did great either. Yet… Ms Lux was very complimentary and encouraging.

After threatening to kick us off the team and revoke our scholarships, I’d expected her to be more brutal. I was expecting her to humiliate and ridicule us. She’d made us shave, dress up like girls, and had even forced me to suck Lucas’ cock—and she had forced me I was certain since there was no way I’d have done that willingly, was there?

I was expecting her to berate and mock and shame us, but… she didn’t. Instead, she was gentle, instructing us, leading us, coaching us. She taught us moves, poses, and led us through exercises, and she was constantly supportive, almost flattering us for how we moved, and for how we looked.

Words like graceful, beautiful, delicate, talented, pretty, sexy, stunning. They were words she never used when we were practising on the soccer field. They were the kind of words people used about girls, about hot girls.

I knew I should have hated it, being made to dress and perform like a teenager. I knew she was trying to humiliate us, treating us like girls. I knew I should hate her phoney compliments, but… I didn’t.

I liked them. They made my heart skip and made my cheeks ache from smiling.

By the end of practice, I was exhausted, sweaty and aching in a way that I wasn’t used to, but I was also… oddly happy. As I looked to Lucas I saw him smiling, and I knew he felt it too, and then I remembered how it had felt to suck his cock, swallowing his cum, and I felt my body throb, my cage aching, and I looked away quickly as I blushed.

“I’m impressed, you both did really well today, but I’m not done with you yet. I’m going to want to see more from you before I’m willing to forgive you, so I want you back here tomorrow for another practice. Okay?”

We both nodded. Part of me was furious I was going to be made to do it all again, but part of me was also excited.

“Oh, and tonight no parties. I have homework for you.” Ms Lux said.

My heart sank. Homework? I was dreading what further punishment she intended for us.
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The homework was simple enough, but I was dreading it. Ms Lux sent us both home from practice with clear instructions and everything we’d need to do our assignment. She was expecting us back the next day each with a make-up look to suit not only our singular cheerleader outfits but also our natural complexions.

“I want you Lucas to have a look that will work well with your blonde hair and your blue eyes and your pink uniform.” She’d said. “And you James, should go for something dark, to suit your black hair and eyes and your black uniform. Remember to be brave and bold. You both have the potential to be beautiful, so don’t be shy in going for something extreme.”

My heart had sunk, but as she handed us the bag with everything we’d need inside, neither of us had argued. How could we when we didn’t really have a choice, and… after all I’d been through already, was a little make-up really that bad?

So, we’d both got changed back into our street clothes, and we’d headed home together in silence. What was there to say after all we’d done?

We’d both shaved, and been dressed as cheerleaders, and I’d cum in the showers and been made to confess. And then… I’d been forced to make Lucas cum. I’d been forced to make my best friend cum with my hand and mouth and I’d even swallowed his cum.

I could still remember it clearly, how his hard cock had felt thrusting between my lips, fucking my mouth, my tongue circling as it throbbed, then the thrill of it pulsing, shooting load after load of hot cum into my mouth, swallowing it. I could still almost taste it.

And I knew I’d been forced, because… there was no way I’d ever have done that out of choice, right? It wasn’t like I wanted to do it. That I’d enjoyed it was beside the point. It just… the thrill of a novel experience, the sense of power at turning someone on, being desired, the rush of giving my best friend so much pleasure. It wasn’t like I actually enjoyed sucking his cock or that I actually liked the taste of his cum.

So then… why was my caged cock throbbing when I thought about it?
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We arrived back at our flat without exchanging a word, but as the door clicked Lucas stopped and faced me, his expression almost pained. I stopped, worried about him. Maybe it was all too much and he wanted to back out? We’d come so far, done so much, but… if he was okay with risking our scholarships so was I.

I was only going through with all of this for him. Wasn’t I?

“Are you okay?” He asked, voice strained. “Are… we okay? After earlier, in the changing rooms, you and me and when you… when you did the… the thing… are we okay?”

I smiled. He was just worried about what had happened. Seeing him in pain made things almost click. I never wanted to hurt him.

The truth was I was okay. We were okay. It was just the once, and… it really hadn’t been that bad. He was my best friend so what did a little thing like a blowjob matter?

“We’re fine.” I told him. “I… it was fine, all of it. A little weird, dressing up like that and… and what we did. But we’ll get to keep our place on the team if we do all this and we’ll get to keep our scholarships, right? And that’s the important thing.”

Lucas nodded, a faint smile.

“Yeah, I guess. I just… I’m worried you hate me now, because… because of what we did. What I did to you. It’d kill me if I’d ruined our friendship but it was just so hot and you looked so sexy and you felt so good and I couldn’t help myself.”

I blushed at his words. The way he spoke it was obvious he really had found me hot. He looked so flustered and shy and almost… cute. I could almost see the hot blonde cheerleader I’d sucked off and I remembered why I’d taken his cock into my mouth. True, I was being made to do it, but… I’d been curious too. Part of me had wanted to do it.

“You didn’t make me do anything.” I said. “It was Ms Lux, and… I didn’t mind. Not really. I mean, you looked kinda hot too, all smooth and dressed up and there was something almost fun about it. I’ve not really been intimate with anyone before so my best friend being my first time, well… it’s kinda special, right?”

I was smiling, and seeing Lucas brighten up made my smile widen, my heart swelling. He clearly had been really worried about what we’d done, fretting that cumming in my mouth had ruined our friendship. I felt terrible that my silence had hurt him.

“So… you didn’t hate it?” He said. “You don’t hate me?”

I shook my head.

“I could never hate you. And I didn’t hate it. It was fun, in an odd way, and… yeah, it wasn’t that bad. I enjoyed it, maybe, a bit, but only because I was being made to do it and because of the situation. But… yeah… it was fun.”

Lucas giggled.

“You know, if it wasn’t for these cages, I’d be tempted to repay you.” He said. “You made it look so fun and you looked so hot and it felt so fucking good that I figure it’d only fair.”

I stared at him, eyes wide. Was my best friend saying that he wanted… that he wanted to suck my cock, that he’d enjoyed my mouth so much, that I looked so good doing it, that I looked like I was having so much fun that… that he wanted to try it. With me?

“I…”

Lucas laughed again, blushing a deep pink.

“I guess there’s no point thinking about that though. At least… not now. Maybe when the cages come off?”

I blinked, stunned silence.

“Is that a no?” He asked.

I shook my head.

“A maybe?” He asked.

I nodded. It really was a maybe.

I mean, I had sucked his cock, let him cum in my mouth, had swallowed, so it seemed only fair that I get to see what it felt like. Right?

“Cool. Well… I’ll look forward to it. But… guess we should get on with our homework right? I mean, we don’t want to lose our place on the team or our scholarships after everything today, do we?”

I shook my head again.

“No, guess we don’t.” I said, smiling.

“Want to do it together?” Lucas asked. “Help each other out?”

I nodded.

“Sure, that sounds like fun.”
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The process of finding a look for each of us was not that hard. The internet helped a lot. We just searched for make-up tips for our hair and eye colour and then picked looks that would work with the colours of our costumes.

In a way it was almost fun, choosing how each other would look, and I picked a set of bright, bold pinks and golds and blacks for Lucas, while we went dark for me, to match my hair and eyes and uniform.

“I’m going to look like a creepy goth cheerleader if you make me do that.” I said.

Lucas chuckled.

“I mean… is that a problem?” As he spoke he was blushing. “Plus… I’ve always had a bit of a thing for cute goth girls, and… I think you’d be really cute.”

I blushed at that. Lucas thought I would be cute, and he’d picked a look that would make me into a cute girl? But then… hadn’t I done the same?

I’d picked bold pinks to match his uniform, accentuating his blonde hair and blue eyes, thinking of all the hot slutty bimbo girls I always admire. Wasn’t I just as guilty of trying to make him into the kind of girl I found hot?

“If you don’t want to though I can pick something else and…”

“No.” I said, interrupting him. “I can do goth. I want to do goth. That is… if you mean it? You really think I’d look cute?”

Lucas nodded.

“Just thinking about you as a sexy goth cheerleader is exciting me. If not for my cage I’d be able to show you how excited it was making me.”

Lucas giggled again, blushing. Was he really saying what I thought he was saying?

It was like I was seeing a whole new side to him. He was normally so reserved and quiet. It was one of the reasons I’d been so adamant about dragging him to parties, hoping to get him out of his shell, but it had never worked.

Yet… now, after we’d both dressed and acted as cheerleaders, after I’d sucked his cock and made him cum, it was like… I was seeing a more confident, cheerful, playful, and flirtatious side to my best friend. And… I liked it. I liked it a lot.

The way he spoke to me was oddly thrilling. He really did think I was hot. It felt nice, and… I could feel my cage getting tight.

“But… I guess we need to wait until we get our cages off for that, right?” He said.

I nodded, stunned. He giggled again.

“So… practice? I do my make-up, you do yours then we look each other over to see how we look and offer tips and advice?”

I nodded again. I was too dumbstruck to speak.

Lucas smiled, and together both sat down to do our homework.


Five

Applying the make-up was much harder than it looked. I was being careful, trying to follow the instructions in the videos I was watching, but the girls were clearly much more talented and experienced in putting on make-up than me. But then that was no surprise as I’d never done it before.

I’d picked a simple look, suitable for beginners according to the video description, but clearly, I was a lot more beginner than the intended audience. I struggled and had to stop and clean my face up and start over multiple times, but in the end, I managed a look that wasn’t terrible.

I knew I could do better, and part of me wanted to, but… it was good enough for now.

“I just need more practice.” I said to myself.

But then I shook my head. Why would I want to practice make-up? Why did I care about getting good at it, looking better? It was sufficient for practice the next day with our coach and that was good enough, right?”

“Ready?” I called out to Lucas.

There was quiet, a pause, and then…

“I was thinking…” Lucas stopped. “… maybe we should put our uniforms on, before we see each other, so we can see if the looks go and we can give proper informed opinions.”

I was quiet. Part of me was almost thrilled at the idea, but part of me was horrified at the suggestion. I couldn’t work out which part was louder.

Ms Lux had made sure that we’d packed our uniforms up after practice, telling us that they were ours now and it was our duty as cheerleaders to look after them. I figured it was just to further our punishment and humiliation, making sure we had a constant reminder, but… she’d not said anything about having to wear them for the homework.

If we were to wear them now it’d be of our own free will. We’d be dressing up as girls, as cute, hot, sexy cheerleaders, out of choice. Yet… I’d gone through all the effort of doing my make-up, so didn’t I deserve to see how good I looked.

And… if I said yes I’d get to see Lucas all dressed up, with make-up. He’d looked so hot with just the uniform. How would he look with the addition of make-up in the style I’d chosen for him?

The thought of my best friend looking like a sexy, pretty, bimbo cheerleader made my body throb, my caged cock aching. Wasn’t that worth it? And… maybe dressing up would be fun? Maybe doing it for myself would lessen the sting of our coach’s punishment. Maybe I could make it an act of empowerment?

With that thought, I smiled. Yeah… dressing up out of choice because I wanted to, because I looked good, was about me, not about being punished. I’d be getting one over on Ms Lux, and I’d get to feel good, and I’d get to see Lucas again, all cute and pretty and pink.

“Well?” Lucas called out. “I mean… we don’t have to. It was just an idea and if you…

“Let’s do it.” I called out.

There was a moment of quiet and then...

“Cool.” Lucas said.

I could tell from his voice that he was grinning.
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As Lucas stepped out I felt my jaw go slack and my eyes go wide. Was that really my best friend? But he looked so… amazing.

I’d tried my best with my make-up, and though it wasn’t perfect I thought I’d done a good job. With my uniform on—the black top and the black pleated skirt, the thigh-high socks and the heeled trainers, panties, the padded bralette—I thought I looked pretty good.

No, more than pretty good. I thought I looked hot.

Seeing myself in the mirror for the first time—there were no mirrors in the changing room so this was my first time seeing myself all dressed up—I couldn’t help but stop and stare, posing, grinning, blushing. It really did feel empowering, being pretty, cute, feminine, sexy. I felt… light and happy and giddy, with smooth legs, cute, barely-there tits and a round peachy ass. I couldn’t wait to show Lucas.

Especially because the make-up, however flawed, really had made a difference. In my uniform, I really did look like a girl. My body was slim and petite, with subtle curves, smooth thighs, and my face was… beautiful. Big dark eyes, heavy black make-up, short black hair that I’d done my best to make look tousled so it was more like a girl’s haircut than a boy’s.

Yet, as I stepped out, I felt almost crushed. He looked so much hotter than me.

I’d picked pinks and golds and blacks for his make-up look to go with his pink cheerleader uniform, a classic bimbo look, but I’d expected him to go for something simple. Instead… he looked like he’d just stepped off the set of a porn movie.

His make-up was heavy and perfectly applied, making his face, which was already pretty cute, even cuter. I felt almost ugly by comparison.

“Oh wow… you look…”

“Nowhere near as good as you.” I said, interrupting. “How did you do it? You look… hot.”

Lucas blushed, giggled, but shook his head.

“You look amazing, and you did a great job for someone who’s never done it before.” He said.

I looked at him, watched him, and I could tell that he meant it. One of the benefits of knowing Lucas so well was knowing when he was lying, and it was clear he wasn’t. He might have been exaggerating the truth, but he wasn’t lying. Which meant… he really did like how I looked.

And that made my belly flutter, my heart skipping. I couldn’t help but grin.

“You really think I look hot?” Lucas asked.

I nodded. There was something in his voice, a note of shyness and excitement that was alluring, flirtatious. He shifted, wiggling his hips and ass, and just watching him made my caged cock throb, hard.

“How did you do it?” I asked. “The make-up I mean. Yours is so much… better than mine. How? I mean… we’re both beginners but you look like a movie star and…”

“About that.” Lucas said. “I… might not be a complete beginner.”

As she spoke he giggled, blushing deep pink. I could see the fear in his eyes, squirming.

“I… this isn’t the first time I’ve dressed up like a girl. And it isn’t the first time I’ve done make-up. I… might have been keeping a secret from you for a few years.”

I stared at him, blinked, and then… it clicked.

“You mean… you… you like this kind of thing?” I asked.

Lucas nodded. He looked so shy, but also so cute.

“I do. It's fun and… I think you like it too, at least a little, or you’re at least curious about it. Right?”

I was frozen. There was something oddly thrilling about the cute, girly cheerleader outfit, and it did feel good to feel attractive for once, to feel hot, sexy, to feel admired.

As a boy, I’d always been small and unexceptional, but as a girl, as a cheerleader, it was clear that Lucas found me attractive, and that was exciting. So, I smiled and nodded.

“Yeah… it… it does feel kind of nice.” I said, nervous.

Lucas smiled.

“If you want… I could help you with your make-up, give you some tips. I think you look stunning but there’s definitely a few tricks I know that would be easy to do and that would make you look even better.”

I was quiet. My best friend was offering to give me make-up tips, wanted to help me look even prettier. I knew I should refuse. This was just to keep Ms Lux happy so we could get our place on the team back. This wasn’t meant to be fun, and I shouldn’t have cared about looking prettier.

But at the same time… I was curious. How would I look if Lucas helped me? He was clearly very skilled at make-up, and I wanted to know about the part of his life he’d kept secret from me.

How had it started? What did he wear? How did he look? As his best friend, I wanted to accept him, support him, so maybe this was how I could do that, maybe this was how I could show him I didn’t mind and that he could be himself around me—plus the thought of him looking cute sometimes around our apartment had it’s appeal.

Plus… there was something about the idea of impressing Ms Lux. Clearly, she didn’t know how talented Lucas was, how skilled, so if we both turned up with the ability to wow her then maybe we’d get back into her good books sooner. Doing this would be empowering too. I’d be taking a punishment meant to humiliate me and would be turning it on its head.

If looking pretty made me feel good, made me feel powerful, then… was there anything wrong with it? Lucas had been doing it for years and I loved and respected him, accepted him, so maybe I could do it too? Maybe I could find a sense of fun and adventure in it. And then… our coach would have no way to shame or mock us over looking girly and pretty.

I smiled.

“I’d like that.” I said.

Lucas beamed.

“Come with me then.” He said. “I know just where we should start.”
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It did not take as long as I thought. Lucas really was skilled and talented. He talked me through a few changes I could make and told me how to do it, but then let me do it, so I could learn, he said.

Yet, he watched me, guided me, and with his help, it was a lot easier than before. I stared at my face in the mirror as he sat staring at me, close, his breath on my face, and it was almost hard to concentrate.

It was like there was a cute girl watching me. A cute girl who was also my best friend. A cute girl I’d sucked off. I felt my body grow hot at the memory, yet I forced myself to focus.

I touched up my eyes and lips, then added a few more products to my cheeks and nose, even going so far as to pluck and shape my brows a little. It wasn’t much, but the overall effect was…

“Wow.” I said.

“I know, right? I told you a few changes would make you look even better.”

I nodded. I looked amazing. Like a hot gothy porn star, a stark contrast to the bubblegum bimbo pornstar sat next to me. Together we looked… breathtaking.

“You look amazing.” Lucas said.

I turned to face him. I was smiling. It had been strange at first, having my best friend help me with make-up, helping make me a cuter girl, but it had quickly felt normal, and I felt honoured that he was sharing such a vulnerable, secret part of his life with me.

“Do I really?” I asked.

He nodded.

“You did before the make-up. I mean, you do remember what effect you had on me right?”

I remembered his cock, how it felt in my mouth, cumming, swallowing, all too clearly. I could still almost taste his cum and I could feel my cage getting tight as my dick responded to the memory. I nodded, blushing.

“Yeah… I remember.”

“Well, take that effect and times it by ten, easily. With the make-up on you look… really fucking hot.” He said. “I mean… if I saw you out at a party I’d not be able to take my eyes off you, and I’d definitely be too shy to talk to you. You’re way out of my league.”

His words stung, that he considered himself beneath me. I shook my head.

“Have you seen yourself? You look so hot! You’re like a pornstar or a model or something. If anyone is out of anyone’s league then you’re the one out of mine.” I said.

He giggled, blushing.

“Maybe we just make hotter girls than we do boys?” He said.

I laughed at that but at the same time… I knew it was true. Looking at him I knew it was true, and as I looked back at my reflection I felt it to be true.

I’d never felt attractive as a boy, but as a girl, as a goth cheerleader, I felt… hot. I felt my heart skip and my belly flutter. I turned back to look at Lucas.

He really was hot. He was so hot. I could feel my body heating up, unable to take my eyes off him. I could so clearly remember how his cock felt in my mouth.

“We do, don’t we?” I said, voice quiet.

Lucas nodded. He leaned in closer, staring at me, and it was like his lips had become a gravity well, capturing me.

“It’s a shame you’re caged. The way you look now I totally would have sucked your cock.” He said.

I blushed, giggled.

“I… I think I’d have been tempted too. It was… it was fun, and… I don’t think I’d mind doing it again.”

My blush deepened.

“You think… you think when this is over you’d like to dress up with me and we could… maybe…”

I nodded.

“I’d like that.” I said.

Lucas leaned in closer. I leaned in closer.

“But we can’t now.” He said.

I shook my head.

“I guess there’s nothing we can do…”

Lucas smiled.

“Not nothing.” He said.

And then… he kissed me.
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The kiss was deep, urgent, hard, and I kissed back. It was unlike anything I’d felt before.

I’d kissed girls before, had made out, and it had been fun, but… it had never been like this. It had never been so full of ardour or desire or lust. I felt hot, sexy, and the person I was kissing was my best friend, the person I cared about most in the world—I almost giggled as I remembered I’d sucked his cock before I’d kissed him.

Lucas kissed me and I kissed back, my hands finding his body as his found mine, and we pulled each other into each other, bodies colliding as our lips and tongue worked, tasting each other, wet and hot.

I let my hands roam under his skirt, feeling his panty-clad ass, and I felt one of his hands on my belly, roaming up to my chest, as the other caressed my thigh, squeezing, fondling, molesting.

We groped each other as we kissed, tongues fucking between lips. It was obscene, wet, hot, and it was amazing.

My caged cock throbbed, a delicious agony of frustration, and my head spun, my heart beating hard. I groped harder, wanting more, kissed deeper. Lucas matched my intensity, kissing, molesting. I pressed my body against his, grinding.

It was delicious agony, and I was so turned on I could barely think. After what felt like forever, and also far too short a span of time, Lucas broke the kiss, looked at me.

“I… I need to stop… my brain is turning to mush and the cage is killing me. Fuck. I… I’m so horny.” He said.

I giggled.

“I am too.”

And then I kissed him again, and he kissed back. We kept kissing until we couldn’t take any more.


Six

We fell asleep in our cheerleader uniforms, cuddled up on Lucas’ bed after exhausting ourselves, finally giving up when we couldn’t take any more of the frustration. I had intended just to rest before cleaning off my face and heading back to my bed, but I was so tired and then, before I knew it…

“What…” I sat up to an unfamiliar sound, startled, and realised it was Lucas’ alarm.

It took me a moment to get my bearings and then… I realised where I was, remembered everything. I’d fallen asleep hugging my best friend, both of us made-up and dressed up like cheerleaders.

I felt my face flush and I squirmed, feeling my cage. I was caged. My cock was caged and… I had sucked his cock. I had sucked Lucas’ cock. We’d made out. We'd hugged and fallen asleep together.

I knew I should feel bad about it all but… I didn’t. I felt almost happy. And the worst thing was that even as I remembered we had another practice with Ms Lux, I began to feel excited.

“Lucas! We need to get up and shower. We have practice.”

I reached over him to shut off the alarm and he stirred, looked up at me. I smiled as I saw him smile, and he looked so cute with his make-up all smeared from the making out. I kinda wished we didn’t have practice so I could spend the morning with him.

And then I shook my head. What was I thinking? I couldn’t think about my best friend like that. I needed to focus. Yet… I couldn’t help it. So many memories came rushing back, each hotter than the last, and I felt my cage throb.

My cage. That had to be it. I was just horny and backed up, right? Once that was off and I’d cum things could go back to normal, but… why did that thought sadden me?

“What… what time is… oh shit.”

Lucas rolled over and his eyes went wide as he realised we’d fallen asleep, that we were still dressed up, made-up.

“We’re going to be late.” He said.

“I know.” I said. “You want to shower first?”

He nodded.

“Yeah. But…”

He shut up and kissed me, once, softly, on the lips.

“Important business first. You look cute when you’ve just woken up.” He said. “And now time to shower.”

And then he was up and off and rushing off to the bathroom, leaving me sitting on his bed head spinning, half-asleep, and very horny.
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We arrived at the special Sunday morning practice with Ms Lux with only a few minutes to spare, both of us short of breath. As she stepped out of her office she looked at us and smiled.

“Glad to see you could make it.” She said. “But then… the consequences for you not making it I suppose were motivation?”

I nodded, and beside me Lucas nodded. I was still struggling to process the events of the night before and the morning, what it all meant, so I hadn’t even had time to think about the consequences, but in that moment the thought of them chilled me. What more could she do?

Our coach had made us shave our bodies, had dressed us up like cheerleaders, had made me suck my best friend's cock—though I was now willing to admit that had been kinda fun—and she had caged us. What more could she do?

“Did you both do your homework?” She asked.

The question was simple enough, but just the mention of it brought back memories of last night, making out with Lucas, his hands on my body, my hands on his, how hot he’d looked, how sexy I’d felt.

“Yes.” I whispered.

Beside me, Lucas also replied with a quiet, shy, yes.

I felt my cheeks glow and I struggled to stay calm. Ms Lux stared at me, then… smiled.

“Well, from the reaction of both of you, I can see you got up to more than just homework, but I won’t pry. However, you will need to show me. I want you both to go off and get changed and make sure to do your make-up. I want you looking your best for today’s practice. And… as an incentive, if you impress me I might just let you out of those cages.”

Her words made my body ache. I’d only been caged for about twenty-four hours, but it felt like a lifetime after last night. If we got our cages off then Lucas and I could…

I blinked, took a deep slow breath, tried not to think about it. I needed to not think about that. He was my best friend. I needed to stay calm.

Yet all I could think about was Lucas sucking my cock as I sucked his, both of us dressed up as sexy, slutty cheerleaders.
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Getting changed did not take long, which gave us both time to focus on our make-up, sat side by side as we got ready. I was glad for Lucas as he offered me tips again so I would look my best.

The thought that the potential to be uncaged was on the line had really motivated me. I was trying not to think about all the potential things it might unlock—figuratively and literally.

“There, done.” I said, adding the last detail of black lipstick.

I looked… cute, hot and sexy, a perfect gothy pin-up cheerleader.

I turned to see Lucas, just finishing up, and I couldn’t help but smile as I saw him, looking utterly radiant. How was he so stunning?

“Ready to go impress?” He said.

I nodded. Together we got up and we checked each other over.

He was the perfect bubblegum princess cheerleader, a bimbo in pink, short skirt, long socks, tight top, pretty face, dazzling blonde hair and bright blue eyes, and I couldn’t help but stare at his pretty pink lips with longing.

They had felt so good to kiss. What would they feel like wrapped around my cock?

“You look amazing.” I said.

He posed for me, wiggling his hips to make his skirt flare out, shaking his butt. I couldn’t help but admire him.

“Thanks. You do too. I still can’t get over how hot you are. I… I really hope we get our cages off. I really want to fool around with you and pay you back for yesterday.”

I blushed, smiled.

“I… I’d like that.” I said. “But first we need to get our cages off.”

Lucas nodded. We both knew we’d need to really impress, but I had a sneaking suspicion that with the aid of Lucas’ secret talent, we’d be able to do just that.

So, we turned and headed out into the gym where Ms Lux was waiting. As she saw us I couldn’t help but smile. Her wide-eyed expression of surprise told me all I needed to know.

“Wow.” She said. “Who knew you both had such ability! I knew you were both cute but your make-up is… if I didn’t know better I’d say you both had experience with dressing up…”

There was a pause, and she looked between me and Lucas. I shifted, and I saw her gaze settle on my best friend, reading him. I refused to look at him, not wanting to give it away, but I saw her smile shift.

“I thought so. I knew one of you at the very least must have had some experience given how stunning you both look. Well, I’m not surprised. Cute boys like you, in my experience, often have fascinating secrets. However, you should be proud of yourselves. You both look incredible and like very beautiful young women. If you do half as well in practice today I think it’s safe to say you’ll be in for a reward.”

I blushed at that, eager for release, the chance to cum. I nodded.

“Now, are you ready?” She asked.

I nodded, and beside me Lucas nodded. That was all it took, and all too soon Ms Lux was putting us through our paces as cheerleaders.
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Our coach did not go gently on us. Despite the fact we were both very fit and athletic, we were neither of us fit in the way cheerleaders were fit. The moves and movements and poses and positions we were put through were gruelling, and by the time the two hours of practice were over we were both exhausted, sweaty, and aching.

Ms Lux though looked almost fresh. I wasn’t sure how she did it.

“Well… consider me impressed.” Ms Lux said. “Your performance on the soccer field might be lacklustre, but your performance as cheerleaders, despite being new to it, is good. Add to that the fact that you’re both exceptionally cute I think we’ve found a way you can stay on the team and keep your scholarships.”

I broke into a massive smile.

“You mean it?” I said. “We can keep playing?”

Ms Lux nodded, but her smile was almost inscrutable. There was a glimmer of mischief in her eyes.

“I mean exactly what I said. But… unfortunately, you won’t be playing anymore.”

I blinked, stunned. Our scholarships depended on us being part of the college's sports programme. We had to play or else we were out.

“But… if we don’t we lose our scholarships. We’d be out. And you said…”

“I mean what I said. You can stay on the team, and keep your scholarships, you’ll just be taking up different positions.”

I was quiet for a moment and then realisation dawned. I shook my head.

“You don’t mean…”

“You want us to be cheerleaders?” Lucas said, interrupting me.

I could hear the emotions in his voice clearly. Fear, terror, anxiety, but also… excitement, joy, hope. Did he want to be a cheerleader?

I turned to look at him and his smile was radiant. He really did like the idea of being a cheerleader.

“Absolutely.” Ms Lux said. “As soccer players, you’ve been falling behind and not really carrying your weight, but I think as cheerleaders you have a lot of potential. Of course, you’d be joining the team as female cheerleaders. Would you have a problem with that?”

I stalled, froze. I stared at Lucas as he shook his head.

“I need both of you, of course.” Ms Lux said.

Lucas turned to look at me, smiling.

“Please. We… we need these scholarships and it’s just like soccer, only… different. We should at least try, and I can’t do it alone. I need you.” He said.

He was so pretty, and I cared so much about him. But… could I really go out onto a field looking like I did, performing, having people watch me?

What would it be like? I knew I was hot—I’d looked in the mirror and liked what I’d seen, and there was something empowering about being so sexy and beautiful, feeling attractive for the first time in my life—but could I really let a crowd see me?

What would that feel like? Would people admire me? Would people lust after me? Why did that thought excite me?

“Please… We can try it and if you hate it then… then we can leave.” Lucas said. “But we need to at least try, right?”

“Obviously you’d be free to leave the team at any point should you wish. No one is forcing you. I’m just offering you an option, a way to keep your scholarships after failing to keep to the standards of our soccer team. Normally you’d be out, but… I like the pair of you. You’re cute, and you have potential, and… I want to help.”

I took a deep breath. It was just to try, see if it worked, and if I hated it I could leave. No one would be forcing me to stay. I was doing it for Lucas, right?

With that thought, I decided. I could do it for him.

I nodded, looked back to Ms Lux.

“Fine. I’ll do it.” I said, forcing a smile.

She looked… pleased.

“Wonderful. You’re going to fit right in, but… we need to fix one last issue. James and Lucas are no names for cheerleaders, are they? You need new names.”

“Luna.” Lucas said. “I want to be Luna.”

There was no hesitation. He knew immediately. I turned and looked at him and I wondered how deep his secret went.

“Such a lovely name for a lovely girl. And James? What about you?”

I was quiet for a moment, thinking. Finally, I smiled.

“Jenny.” I said.

Ms Lux nodded.

“Jenny and Luna.” She said. “Welcome to the squad. Now… I said something about a reward if you did well didn’t I? Well, I definitely think you did well, so… are you interested?”

I thought about being uncaged, set free, being able to finally connect with Lucas, with Luna. My head spun. I knew I should stop thinking about my best friend like that, but… I couldn’t, and I got the impression he didn’t want me to stop. So… I gave in.

It was just to see how it felt, after all, wasn’t it?

“Yes.” I said.

“Please.” Lucas said.

Ms Lux’s smile widened.

“Well then, skirts up and panties down, and we can begin.”
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I wasted no time in obeying. I was eager to obey if it meant getting my cage off, getting to finally feel my best friend’s mouth on my cock, getting to feel his cock in my mouth again.

I saw that Luna was also just as eager to obey—a fact that made me smile—and within moments both of us were stood with our skirts pulled up and our panties dropped around our ankles. I felt so naughty, so dirty, dressed up like a hot gothy cheerleader holding my skirt up to expose myself while my panties were around my ankles, and I could feel my cock throbbing in my cage, aching.

I was flush, flustered, horny. I was Jenny, a pretty cheerleader waiting to be unlocked so I could have my cock played with, waiting for my best friend to be unlocked so I could play with her cock. It felt so wrong, so sinful and deviant, yet so right. I was happy, and I felt beautiful.

“Such good girls.” Ms Lux said. “But… if I unlock you will you continue to be good girls for me? Will you continue to behave?”

I nodded. Beside me Luna nodded.

“I’ll behave.” She said.

She looked at me.

“And you’ll behave? Won’t you Jenny. We can… we can be good girls together.”

I giggled. I actually giggled. A girly, flirty, silly, giggle. I nodded. The thought of being a good girl with my best friend, a bimbo and a goth, excited me more than I could express.

“I’ll be a good girl.” I said.

And Ms Lux looked very pleased.


Seven

Ms Lux did not waste any time, moving quickly, almost eagerly, and as she walked towards us she reached up to her neck, pulled out a silver chain that had been hidden beneath her top, a small key on the end.

Just the sight of it made me shiver and throb with anticipation. That was the key to my cage. I was going to be unlocked. We were going to be unlocked. It had only been a day but it felt like forever, and after recent events, I couldn’t wait to cum.

“Now, hold still, I’d hate to hurt you while I freed your cute little dicks.” She said.

We both nodded, held very still. Ms Lux moved to Luna first, gripping her cage, fiddling with the lock for a moment before there was a click, the lock coming undone, the cage falling open.

Ms Lux took it off and I couldn’t help but smile as I saw my best friend’s cock begin to harden almost immediately. I knew I was at least partially responsible for that, and it thrilled me.

“Now, your turn.” Our coach said to me.

She stepped in front of me and reached down. Her grip on my caged cock was firm, her hands cool, and I kept still as she fumbled with the padlock. There was a click and then the lock came open and the cage fell away.

“There, all free.” She said.

I could feel it, air, freedom, and… I felt my cock throb, swelling, begging to harden without even being touched. I blushed.

“Well, you two certainly are eager. Such slutty girls.” Ms Lux said.

I turned to look at Luna, my best friend, the pretty bimbo cheerleader, and I saw her staring at me. We were both blushing, squirming, our panties down around our ankles, our skirts still held up, exposing ourselves. My gaze fell down just as hers fell down, and we both stared openly at each other, cocks throbbing, hard, smooth thighs.

On a whim I wiggled my hips, making my dick wave, and Luna chuckled, then did the same. I felt my mouth water. I was hypnotised by her cock. I wanted to fall to my knees and take her in my mouth. I wanted her on her knees in front of me. I wanted to feel her cock between my lips, wanted to feel my cock in her mouth. I wanted to spread her legs and...

“So, since you both did so well… how about that reward.” Ms Lux said.

Her voice snapped me from my daze, and I turned to look at her and saw…

My eyes went wide. She had stripped off her shorts and top, was naked except for her trainers and socks, and she was stunning. Her tits were even bigger than I had imagined, firm and pert with large swollen nipples—her sports bra really must have been a marvel of modern engineering—but it wasn’t her tits I stared at. Nor was it her long legs, smooth, firm, or her ass, her round, full, bubble butt.

It was what was between her thighs, her crotch, her cock. Ms Lux had a cock. And it was massive, much longer and thicker than mine or Luna’s, throbbing, getting even bigger. I couldn’t take my eyes off it. She was so beautiful and powerful and sexy and…

“Well… aren’t you going to come collect your reward?” She asked.

I was frozen, unable to move. But… Luna was not. Without a word she stepped forward and moved towards our coach, falling to her knees in front of her, looking up. I watched as Ms Lux’s cock swelled.

“May I?” Luna asked.

Ms Lux nodded.

“I’d be disappointed if you didn’t.” She said.

And with that, Luna reached out to grip our coach’s fat, beautiful cock, and she began to stroke.
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I watched as Luna, my best friend, the girl I’d made cum only yesterday with my mouth, the girl I’d made out with for hours, began to stroke our coach’s cock. It was so breathtakingly erotic, sexual, two sexy women—one naked, powerful, with a massive cock, the other a small pretty cheerleader bimbo—playing with each other. I couldn’t turn away.

Luna stroked, teasing, both hands and still more cock than she could handle. Ms Lux thrust into Luna’s grip, fucking her hands. The tip oozed precum.

“You are so pretty, and… you’re quite good at that. But there’s more to your reward than just hands you know.”

“You want my mouth?” Luna asked.

Ms Lux nodded.

“I do. I want that pretty mouth of yours on my cock.”

Luna blushed. She was still for a moment.

“I… I want to, I really want to, but… I’ve not done it before and I… I want my first time to be with Jenny.” She said.

Ms Lux smiled. My heart skipped, and I couldn’t help but smile. I’d given my best friend my first time, and now she… she wanted to give me hers? I could feel my cock throbbing, so hard it almost hurt.

“Well… since I’m desperate to sample that mouth of yours, I suggest she get over here so you can have her first then.” Ms Lux said.

She looked up at me, smiled, beckoned me.

“You heard your friend. You first…”

I giggled, still, head spinning. Could I really…

But before I knew it I was walking towards Luna, my gaze on her pink lips.
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Luna kept stroking Ms Lux’s cock as I approached. It was so much bigger than mine, but as soon as I got close Luna turned to face me and her eyes lit up.

“Finally.” She said. “I can’t tell you how long I’ve been thinking about this.”

I paused at that, opened my mouth to ask about it, but before I could say anything Luna had wrapped her fingers around my cock and she had begun stroking.

She worked two cocks at once, looking giddy, happy, joyful. Her touch was amazing, soft and gentle and teasing. It was the first time anyone apart from me had touched my cock and it was my best friend, dressed as a bimbo cheerleader. I moaned, thrust my hips, and I watched as Luna giggled.

“Want my mouth?” She said.

I nodded.

“Please.”

Her smile lit up the room and I watched as she licked her pink lips and eased forwards, opening her mouth. The touch of her tongue, licking, was electric, and then… she sucked my cock between her perfect pink lips, hot and wet and tight.

“Fuck…”

The sensation was unlike anything I’d felt before. Hot and intense and overwhelming. I fucked my hips forward, working my cock deeper into Luna’s mouth, and she sucked harder.

Her tongue worked around my cock, lips tight, and it was like she was milking me. My head spun, my knees suddenly weak. I felt so pretty and sexy and hot.

I stared into Luna’s eyes as she looked up at me, sucking my cock deeper, wet, hot, tight, suction. I fucked her face gently.

“Since your mouth is free…” Ms Lux said.

I looked up from my best friend in time to see Ms Lux lean in close and then… she kissed me, gently, her tongue pressing into my mouth, her hand gripping the back of my head, pulling my face into hers. I kissed back and moaned as her tongue invaded my mouth, my cock invading Luna’s mouth.

Luna sucked, working her lips up and down my cock. Ms Lux kissed me deeply, tongue fucking me. I sucked, her spit pooling, swallowing her saliva. I could feel my cock throbbing, swelling, getting harder, my balls tightening.

I whimpered. I thrust.

And then… I was cumming, cumming hard into Luna’s mouth, filling her mouth with cum as she swallowed over and over and over, sucking me deep, the tip of my cock pressing at the back of her throat.

I came, hard, over and over and over, and Luna just kept sucking, teasing, swallowing. I could feel the pleasure almost breaking me.

I pulled my hips back, broke the kiss.

“Fuck… too much… sensitive.” I said.

Luna looked up at me and giggled, eased off and pulled back, her lips leaving my cock with a pop and a slurp. She was grinning.

“Sorry, I was just enjoying it too much and I didn’t want it to end.”

I smiled at that.

“Well… if you enjoyed it that much maybe we could do more later?” I said.

What was I saying? She was my best friend. She was…

But I knew what I was saying and I meant every word. It felt right, and I really did want more. I wanted more of Luna, more of Jenny, more of…

“Well, I’m glad you had fun, but… what about me? And what about poor Luna? You’ve had your fun but what about ours?” Ms Lux said.

I blinked. What did she…

“My mouth?” I said, blushing, grinning.

“I… I’m happy to offer my mouth to you, if you want?”

I had enjoyed sucking Luna’s cock. I was finally ready to admit that, and the sight of Ms Lux’s cock did excite me. What would it be like to service two cocks at once, to have that fat cock in my mouth, feel it cumming. What would her cum taste like?

“Why just your mouth?” She said.

I blinked.

“I mean… you gave Luna one of your firsts, but you have others. I’m more than happy to go second, since I’d hate to get in the way of young love, but really… I think it's rude of you to expect us to take turns with your mouth when you have more you can offer.”

I was quiet. Did she mean…

“Get on all fours, Jenny. You know you want to.” Ms Lux said.

My head was spinning. Our coach’s cock was so thick and long and beautiful. I looked down at Luna, saw her looking up at me, her cock hard under her skirt. I’d give her my first time with my mouth, could I really...

As I watched Luna lifted her skirt, showing off her cock, and she stroked it, making it throb, making it well.

“If you want I… I think I’d like to fuck you. And… I’d let you fuck me, happily. I think I’d like you to be my first like that too if you wanted, and I’d like to be your first.”

I blushed.

“Well?” Ms Lux said.

I bit my bottom lip. Could I really…

Before I had even made a conscious decision I was falling to my hands and knees, on all fours, and I spread my legs wide, lifting my ass up high as I turned my head towards Ms Lux.

“Please…” I whimpered.
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Ms Lux wasted no time in taking advantage of my position. She stepped forward and gripped my hair and she wiped the head of her fat, beautiful cock over my lips, smearing my face with precum.

I could taste it, and without thinking I parted my lips and licked. Ms Lux pressed her cock forward, easing it between my lips, and she pressed it deeper, stretching my mouth into a wide O as I began to suck. It was so fat it made my jaw ache.

“Fuck your mouth is so tight and hot. Such a pair of pretty little cheerleader sluts.” She said.

Her words washed over me, spurring me on. I pressed my head down, taking more and more of her cock, sucking harder, working my tongue. I was rewarded by Ms Lux thrusting deeper, the head of her fat cock pressing at my throat.

And then I felt hands on my ass, caressing, lifting my skirt up, exposing my bare ass, groping. Small delicate hands. Luna’s hands. My best friend’s hands. I moaned as I felt her move in close, then jumped as I felt her cock tease along the crack of my ass.

As Luna teased I pressed back, her cock slipping up and down my ass crack. As the head pressed at my virgin hole I whimpered, sucking hard, Ms Lux fucking my face slowly.

It felt so good, so hot. I wanted more, I wanted…

I pressed back, Luna’s cock just barely entering me, then it slipped away again as Luna teased me. I moaned, aching, eager to be filled, fucked, but all Luna did was tease me, working her cock up and down.

Her hands groped, and then I felt something wet and warm dribble down my ass—spit, thick and slippery—and I felt Luna lube her cock up with her saliva. Her head pressed again at my hole, just barely entering me, filling me.

It felt so good. If just the tip felt that good how would more feel?

I needed to find out. As I worked my mouth up and down Ms Lux’s cock, lips tight, sucking, hot and wet and tight, her hips thrusting, fucking my face, I spread my legs, lifting my ass up high.

Luna slipped her cock down, pressing it at my virgin entrance again, still teasing me. I ached, whimpered.

“I can’t believe I’m actually getting to fuck you. And… you look so hot too. I never thought…”

“Stop being so romantic and give the girl what she so clearly wants already.” Ms Lux said.

I blushed, giggled. Was it that obvious.

“Do you really want it?” Luna asked.

I nodded, still sucking cock. I spread my legs as wide as they would go and arched my back, curving my spine, lifting my butt as high as I could to offer it to my best friend. As I did that I felt Ms Lux grip the back of my head, thrusting, pressing her cock deep, the head pressing at the back of my throat, choking, stretching.

“Fuck the poor girl already. She’s clearly aching for it.” Ms Lux said.

I whimpered, shamed, but it was the truth. I mumbled, mouth full of cock, trying to make my begging clear.

Please. I moaned.

I felt Luna’s grip on my ass tighten, and then… she thrust.

The head of her cock pressed at my ass, stretching me, wet with her spit. I moaned, sucking Ms Lux’s cock deeper, the head pressing into my throat.

I felt hands on the back of my head, hands on my ass, a cock in my mouth, a cock in my virgin hole. I pressed back and the pressure built, a twinge of pain, and then… Luna’s cock sank deep, slipping past my outer ring, pressing deep, fucking me, filling me.

“Fuck… oh fuck… I’m inside you. I’m actually inside you and you look so pretty and you feel so good…”

“Just fuck her!” Ms Lux said, chuckling.

Luna laughed too, but all I could do was moan. Yet… I wanted to get fucked. I wanted my best friend to fuck me. I wanted her to fuck me hard.

And she did.

Without another word Luna pressed her hips forward, filling me. I pressed back, wanting to feel her fill me. I sucked, hard, and Ms Lux thrust deep into my mouth, fucking my throat, choking me.

I couldn’t breathe. My ass and mouth were full. My head spun and my heart raced. It felt better than anything I had ever imagined before.

I moaned, the sound garbled, and the pair began to use me.
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As Luna thrust into my virgin ass, Ms Lux pulled back, slipping her cock out of my mouth until just the tip was between my lips. I worked my tongue, lapping, drooling spit.

Then Ms Lux thrust, filling my mouth, and it was Luna’s turn to ease her cock out, pulling it out of my ass until just the tip was inside me, leaving me empty, aching for more.

The pair alternated like that, slowly at first, then picking up speed, one fucking in, the other fucking out, working me between the two of them, two hot women fucking me, using me. I was just a hot, slutty, sexy, beautiful goth cheerleader getting fucked and I loved it.

“Fuck… you are so good with that mouth of yours. I’m going to enjoy training you two.” Ms Lux said. “Such a pretty mouth, and while I’m happy if you want to save first times for each other, I’m definitely going to want to stretch out your pretty asses too.”

I moaned at that. If Luna’s cock felt as good as it did how amazing would Ms Lux’s massive cock feel? Would it even fit?

“Fuck… you hear that Jenny? Our coach wants to fuck us both. She’s going to fuck your tight ass, and mine, but… only after you fuck me first. God I want you to both take turns using me. I want to have you both fuck me like this. I want to fuck you, use you, have you fuck me and use me. God, you are so hot.”

Her words came tumbling out, a torrent of filth and pent-up desire. She fucked me hard, slamming into me, using me even as Ms Lux fucked my face. I surrendered to the experience, a slutty cheerleader getting fucked, and pleasure crashed over me, wave after wave after wave.

As they fucked me, the pair of them thrusting in, slipping out, I felt my body getting hotter. I’d only just cum but already I could feel my cock getting hard again.

It swayed beneath me, the motion of getting fucked in my mouth and ass rocking my body. I could do nothing but let myself get used, and my mind raced with all the possibilities, the thought of getting to fuck Luna, take her virginity like she’d taken mine, so many ways we could fuck, so many ways we could let Ms Lux, our coach, train us.

I moaned, offered up my body, and Ms Lux and Luna both thrust into me. I could feel their cocks swelling, throbbing. I knew what was coming and I wanted it, wanted all of it.

I clenched my ass, squeezing, milking, working my hips, chasing pleasure, and sucked hard. I felt their grips tighten.

“Fuck!” Luna thrust.

“So close. Don’t you dare stop you little cum-slut.” Ms Lux said.

I didn’t even think of stopping. I was too eager, too desperate. I wanted to feel them cum, and I was close… I was going to cum again.

I chased pleasure, working my body to please the two women, and I felt Ms Lux’s cock swell, throbbing, fat, and then… she was cumming, filling my mouth with hot, thick spunk. I swallowed, moaning in delight, her cum coming in spurts, filling my mouth to overflowing as she fucked deep, choking me.

I squirmed, chasing the pleasure in my ass, clenching down, and I felt Luna’s cock throbbing, pulsing, getting thicker.

“Fuck you’re so tight, the way you’re moving feels so good… I’m close, I’m going to… fuck…”

She slammed her hips forward, fucking me hard, and I felt it. I felt her cock erupt inside my ass, breeding my virgin hole, my best friend claiming my first time. I pressed back, wanting to savour it, the joy and the bliss and the pleasure. I clenched, wanting all of her cum inside me.

I kept swallowing, Ms Lux filling my mouth, and I worked my hips as Luna filled my ass. I was getting fucked from both ends, a slutty cheerleader being filled, and that thought, that mental image, was enough to tip me over the edge.

I squirmed, wiggling my hips and ass, fucking back and then I was cumming. I was cumming again, cumming for the second time, and it was even better than the first time, the pleasure coming from my ass, deep in my belly, cock cumming, my whole body shivering. I shivered, shook, whimpering, and my cock drooled cum all over the floor as the two women filled me from either end.

I kept swallowing until Ms Lux’s cock began to go limp. I kept squirming, clenching, milking until Luna’s cock began to soften. I was so full of cum, ass wet and hot, thick sticky cum drooling from my well fucked hole, and I could feel Ms Lux’s load in my stomach. I felt cum-drunk.

The two women pulled back, and as their cocks slipped out I shivered again, a tiny microgasm of pleasure.

“Fuck that was good. I… I can’t wait until you fuck me.” Luna said.

I looked back over my shoulder, smiled at her.

“I’m already looking forward to it.” I said.

“You know what I’m looking forward to?” Ms Lux asked.

We both turned to face her. As I sat up I clenched my ass to keep Luna’s cum deep inside me for as long as possible but still, I felt a thick, sticky dollop ooze out.

“What?” Luna asked.

Our coach smiled.

“Introducing you to the rest of the cheerleader squad.” She said. “Because I think they’re going to enjoy you just as much as I do, and I know you’re going to enjoy them.”

I giggled. I could still taste Ms Lux’s cum on my lips and tongue.

“I… I’m already looking forward to it.” I said.

I felt Luna move in close to me, wrapping her arms around me, hugging me. I felt safe, cherished, loved. I’d been well fucked and I felt closer to my best friend than I’d ever felt before. I was… I was happy.

“We’re both looking forward to it.” Luna said.

THE END
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BOSS TO BIMBO
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Nathan thought he had life figured out. He had a good job, worked hard, and was providing for the love of his life, Heather. When Heather leaves him though he’s left heartbroken, and his once exemplary performance at work begins to suffer.

Things are maybe looking up for him though when he gets a new assistant, the beautiful and helpful Siobhan, and Nathan hopes with her help he’ll be able to get things back on track. Only, things are not quite what they seem, and soon Nathan finds Siobhan helping him in ways that are definitely not part of her official job description...

Nathan was once a star performer at his company. He worked hard, worked smart, and he excelled.

He’d had good reason to work hard. He’d been working to provide for the love of his life, Heather. Only when Heather leaves him he loses focus and his performance at work begins to suffer.

After all, what’s the point? He’d been toiling to be a good man for his girlfriend, the woman he wanted to marry, and it had all proved pointless.

He’s adrift, and at risk of losing his job, but… he’s hoping his new assistant will help turn things around for him. After all, she comes very highly recommended.

On meeting Siobhan he’s immediately impressed. She’s gorgeous, and seems to be pretty smart too, so he takes the time to make sure she settles into her new role as his assistant.

Only, Siobhan is more than she seems, and it’s not long before Nathan learns this the hard way. Siobhan makes it clear that she really does expect Nathan to improve his performance, and she has a very unique style of motivating him.

Soon Nathan is caught up on a roller-coaster journey of feminization as Siobhan works to transform him from underperforming boss to the perfect obedient bimbo...


MY FRIEND'S MOM'S PANTIES
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Richie was delighted when his friend, Liam, asked him to stay at his summer house during vacation. He was even more delighted, and a little flustered, when he met Liam’s Mom, Alice.

The beautiful, older woman is captivating, charming and dangerous. Can Richie cope with spending a whole summer around such an attractive, forbidden woman? He hopes so.

But then he catches sight of her panties in a laundry hamper, and the real trouble starts…

Richie was dreading summer, the thought of having to spend it at home with his parents with no friends around. At least, he was dreading it until his best friend Liam offered to let him stay with him in his summer house.

The plan was to spend the summer together, to relax, party, and just generally have a great time lying in the sun, swimming in the pool, and heading out to the beach. But then Richie meets Liam’s Mom.

Alice is like no Mom Richie has seen before… a hot, glamorous, confident older woman, greeting him clad in just a skimpy bikini, Richie knew his summer was going to be an agony of frustration having to spend it living in close proximity to such an alluring, forbidden woman.

And then one night Richie spots a pair of Alice’s dirty panties in the laundry hamper and he just can’t resist. No one will know, right? No one will find out.

Only Alice does find out, and so begins Richie’s slow journey of corruption and feminization, all of it beginning when Alice makes Richie wear the panties that he ruined. What follows promises to be a summer that Richie will never forget, as his friend’s Mom makes him submit to her unique form of punishment and shows him that good girls are rewarded...


SINNER TO SAINT
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Aaron is a bad boy, a delinquent, and he’s got no intention of changing. However, he may have just met his match…

The Reverend Mother runs the Academy, a boarding school for rebellious boys, and she knows just how to turn even the worst sinner into the sweetest saint. The trick is to balance punishment with reward.

And in Aaron’s case, she has a most devious punishment and a most delightful reward in mind. Will he be able to resist, or will he be forever transformed?

After one “prank” too far—nothing serious, just a small fire and a party that got very out of control—Aaron is given a final choice. Either face a two-year custodial sentence or attend the Academy for four months.

Aaron, feeling cocky and sure of himself, decides to face the Academy, a school housed in a converted convent and run exclusively by nuns, despite its reputation. He’s sure no school can change him, and certainly not in four short months.

Yet all too soon Aaron begins to wonder if he’s made the wrong choice. Despite being a school for boys like him, delinquents and rebels, all the other students are very well-behaved. And the nuns are not like any nuns he’s seen before. For a start, they’re all really, really hot.

Yet, Aaron is not going to let that distract him. He’s going to do his time and get out, and he’s definitely not going to give in and change.

Only… his plan goes off the rails when the Reverend Mother begins to take a special interest his reformation. All too soon Aaron finds himself being punished, which is bad enough, but then comes the lure of reward should he decide to behave.

Slowly Aaron finds his will to resist dwindling and, worse, he finds his body changing. Taken on a journey of feminization, shown the delights of being a good girl, does he stand any chance of surviving his time at the Academy?

Or will Aaron go from Sinner to Saint?


TWO BRATTY FEMBOYS
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Daniel and Josh are weeks away from graduating. There’s just one problem… they need a passing grade in gym, only they’ve been skipping gym for the last two years.

Yet they have a plan. One that involves charming their handsome, older gym teacher, and if that doesn’t work there’s always blackmail. What could go wrong?

Daniel and Josh, two best friends, have spent the majority of their school lives causing trouble, getting up to mischief and pulling pranks. In the last year though they’ve turned things around. Instead of causing mayhem, they’ve been focused on charming the teachers.

It’s all for a good reason, the two young men are adults now, and they had a future to plan for, a future at college where they’ll be able to live out the life they’ve been dreaming of.

In high school, the boys were never really more than the class clowns, too small and slim and cute to get the attention of girls. At college though they’re hoping that their female-dominated course will allow them to finally hook up.

Their plan to graduate though is thrown off course when they discover that they are going to fail gym. The only problem is they’ve been skipping gym for the last couple of years, ever since their new teacher, Mr Bell, showed up.

Aware they only need a passing grade to make it to college the two boys decide to try to persuade their teacher to be lenient. Mr Bell though is not so easily charmed and insists the friends earn their grades the hard way, by running laps.

Daniel and Josh are outraged by Mr Bell’s reluctance to help them after they asked so sweetly. So, they come up with a plan to persuade him with a little more force, and when they discover that he’s into femboys they know just how to persuade him.

Only Mr Bell isn’t so easily persuaded, and the two bratty femboys might just end up earning their passing grade the hard way… only they won’t be running laps.
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