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Chapter One

I waited until Duke left for class. Once he closed the door to our apartment, I switched screens, typed in sexy women’s underwear, and fantasized about which pair would feel best cuddling my cock. I liked the pink ones, the thongs especially. At the top, the frilly, lace see-through fabric looked… Mmm…delectable.

I slipped into a fantasy of how good the ass wedgie I got the only time I ever wore a thong -- my cock throbbed. The thong’s made my tight, firm, round ass feel sexier. As I scrolled through the options, I wondered what size would fit me. Large? Medium seemed better.

I searched for cheerleader outfits. I fantasized about being a cheerleader, wearing a short, pleated skirt and high-kicking, bouncing, twirling, and showing off my ass. I stuck my hand down the back of my sweatpants and grabbed my ass. It was firm and round. Worth showing off. I switched to women’s panties, scrolling through the thousands of options.

My cock swelled as I daydreamed about having the soft, silky material cradling my cock. I filled my cart with my selections: a pink thong, a black bikini, a pair of light blue hipsters, a pair of pink cheekies, and finally, a couple of black boy shorts. They needed a credit card. Damn, the only credit card I had was Dad’s….

“Sage, you gotta get laid,” Duke said from behind me.

I turned to see my roommate standing behind me, shaking his head. I quickly closed my laptop and tried to devise an excuse other than the real reason I pulled up the women’s underwear section. “I thought you had class.”

Duke laughed, held up his biology book, and said, “Forgot my book. I’m glad you didn't have your sweatpants pulled down around your ankles and jacking off. That’s a sight I don’t want to see twice. Once was enough.” Duke laughed and glanced down at my lap. I adjusted the tent pole in my sweatpants.

In Duke’s mind, I was looking at women in panties, bras, and intimate apparel because I fantasized about sticking my cock in one of the girl's pussies. That was the furthest thing from my mind. I wanted to wear women’s underwear under my guy clothes -- that was stage one of my plans, anyway. Duke thought I dreamt about what their pussies looked like. That’s not what got my cock hard. It was fantasizing about being a girl and not fucking girls or imagining what they looked like naked that got me hard.

Duke laughed, “Hey… you know if you want to get off, you can watch some porn.” Duke shook his head, laughed, and left. Then he returned. “Quit eating all my hotdogs! Buy your own.” He turned and left for good this time.

If Duke knew what I was doing with his hotdogs, he’d throw me out, for fucking sure. Too humiliated to buy a dildo from an adult shop, too worried Duke might mistake my package for his, I used his hotdogs to violate my ass.

What kind of pervert am I?  

I’d only worn women’s clothes once. It was two years ago, before leaving for college. Since as early as I can remember, I have thought about cross-dressing. Well, maybe I more than think about it -- I’m obsessed with it. My cock throbs and dribbles precum all day long, begging me to slip on a silky pair of panties. But since I got an apartment with my friend, Duke, I’ve been too nervous, worried I’d get caught.

Then what?

I need this apartment. If Duke thought I was a fairy, he’d kick me out. And then the rumors would spread, then who’d room with me? Worse, the teasing and gossip would increase by one hundred thousand percent. I hate the picking on I get now. Imagine what it would be like. It might just be unbearable.

And worse case, my parents find out? Especially my macho Dad, who pays for my expensive college education. My Dad would be outraged and probably stop sending the checks, cancel my credit card and call me a pervert. So, instead of pursuing my obsession, I fantasized about cross-dressing reliving my one experience with it over and over.

The one time I acted on my fantasy was when my older cousin visited with my Aunt and Uncle. Her college football team played at our local university, one of the year's biggest games. She’s a cheerleader. Amanda was a sexpot, always walking around the house in skimpy low-cut short shorts and tight t-shirts, leaving little to the imagination. When she bent over in her shorts, you could see half her ass and the thong splitting her delicate, white plump mounds. Instead of wondering what it would be like to stick my dick in her ass, I wondered how it would feel to have that tiny fabric pulled into my ass.

I don’t know why, but she flirted with me and rubbed her tits against me. Looking back, though, I wasn’t unique. She flirted with everyone. Mom called her a “dirty little slut.” Or whispered behind her back, “She’s just begging for it.” Honestly, I was jealous. I wanted to be like her. 

After the big game, my parents, aunt, uncle, and Amanda celebrated in a local bar. Because I wasn’t old enough, I couldn’t go. I was disappointed not because I wanted to drink or visit with my family but because I wanted to be with Amanda. Not in a sexual way, but I wanted to ask her silly questions like what it was like being a woman and what it was like to rub her tits on someone. What was it like to have tits? What was it like to be a cheerleader dressed in skimpy outfits with a stadium of people lusting for you? Weird shit like that.

After they left, I settled into my homework but couldn't focus. So, I headed to the guest room, opened Amanda’s suitcase, and rummaged through her stuff. I found a substantial collection of panties and the one I’ve been lusting over -- tiny thongs. I grabbed a pink thong and sniffed it, taking in the airy smell of fresh laundry. It was intoxicating. Then I rubbed the soft wispy fabric over my face. My cock was aching, and a dribble of precum stained my underwear. I checked down the hallway making sure they’d gone.

What was I worried about?

I saw them leave.

I dropped my pants, stepped out of them, and then my underwear.  I checked down the hall again, worried I’d get caught. I hesitated momentarily, nude from the waist down, and thought about taking the thong to my room but worried they might come home early. I thought Amanda would run to her suitcase with a burning desire to slip into her pink thong. Who wouldn’t want a thong caressing their hips and ass? Instantly she’d realize the thief was in the house and barge into my room, finding me with her panties on my stiff cock, stretching the fabric. I decided it was best to try them on here.  

So, without hesitation, I stripped off my t-shirt and pinched my nipples, imagining my small flat chest was a jiggling mound of flesh like my cousin’s. My cock was standing straight up, bouncing and dripping precum. I wrapped the thong around my cock.

God, did this thing even cover her pussy?

That wasn’t enough. I wanted to feel the fabric slipping into my ass.

I checked down the hall again, stepped into the thong, and slid it past my knees, over my thighs and hips. The string snuggled into my ass. I grabbed the thin waistband and pulled up. The fabric split my ass even more. God, it felt good. My cock struggled to stay inside the thong but felt good under it. I touched my cock. I glanced down at my stiffness and noticed a stain on the front of the pink fabric. Shit, she’d see the wetness my precum had created. Fuck it; I’d deal with that later.

I noticed Amanda’s cheerleader uniform hanging in the closet. I checked down the hall again and listened. Satisfied I was still home alone, I pulled the short white pleated skirt off the hanger, slipped it on after checking down the hall a third time, then shimmied into the short, tight, white top. It barely covered my stomach.

I walked around, loving the feeling of the string of the thong’s fabric splitting my ass. As I walked, the gentle softness of the tiny thong gently massaged my cock. I twirled, the pleated skirt exposing my ass. I was flexible, taking up yoga at a young age. So doing a high kick was easy. I spun around again. I twirled, imagining thirty thousand people admiring my tender, firm ass. I started a cheer, the silky fabric massaging my cock as I twisted, shook, and jumped. I couldn't believe it when it happened: I shot my load.

Oh my God, the thong was drenched in sticky, wet cum. My thighs were soggy with my sticky juices, and so was my cock. I undressed and yanked the thong off, getting cum on my hands. I glanced around the room, looking for something to clean up. I had an idea. I was a dirty pervert anyways for doing this. I might as well punish myself. So I stuck my tongue out and feasted on my hands until every ounce of the salty and tasty snack was gone. It tasted scrumptious, and I wondered what someone else’s tasted like.

I dressed, the cum on my thighs and cock sticky and wet. I headed to the basement, sifting through the washer, already waiting to be run, and stuck my cousin’s stained panties at the bottom.

I’d never forgotten that day. But I was so scared I’d get caught I never did it again. I wondered for two years what did it mean? Was I gay? Straight? I wasn’t sure what it meant, but I wanted to wear women’s clothes again. More than that, I wanted to be a cheerleader, dressed in skimpy short skirts and short tight shirts with my tight, firm abs showing. I wanted to be the center of attention as thousands of men were in the stands admiring my legs, my ass, and my beautiful face instead of watching the game.


Chapter Two

I finished my paper and headed to work. I worked as a janitor at the college football stadium and did odd jobs for the football team. I wasn’t a jock like Duke. I never played sports. I didn’t like them. Instead satisfied with the quiet and relaxing practice of yoga.

I clocked in, and Mrs. Jacobs, the head of janitorial services, gave me my assignment. Mrs. Jacobs was the ultimate MILF: Tall, lean, with huge tits and gorgeous toned legs. She wore tight yoga pants that left little to the imagination of how firm her two lovely ass cheeks were and how plump her pussy was. 

One of the assignments Mrs. Jacobs gave me was to clean the cheerleader’s locker room. I hated doing it because there was such temptation for me. So I decided to do everything else first, procrastinating the inevitable. After cleaning all my other areas, it was close to eleven when I got to the cheerleader’s locker room. The lights flickered. I'd start in the shower. I walked past one of the three long rows of lockers. Most of the lockers were locked, but one was cracked open, the lock hanging unlocked on the handle.

I glanced down the row of lockers. I listened for any sign of someone in the locker room. It was quiet, except for a shower dripping and a ballast buzzing.

I cracked open the locker, and on one of the hooks was a tiny pink thong. On a hanger was a cheerleader uniform. I cradled the thong in my hand as if it might break. I took a deep breath. It felt warm as I rubbed the slightly damp thong on my face. It smelled meaty and soaked with a rich yet tempting scent. I didn’t know what pussy smelled like, but I imagined the girl kicking, dancing, and bouncing in these panties as her sweat and happiness soaked them.

I inhaled deeper. My cock stiffened, and a tingling ran up and down my spine, enjoying this most dangerous and kinky act. Right here in the cheerleader's locker room, I wanted to strip, slide the thong over my throbbing cock and walk around. I had to do it. My little head had one desire: feel this soft, silky fabric gently rubbing against it. My little head took over, and the head on my shoulders surrendered all control.

I walked through the entire locker room, ensuring no one was there.  I opened the locker room door, checked both ways down the hallway, and locked the door. I returned to the locker and stripped.

I stepped into the thong, pulled it up over my knees and thighs, and let go of the waistband when it rested on my hips. I pushed my cock back toward my ass as far as it would go and pushed my balls up. I sashayed to the mirror and admired my look. I could pass as a flat-chested woman if I knew how to do makeup, like some of the cross-dressers I'd admired on the internet. I was petite and had slender shoulders. I focused on my skinny legs. I ran my hand up and down my thighs, calves, and ass. Maybe shaving a little would be good. I turned and admired my mouth-watering ass.

I walked around, shaking my hips. The thong splitting my ass felt terrific, and the delicate fabric massaged my cock. I felt so dirty, so perverted, and yet it was exciting to do something so kinky and dangerous.

I considered taking the panties back to my apartment and jacking off. That was the safe thing to do. But the danger or the possibility of getting caught seemed just as arousing as having the tiny pink thong rub against my cock. I stopped at the locker, looked around again, and slid on the short pleated skirt and the sleeveless, super-tight top. I spun, high-kicked, and did a cheer. “Sage is a sexy… sexy… uh… sexy slut! And she wants dick in her ass. Yeah!” I high-kicked again and said the cheer over and over. 

After several minutes of enjoying myself, I bounced to the mirror, pulled my cock out, and started stroking. I’d never realized how feminine I was, but at this moment, frantically jacking off, it hit me. I talked dirty to myself. “You dirty little bitch, bend over.” I bent over, turned around, and jacked off, looking at my delectable ass. “You're going to take my dick, slut.”

With one hand still stroking my cock my ass puckered as the finger of my other hand tried to slide past the opening. I stuck it in my mouth, slathered it with spit, then pushed and wiggled until my finger slipped past the tight entrance to my forbidden cavern. I finger fucked myself, jacking off faster and harder.

I'd lost track of everything around me. I shot my load, soaking someone’s pink thong and my thigh and cock with a week’s worth of cum. My body relaxed as the cum slithered down my thigh. I wiped as much cum onto the palm of my hand and gulped down every drop of warm sticky cum. I continued to violate my ass with my finger. It felt so good. I fantasized about one of the football players fucking me or having them lined up, cheering each other on as they stretched my asshole one after another.

From behind me…

“What the hell are you doing, Sage.” I recognized Mrs. Jacobs's voice immediately. I pulled my finger out of my ass, stood up, and turned. I’m unsure why, but I tucked my cock back into the panties. Mrs. Jacobs stood at least a half foot taller than me. Her hands were on her ample hips, and her eyes locked onto my cock.

“You fucking little pervert. Is this what you want? To be a little dirty little slut. Take those panties off.”

Yes, Mrs. Jacobs, I want to be a dirty slut. Can you help me?

That was what I thought, but I said, “Mrs. Jacobs… please don’t fire me.”

Then I considered what would happen if she told the college administration. Would they suspend me? Or worse? If they suspended me, there was no way Dad wasn’t finding out. Then what? I can’t pay for college myself. My scholarship, would they take that too?

Mrs. Jacobs shook her head, but her eyes never left my cock. “Tsk, tsk, what a dirty little pervert you are, Sage. What am I going to do with you? You like the taste of cum, huh… pervert?”

“I… um… I just…” I stuttered, unable to come up with any excuse or explanation for my actions. “Mrs. Jacobs… I um…”

“What am I going to do with you, Sage?”

She let her long brunette hair slide across her shoulder and touched her lips with a single long dainty finger, trailing it down toward her gorgeous breasts. She focused on my cock, which couldn’t keep from growing into another hard-on. 

“I have to do something, Sage. This is unpunishable. Do you have any ideas, Sage?”

“I don’t know what you mean?” I said. The cum on my thighs was drying and becoming a little uncomfortable.

Mrs. Jacobs, in a commanding voice, said, “Take those panties off right now, you filthy little boy, or maybe you’re more of a girl? Which are you?”

Faster than I thought I could ever move, I slipped the cum soaked thong off my sticky groin. Mrs. Jacobs stepped forward, grabbed my cock, twisted it, then let go. I dropped to my knees. “That’s a pathetically small cock you got there, Sage. Stand up.”

I stood on shaky legs. “What… are you… going to do? I can’t lose my scholarship… Please don’t report me….”

Mrs. Jacobs bent over and picked up the thong drenched in my man's juices. “You ruined these panties with that pathetic little cock.”

“Please don’t tell anyone, Mrs. Jacobs… I’ll do anything, please. I don't know what came over me. Please….”

Mrs. Jacobs looked at her hand, now soaked with my cum. She turned her hand palm facing me. “Look, you got your nasty little boy shit on my hands. Clean it up.”

I looked left, then right, then behind me for a towel or something. Mrs. Jacobs had something else in mind. “No lick it off, pervert.”

“You want me to lick my cum off your hands?”

“Yes, and kneel before me when you do.”

“Mrs. Jacobs, I don't think this is appropriate.”

“Okay, so you think what you were doing was appropriate? I guess maybe I should have a little discussion with….”

I dropped to my knees, grabbed her hand, and cleaned up my mess. Mrs. Jacobs's floral and spicy perfume, staring at the cameltoe created by her tight black yoga pants, sent a tingling through my body, eventually settling in my cock. My cock throbbed once, then twice, and then started to swell. 

What was happening here? What was wrong with me? Why didn’t I tuck the panties into my pocket and do all this at home?

“What are you getting hard again, Sage?” Mrs. Jacobs jammed her pink sneaker into my crotch. “Stand up… Pervert.”

I stood, hands at my side, and my cock swelled to as large as it would go, which wasn’t very big. It bounced, throbbed, and dripped. I felt exposed, and I couldn’t think.

Mrs. Jacobs slapped it firmly. My cock bounced back and forth several times before settling in the middle again.

Mrs. Jacobs had a wide stance. I couldn’t take my eyes off her swollen pussy so proudly visible through her super tight yoga pants. “Well, Sage, I have no intention of telling anyone, that is if you agree not to tell anyone.”

“What… Tell no one… What?”

“I think I know why you’re wearing women’s panties, Sage, and I’m going to train you to be good at it. A sissy cross-dresser. So, take a shower and clean up. I’ll see you tomorrow night at work.”

Mrs. Jacobs turned and walked away, her gorgeous hips rocking back and forth. Her muscular, well-rounded cheeks clenched and shifted as she walked away.


Chapter Three

I took a shower, finished my duties, and went home. Luckily I had no morning classes, but I realized I wasn’t scheduled for work today either. I planned it that way, work on the nights I had no morning classes and work every other day. I didn’t want to work, but my Dad insisted on it. I wondered, did Mrs. Jacobs get her days mixed up? It didn’t matter; I was going to be there.

I couldn’t focus on my afternoon classes, thinking about last night. What had she said? That she knew why I had tried on the panties? Though I wasn't supposed to use my cell phone in class, I searched the internet: sissy cross-dresser.

Was I a sissy? Since as early as I can remember, people have been calling me that, but what did it mean? I kind of knew what a cross-dresser was.

I had always fantasized about dressing as a woman, but was I a cross-dresser? As I read more, I wondered what Mrs. Jacobs had in mind. There was no way I was doing some of this stuff, but dressing as a woman sounded terrific. After my last class, I ran home and jacked off to sissy cross-dresser porn.

I arrived early. When I entered Mrs. Jacob's office, she said,  “Aren’t you obedient?”

I started with the speech I had planned and practiced a thousand times. “Mrs. Jacobs… I want to apologize for my actions. I was out of line for sure. But it was a one-time thing. I’ll never do it again. I am not whatever you said I was…  a sissy cross-dresser. I will accept your punishment for me, but I hope you will be lenient.”

Mrs. Jacobs laughed. “Go to the women’s locker room, lock the door and shower, shave every crack and crevice of your sissy body and wait for me.” She set a small bag on the table. “In here is shaving cream, razors, and some girly lotion which you will apply after your shower.”

I stood unmoving. Did she not hear what I said? “Mrs. Jacobs… I don’t know about this?”

“You’re going to do as your told, sissy. I bet you jacked off to sissy cross-dresser porn last night, right?”

Not last night, but less than an hour ago. I blushed, grabbed the bag, and headed for the girl’s locker room on the way to the shower. Every muscle in my body quivered with tension when I passed the damn locker that got me into so much trouble.

Why didn’t I just take the panties? That would be stealing. I might be a sissy, but I’m no thief.

I showered, shaved, and put lotion over my body. It felt good and right. I headed back to the locker, my head down and my cock hard, swaying back and forth. I turned down the aisle where the locker was, which caused me all this trouble not paying attention. Instead, thinking about how great panties felt on my body, not my surroundings. Halfway down the aisle of lockers, I was startled as I heard two voices. “Oh my God, Mrs. Jacobs, he’s naked. The fucking pervert is naked in our locker room. I’m calling the cops. The fucking pervert.”

I lifted my head. Mrs. Jacobs stopped the girl next to her from calling the police with one hand; in the other, she had a plastic bag with the soiled panties from last night in them.

I stopped and covered my groin, shaking and humiliated. Why did she bring this girl here?

I got my answer. “No one stole your panties, Grace. This fucking pervert soiled your panties.” She handed Grace the plastic bag with my handy work caking them and told her how I was pretending to be a cheerleader. I then realized Mrs. Jacobs had seen more than I initially thought. 

“What the fuck? We have to report this fucking pervert, Mrs. Jacobs.”

“Grace, settle down. We’ll exact our little brand of punishment on him.”

Grace shook her head. Her nostrils flared, and I could hear every angry breath. “It’s just sick, perverted. What are we going to do about it? I don’t want some sissy rummaging through my locker. Wearing my stuff. Oh my God, he’s been working here a year.” Her lips pursed, she covered her mouth and let out a breath of disgust. “Have I been wearing panties that some guy has been walking around in at night? No way, this sissy has to be punished. I'm not letting this pass.”

Grace lifted her phone again. Mrs. Jacobs stopped her. She opened a locker, pulled out a gym bag, and dropped it on the bench. “We will punish him, but it will be fun. I’m going to break in this sissy’s ass, and you will help. Put your hands at your side, sissy, or I’ll report you, understand.”

I exhaled deeply and lowered my hands to my sides, exposing my rock-hard cock.

Grace laughed and pointed. “You put that little thing in my panties? Did you ruin my favorite pair of thongs on that prick? Do you think being a cheerleader is easy? You just put on a skimpy outfit, and you're a cheerleader? It’s hard work. Hours of practice and… and we don’t get the credit we deserve. Everyone thinks we're just sluts, prancing around, showing off our legs and behinds. No, it’s this sexist culture we live in….”

Mrs. Jacobs interrupted Grace’s speech, thankfully. “Grace, don’t you think it’s time to take your anger out on some man’s ass?” I started to cover my cock again, but Mrs. Jacobs said, “I don’t think so, sissy.”

I returned my hands to my side, my cock throbbing even more. My body temperature shot up as an erotic tingling starting in my cock ran through my body. I played out every possible scenario of what would come, but I couldn’t imagine what would occur next. One likely plan was to make me suffer before they called the cops. What else could they do?  I’d lived a sheltered life, so what was to come wasn’t even a blip in my imagination. “Grace, I'm so very sorry… I don’t know what I was doing… I promise I’ll never do it again. I’ll buy you new panties. Please, don’t tell anyone.”

Mrs. Jacobs answered for Grace. “We aren’t going to tell anyone.” She turned to Grace and said, “Are we, Grace.”

Grace fumed.

“Grace, are we? The punishment I have in mind will be more fun.”

“I don’t know… How are we going to punish this pervert? I don’t know about this. Just turn him in. They need to expel this… little dick.” Grace said.

Mrs. Jacobs said, “You’ll have to redeem yourself for masturbating in Grace’s panties. And you'll have to pay for them with your services.”

Services, maybe I have to do Grace’s homework or something. Maybe clean her apartment or some shit like that. This could work, but why did Mrs. Jacobs make me shave and put lotion on? And why was I standing here naked?

Mrs. Jacobs reached into her bag and pulled out a long black plastic cock, attached to some harness. I wasn’t sure, but I had an idea of what was to come. Grace recoiled, putting her hands up and in a shrill and loud voice said. “No way, I’m not putting anything in anyone's ass.”

Grace stared at the harness for a few moments, then leaned forward and said. “You can destroy his ass, Mrs. Jacobs. But I have another idea.” She grabbed Mrs. Jacobs by the shoulder, pulled her in, and whispered something in her ear. Then she turned and left. As she was leaving, she said, “I’ll see you tomorrow for cheerleading practice. Do you think being a cheerleader is easy? I’m going to show you how hard it is. So, don't be late.”

Mrs. Jacobs grinned and said. “Seems it’s just you and me tonight. I like breaking in little sluts like you.” She put the strap-on back in the bag and pulled her top off. This might not be so bad. She was in her forties and probably couldn’t find anyone to fuck her. Yeah, I bet she hasn't been laid in forever. Then again, I’ve never been fucked, or never fucked anyone. I wasn’t sure which one I wanted more. Maybe she just wants me to please her. I’m a virgin and nervous, and not sure if I was straight, but I wouldn't have to hide the things we did. Getting laid might even win some points with Duke and his jock friends. Maybe they’ll let up on the teasing.

She hung her top in a locker and then unhooked her bra. Her tits stood firm and erect. For a forty-something woman, I thought that was phenomenal. It wouldn't be punishment if I had to have sex with this gorgeous brunette MILF. Was she that desperate?

She grabbed the waistband of her yoga pants, then looked at me. “You need to be on your knees, sissy.” For some reason, being called a sissy by this gorgeous woman was arousing. I considered enduring this humiliation worth it to lose my virginity to this magnificent woman. I guess sacrifices had to be made.

I dropped to my knees, waiting to see that wonderful swollen pussy. “Close your eyes, sissy.” My cock was bouncing, throbbing back and forth in anticipation. Maybe getting busted with panties on wouldn’t be such a bad thing. I closed my eyes. The sigh of her yoga pants as they slid down her legs caused my heart to race. Her hand grabbed me behind the head and said, “Open your eyes.”

I opened my eyes in anticipation of seeing pussy for the first time, but instead, I saw up close and personal a large bead of precum dripping off a vast thick head of a cock. I gasped.

Then she stepped back, reached into her bag, and pulled out a pair of panties. She tossed them at me. They were pink and frilly with a little pink bow in the front. They weren’t regular panties. There was some kind of pouch in the front.

“Get them on. Hurry up. We haven’t got all night. Or I can call about your little episode.”

I slid the panties on. The pouch was for my cock. The soft material wrapped my cock in a cocoon of pure gratification. I dribbled precum, staining the front. Mrs. Jacobs tossed me a little pink bra and a short tight negligee. While I dressed, she fumbled in her bag and pulled out a pair of pink heels. I tried to get them on, but they were just too small.

“Now, back on your knees and do your duty as a sissy slut.” She glanced down at her cock.

I could run. But I didn’t. My cock stiffened even more in the cradle of pleasure the sissy panties created.

Was I enjoying the humiliating and degrading treatment? Yes, I was! But why? 

“What a pretty little slut you are, Sage. Stand up, turn around and grab your ankles.”

“What? Mrs. Jacobs, please. I don’t think I’m interested in this… anymore.” But I was. I was more than interested in taking her cock in my ass. I’d fantasized about it since… well, forever. There was no way it would fit, though. I struggled to get my finger in my tight ass, so how was a huge, thick cock like Mrs. Jacobs had going to fit.

Though my words protested, my body was a willing participant, and I turned around, bent over, and grabbed my ankles.

“You are a dirty girl, aren’t you? Sage, dirty girls have to be punished, don’t they?”

Without thinking, I said, “Yes, Ma’am.” I knew why I was in the position, and deep down, I wanted to be punished. I considered I might just enjoy it.

“No, this position is wrong. Stand up.” I stood, and Mrs. Jacobs sat on the bench and patted her thighs.

I lay across her knee, and she lifted the negligee, exposing my ass. “First the spanking, then the blowjob.”

I lifted my head and turned as best I could toward Mrs. Jacobs. “What?”

Mrs. Jacobs smacked my ass several times, then said. “I know you want cock, sissy. Admit it. Admit that you fantasize about cock in that mouth and in this delectable little ass.” She massaged my ass tenderly, and I lowered my head feeling safe and loving the attention Mrs. Jacobs gave me. “Then she said, am I wrong?”

I took a deep breath. I’d never divulged to anyone my secret fantasies. One of them was sucking cock. As I waited for what was to come, I recalled my actions when I was assigned to clean the men’s locker room. One, I ensured there were guys in it. Two, as I cleaned, I watched their cocks swing back and forth as they teased each other with snaps of their towels and wished someone would smack my ass with a towel. 

“Mrs. Jacobs, you are right. But…”

Her hand connected with each of my ass cheeks two more times. My legs jerked up, and my butt clenched. “And you're a dirty girl that needs my firm hand, am I right?”

I realized everything about being humiliated, degraded, and punished was enjoyable. Why? I have no fucking idea, but I decided to go with it and enjoy the experience. Wherever this took me.

Mrs. Jacobs's hand connected with each of my ass cheeks twice, causing my butt cheeks to tingle and ache. “Are you a dirty girl? Do you want my cock in your mouth?”

I considered this for a moment. At this point, I assumed that the situation was a wash. In other words, Mrs. Jacobs caught me cross-dressing. But this was inappropriate behavior. But I didn’t want it to stop. I wanted her to smack my ass. I wanted to be her dirty girl and nothing more than to experience giving head for the first time. The fear of getting caught slipped away, and the desire to share more of this wild, fun journey to the pleasure of a lifetime was the only thing I could think about.

My stomach fluttered. I lost all inhibition of submitting to Mrs. Jacobs and said in a blubbery tone. “I am your dirty girl. I want your cock to fuck my throat, and I want to be used by you.”

Where did that come from? Did I want to be used by Mrs. Jacobs?

Mrs. Jacobs patted my now tender ass and told me to kneel again. She stood in front of me. The soft pouch cradled my cock, creating a throbbing pink tent. The stiff string of the fabric wedged comfortably into my ass. I waited.

Mrs. Jacobs lifted my head and said. “I think you’ll be a pretty girl once Grace gets done with you.” Mrs. Jacobs grabbed me behind the head and pulled me toward her. “Now, suck it.”

It felt like my eyes popped out of my head as I stared at the massive cock. Just seconds ago, I was all in, but staring up close at this, I wondered how that thing would fit in my mouth. I’d practiced on hotdogs, causing my roommate to wonder how I ate so many and never got fat. But her cock was three times as thick. It was just as long too.

“Oh my God,” I said as I gripped it with a trembling hand. I could feel the veins pulsating. I looked up at Mrs. Jacobs in a stumbling voice. “I don’t… know what… to do.”

Mrs. Jacobs smirked and laughed. “What kind of sissy are you? Stroke it.” 

I stroked it back and forth—the thick one-eyed monster throbbing in my hand. Mrs. Jacobs’s low-hanging, heavy balls swayed back and forth in their coarse pouch. “Spit on it.”

I spit, then stroked. Then spit and jacked her off. My hand glided effortlessly back and forth as I lubed up her cock with my spit.

She said, “Moment of truth.” She fell into the bench and spread her legs. Lifted her cock up, displaying her huge, low-hanging balls. “Lick my balls, slut.”

Being ordered around by a woman, I guess she was a woman. A woman with a cock felt so degrading and humiliating. Being forced to suck a cock was … well, degrading, yet… it wasn’t. I looked toward the door, realizing nothing was keeping me from running. I made my choice when I leaned forward, pushed my tongue out as far as it would go, and devoured her balls with my tongue. Licking every inch of hot, sweaty flesh up to the thick head of her cock. The balls were leathery and had a rich taste of sweat. Her cock was smooth and throbbed under the tension of my tongue. When I reached the tip, I lapped up a drop of tantalizing precum. I wanted more. Like an excited dog licking her master's face, I licked up and down her cock, over and over. My cock had never been this hard before. Without even touching it, I could tell I was close to blowing my load into my pink panties.

Mrs. Jacobs grabbed me behind the head, positioning her cock on the tip of my lips. She pulled my lips up to her throbbing, thick head, but I refused to open my lips. There was no way this cock was fitting in my mouth.

Mrs. Jacobs smacked my face, “Come on, college boy, I know you want it. Do you want my she-cock?”

What was I going to say? No. Because that would be a lie, a bald-faced lie.

Hell, I wanted it so bad. I wanted the real deal, though I’d used hot dogs to simulate sucking cock, and getting fucked in the ass. Hot dogs break; I found that out the hard way. I wanted warm, throbbing flesh in my mouth and stretching my ass.

I glanced up at Mrs. Jacobs, my cheek tingling. Strangely, I found her subtle punishment enjoyable. I settled into the idea that humiliation and being degraded would become another obsession of mine. That sucking cock, was my only purpose in life. I wanted to be a woman, not a good girl, a sweet innocent woman, but a slut. A dirty girl.

I inhaled deeply and said, “I want to be your dirty girl, Mrs. Jacobs.”

My cock agreed with this statement.

Mrs. Jacobs said, “Have you ever sucked cock before?”

I shook my head. I wasn’t going to tell her I practiced on hot dogs.

“Stick out your tongue. Then lick my head.”

I stuck my tongue out and closed my eyes. Was I going to do this?

My tongue touched the hard pulse of her arousal, and I licked it. Mrs. Jacobs smacked my head. “Dirty girl cock sucking rule number one, show some enthusiasm. Do you want to suck my cock, or not?”

This time when my tongue touched the tip of her cock, I devoured it. Tantalizing her swollen head with the end of my tongue. I enthusiastically slurped her cock, as I ran my hand up her outer thighs, enjoying the smooth softness. Up to her firm, well-defined stomach. My hand trailed upward until it reached her generous, firm tits.

Mrs. Jacob's head fell back as she sighed with pleasure. The knowledge that my efforts were pleasing her was the most thrilling feeling I’d had in a very long time. “Mrs. Jacobs, what do you want me to do next? Am I doing it right? I want to do this right…because I want to taste your cum… and Mrs. Jacobs…. I, huh, love doing this.”

Mrs. Jacobs looked down at me and said, “I think you're going to be a natural.”

Mrs. Jacobs lifted her cock, and said. “My balls, lick my balls.”

I turned slightly and massaged her wrinkled ball sack with my tongue. It was sweaty. I grazed on her balls, massaging them with my tongue, suckling them, releasing them, and then swirling my tongue over her ball sack. Mrs. Jacobs moaned, obviously, and my cock displayed its pleasure. The tender pouch that cradled my cock was soaked with precum.

Mrs. Jacobs said, “Spit on it.”

I spit on it, and without prompting, I parted my lips and slid her cock into my mouth. It was gratifying to feel her cock throb and swell in my mouth. I ran my hand down her thigh. Her goosebumps were obvious.

She pulled back, worried I didn’t please her I glanced up. “Was I not pleasing you?” 

Mrs. Jacobs cradled my chin tenderly. “Oh no, you are doing fine. I’m close. Do you want my cum, dirty girl?”

I took a deep breath, and there was only one reply I could think of. “Yes.”

I opened my mouth, and Mrs. Jacobs penetrated my mouth aggressively. She thrust her hips upward, driving her cock into my throat, prompting my gag reflex. I could control it; I guess my practice with hot dogs wasn’t wasted after all. She pulled out and pushed back in deeper this time. Half her cock disappeared. Then out, back in, and out again. Again and again. When my lips were just a couple of inches from her ball sack, she stopped, her cock buried in my throat. “Look up at me, dirty girl.”

I admired her smile and face; all tension had been erased because of me! Her lips parted, and she licked her plump red lips. Then she pulled out, fucked my face for three more thrusts, and her punishment ended with a crescendo of gummy, salty cum shooting into my throat. Mrs. Jacobs held my head close as her cum slithered down my throat.

Then she released me and headed to the shower. She left me on my knees. I remained frozen in place as the shower started. I wanted more. I didn’t want this to end, so I stayed on my knees for her entire shower. When she returned, she laughed. “Want more, do you, you greedy little slut. Well, you’re going to get all the cock you can handle. Be at cheerleader practice tomorrow at five. No need to worry about your cleaning. This takes precedence.” Mrs. Jacobs dressed and left.

I showered and left. 


Chapter Four

I slept deeply that night and didn't hear a word any of my professors said, instead fantasizing about what was to come. What was Grace going to do? Why did she want me at cheerleading practice? In a million years, I wouldn’t have imagined Mrs. Jacobs being transgender with a cock as big as hers. Was Grace transgender also? Were all the cheerleaders transgender?

To watch Duke play, my roommate, a good friend, and the quarterback on our football team, I'd been to most of this year's games. Instead of watching the games, I dreamed about being on the cheerleader squad. As I recalled those games, I concluded there was no way, with the tight panties they wore, a cock was underneath their cheerleader skirts. And yet Mrs. Jacobs had fooled everyone.

I arrived at the gym at five. Grace was there with eight other cheerleaders. They all glanced at me, grimaced in unison, laughed, and returned to their conversation. Grace excused herself and grabbed me by the hand leading me to Mrs. Jacob's office. Mrs. Jacobs was gone, but on her desk was a collection of makeup products.

I had an idea of what Grace had in mind. But could I pull it off? Could she?

Grace said, “Strip.”

I hesitated.

Grace said, “Last thing I want to do is see your naked ass. But, the plans I got for you will require me to see you naked for the next couple of weeks. So strip, or I tell everyone what you did with my panties and what you did with Mrs. Jacob’s cock.”

I stripped like I would at the doctor’s office. My cock, thankfully, remained soft. Grace checked my legs, chest, and face, ensuring I'd shaved as requested. “Smooth, good, and you applied the lotion. Good.”

She went right to work. Applied eye shadow, mascara, foundation, and lipstick and then stepped back at the product. “Damn, you look good.”

When she guided me to the mirror and allowed me to look at myself, my cock stood to attention immediately. I was a knockout. Grace said. “Yep, this is going to work. You’re going to be our new cheerleader.”

“What?”

“You wanted to wear panties, so now you’re going to do it in front of thirty thousand cheering, leering, horny fans. I haven't forgotten about what you did to my panties. So, you want to be a cheerleader?”

Grace paused, waiting for my answer. I supposed if I said no, maybe Grace would let me go. Forget about my indiscretion. But I said, “Yes, I do.”

“You pervert, you just want to show off your sexy legs and shake your ass in front of guys. There’s more to it than that. Much more. So, I’m going to put you through it this week. If you don’t quit, then I’ll keep your perversions secret. Otherwise, quit before the end of the week, and I will tell everyone. Oh, and none of the other girls know. They think you're new. So keep it a secret about what we’re doing. Understand? Anyone finds out about that cock, and I make your life miserable with a story about a pervert and his cock sucking ways. Are we clear?”

I nodded.

Grace handed me a package containing a tube made of gauze and a strange piece of skin-colored tape in the shape of the letter T. “Put this on. Get that dick tucked. I asked a drag queen how she hid her bits, and she recommended this. I bought this one for you, but you’ll need to buy the next package. You have to hide that cock. When you’re finished meet me in the gym for practice.”

I opened the package. Inside were instructions that I followed, starting by pushing my balls up into a cavity I never knew I had. Then slipping the gauze over my cock. The last part of the process was tucking my cock back toward my ass with the tape. I slipped on the cheerleader panties admiring my crotch. It looked like there was no cock underneath, even these tightest of panties.

I slid on the red and white pleated cheerleader skirt and squeezed into the tight, sleeveless red shirt. Before I headed to the gym, I checked my look. I admired my slender arms; even though I was short, I had long, slender, and feminine legs. The flared skirt gave me the appearance of hips, even though I knew I had none.

I took a deep breath and headed for the gym. Grace ran me through some basic cheers and some basic moves, and everyone was impressed by how quickly I caught on and kept up with the girls. It was evident to the other girls Grace was riding me. Harder than usual, and that I was keeping up made her even angrier.

One of the girls, Tina, was a tall, slender girl who kept sticking up for me. I told Grace to chill out, but Grace continued pushing me, riding my ass. What Grace was putting me through was what I imagined special forces hell week might be like. The only thing missing was a bell for me to ring, signaling I was done.

The next three days were similar, and I was worn out after each practice. All the girls agreed that I would be okay to join them on the field for the next game.

Grace seemed angry that I did so well, and what angered her worse was that I was enjoying myself. She expected me to be embarrassed and hate the experience. What angered her more than anything was that all of her friends, her sorority sisters bought into her scheme and accepted me as a woman.

Each day the other girls loosened up to the new cheerleader and started asking me questions. “Where are you from?” “I’ve never seen you around campus?” ‘What’s your major?” “Are you in a sorority?”

I expected Grace to bail me out as the questions about who I was and why I was at practice started. But she let me flounder. Things weren’t going the way she had planned. So, I  lied. When they asked me where I was from, I told them my hometown. It wasn’t a lie. That part was easy. When they wondered why they hadn’t seen me: I explained I had a family emergency and was allowed to do my studies online for the first half of the semester. I didn’t lie about my major either; I was an English Major. I wasn’t in a sorority, but I wanted to be in one.

By the end of the week, I was more popular than Grace. Tina, one of the cheerleaders, asked me if I wanted to join their sorority. Grace’s nostrils flared, and she gave me a cold hard look like she wanted to rip my skin off. I should have simply said no, and never gone back and bought some of my panties to wear behind my locked bedroom door. But I didn’t. I said, “Yes, I’d love to. What do I have to do?”

Grace turned and walked away, fuming. Tina told me to come by the sorority house next week, high-fived me, and said, “I hope we win tomorrow. The bus leaves at two. See you there, Grace.”

With all the week's excitement, practicing, and making new friends, I'd forgotten what cheerleaders do. They cheer on the sidelines at games with lots of fans. I hadn’t expected this to go this far or that I would make it this far without anyone figuring out I was a guy. I think Grace didn't expect it, either. Thinking about it, I wasn’t sure what Grace wanted or expected from her little scheme, but from how she left just minutes ago, I think her plans failed.

I retreated to Mrs. Jacob's office, where Grace had been dressing me before each day's practice. When I entered, she was waiting for me, arms crossed, her nostrils flaring, and she yelled in a shaky, raised voice. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? You were supposed to be embarrassed by all this, and my friends were supposed to recognize you were a guy by now. Now, what are we going to do? Huh? And they want you to join our sorority?”

I stuttered, “I… Uh… don’t know? I’ll just skip the game. No one knows who I am anyway. You can tell them I dropped out or something.”

Grace slipped into thought, then after a minute, her anger slipped off her face, and a relaxed smile crossed her face. “No… I’m not done with you yet. You’re going to go to the game. Oh, by the way, it’s an away game. We’ll have to figure out how to manage the dressing. Mrs. Jacobs might have an idea… And you’re going to join our sorority, and I have one hell of an idea about your hazing ritual. By the way, Tina’s a lipstick lesbian, and she’s got the hots for you. So when she hits on you, which she will, good luck getting out of that one.”

“Hazing? What… listen maybe I’ll just disappear. No one will know. They all think I’m a girl, anyway.” I hoped Grace would agree and get me out of this. I didn’t because I wanted to go and cheer on the sidelines as a girl, with thousands of guys admiring my ass and my legs, thinking I was a girl. 

Grace didn't let me off the hook, “No, you're going. Never heard of hazing? I will ensure you get a proper introduction to our sorority, sister.” Grace laughed. “You might get away easily since our team can’t win a game. But… that’s a couple of weeks off. See you tomorrow at the game.”


Chapter Five

Grace left. I wanted to continue this charade because I loved myself as Sage the girl, Sage the cheerleader. I didn’t have to go home just yet, so I admired myself in the mirror for a few minutes. I untucked my cock first and slipped off my panties, and was in the process of removing my skirt.

When the door opened, my skirt was down to my knees, and there was the assistant dean, Mr. Yearwood, a doddering old man of sixty. He flushed red, covered his eyes, and apologized, “I was looking for Mrs. Jacobs.” Then he closed the door.

I pulled my skirt back on and wondered what I would do. For the second time this week, I'd been caught cross-dressing. But I still had my makeup on, and it had fooled the girls all week. Had it fooled Mr. Yearwood?

Maybe he didn’t see my cock. If he did, it could be just as embarrassing for him as it was for me. I waited in silence, hoping he would leave. A gentle tap on the door told me this wasn’t the case. I opened the door, figuring he wanted to apologize for his intrusion. Mr. Yearwood stood in the doorway. His gaze explored my body, and his pale skin flushed red. After examining my body, he licked his lips, slipped past me, and shut the door.

“We have a strict policy about the girl’s cheerleader squad. Grace called me and said she thought that you, Mr. St. James, had finagled your way into being a cheerleader. Spying on the girls as they dressed in the girl’s locker room. Disgusting, sir, perverse.”

“Mr. Yearwood, that’s a lie! I… I…” What was I going to say? I got caught in the girl's locker room, jacking off and fingering my ass. 

Mr. Yearwood held up his hand. “No, guys are permitted to participate in strictly girls’ activities. This infraction could get you expelled, Mr. St. James, or worse. Well….”  He licked his lips and inched closer to me. “I suppose if you prove you’re a woman. In some manner… well… I could let this infraction slide.”

Not wanting to bring the authorities into this, I said. “What did you have in mind?”

Mr. Yearwood seemed to need to justify his behavior to himself as he continued with his admonishments. “Mr. St. James, this is highly inappropriate and violates school policy. I could have you expelled for this. But, if you are willing to prove to me how badly you want to be a woman.”

I mumbled, “Yeah, You told me that.”

Finally, he got to it. With one hand he gripped me by the shoulder and nudged me down, to the position, I assumed he wanted me in, on my knees.

I resisted, glancing down at the growing bulge in his pants. Mr. Yearwood didn’t wait for my answer. He unzipped his pants, fumbling with his right hand as his left hand continued to pressure my shoulder. “Sage, I know you want this. If you don’t do this for me, I assure you you will not practice, or travel with the squad the next game. I’m assuming this is something you want.”

He’d managed to pull his cock out. It was hard, long, and throbbing in anticipation of my mouth. “Mr. Yearwood…. I… I…”

Not only did I want to be a part of the cheerleader squad, but I wanted to show Mr. Yearwood I was a woman and suck his cock. Deep down, I knew there was more to being a woman, but in my mind, this was the only way I could prove I was a woman -- sucking cock.

“Sage, you want to pretend to be a girl, so prove how badly you want to be a girl. I hear you're a dirty girl. So show me what a dirty girl can do.”

Had Mrs. Jacob’s said something to Mr. Yearwood? If not, how did he know to call me a dirty girl? That was something Mrs. Jacobs called me.

Mr. Yearwood lost control then. He dropped and lifted me into a standing position. His shaky hands gripped my waist, and his lips settled in on my lips. His tongue hungrily parted my lips and aggressively, so wildly, entered my mouth, finding my tongue and dancing with it. I moaned.

Mr. Yearwood moaned. “I’ve never had a girl like you but always fantasized about it.”

His lips pressed against mine and his tongue returned to dancing with mine. His hands wandered, touching my cheeks, my neck, and on down to my chest. His journey found my hips and pulled me close to him. My cock pressed against his thick throbbing shaft. He started to grind his cock into mine, igniting a fire of passion throughout my body. He grabbed my ass and squeezed tightly.

“Oh, that’s nice, Sage.”

I found his abs; they were tight and firm for an old man. As Mr. Yearwood pushed me back into the wall, my hands found the hem of his t-shirt, pulling it over his head. He pinned me to the wall, forcing my hands above my head as his kisses became more aggressive and demanding. He let one hand go and guided it to his pants. I struggled to unbutton his pants. Mr. Yearwood assisted, sliding them down to his knees. He grabbed my hand again, forcing it to his cock. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and stroked.

He stopped kissing me, smiled, stepped out of his pants eagerly, and pushed me to my knees. He leaned into the wall, palms against the wall, leaning over me. Staring hungrily down at me, his cock pulsing against my cheek. It was smaller than Mrs. Jacob’s cock, so I felt confident I could take it, swallow it, and please him. Over the last few days, I’d researched blowjobs and picked up a few neat little tricks instead of listening to my instructors.

Even though I knew what to do, I looked up at him innocently, licked my lips sensually, grabbed his cock, and asked, “What do you want me to do now, baby?”

“Suck my dick, Sage. Suck it dry.”

I kissed the head of his cock, gently and tenderly. “I can't wait to taste your seed, Daddy.” I wasn’t sure if Daddy would turn him on or repulse him. I got my answer when he tilted his head back, moaned, and said. “That’s my girl.”

I kissed every inch of his cock, softly, tenderly. As I kissed his cock, I tickled his balls with my fingers. I dropped my tongue to his ball sack and massaged it with my tongue.

“Oh my God, that’s good. Fuck, Sage… That’s so good.”

I ran my nails over his ass cheeks before my tongue returned to his head. I flicked my tongue over the underside of his head. His legs shook, he moaned, and his head fell back. “Oh, baby, that's good. Please…suck me off.”

I realized he was no longer in control, but I was. With both hands, I grabbed his ass cheeks, opened my mouth, and pulled him in. I swallowed an inch of his cock, and with my tongue, I flicked at the underside of his head. Then pulled out and swallowed again deeper this side. I managed to do this five times before he shivered, grabbed me behind the head, and came. The cum sliding down wasn’t as plentiful as Mrs. Jacobs's, but it satisfied just the same.

I stood, grabbed his cock with my hand, and gently stroked his tender cock, but surprisingly still hard cock, while licking my lips, I said. “Mmmm… that was good, Daddy. So, good.”

I figured maybe I could take advantage of this situation. I loved being a cheerleader but wanted to get Grace off my back at practice. So, I batted my eyes, shaking my head. His cock was still hard? How was this possible? I needed a break between jack-off sessions, and I’m twenty-one. Mr. Yearwood had to be in his sixties.

“Grace keeps riding me, Mr. Yearwood.” As I stroked his cock, I added. “Maybe you could talk with her, get her to stop riding me at practice.”

I stroked and stroked his cock, waiting for it to soften, but it didn’t, and apparently, my surprise showed. Mr. Yearwood fumbled in his pants pocket, pulled out a little orange prescription bottle of blue pills, and shook them. The powerful pills thrashed about the bottle.

“You want me to talk with Grace, huh.”

He grabbed me by the shoulders, spun me around, pushed my head down onto the desk, and drove his throbbing cock between my thighs. It was slightly sticky from his cum. He leaned into my ear, “So, you'd like me to talk with Grace? I think I can do that, but perhaps you could do something for me. What would you do for me?”

His hand found my ass, gripping it. “The blowjob was not to tell anyone that you’re a girl on the girl’s cheerleading team. Talking to Grace… well, that’s another matter.”

He positioned his cock right between my tight ass cheeks, and he humped me, his cock sliding up and down between my cheeks. “What would you do for me, Sage?”

I could just scream. Security was bound to be down the hall soon on their rounds. Or, just leave, but I wanted his cock in my ass. I wanted to feel what it was like to get fucked for the first time. I wished my first time was with a hunk of a guy, maybe even my roommate Duke. But beggars can’t be choosers. Besides, I found this little power struggle between us highly arousing.

So I said it, “Please fuck me, Mr. Yearwood, fuck me hard. But, be gentle, I’ve never done anything like this.”

I said it, but that was the furthest thing from my mind. I wanted him to fuck me like a whore, to pound my man's pussy like it was his property.

“Well, that’s a good girl, Sage. I think afterward I might be able to convince Grace to ease up on you.”

As he said this, his finger found my hole. He tried to slide it in, but it was too tight. He stepped back, rummaging through Mrs. Jacobs’s desk drawers until he found a small bottle of lube. He returned to my ass. First, slathering some cold, wet solution into my opening, then on his finger. His finger pressed against my hole and slid in painfully at first. I grimaced, and my toes curled. But as he pushed and pulled back and forth, things eased up. Then I could feel things get a little tenser as two and three fingers penetrated my ass. His fingers fucked my ass faster and faster, harder and harder. My heart smashed against my chest, and shudders of pleasure ran over my body as my hips matched his fingers' motions. In and out, his fingers plunged. Back and forth, my hips rocked.

Then he kicked my legs apart and fumbled with his cock, positioning it in my hole. He pushed gently until his cock entered my ass. He drove until he was deep inside me. Then he stopped, put his mouth to my ear, and said, “You want it, slut?”

My cock throbbed, and goosebumps ran over my entire body at being called a slut. I not only wanted to get fucked, but I wanted it hard. I wanted to be destroyed. “Yes… please… Mr. Yearwood.”

The power dynamics had changed. I'd lost the upper hand, and now he was firmly in control. “Fuck me… please.”

He remained still, his cock in my ass. Then he slapped my ass cheeks. “What, slut?”

“Please fuck me. Please.” I wanted it so bad now. My cock was dripping and throbbing, and my entire body convulsed with the desire to be used.

He pulled out and slammed his cock back in roughly. The desk shook and bounced forward an inch or two. “You want my dick, slut?”

Louder this time, I said, “Yes… please fuck me.”

Then he pulled out and penetrated me two more times. The first time a metal coffee mug wobbled. The second time it wobbled and fell to the floor, bouncing a couple of times, then rolling. Each time I lifted my toes and screamed with passion, each thrust wanting more, wanting to get my ass stretched. Each time the desk scraped against the floor and inched closer to the wall.

Then he began his all-out assault on my anal cavity. He was relentlessly pounding me. It was so great, this feeling of having a cock deep in my ass, feeling his hips connect with my ass each time he plunged into me. My cock swayed back and forth, and my balls swung. The desk scraped and inched forward. Mr. Yearwood grabbed my shoulders to keep me from creeping away.

He continued his relentless assault. His breathing labored, and sweat dripped off his body onto my back. “I’m close, baby girl. I’m so close.”

“Give me your cum. Fill my ass with your seed, Daddy.”

Mr. Yearwood stopped only when there was a rattle of the doorknob and a gentle tap. “Everything all right in there, Mrs. Jacobs?” It was the security guard, Bob, or Bobby Joe or something like that.

Mr. Yearwood tried to catch his breath and come up with a lie. I bailed him out. “Mr. Yearwood and I are rearranging Mrs. Jacobs’s office, and everything is all right.”

After a moment or two of silence, he said, “All right.”

Mr. Yearwood laughed and returned to his fucking. He lasted three more strokes, shivered violently, and stopped. He pulled out, dressed, tucking his still-hard cock in his pants, and as he opened the door to leave, he said, “I’ll have that talk with Grace. And I'll be at the game knowing that sore ass of yours is because of me.”

I showered and changed into my guy clothes, feeling sad at leaving Sage, the girl, behind. It took me ten minutes to straighten the office. There were pens, papers, and pictures lying on the floor. As I headed home, my walk was somewhat imbalanced from practice and the ass fucking I’d just received. 


Chapter Six

The next day, I arrived early, just as Grace requested. Grace immediately unleashed an angry barrage. “I’m the head cheerleader, and practice is my domain. What the fuck do you think you’re doing telling Mr. Yearwood to let up on you?”

Her lips curled as I stripped, as we’d been doing all week. As she started applying my makeup, her eyes appeared cold, dead, and flat. Then a light bulb went off. “You sucked that old fart’s cock, didn’t you? Took it up the ass, huh? You fucking slut! What did he do promise to get me to let up on you? No fucking way, Sage. Not till I've had my pound of flesh.”

Grace finished my makeup, I dressed in my game day cheerleader uniform, and we boarded the bus. It was a sizeable luxurious coach bus. Too large for only ten girls and two coaches. Grace and her sorority sisters plopped down in the front two rows, so I sat in the back, all alone, hoping to avoid too much attention. And to stay away from Grace, I could tell she was pissed off. 

The ride ahead of us would be an hour and a half long. About half an hour into the trip, Tina, the lipstick lesbian sat next to me. She leaned into me, squeezed my hand, and said, “Sage, aren’t you the dirty girl.”

“Who told you to call me that? Was it Grace? I don’t know what you heard.” I... I wanted to cry. And yet, I wanted everyone to know. To know dirty girl was here and here to stay.

Tina put her arm around my shoulder and pulled me into her, just as my cousin used to do, making sure her large, delectable tits rubbed my arm.

She leaned into me and said, “Boby Joe, the security guard is the world’s biggest gossip, and I hate to tell you this, but everyone knows what a dirty girl you are now, Sage.”

I wasn’t disappointed. That was as long as I kept Sage, the guy, out of it.

She touched her mouth, drawing my attention to her soft pink lips. She glanced at my legs, her eyes opened widely, and said, “From what I heard, Mr. Yearwood did a number on that sweet pussy of yours.”

Tina laughed. “Besides Sage, you’re walking a little tenderly. You need a girlfriend, not these pigs that call themselves men. One who will take care of you. Because I tell you what, that old, wrinkled pig will sit in the stands today, watching you with sick male pride knowing how he tore your pussy up. How did that old prick get his prick hard, anyway?”

Tina had a deep, prolonged, and lustful gaze when I looked her in the eyes. Tina let her long blonde hair trail across her shoulder. Her long, slender fingers patted my hand. Her other arm, still wrapped around my shoulder, nestled me close. Without thinking, wanting a friend, I nestled my head into the cradle of her shoulder. Her hair smelled sweet, like, apples and cinnamon. My breathing slowed, and my limbs slackened as I felt all my stress and anxiety about the day, my fears of being called out as a guy in front of thirty thousand people, and my fears of getting caught as a woman, yet again disappeared. At that moment, cradled in her arms, I wanted to be nowhere else.

Tina kissed my head. Then my neck. Then my cheek. Then, she turned my head gently, oh so tenderly, and kissed my lips. It was a romantic, loving kiss. She pulled back and kissed me again, then again. Her moist lips softly kissed my cheek, gliding around to my ear. She suckled on my earlobe.

Then she said, “Sage, I fell for you the first day you walked into the gym.”

“I… I…”

Tina was warm-hearted and passionate, opposite what I’d encountered as a woman up to this point. I didn’t think about the consequences as her hand trailed down my neck, passed my chest, sliding passed my crotch with nothing more than a teasing brush with the tips of her fingers nails. When her hand caressed my knee, I wanted Tina in more than a sexual way. I felt safe, secure, and loved with Tina. Over the last week, Tina was the only one that had talked with me in a friendly way. Most of the others talked… no, they gossiped about each other and laughed about men.

Tina was different, and our relationship was blossoming into a friendship. Her gentle touch massaged my knee, and her hand glided up my inner thigh, parting my legs. I wondered if this could work. I had a cock, and Tina was a lesbian. One hand cradled my chin as her lips found mine. She kissed me gently several more times. Then her tongue parted my lips as her hand floated closer to my groin.

At first, my tongue lay still submissively, letting Tina’s tongue do all the work. I couldn’t resist. This was… great. I let go, and my tongue flicked, danced, and swirled with Tina’s. Tina’s hand was half an inch from touching my crotch when I realized…

What were we going to do? When Tina’s fingers completed her journey, they expected pussy. A warm, moist pussy, and instead, she would find a cock: a throbbing, swollen piece of meat. She would feel betrayed and angry ruining any chance of friendship.

I pulled back, closed my thighs, and said. “I can’t, Tina.”

All color drained from Tina’s face, and she bit her bottom lip. “I thought… I thought…. Do you not find me attractive, Sage? What did I do? I guess I got my signals wrong.”

What was I to say? Not wanting to hurt her more than I already did, I replied with the standard break-up response. “It’s not you, Tina. It’s me.”

What was I to say? Oh, gee, I’m a guy, and you just stuck your tongue into a guy’s mouth and just about grabbed a guy’s willy? I expected lesbians probably find cock as disgusting as straight guys found cock.

Tina stood, sent me a long pained look, then broke eye contact and said, “Have a good life. I was going to help you out of the hazing Grace has planned for you. But guess I was wrong about you. Maybe you’ll enjoy it, dirty girl.”

“What? What do you mean by hazing…. What does she have planned for me?”

Tina stood, spun on her gym shoes, and left.


Chapter Seven

Tina refused to make eye contact with me when we exited the bus for the game. I hadn’t noticed my wobbly gait until Tina pointed it out. Getting my virgin ass stretched and pounded had indeed caused a noticeable hitch in my stride. Behind me, Grace and her circle of friends were giggling and whispering. I could just make out a few of the words they were saying. “Dirty girl… Mr. Yearwood tore that pussy up.” At least my other secret hadn’t gotten out. Everyone still considered me a girl except for Grace, Mr. Yearwood, and Mrs. Jacobs.

We entered the stadium and started to practice. Grace rode my ass even more than before. Tina didn't stick up for me anymore, so I was alone for the most part.

As we practiced, I came to the conclusion that despite all the trouble, I enjoyed being a dirty girl, a slut, and used by men, and from this point on, I was going to pursue it. No one was going to stop me. I’d mostly been blackmailed into being a woman and having sex with Mrs. Jacobs and Mr. Yearwood.

As I stretched and practiced the cheers and routines, we’d do for the game. I realized there had been nothing I'd done up to this point sexually I didn’t enjoy. Not only did I want to continue cross-dressing, but I wanted to be a slut. As I high-kicked, showing off my legs, my ass, and my tucked cock, goosebumps ran over my entire body. Sage, the guy, could be the sweet innocent, pure part of me, and Sage, the girl, could be… I laughed… the dirty girl.

All the girls sported smug expressions: seeming to say, what the hell is your problem?

We finished our practice, and as we waited for the game to start, I glanced into the growing crowd, focusing on a particularly intense group of guys who gawked over the cheerleaders. I made eye contact with one, a tall blonde. He blew me a kiss and grabbed his crotch suggestively as all his friends laughed.

The other girls gagged, faked vomiting, and for the most part, acted repulsed. But, me, I wanted him. I wondered what it would be like to suck him off or let him fuck my ass with thirty thousand people cheering. It was time for the dirty girl to take flight!

Where would we do it?

I made eye contact with the guy again, licked my lips, and inserted my finger in my mouth, pulling it out. His friend's mouths fell open, and they slapped him on the back as they all yelled catcalls at me. The other girls, not seeing my sexual advances, all cringed, not at me but at how the guys acted as I tried to figure out where to meet.

The game started. The first quarter ended. Halftime came and went. When the third quarter started, the blonde guy had made it to the edge of the stands and was calling out to me. My fellow cheerleaders were busy prancing and cheering, so they didn't notice when I slipped away.

The noise was deafening when I reached the edge of the stands. The blonde guy yelled over the crowd. “Hey, sexy. How’s it going? I’m Sebastian.”

My heart beat faster as a surge of sexual energy flooded my body; like a caged wild animal, that energy needed to be expressed and expressed now. I was indeed a dirty girl. I was jittery, and I think I would have gone down on him right here in front of everyone. I managed to get some control over my impulses and my developing sexual desires.

I batted my eyes and trailed a finger down my chin to my flat chest. “I’m Sage. Nice to meet you. Enjoying the game?”

Sebastian smiled, his gaze studying my body, spending a significant amount of time on my legs. Then he said, “I could be enjoying it more. If I was with you.”

That was a sad excuse for a pickup line, but it was enough. I reached up to the railing and touched Sebastian’s hand. “What did you have in mind?”

“Meet me in the men’s restroom on the ground floor, and I’ll show you.” He winked and licked his lips. I glanced at his friends, pushing and poking each other, watching our every interaction.

“Okay.”

Did I just say okay? Just like that? Think about it, Sage. He just asked you to join him in the men’s restroom. How romantic is that? Fuck it. I wasn’t looking to get married.

After deciding this was what I wanted, I wondered if I should tell him about my cock. What do I tell him? I had an idea. “I’m transgender and have a little something extra. So, I only have two holes instead of the usual three for your pleasure.” I licked my lips and laughed.

“Damn, girl, you look great. I would never have noticed. You look scrumptious, doll. I think I can manage two. So, we’re on?”

I couldn’t believe it when I said, “Yes.”

Twenty minutes later, I stood outside the men’s restroom, watching guys enter and leave. I waited for five minutes and was just about to change my mind. After all, how the hell was this going to work? Was he going to lock the door? Or would he fuck me in a stall as guys did their business next door? It sounded dirty and dangerous.

No way, Sage. This is dirty…

I turned and started to return to the stadium, still fantasizing about the encounter. Considering how dirty and nasty this act would be, my cock swelled… or tried to swell. I tucked it pretty tight. The little guy took over all decision-making, forcing my legs to return. I wanted cock in my ass and was no longer worried about guys hearing our lovemaking. I found myself hoping they would be listening to me moaning and screaming as Sebastian tore my ass up. I planned to make it a good show for any voyeurs.

And…

This is precisely the thing dirty girl would do! 

Sebastian arrived, red-faced and panting. “Sorry, dear.” He waved me toward the restroom.

I hesitated as two guys left and another three entered.

Sebastian wrapped his arm around me, pulled me close, kissed my neck tenderly, and said. “It’s cool, darling. People do it here all the time.”

His hand trailed down my back, settling in on my ass. He cupped a handful of flesh and guided me toward the door. As we walked toward the entrance, two drunk fans from the other team recognizing my uniform, said, “You’re team’s taking it up the ass out there, so you might as well.”

They laughed and high-fived each other.

Sebastian gripped my ass tighter, swiveled his head, and said. “Check this ass out….” He jiggled it, then smacked it. As we entered the restroom, he stopped me, letting the two behind us grab my ass, massage it and play with it.

I glanced around. Along the back wall were ten toilet stalls lining the wall, and behind me, a set of sinks and a long mirror. There were graffiti messages on the wall, and my attention focused on the giant cock, with a girl on her knees sucking him off. It smelled like urine and shit, and I decided it was a disgusting place to have sex.

Perfect place for dirty girl to make an appearance.

Sebastian and his two new friends surrounded me. Six hands were roaming my body. It was an incredible feeling. Sebastian warned the two guys, “She’s a doll with balls.”

Run, Sage! Get the hell out of here.

That’s what I thought. But what I did was drop to my knees. The floor was damp, hard, and slippery. Sebastian fumbled with his pants with a shaky hungry hand. A young college-aged guy entered, saw the action that was about to transpire, and left.

One of the strangers…

Was I about to have sex with a stranger? Three strangers I'd never met before? No way, Sage. Stop it!

My mind kept telling me to get up and run the hell out of there. But my hands were now in the control of the little guy. I reached out toward the beefy black guy, one of the strangers that had followed Sebastian and me in. I’d always been curious about big black cock, and from the growing bulge in his pants, I wasn’t going to be disappointed.

The black guy smacked his friend. “Watch the door till I’m done, then I’ll watch the door for you.”

His friend glanced down at me as I fumbled with his friend's zipper. “Damn, Axel… why do you get to go first. You better not wear her out.” He high-fived his friend.

Axel laughed and said, “Size before… beauty, Greg.”

I glanced at Axel, rubbed the bulge in his pants, and said, “I see that bulge in your pants.”

I managed to unzip his pants but couldn't get his cock out. I glanced up at Axel, then at Greg. Greg was a gorgeous black male with gentle eyes and full lips that parted to show gleaming white teeth. Axel was a hulk of a man and was the uglier of the two. Though Greg’s bulge was smaller, it would still be a mouthful.

Losing all inhibitions, I said in a sultry, breathy voice, almost a whisper. “Is it too forward of me to say, take me right here? I want all of you to give me every last drop of your cum. I want you to fill my belly and my ass with your seed until it bursts.”

Did I just say that? What the hell are you doing, Sage?

Axel reached into his pants and pulled out a cock, which was, well… I was sure it fell into the category of BBC. I glanced up at Axel, grabbed his cock, and said, “What should I do now?”

“Stroke it, baby, stroke it.” I spit on his cock, which drove him wild; then I started stroking, spitting some more. I’d been so enthused about Axel’s size and the sheer beauty of his cock, that I'd forgotten about Sebastian. Sebastian reminded me there was another cock waiting for my talents when a heavy, thick piece of meat slapped my cheek. “Hey… don't forget about me.”

I turned while stroking Axel’s thick cock to see another gorgeous cock. Sebastian’s was every bit as big and thick. I grabbed Sebastian's cock, spit, and said to him. “I want to taste your cum.”

I had a cock in each hand now, alternating between the two. Spitting on one while stroking the other, spitting, stroking. Spitting. Stroking.

Then I dove in. I kissed Axel’s crotch keeping my hands busy on Sebastian’s throbbing rod. My arms ached, but I fought back the urge to quit. I had one task at hand now, make them cum. As I switched cocks, I noticed a big guy, probably three hundred pounds, his pants down to his knees, with a fat, short cock jacking off, enjoying the show.

I lifted Sebastian’s cock and massaged his balls with my tongue. Then switched, doing the same to Axel. Back again to Sebastian, then back to Axel. Back and forth, I licked and teased their balls.

Guys walked in, pissed, and walked out. Other stopped to watch the action for a minute or two. Then left. I hoped that more would join, but three’s a crowd.

With my hand stroking Sebastian’s cock I gave Axel’s cock an extra wet, sloppy kiss. One sloppy kiss after the other, starting where his balls met his shaft up to the tip. I parted my lips and swallowed Axel's cock. As his head slid into my mouth, it blossomed even more. I could feel his warm meaty man flesh quivering in my mouth. I pulled out, turned my head, grabbed Axel's cock with my hand, stroking it, and swallowed Sebastian’s meaty cock. I turned, swallowed, stroked, then turned to the other, swallowed, and stroked. After several turns, I’d lost track of who I was sucking and who I was masturbating. Before I knew it, the fat guy stood over me, stroking his cock frantically. He grabbed my chin between the changing shifts, rammed his cock into my lips, and exploded. His warm, meaty cum ran down my chin, I swallowed most of it. After emptying his balls, he pulled his pants up and left.

Axel said, “I don’t want that dude’s cum all over my cock.” He grabbed my elbow and guided me to the sink. Bent me over, yanked my panties down, and I compliantly stepped out of them. In the mirror, six inches from my face, I stared at my face, cum, and spit dripping off my lower lip and chin.

“You got some lube?” Axel asked Sebastian.

“Nope, I guess we’ll have to get it loose the old-fashioned way, spit.”

I heard a voice, a stranger’s voice. Well, stranger than the two I'd already met. It wasn’t like Sebastian or Axel were my long-term friends. “I love rimming.” The whispy voice said. “That’ll loosen things up pretty well. But I get the first shot. Don't worry. I’m going to bust quickly, guys. I'd love to get my tongue in that sweet tender ass.”

In the mirror, Sebastian and Axel shrugged. Behind me, a short, effeminate guy with short and spiky hair died blue knelt and dove in. His hands grabbed my ass cheeks, parted them, and his tongue flicked, lapped, and probed my ass.

Axel said, “Damn, that’s gross. Hurry up, get that ass loose.”

Spiky hair guy’s tongue invaded my ass for several minutes, and I knew things had loosened up when he slid a single finger inside me, then two, then three. He finger fucked me for a few minutes, then he stood, dropped his pants, kicked my legs apart, straddled me, and guided his cock into my ass.

Sebastian and Axel said in unison. “Hey.”

Spiky hair guy said, “This won’t take long, but it’ll be loose for your monsters.” Spiky hair guy pumped my ass several times before pulling out and releasing his cum on my ass. He slapped my ass, pulled his pants up said, “Nice, babe.”

Sebastian and Axel did one potato and two potatoes to determine who would fuck me first. Axel won. He stepped up behind me, aligned his cock with my hole, and pushed. His cock was at least as twice as thick as Spiky Hair guy, so it didn't just slide in. In the mirror, I watched myself clench my teeth, my nostrils flared, and I gripped the edge of the sink tighter. The scream I let out was something you might hear from a wild beast in the jungle. Axel didn’t care. He pressed forward, slowly yet forcefully pushing his cock in.

From outside, I heard a roar from the crowd. I fantasized I was in the middle of the field, at the fifty-yard line, and thirty thousand people were watching me getting my ass pounded. As Axel continued to push his cock deeper into my ass, I groaned, squeezed my eyes shut, and put my hands on his hips, trying to slow his pace. I took several long, slow breaths, trying to calm myself.

He pushed, wiggled, and then just like that, his thick throbbing head slid passed my tight opening.

Behind my still-closed eyes, the lightheadedness was replaced with a feeling of looseness. I opened my eyes to a smile. Axel grabbed my shoulders and pulled me back as his cock slid in further. I pushed my hips back into his, taking more of his cock. Satisfied he’d loosened me up enough, he pulled out and rammed his rod back in. Wanting it deep inside me as much as he wanted it in me, I rocked backward. His thrusts became faster and harder, and the intense impact of his hips against my ass increased the feelings of pleasure I was getting. I watched as his face contorted, his hands clutched my shoulders tightly, and his head fell backward as he moaned and shot his load into my ass.

He stepped back and pulled his pants up as Sebastian straddled me. God, this was fun. I hoped there were more after Sebastian. Axel was washing his face in the sink next to me as Sebastian lined up his cock when Greg stormed into the room. “The cops are on their way. Someone ratted us out.”

Sebastian pulled away and pulled his pants up just as two cops entered the room. I was leaning over the sink, my panties pulled down to my ankles, my cheerleader skirt up around my back, and cum not only drenched my face but a healthy dose of sticky warm cum slithered down my inner thighs.

What was I going to say?

Sebastian, Axel, and Greg left. I turned, pulled up my panties, and straightened my skirt.

The cops shook their heads. “Can I see some identification?”

“Did I do something, illegal officers?” I didn’t bring any. I lied and said, “It’s down on the field.”

One of the officers took a deep breath. “Having sex in the men’s restroom technically isn't illegal. However, being in the opposite sex restroom in this stadium is.”

Well, I had that under control. “I'm a guy officers want to see.” I started to lift my skirt.

One of the officers held his hand up, palms facing me, and said. “Please, just get the hell out of here.”

I left and returned to the field. I was glad and disappointed. Pleased that I didn't get arrested but disappointed that I didn’t get more cock. I realized I was turning into a real slut, a dirty, dirty girl. And I loved it.


Chapter Eight

The following week went fast. I started dressing on my own, practicing my makeup. Grace rode my ass at practice every day, and Mr. Yearwood tore it up after practice. I ordered a bunch of girly stuff on my Dad’s credit card. When he questioned me about the stuff, I said I had an expensive girlfriend. After Grace had her pound of flesh, I wasn’t done being dirty girl because Grace and Mrs. Jacobs had turned a new page in my life.

On Friday, the day before the big game, Grace invited me to a party at a local bar where all the jocks hung out. I told her I’d do my makeup and have my clothes. I had done it. I was a woman. When I entered, all eyes were on me.

Grace and her clique of sorority sisters were furious, I could tell. I could hear their conversation: “That bitch.” I also knew what Grace was thinking, “She’s not even a girl.”

I sat, ordered a coke, and winked at several football players. Like me, no one was drinking booze, but they were interested in me. It was great! After a couple of hours, Grace got up in front of those in their brother fraternity.

“As you know, as your sisters, we have decided to motivate you to win your first game. So… one of us…. That is, if you win will take on all of you.”

I glanced around the room; ten guys were on the football team and the fraternity. That was a lot of guys for one of these girls. Grace said, “Though she isn’t in our sorority yet, Sage will participate.”

What the fuck? 

Tina brought out a giant fish bowl with slips of paper in it. I assumed the names of all the cheerleaders present were in it. Grace whispered in my ear, “There’s only one name in there. So you better pray we lose tomorrow.”

Grace reached into the bowl, fished her hand around, and pulled out a single slip of flooded paper. She unfolded it and said, “The lucky gal is Sage. So you win tomorrow, and Sage here will take you all on. Can we hear it for Sage?”

There was a loud, animalistic cheer. I cringed. There was no way I was taking on all ten of these guys. No fucking way, and yet… I glanced at each of them... I’d been in the locker room when they showered, and I pretended to clean, and… most of their cocks were average-sized. A couple well were huge. I didn't have to do this. Even if they won, I could simply not attend whatever function they had.

What could Grace do? Report me?

She would be in just as much trouble as me. This type of sorority stunt would get her expelled and all the other cheerleaders. I wanted to be at the game, though, dressed in my cheerleader outfit, spinning, twirling, and flirting with the fans. They probably won’t win anyway. The team they played was ranked in the top ten, and we haven't won a game all season. We sucked.

I was worried about going to this party, not because I didn’t want to participate in a blowbang, but because I wanted no one to know, at least more than that knew already, that I was a guy. But after talking to my roommate Duke, I relaxed a little.

Duke said that the frat house had some pretty wild parties. Three sororities gave pledges extra credit or even required them to attend the parties for membership. An unwritten rule stated that only blowjobs would be given and that no sex and pressuring the pledges were not allowed. Duke said one of his friends tried to fuck a pledge at one of the parties, and he got expelled. So, that was covered.

I no longer needed or wanted Grace to do my makeup on the day of the big game, so I did it myself. I entered the bus and sat in the back by myself as we headed to the stadium.

We got off the bus and headed inside the stadium. Both football teams were warming up. The fans streamed in, finding their seats in anticipation of the big game. We warmed up by stretching first, and I’m not sure if my fellow cheerleaders feel the same way, but it was highly erotic stretching, bending, and displaying the flexibility necessary to do many cheers. I’m sure that any woman that could do any of the stretches would be considered a good lay. The ten frat boys seemed more interested in me than the game, Duke especially. Did he recognize me?  They would surely lose if they didn’t focus on the game… and yet…

And yet, as I watched Duke stretch his thick, muscular thighs, I recalled all the times I’d seen him walk from the shower to his bedroom nude, his long, thick cock swinging back and forth. I prayed they’d win.

My attention drifted to another of the team that was a member of the ten that would win me if they won the game. He was a defensive end, a huge guy, six feet six, with a large, hard belly. Another of the ten… I can’t remember his name, but he was well-hung too. I recalled watching him out of the corner of my eye as I picked up towels, returned equipment to their proper locations in the equipment cage, and such. He was barrel-chested, with thick, meaty arms that one might see on a farmer more than on a defensive end or a weight lifter.

I kicked, twirled, and followed along with my fellow cheerleaders as I watched him grapple with the tackling dummy. I imagined him behind my tiny body slamming into my ass, riding me, taking me like a bitch. My cheers became more enthusiastic as I ran through one frat member after another, fantasizing about each one after another taking my ass.

The game started and ended before I knew what had happened. We’d won. How the hell did that happen? Our fans erupted with cheers. The players jumped, high-fived, and slapped each other on the ass and backs. The ten frat boys were focused on me and the mouth that would blow them all.

I wanted to disappear after the game. If they won, then there’d be an after-game party at the fraternity house where I'd be the main event.  This was no longer about getting caught cross-dressing or the fear of being outed as a cross-dresser, but it was about my own desires sexually. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was living out a fantasy.

On the bus ride back to town, I reflected upon my many nights pretending I was cleaning and helping the team when I was daydreaming about sucking all their cocks. I laughed as I wondered if my thoughts, all those days, had created this reality I was about to live out.

As we exited the bus, Grace grabbed me by the arm and said. “Don’t even think about leaving. You want to be a woman, huh? Now, you're going to suck cock like a woman. Not one, but all of them.”

She seemed pleased with herself. She looked at me, boasting about her deceit. Expecting to see disgust, fear, and a desire to get out of this predicament in any way I could plastered on my face. But what she saw must have been the passion, the sheer thrill of this sexual adventure just about to begin. Her eyes focused on my parted lips and flushed skin -- I knew my skin was flushed because I could feel the heat in my cheeks. Her eyes dropped as my mouth grew to a broad, pleasurable grin. I would enjoy this, and then after the blowbang, there was no way I was retiring, dirty girl.

The cheerleaders and I left for the frat house. Grace went from satisfaction at putting me into this predicament to shock that I was looking forward to the blowbang to what I suspected was jealousy that she wouldn’t be the center of attention.

At the frat house, I showered and waited for Grace to ready me for the night’s festivities. Grace bailed on me. It was then that I knew Grace was jealous, and she’d intended to deprive me of something I found so exhilarating that my cock ached with desire.

Luckily, I had a decent makeup routine, and the black lace-up garter teddy was on the bed where I showered. It was sexy as hell. After finishing my makeup, I slid into the teddy, put the leg garters on, and headed for the party room.

The guys were waiting for me, and the other sorority girls were dressed in matching teddies. The guys cheered, leered, and hooted at the main event me. They wasted no time stripping. There they were, ten naked guys, half with hard-ons standing straight up, the other half growing slowly.

I admired each cock; two were enormous, ten inches or more, one was uncut, four were average-sized, and three were small. What I found amazing was that the two guys with the smallest cocks were six feet and three hundred pounds of muscle. Duke was standing in the middle of the crowd, his thick, long cock like everything else about Duke, at the top of his class.

I took a deep breath, and the guys stared silently. Who was going to make the first move?

Grace appeared dressed in the matching black teddy all the sorority girls wore. “Okay, everyone, line up in the predetermined order. Sage, follow me. I’ll show you your throne.”

She took me to a small room beyond belief. There was enough room for me and a guy to stand before me. The walls were white and bare. On the wall behind me, written in red marker, with an arrow pointing down: WHORE. DEPOSIT YOUR LOAD HERE.

There was a small shelf to my right. On it was a smartphone with a popular rating app pulled up. Rate Your Blowjob was the title. God, this was humiliating and yet totally fucking fun. My tightly tucked cock fought against the gauze tube and tape that kept my groin flat and looking like I had a pussy. When it got free, I would blow a load, a gallon of cum.

“Kneel, Sage.”

I knelt on the pillow, at least they gave me that much, and waited.

First up was the tight end. His cock was working on a hard-on but wasn’t quite there yet. His cock wasn’t anything special, average white with throbbing blue veins surrounded by a jungle of black hair. He stroked his cock nervously, trying to get it up.

I smiled, grabbed his cock, and stroked, spit, stroked, spit, and stroked more. I had a long night to go, so I dove right in. I guided his cock between my lips, and he moaned. He was still struggling. Behind him, the frat guys were chanting, cheering, and teasing.

“I’m sorry… It’s… I’ve never had a blowjob before, and… with all these guys watching. Hell, I hate taking a leak in the urinals.”

Some dirty talk could help him overcome his nervousness.

“Oh baby, I want your cum in me, honey. Use me, use me… uh….” I  didn't know his name. “I need your cock so bad right now.”

I felt growth under my hand. “Make me your fuck doll!”

I parted my lips, licked his cock, then down to his hairy balls. That did it. He had a raging hard-on. I spat out a furball and swallowed the entire length of his cock. I placed my hand on his hard stomach and feasted upon his cock, and in no time, the muscles in his belly tightened, and I got my reward. He spit a gallon of cum in my mouth.

His warm cum filled my mouth, and I swallowed to make room for the next guy up. He seemed so happy to have his cock in my mouth. He left it there, just standing.

Grace stepped up and handed him the rating app. “Rate your whore, Nelson.” An inspirational song told me I'd received a five on a scale of five. 

Nelson turned, guided by Grace, but he stopped, turned, and said. “Maybe we could go out for dinner sometime.”

“Thank you for your deposit, Nelson,” Grace said and I grinned.

A second cock appeared in front of me. I knew I had nine cocks to go, and as I accepted their loads, they rated me and left. So far, I have been a five-star cock sucker, and almost every guy wanted to see me again. I'd lost track of how many there had been. Most were unremarkable, like Nelson, not too big, not too small. I was enjoying myself. I could tell my face was a mess of cum and spit. My stomach was heavy with… how many cocks now?

Then the linebacker stepped up. He was toned from toe to neck. His thighs were huge, and his arms were thicker than my thighs. What the hell was his name? I couldn’t remember his name, but I could remember my days cleaning the football team's locker room. He’d swagger to the shower, holding his towel in his hand instead of covering his waist, his long soft cock swaying back and forth. I wondered then: how big is that thing when it’s hard?  My wondering had come to an end. It was the biggest cock I’d ever seen.  

Many a night, I'd go home and fantasize about what it would be like to suck his gorgeous specimen. I’d swallow the entire thing in my dreams without choking or gagging. As I stared at it, I wondered how that was even possible.

He grabbed his cock, and slapped my face with it. With his other hand, he checked my rating on the app. “Looky hear you’re a five-star cock sucker. Want to keep that five-star rating, whore?”

I did. I was proud of it. “Yes…”

He slapped my face with his heavy, thick cock again. “Then you better take it all.”

I wasn’t sure I could. But I was going to try, choke on it and push myself as best I could. He was rock hard, so there was need to warm him up. “I want your cum.”

He laughed, grabbed me by the back of my head, and said. “Shut up whore.”

Up to this point, more or less, I’d been in control. But this guy wanted all the control. He stuck his finger into my mouth, parted my lips, and forced his finger as far as it would go into my throat. “Don’t you dare gag, whore.”

I fought back the urge to gag. He kept it deep in my throat, trying to get me to gag. Satisfied, he pulled his finger out and placed his cock on my lips. “Open that mouth, whore, and take Daddy’s cock. Take it like the slut you are.”

I’d sucked seven cocks, or was it eight or six. I wasn’t sure, but of all of them, this was turning out to be the most satisfying. “Close your eyes, whore.”

I closed them. He rubbed his cock around my lips, not penetrating my mouth, teasing me with his thick, wet head. I opened my mouth. I wanted it. He slapped me, not a hard, painful slap. But just enough to let me know he would control this. “Stay still. I’m going to make you feel like the whore you are.”

“Open your sexy little mouth whore.”

I opened.

He pushed his cock passed my lips and into my mouth. I gagged and pushed back on his hips. He grabbed my hands and yanked them back. “Sit on them whore.”

I placed them between my thighs, under his control now. Happily, I might add, under his control. This was working out to be the best of all. The linebacker returned to his face-fucking. He slid his cock in, slowly pushing forward. It felt like his cock was all the way in, so I opened my eyes and was disappointed to find I had a long way to go. I wanted that five-star rating.

He slapped my face, “Eyes closed. Your senses will be heightened with your eyes closed. You’ll love how it feels when my head slams into your throat.”

He pulled out and pushed back in. Pulled out and pushed back in faster and harder each time. Each time he pulled his cock out, he rubbed his head on my lips, teasing and degrading me. “Is that the best you can do?”

“No, I promise I’ll do better. I promise, give me your dick again. Fuck my throat. Please.”

“What a whore you are.” He waited for that second or two, just enough to make me feel empty and want his cock again. Then he’d force his thick head back in, out, and back in. My closed eyes were watering, and I could feel the saliva running out of the side of my lips and down my chin.

He face fucked me for longer than anyone had so far. I gagged.

He pulled his dick out and grabbed me by the chin. “You want my cock, whore? I'll get someone else if you can’t do it right.”

“Please, please don’t stop.”

He grabbed me by the back of the head and forced his cock into my mouth deeper than he’d ever gone before. I could feel it pressuring my throat. He said. “Open your eyes whore.”

I opened my eyes, and his cock was gone. I’d done it, deep-throated his huge, thick cock.

“Look up at me, whore.”

I looked up, fighting the urge to gag. He smiled and said, “You’re doing such a good job. Definitely five stars. I knew you could handle it.”

I nodded. His cock wouldn’t let me say what I wanted. Thank you. I felt proud to be a good whore for him. I wanted his cum, so bad.  

“You know what that mouth is good for?”

I knew the answer, but with his cock in my mouth, the only thing I managed to get out was a mumble.

“That’s right, whore. Your mouth is good for one thing… my cum. You ready?”

I nodded. He grabbed me behind the neck, pumped three more times, and shot his load straight down my throat. He pulled his cock out. He glanced down at me, picked up the phone, and punched in a rating. The song indicated he’d given me a five.

My head was spinning with lust, humiliation, and desire for release. I wanted to rip my tuck off, grab my cock, and jack off. My swollen balls, were begging to be relieved of a gallon of cum. How many more did I have? I’d lost count. There was a lull, I wondered if I’d done everyone. I thought about it, then realized there was one more left, Duke, my roommate.

No one stepped forward. Where was Duke? Was he the last? Or was there more? I wanted more, I wanted cock, so I called out. “Who’s next? Use this whore? Is that it?”

Duke stepped forward. I’d heard how Duke treated his women and knew this would be the roughest of all of them. His cock was rock hard and swinging as he walked to my tiny cock sucking cubicle. “Shut the fuck up whore? Keep your mouth shut, or there won't be any more cock, understand?”

“Yes, I’m sorry, Duke. Please, I want your cock. I need it. I want cock.”

Duke laughed. “You want Duke’s cock? Don’t worry about that. You're going to get it. Every inch of it, worthless whore. Everyone’s gone, Sage. It’s just you and me.”

I was alone with Duke. I had been so caught up in cock sucking I hadn’t noticed how quiet it had gotten. Duke looked down at me, “What a fucking mess you are, Sage.”

He was right. My chest, stomach, thighs, and face were smeared with cum, spit, and sweat. “What a filthy whore you are, Sage. Stand up.”

I stood. Duke reached down to my crotch and grabbed it before I knew what was happening. He held my crotch, massaging my cock and balls in his hand, “Sage… Sage… you dirty girl.”

My secret was out. He knew I was a guy, but did he know I was his roommate? I softened my voice and lowered my eyes in my best submissive gesture. “Please, Duke, may I suck your cock?”

“Whore you are going to do that and more, whore. You are now my dirty girl. Turn around, and put your hands against the wall.”

I complied. Duke unfastened the snaps that held my teddy together at the bottom, pulled it up, and ripped the tucking tape off. It was painful; my cock immediately swelled to as large as it would go.

“Lean forward, spread those legs.”

I spread my legs.

“Wider, whore.” Duke kicked both legs apart further.

Duke whispered in my ear, “I'm going to do you bareback whore, breed that ass tonight and every night till you graduate. You’re going to spend the rest of your college days with my cum leaking out of your ass. Every morning I’m going to fuck your ass, and every day you're going to go to class thinking about my cum that’s filling that dirty ass of yours.”

That answered that question. Duke knew it was me, his roommate. Duke shoved his cock into my ass. He wasn’t gentle, didn’t give me any preparation, no foreplay, no loosening it up. He was taking me, making me his bitch, and I cringed and hurt from the dry, aching pressure of his cock.

This was great.

I cried out. More than I cried out, I screamed. My legs started to shake, and my ass quivered from the violation I was enduring.

“Is this what you want, whore? Is this what you want me to do to you every morning before class? Every night when I get home from school?”

He jammed it in again, pulled out, and rammed it home again. My ass burned, and I wondered how to answer him.

Duke smacked my ass. “Is this what you want whore?”

“Yes. I want you to fuck me every day, to use me. I want to be your bitch. I love this.”

Duke smacked my ass again and said. “Shut the fuck up, slut. You’re not here to enjoy this.”

My ass was loose now, and his movements were furious. My cock bounced up and down, back and forth. My precum dribbled on the floor, the wall, and my thighs.

He fucked me harder and harder. It didn’t seem possible, but it got rougher and faster. Then he shivered and came. He pulled his cock out of my ass and said. “Turn around and get on your knees.”

As fast as I could, I turned and dropped to my knees. “Suck my cock whore, and earn your final five-star rating.”

I swallowed his cock. I looked up at him, my cock throbbing and dripping precum. I slid his cock out and said. “Can I jack off?”

He laughed and said, “You think you deserve it?”

I swallowed his cock savoring his salty sticky cum and my ass juices. I nodded enthusiastically, closing my eyes longingly. As I sucked his softening cock, he smiled and nodded. As he went limp in my mouth, I shot my load on the floor, my feet, and my ankles in seconds.

“Clean this mess up whore.” Duke grabbed the phone and gave me my last five-star rating.  The dirty girl was a part of me now, and there was no way I would be able to keep her from expressing herself.
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My Sissy Cuckold Husband: Reluctant Feminization, Forced Feminization, Sissy Crossdresser, Femdom, Cuckold

Taylor is very effeminate, but his domineering wife, Harper, likes it that way.
Harper discovers Taylor Taylor's obsession with cross-dressing and decides to spice up their boring sex life.
Harper demands that Taylor crossdress for her, become her sissy, and wear a cock cage giving her the control she desires.
Harper learns about Femdom as she plans an exotic vacation.
Taylor reluctantly allows Harper to crossdress him and go out for a night on the town.
They meet up with three guys, and the night of wild, kinky sex transforms their dull relationship into something that would work in a porn movie.

The Story Of A Sissy - First Time Crossdressing: Sissy Slut Passed Around 

John's secret sissy crossdresser life is just that secret! He dresses at home secretly, watches porn and masturbates. What he wants, what he craves, is to have fun with a group of horny guys. John loves being Nympha. He loves being girly, but he's never done anything sexual dressed as Nympha. So, from other crossdressers, he heard that a hotel called The Long Shaft is a great place to pursue his kinky and nasty fantasies. So, that's what he does, he rents a room and dresses, but it takes him ten Saturday nights to step out of his hotel room.
When Nympha garners the courage to go out in public for the first time, she gets more than she bargains for. She meets a man, they have a drink, and on the way back to his room, things get wild. Things get even wilder when three football players catch the two finishing their act of public sex.
The night doesn't end there when Nympha is passed around by four football players and the Daddy type she'd met previously.

A Sissy's Diary - Book One (Sissy Slave Training 1)

When Asher gets caught in Joyce’s bedroom, one of his renters wearing her lingerie, he’s sure his life is over, and if and when his father finds out, he’ll be written out of the will. He didn’t expect her to force him to play along with her feminization fantasy and turn him into her perfect sissy cuckold.

Asher, fearful of losing his inheritance at first, reluctantly agrees. But, soon, his secret desire to be a sissy crossdresser, which he has controlled and hid from everyone, takes hold, and he submits to Joyce’s every erotic desire. Then, Asher becomes Ashley, begins his sissy transformation, and becomes Joyce's. Will his new role as Joyce’s sissy ruin his inheritance? Will his secret sissy desires cost him everything?

Explore a world of crossdressing, first-time, feminization, and discipline in Book 1 of A SISSY's DIARY Series – from erotica author Phoebe Pearl.

Sissy Training - Lesson One : Femdom Sissy Feminization, Crossdressing, Humiliation (Ms. Shultz Book 1) 

Todd has tried to keep his sissy crossdressing fantasies and desires secret. Though he works for a legitimate brokerage, his only client is a criminal. Todd launders money for a criminal enterprise that runs illegal gambling houses and whorehouses. If his boss, a self-described lady's man, or the criminal overlord found out about Todd's secret, it wouldn't be good. Not only would he lose his job, but the substantial gambling debt he'd accumulated would be immediately due. Fat Tony, the owner of the illegal establishments, might even decide to end Todd's life.
When Todd's boss dies and leaves the brokerage to a daughter - a transgender Domme Todd's dreams come true. He's forced into sissy training and servitude and becomes Tiffany.
This book is lesson one in what will be a series of lessons for Todd or Tiffany.
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Thank you for choosing one of my books to read. I love to write, especially erotica, so I’m in the process of writing another. If you weren’t aware of it, you could read all my books if you subscribe to Kindle Unlimited. I’m a subscriber and love it! If you aren’t subscribed, I recommend it.     
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