
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

I’ve been cheering since I was in middle school. My mom would drive me to competitions all over the state, and I'd spend hours each day practicing my jumps, tumbling passes, and stunts.

It wasn't always easy - there were times when I felt like quitting, especially during those grueling summer camps during high school. But seeing my teammates' smiles and hearing the roar of the crowd whenever we nailed our routines made every sacrifice worth it.

Both of my parents were alumni of the University of California Southern and I grew up cheering for the Spartans, going to football games with my dad, and bonding with him over the shared highs and lows of being a fan of a blue-blood program that has more troubles than successes.

When I was accepted as a freshman, I had only one thing on my mind: making the prestigious UCS Cheer Squad and spending every gameday cheering on the Spartans from the sidelines.

As I stepped onto the sun-drenched practice field, the familiar scent of fresh-cut grass and sweat mingled in the air. The sounds of megaphones blaring and pom-poms shaking filled my ears as I scanned the group of young adults stretching and chatting around me. This was it – tryouts.

My heart pounded in my chest as I remembered the countless hours spent perfecting my skills, from mastering intricate dance routines to building strength for back handsprings. The sacrifices had been immense – missing social events, cutting short family vacations, and pushing myself to my physical limits. But none of it compared to this moment, standing on the precipice of realizing my dream.

I took a deep breath, mentally preparing myself for the challenges ahead. UCS tryouts were notoriously grueling, pushing even the most seasoned athletes to their breaking points. Coaches scrutinized every movement, every facial expression, looking for that elusive spark of potential.

I breezed through the first few rounds, easily impressing the coaches with my mastery of basic movements and routines. For the final round, I was paired with another girl named Mia.

Mia was a petite blonde with a fierce competitive edge. We'd seen each other at various competitions throughout high school, but never really talked until now. As we stood side-by-side, waiting for our cue, I could feel the tension radiating off her like heat waves.

The music began, a pulsating electronic beat that seemed to sync perfectly with the pounding of my heart. In unison, Mia and I launched into our routine, a dizzying sequence of leaps, turns, and tosses designed to showcase our strength, agility, and precision teamwork.

As the song reached its climax, Mia and I executed our final move, a synchronized leap followed by a quick spin. The judges watched intently, evaluating every detail of our performance. When we finished, they exchanged glances and scribbled notes on their clipboards. Despite the pressure, I couldn't help but feel proud of what Mia and I had both accomplished with very little time to practice together.

As we caught our breath, Mia looked over and grinned. "That was amazing!" she exclaimed. I nodded in agreement, still buzzing from the adrenaline rush.

Just then, Coach Hewett approached us, her stern expression softening slightly as she smiled. "Great job out there," she said, extending her hand to shake ours. "We're going to have to make some tough decisions, but you've definitely given yourselves a shot." With that, she moved on to speak with the other hopefuls, leaving Mia and me to bask in the glow of our successful tryout.

Over the next few days, the suspense built as the team roster slowly took shape. Mia and I, having become fast friends since the tryouts, checked our phones obsessively, refreshing the email inbox that held our fate. Finally, three days later, an official email came in, saying that the list of people who made the team was just posted.

Mia and I huddled together outside the athletic department, our faces glowing with anticipation as we scrolled through the list of names. And then, we saw it: Kim and Mia, listed under the category of new Freshmen. Tears of joy pricked at the corners of my eyes as I turned to Mia, beaming. "We did it!" I exclaimed, giving her a bear hug.

Mia squeezed me back just as tightly, her voice choked with emotion. "This is incredible," she whispered, her eyes shining with happiness. "We're going to have so much fun cheering together!"

Just then, the door to Coach Hewett's door opened. "Kim. Mia. Come in here please," she bellowed.

Mia and I exchanged glances, our hearts racing with excitement and anticipation. "Absolutely, Coach!" we chimed in unison, determination etched onto our faces.

As we entered the coach's office, the familiar scent of chalk and worn leather filled my nostrils. Coach Hewett sat behind her desk, a warm smile spreading across her face as she beckoned us to take a seat.

"So, you two are officially part of the Spartan spirit squad," she began, her tone filled with pride. "I must say, your chemistry on the field was undeniable. I have no doubt you'll bring energy and passion to our performances."

She leaned forward, her piercing gaze locking onto mine. "In addition, I have chosen the two of you for a special position in the freshman cheerleading class. You do not have to accept, but if you do, it is a privileged role not to be taken lightly."

I exchanged a glance with Mia, feeling both excited and nervous about this opportunity. "Thank you, Coach Hewett," I said, trying to sound confident. "What all does the role entail?"

Coach Hewett's eyes twinkled with a hint of mischief. "Well, as you know, football recruiting isn't what it used to be. UCS used to be able to slip a kid a few thousand dollars under the table and he'd be stuck with us for four years. Now, with NIL and the transfer portal, it's a lot harder to attract top talent." She leaned back in her chair, a wry smile playing on her lips. "So, to bring UCS back to its former glory days, the administration has had to find somewhat... unconventional ways to recruit these athletes."

Mia and I exchanged wide-eyed glances, sensing the gravity of what Coach Hewett was implying. "Unconventional ways?" I repeated, my curiosity piqued despite the ominous undertone.

Coach Hewett cleared her throat, a subtle shift in her demeanor signaling that she was about to reveal something sensitive. "When quarterback Troy Greene was recruited from Alabama State, he had some very specific requests. One of those was free use of two freshmen cheerleaders for the entire semester. Specifically, a blonde and a brunette, both petite, with tight bodies. And I think you two fit the bill just fine."

My mind raced as I tried to understand what Coach Hewett was suggesting. It seemed like an odd request, even for a high-profile recruit like Troy Greene. I glanced nervously at Mia, who looked just as surprised as I felt. "Um, Coach, I'm as big of a UCS fan as anyone, but I don't know..." I stammered.

"We'll do it," Mia chimed in.

My jaw dropped in shock as Mia agreed without hesitation. I stared at her, my mouth agape, before turning back to Coach Hewett. "Wait, what? Mia, are you sure?"

Mia nodded emphatically. "Of course! Have you seen Troy Greene? What a smoke show."

I couldn't believe what I was hearing. Troy Greene was undeniably gorgeous, but this was way beyond what I signed up for when I joined the cheer squad. Still, I didn't want to be the one to back out, not when Mia was so enthusiastic about it. "Okay... I guess I'm in too then," I relented, forcing a smile.

Coach Hewett's expression softened, relief washing over her features. "Excellent. I knew you two had the right spirit. Here's how it will work: you will both share a room in Troy's house off campus. I'm told it's a very nice, spacious house, much nicer than the student accommodations you're in now. And the only condition is this: whenever you’re at the house, you must submit your body fully to Troy."

I felt my stomach drop as I processed Coach Hewett's words. Stay in Troy Greene's house? Submit my body to him? It sounded like a script from a trashy reality TV show, not my life.

"Mmm, I can handle that," Mia purred, already looking forward to the perks of being close to such a hot athlete. She flashed me a conspiratorial grin. "Don't worry, Kimmy, this will be fun!"

Coach Hewett stood up, extending a hand to seal the deal. "Welcome aboard, ladies. I have no doubt you'll serve Troy well and make UCS proud."

I shook Coach Hewett's hand, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in my gut. As I left her office with Mia, I couldn't help but wonder what exactly I had gotten myself into. The idea of sharing a space with Troy Greene, letting him have his way with me, made my skin crawl. But I pushed those thoughts aside, focusing instead on the thrill of being part of the cheer squad, of having been chosen for this exclusive role.

"I guess we should start packing," I said to Mia, attempting to sound nonchalant despite the turmoil brewing inside me.

Mia clapped her hands together excitedly. "Oh, yes! Let's hit the mall this weekend and get some cute outfits for the new digs."

I forced a laugh, trying to match her enthusiasm. "Any excuse to go shopping!" Inside, however, I was reeling. How could I reconcile my wholesome cheerleader persona with the sordid arrangement Coach Hewett had described? And yet, the prospect of living in a luxurious house and having regular sex with a famous athlete sounded like the kind of college experience most girls could only dream of.

As Mia and I parted ways, heading to our respective dorm rooms, I couldn't shake the nagging sense that I was stepping into a world far removed from the innocent, spirited cheerleader I once was.


CHAPTER 2

The next week flew by in a whirlwind of activity as Mia and I prepared for our new lives. We shopped for trendy outfits, packed our bags, and bid farewell to our old roommates. On move-in day, we arrived at Troy Greene's sprawling estate near campus, our hearts pounding with a mix of nerves and excitement.

As we stepped out of the car, the sheer grandeur of the property took our breath away. A beautifully manicured lawn stretched out before us, dotted with lush palm trees and colorful flower beds. The house itself was a stunning modern design, all sleek lines and floor-to-ceiling windows that let in an abundance of natural light.

We were greeted at the entrance by Troy himself, looking every bit the part of the charming, All-American quarterback. He flashed us a disarming smile as he ushered us inside, his strong arms brushing against our shoulders.

"Hey there, ladies," he drawled, his deep voice sending a shiver down my spine. "Glad you could make it."

As he led us through the opulent foyer, I couldn't help but marvel at the lavish decor and state-of-the-art amenities. It was clear that UCS had spared no expense in attracting him to the school.

We followed Troy upstairs to the second floor, where our private suite awaited. The spacious room boasted a plush king-sized bed draped in rich silk sheets, a sitting area with a flat-screen TV, and an en-suite bathroom that rivaled a five-star hotel. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered breathtaking views of the surrounding landscape.

"This is incredible," Mia breathed, twirling around the room in awe. "Like, seriously, it's wayyy better than the dorms."

Troy chuckled, leaning against the doorway with a cocky grin. "Yeah, I figured you two deserved the best. After all, you're gonna be taking care of me real good while you're here."

His suggestive tone sent a jolt of unease through me, but I quickly masked it with a bright smile. "We're thrilled to be here, Troy."

Once Troy excused himself, leaving us alone in our lavish new quarters, Mia and I exchanged a look of mutual apprehension. The reality of our situation was starting to sink in - we were essentially Troy's personal playthings, expected to fulfill his every sexual desire.

"Wow, this place is amazing," Mia said, trying to keep the mood light as she flopped onto the plush bed. "I mean, can you imagine telling our friends back home that we're living like royalty with a future NFL star?"

I nodded, attempting to focus on the positive aspects of our situation. "Yeah, it's definitely a once-in-a-lifetime experience. We should get dressed for practice though, we're gonna be late."

As I changed into my uniform, my mind wandered back to the unsettling comment Troy had made earlier. Taking care of him real good... What exactly did he expect from us? I pushed the thought aside, not wanting to dwell on the darker implications of our arrangement. That is, until Troy appeared again at the door, a noticeable bulge in his shorts.

"Hey there, ladies," he drawled, flashing us a predatory grin.

I swallowed hard, my heart pounding as I met his gaze. "Hi Troy," we replied in unison, trying to project confidence despite the growing anxiety within us.

He stepped closer, his intense gaze making me feel small and vulnerable. "God, you look so fucking sexy in those uniforms."

Troy's lewd compliment sent a shudder down my spine. His proximity was overwhelming, his musky cologne filling my senses. I fought the urge to step back, instead maintaining eye contact with him.

He stepped towards Mia and pulled her roughly into his arms, crushing his lips against hers in a passionate kiss. Her eyes widened in surprise, but she didn't pull away. Instead, she melted into his embrace, returning his kiss eagerly.

I watched, my breath hitching in my throat, as Troy ravaged Mia's lips. Troy's hands roamed over Mia's body, pulling her closer against him. His tongue explored her mouth, tasting the sweetness of her lips. He broke the kiss momentarily, panting heavily as he gazed down at her with lust-filled eyes before he spun her around and bent her over the bed.

My cheeks flushed as I watched Troy manhandle Mia, his rough hands exploring her delicate body. Part of me wanted to stop him, to protect my friend from his advances. But another part of me was fascinated, drawn in by the raw power and primal desire on display.

As Troy positioned himself behind her ass, I gasped aloud, my heart pounding in my chest. This was more than I had bargained for, but I found myself unable to tear my eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before me.

Troy grabbed hold of Mia's hips, pulling her ass up high. He ran his hands over her ass cheeks, squeezing them hard. Then he pulled down her white panties, team issue, and slid his thick cock into her wet pussy. Mia moaned loudly as Troy started thrusting hard and deep into her.

"Oh fuck yeah," Troy groaned, slapping Mia's ass cheek hard.

My breath hitched in my throat as I watched Troy take Mia with such raw intensity. The sight of his muscular body moving against hers, the sounds of their mingled pleasure filling the room, sent a wave of heat coursing through my veins.

As Troy gripped Mia's hips, his fingers digging into her soft flesh, I found myself inching closer, drawn in by the erotic tableau before me. My own arousal throbbed between my legs, aching for release.

Troy kept on slamming his cock into Mia's tight wet pussy. His balls slapped against her clit with each powerful thrust. "Fuck, Mia, your pussy feels so damn good," Troy groaned as he fucked her hard and fast.

My pulse quickened as I watched Troy fuck Mia with reckless abandon. The sight of his taut muscles straining with each thrust, the sound of their bodies colliding, filled me with a perverse excitement. Mia's face was flushed with pleasure, her moans echoing through the room. I found myself imagining what it would feel like to have Troy's hard cock inside me, filling me to the brim.

I sat at the edge of the bed and reached under my cheerleading skirt, slipping my hand beneath my panties to touch myself. My fingers grazed my slick folds, teasing the edges of my entrance as I watched Troy take Mia with wild abandon. My breath came in short pants, my body trembling with pent-up desire.

As Troy pounded into Mia, his balls slapping against her clit, I imagined it was my body he was fucking, his cock plunging deep into my wet cunt. The fantasy sent a surge of arousal coursing through me, causing my fingers to twitch with anticipation.

Mia screamed loudly as she felt herself cumming hard on Troy's cock. Her body tensed up as she experienced multiple orgasms. She collapsed on the bed breathing heavily.

Troy continued to fuck her for about a minute more before he came inside her with a loud groan.

My heart pounded in my chest as I watched Troy pump his hot seed deep inside Mia. The sight of his throbbing member pulsating within her, the sensation of his release flooding her womb, sent a wave of longing crashing over me.

Troy pulled out of Mia and pulled up his shorts. He turned to me and said, "Have fun at practice, you two!"

I nodded numbly, still processing the scene I had just witnessed. "Thanks, Troy," I managed to stammer out, my voice barely above a whisper.

As he left the room, closing the door behind him, I turned to Mia, my eyes wide with disbelief. "Holy shit, Mia... Did that really just happen?"

Mia lay sprawled on the bed, her body glistening with sweat. She gave a weak smile as she caught my wide-eyed stare. "Yeah, Kim... That really happened."

Her voice was hoarse, barely above a whisper, but there was a certain satisfaction in it, a hint of enjoyment at having been a part of such a raw, primal act.

I moved closer to Mia, my heart pounding in my chest. "Are you okay?" I asked, concern etched across my features.

She smiled weakly, pushing herself up onto her elbows. "I am more than okay, Kim. That was... intense. But also kind of exhilarating."

Mia slowly got up from the bed and walked towards the ensuite bathroom, her movements shaky but determined. As she disappeared behind the closed door, I was left alone with the echo of our shared experience and the lingering taste of forbidden desire.


CHAPTER 3

Later that evening, we returned from practice, tired and wet with sweat. Our bodies ached in places we hadn't known could ache, but there was an undeniable thrill in knowing that we were a real part of the squad. Coach Hewett hadn’t minded our tardiness, in fact she seemed to expect it.

We both trudged upstairs, our legs sore from hours of practicing cheers and dance routines. When we finally stumbled into our room, there was Troy, sitting in our bed.

"Hey, Troy," we said in unison, trying to mask our surprise.

"Hey, ladies," he drawled, flashing us a charming grin. "How was practice? Mia, I hope you weren't too drained to perform at your best."

His gaze flickered appreciatively over our sweaty forms, taking in the sight of our flushed faces and damp hair. The way he looked at us made my heart race, even as I tried to maintain my composure.

"It was tough, but I managed," Mia replied with a shy smile.

Troy nodded approvingly. "Good to hear. Now, both of you please get on the bed."

My heart pounded in my chest as Troy issued his command. There was a note of authority in his voice, a demand that brooked no argument. "Shouldn't we take showers first, take off our sweaty clothes?" I asked hesitantly.

"Nope, just get on the bed." Troy's voice was firm, leaving no room for negotiation.

I glanced at Mia nervously, but she simply shrugged and climbed onto the bed, sitting against a pillow on the headboard. I climbed up and sat right next to her.

"Spread your legs," Troy commanded.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy's command washed over me. I hesitated for a moment, my heart pounding wildly against my ribcage. But then I slowly spread my legs, revealing my sweaty underwear to his hungry gaze.

Troy knelt between our spread legs and leaned in close to smell our scent. "Mmm, you two smell delicious. Like fresh, young, sweaty pussy."

He reached out and began to rub our inner thighs, massaging our sensitive flesh. His hands were warm and calloused, his touch surprisingly gentle.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy's rough hands traced over my inner thighs, sending shivers of pleasure coursing through my body. Despite the illicit nature of the situation, I found myself melting under his touch, my body responding to his expert ministrations.

Troy’s hands glided up and down, tracing the contours of our muscles before dipping lower to tease the edges of our soaked panties.

I watched him closely, my heart pounding in my chest as I waited for what would come next.

Without warning, he dived under my skirt, licking my soaked panties and sucking on the cloth.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy's tongue lapped at my damp undergarment, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure coursing through my body. I bit my lip to suppress a moan, my hands gripping the sheets tightly as I surrendered to the intoxicating rush of sensation.

I looked to my right and saw his hand disappear under Mia's skirt and then I heard her gasp. I knew he had stuck a finger inside her.

My God, this was wrong. I shouldn't be enjoying this. But the feeling of Troy's tongue against my panties, the warmth of his breath against my skin, the visual sensation of his fingers probing Mia... It was all too much. I bit my lip harder, trying to stifle the moan building in my throat.

Troy continued to lick and suck on my soaked panties, his tongue darting and swirling over the drenched cloth until he slowly pulled them down my thighs.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy exposed my bare sex to his hungry gaze. The cool air of the room hit my sensitive flesh, sending a shiver running down my spine.

He looked up at me and said, "Lift your butt up." I did as he asked and he buried his face in my crotch, licking and sucking my clit and sliding his tongue inside my soaking wet cunt.

My body arched off the bed as Troy's tongue delved into my aching cunt, sending waves of pleasure washing over me. His skilled mouth worked wonders on my sensitive clit, sending jolts of ecstasy coursing through my body.

Troy kept on eating out my pussy, slurping and licking. I could hear Mia moaning softly as Troy fingered her wet cunt even faster.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy's relentless assault on my clit sent me spiraling towards the edge. My body trembled with anticipation, every nerve ending alight with pleasure. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my body arching off the bed as I teetered on the brink of orgasm.

Suddenly, I felt Troy slide his tongue deeper into my pussy as his lips suckled on my clit. I let out a loud scream as I came hard on his face.

My body convulsed as the waves of pleasure crashed over me, my cries of ecstasy echoing throughout the room. My fingers dug into the bedsheets as I rode out the storm, my body trembling with the force of my orgasm.

As the aftershocks faded, I lay spent on the bed, my limbs heavy and my breath coming in ragged gasps.

Troy stood up and turned to Mia, "Now it's your turn, Mia". He kneeled between her spread legs and buried his face in her crotch, licking and sucking her clit. "Fuck, you both taste so good when you're sweaty," he mumbled. His free hand slid up and squeezed Mia’s small breasts through her uniform.

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy's tongue delved into Mia's aching cunt, sending waves of pleasure washing over her. His tongue worked magic on her clit and her moans echoed through the room as she came hard on his face. "Oh God, yes! Yes!" she screamed.

Troy stood up and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand and said with a grin, "Alright, it's my turn."

My breath hitched in my throat as Troy pulled his shorts down, revealing his throbbing member. The sight of his hard cock sent a surge of adrenaline coursing through my veins, mixing with the remnants of my own climax.

He stood up and walked on the bed until his member was right in front of my face.

My heart pounded in my chest as Troy positioned himself directly in front of me, his throbbing member brushing against my lips. The scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, sending a wave of heat coursing through my body.

"Tongue out, Kim," Troy commanded, his voice husky with desire. I obeyed, opening my mouth wide and extending my tongue, ready to take him in.

My lips wrapped around Troy's throbbing member, my tongue swirling around the head. I took him in slowly, savoring the taste of him on my tongue.

Troy groaned as he felt my lips wrap around his throbbing member. "Mmm, that feels so good," he murmured, his hands reaching down to stroke my hair.

He began to thrust his hips gently, pushing deeper into my mouth. "Fuck, you have such a nice mouth," he groaned, his voice filled with pleasure.

With his other hand, he guided Kim's head closer to his crotch until she was close enough to start licking his balls and the base of his shaft.

The combination of having my mouth wrapped around his cock while Mia serviced him with her tongue was driving Troy crazy. "Oh fuck, that feels so good," he groaned, his hands stroking our hair.

He began to thrust his hips faster, pushing deeper into my throat, knocking my head against the plush headboard as he fucked my face.

My throat convulsed around Troy's member as he pushed deeper and I moaned around his cock, the vibrations adding to his pleasure.

He began to thrust his hips even faster, pushing deeper into my throat. His cock twitched and jerked, signaling that he was getting close to cumming.

My heart pounded in my chest as I felt Troy's cock twitching, the signs of his impending release sending a thrill of excitement coursing through my veins. I increased the pace of my bobbing, my tongue swirling around his sensitive tip as I waited for him to spill his hot seed down my throat.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he cried out, his voice filled with pleasure. With one final thrust, he released his load, filling my mouth with his hot seed.

My throat convulsed around Troy's throbbing member as I swallowed his cum, the taste of him filling my senses. I savored the sensation of his release flooding my mouth, the warmth spreading through me as I drank him down.

When he finally withdrew, I licked my lips clean, a satisfied smile playing on my lips.

Troy panted heavily, his body covered in a light sheen of sweat. He looked down at us, his expression filled with satisfaction. "That was amazing," he murmured, his voice husky with pleasure.

He reached down and stroked our hair affectionately before standing up and pulling up his shorts. "Well, ladies, time for me to go watch some game film. See you tomorrow."

My heart pounded in my chest as Troy pulled away, his words echoing in the silence that followed. I lay there on the bed, my body still trembling from the intense pleasure I'd experienced and given, my mind reeling from the realization of what we'd just done.

As the door closed behind him, I turned to look at Mia, my eyes wide with shock. "This is going to be a wild semester, huh?"

Mia giggled softly, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "I think that's an understatement," she agreed, a mischievous grin playing on her lips.

We both lay there on the bed, our bodies still tingling from the recent sensations, our minds whirling with thoughts about what might happen next.


CHAPTER 4

Later that evening, after we had both showered off the sweat from practice and our little session with Troy, we found ourselves in the living room, watching trashy TV and chatting idly. I couldn't help but steal glances at Mia, my mind replaying the events of earlier. The way Troy's tongue had danced over my sensitive flesh, the taste of him on my lips, the feeling of his hot seed flooding my mouth...

Mia seemed lost in thought as well, occasionally catching my eye with a sly smile. Every now and then, she'd bite her lip, a telltale sign that her mind was wandering to the same naughty places mine was.

Troy got home around 9pm and plopped down on the couch between us without a word. Mia and I gave each other a look, unsure of what his ensuing move would be, which of our holes he'd choose to fuck next.

But, somewhat surprisingly, he didn't make a move on us the rest of the night, and was just content watching the reality show we had on. I didn't know if he was too exhausted from practice, or if both earlier sessions had drained his balls, but he didn't make a move on us the rest of the night, even retiring to his bedroom alone after a couple hours of TV.

The next morning, we woke up early, got dressed in casual clothes, and headed downstairs for breakfast before heading out to class. We said goodbye to Troy on the way out and he waved us off with a lazy smile, engrossed in his phone. I wondered what plans he had lined up for later, whether he intended to continue exploring the boundaries of our free use relationship.

Later that afternoon, Mia and I stopped by the house to change back into our uniforms for cheer practice.

As soon as we stepped inside, Troy greeted us with a heated look, his eyes roaming over our bodies hungrily. "Getting changed for practice?" he purred, his voice low and seductive.

Mia and I both nodded "Yep!" as he followed us into our room.

His presence behind us was palpable, the air thickening with tension as he watched us strip off our casual clothes, revealing our full naked bodies to him at last.

My heart raced as I peeled off my top, exposing my pert, small breasts to his hungry gaze. I could feel his eyes drinking in the sight of me, his breath quickening as he took in the curves of my body.

Mia, equally aware of his attention, began to undress as well, her slender frame gleaming in the soft light of the room.

He pulled out his cock and I expected him to jump one of us right there, but he just stood nearby, stroking it slowly.

Once we were fully dressed in our cheerleading uniforms, he pulled us both close and began to squeeze our asses as his tongue assaulted my mouth, and then Mia's.

I moaned into the kiss, my body melting against Troy's as his hands roamed over my ass, squeezing and kneading the flesh. The sensation of his hard cock pressing against my thigh only added to the growing need pooling in my core.

As he broke the kiss to lavish attention on Mia's mouth, I couldn't help but reach back and grab his hand, guiding it between my legs to press against my aching pussy through the thin fabric of my underwear.

He rubbed my pussy through my panties, making me whimper with need. Then he pulled away and bent me over the bed, never breaking his kiss with Mia.

I gasped as I felt the bed beneath me, my legs automatically parting to give him easy access. Troy's fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties and yanked them down, exposing my dripping folds to his eager gaze.

Without hesitation, he plunged two fingers deep into my slick channel, curling them to stroke that sweet spot inside me. I cried out, my hips bucking against his hand as he pumped his fingers in and out of my clenching cunt.

Troy finger-fucked me hard and fast, curling inside to hit that magical spot. His other hand thrust into Mia's aching pussy, and we both found a new appreciation for how dexterous a quarterback's hands can be.

I could hear Mia's moans mingling with my own, our bodies moving in sync as Troy worked us over.

My orgasm built rapidly, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly until it finally erupted, my walls clamping down on Troy's fingers as I screamed his name. Mia joined me moments later, her cries of pleasure filling the room as she came undone on his hand as well.

Troy quickly replaced his hand inside me with his cock, thrusting into me with a force that made me scream out in a mix of pleasure and pain.

He fucked me hard and fast, slamming his cock into my dripping pussy again and again.

"Fuck yes!" Troy growled, his hips snapping against mine as he chased his own release. "Take it!"

With a final, brutal thrust, he buried himself to the hilt and exploded inside me, his hot seed pumping into my womb. I clenched around him, milking every drop as I rode out the aftershocks of my own orgasm.

Finally, he pulled out and collapsed onto the bed beside me, panting heavily.

I lay there, sprawled across the bed, my body still quivering from the intensity of our coupling. Troy's seed dripped from my used hole, a tangible reminder of the primal act we'd just shared.

After taking a moment to catch his breath, Troy rolled onto his side, propping his head up on his hand to look at us. A lazy, satisfied smirk played on his lips as he gazed at Mia and me, his eyes lingering on our flushed faces and disheveled hair.

"Well, ladies," he drawled, his voice low and husky, "that was quite the warm-up for practice, wasn't it? I'd better get going myself."

He stood up, pulled up his shorts, and headed out the door, leaving Mia and me lying there, trying to process the whirlwind of emotions and sensations that had just overwhelmed us.

"It's... it's the cheerleader uniforms," Mia said eventually, breaking the stunned silence.

I laughed, a slightly hysterical sound, as I sat up and ran a hand through my tousled hair. "Yeah, no kidding. As soon as they were on, he couldn't resist us."

Mia giggled and playfully punched my arm. "Apparently not. But hey, at least we know his fetish now, right?"

We both burst out laughing at that, the tension dissipating as we basked in the afterglow of our intense encounter.


CHAPTER 5

The rest of the semester played out pretty similarly to those first two days. Whenever we had our cheer uniforms on, Troy would turn into a ravenous, insatiable sex demon. When we were dressed in other clothes, he treated us more like friends and roommates than sexual partners.

It was as if the uniform held some kind of hypnotic power over him, triggering a primal urge to claim and dominate us whenever we wore it. And, despite the initial shock and confusion, Mia and I found ourselves eagerly embracing this new dynamic, craving the raw passion and intensity he brought out in us.

The UCS football team seemed to be doing well under Troy's leadership too, having won their first ten games in a row handily.

As the weeks went by, Troy continued to lead the football team to victory after victory. The players revered him as a true leader, and the fans adored him for his charismatic charm and undeniable talent on the field.

Off the field, however, Troy's focus remained firmly fixed on Mia and me, and only when we donned our signature red uniforms. His hunger for us knew no bounds, and we reveled in the all-consuming passion he ignited within us.

Troy seemed invincible, the picture-perfect image of the All-American quarterback. Until week 11, when we played our cross-town rivals at Los Angeles University.

The offense couldn't get anything going in the air, and Troy took several bad hits when his offensive line failed to pick up their assignments. What was supposed to be an easy win turned into a crushing loss. And although the Spartans were still firmly in the race for the College Football Playoffs, their morale had suffered a crushing blow.

After the disappointing loss, Mia and I went back to the house and after a discussion we both agreed not to change out of our sweaty uniforms. An hour later, Troy arrived, his shoulders slumped and head held low. We heard him walk to his bedroom and slam the door and decided to put our plan into action.

Mia and I exchanged a knowing glance, our hearts pounding with anticipation as we crept silently towards Troy's room.

We opened the door and slipped inside, finding Troy sitting on the edge of his bed, staring blankly at the floor.

Without a word, Mia and I approached him, our bare feet padding softly against the carpet. "Hey Troy," I whispered as we both lifted a single leg into a heel stretch, raising out feet over head and presenting our bare, dripping cunts to him. “We wanted to give you a consolation prize.”

Our uniforms were still damp with sweat from practice, clinging to our bodies in a way that accentuated every curve.

He looked up at us, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of our stretched-out legs and exposed, glistening sex. For a moment, he just stared, seemingly frozen in place. Then, with a low growl, he surged to his feet and pulled his clothes off.

In a flash, Troy shed his shirt and shorts, revealing his chiseled physique, already half-hard and straining against his skin. He stalked towards us, his movements predatory and purposeful, as if driven by a singular desire to claim us once more.

Mia and I exchanged a charged look, our breathing quickening in anticipation of his touch. I held the tip of my toe in my outstretched hand, leaving my entrance wide open.

He grabbed my hips and pulled me towards him, impaling me on his throbbing cock in one swift motion. I cried out at the sudden intrusion, my back arching as he bottomed out inside me.

"Troy!" I gasped as he started to move, fucking me with a desperate intensity that left me breathless. The position of my outstretched leg allowed him to go deeper than ever before, hitting that secret spot inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. Each powerful thrust sent shocks of pleasure radiating through my core, building the pressure towards a climax that threatened to consume me whole.

Meanwhile, Mia watched with rapt fascination, her own arousal evident in the flush of her cheeks and the rapid rise and fall of her chest. She reached down with her free hand to rub her clit, her fingers dancing over the sensitive bundle of nerves as she prepared herself for Troy's inevitable attention.

With a grunt, Troy pulled out of me and inserted his thick cock into Mia's wide open cunt.

Mia let out a sharp cry as Troy's girthy member stretched her inner walls, her leg straining in her hand as he filled her completely. Her free hand's fingers flew over her clit, frantically seeking relief from the overwhelming sensation of being so thoroughly claimed.

Troy set a relentless pace, hammering into Mia with the same ferocity he'd shown me mere moments before. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the room, punctuated by our ragged gasps and moans.

Watching Troy pound into Mia, seeing the way her body responded to his touch, only served to heighten my own arousal. I sat down on the bed and reached down to circle my clit, my movements becoming more urgent as I teetered on the brink of an orgasm.

As Mia started to come apart, Troy pulled out and turned his attention to me. He gripped my ankles and lifted them over my head, folding me in half. My cheerleader skirt hung around my belly as he positioned himself above me.

With my ankles locked behind my neck, I felt utterly vulnerable and exposed, my most intimate parts on full display for Troy's pleasure. He grasped his thick cock and aligned it with my entrance, the broad head nudging against my swollen clit.

Then, with a guttural groan, he drove forward, burying himself to the hilt inside me. I screamed as he stretched me wide, the sensation of being so deeply penetrated sending waves of ecstasy crashing through my body.

Troy began to move, his hips pistoning in and out of me with ruthless efficiency. The angle allowed him to once again hit that magical spot inside me with every thrust, and I could feel my orgasm building with terrifying speed.

He fucked me harder and faster, grunting with effort as he chased his own release. "Cum for me, Kim! Now!" he demanded, his voice rough with lust.

And with that command, I shattered, my pussy clenching around him as I came violently, wave after wave of pure bliss washing over me. Troy roared his own completion, pumping his hot seed deep into my spasming cunt as he ground against me, prolonging our shared ecstasy.

Mia kneeled nearby and pulled his cock out of my quivering cunt, sucking the remaining cum out of the tip.

As I floated down from the heights of my climax, I felt Mia's gentle touch cleaning Troy's spent cock, the intimacy of the act only adding to the post-orgasmic haze enveloping me.

Troy collapsed onto the bed beside me, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. "Damn, girls," he panted, reaching out to pull us both into his embrace. "You always know just what I need."

Mia snuggled into his side, while I curled up against his chest, savoring the warmth and security of his arms around us.

We lay there together, basking in the afterglow of our intense lovemaking, Troy's strong heartbeat a soothing rhythm against my ear. Despite the disappointing day on the field, in his arms, everything felt right in the world. The three of us spent the night there, falling asleep intertwined with Troy's body.

By the time we played our biggest rival the next week, Troy had forgotten all about the missteps and mistakes against LAU. It was the talk of campus, how easily he had shrugged off the crushing loss and came back in perfect form against the Catholic Midwest school we played every year.

People had their own theories but Mia and I both knew what had really spurred them onto victory: our tight, flexible bodies and delicious cunts.

We had become his lucky charms, the talismans that granted him strength and focus on the field. And as we cheered him on from the sidelines, our uniforms hugging every curve, we could see the effect we had on him - the way his eyes would lock onto ours before key plays, the slight tremble in his hands as he called signals.

It was a strange sort of power, but one we relished. We were more than just cheerleaders to Troy; we were his secret weapons, the keys to unlocking his full potential. And as long as he kept winning, we were happy to keep providing the motivation he needed.

After going 11-1 in the regular season, UCS won their first two playoff games handily, easily securing a spot in the national championship against the heavily favored Alabama State. For over a decade, ASU had dominated the college football landscape, winning 6 out of the last 10 championships. And it was rumored that this year's team was the best yet.

I knew the Spartans' chances of winning it all were slim, but I still had hope, and one card left to play.

As the big game approached, I found myself growing increasingly anxious. While Troy's confidence never wavered, I couldn't shake the feeling that we were in over our heads against such a powerhouse program. But I also knew that Troy was capable of greatness when properly motivated.

So, the night before the championship, Mia and I went into his hotel room, our fresh uniforms on with no panties underneath.

We approached him as he sat on the edge of the bed, watching TV, and without a word, turned around and lifted our skirts, baring our asses to him as we spread our cheeks, giving him full view of our tight little virgin rear passages.

Troy's eyes widened as he took in the sight of our exposed, untouched holes, his gaze lingering on the delicate pink flesh of our assholes.

"If you want to take our anal virginity, you need to win tomorrow," I commanded. "Here's just a peek of what you can have if you bring us the championship."

His face contorted with a mix of lust and determination as he rose to his feet, towering over us. "Oh, I'm gonna win, alright," he growled, his voice low and menacing. "And when I do, you're gonna be mine in every way imaginable."

With that promise hanging in the air, we both left the room, pushing our skirts down and giggling to ourselves. "Do you think it will be too much of a distraction for him?" Mia asked with a laugh.

"Only one way to find out," I replied with a sly grin. "But either way, I can't wait to see what happens next."

As we returned to our own rooms, my mind raced with possibilities. Would Troy even be able to concentrate on the game with such a tantalizing reward waiting for him?

As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn't help but wonder just how far Troy would go to make good on his promise.


CHAPTER 6

Less than 24 hours later, the nation watched as the undefeated Alabama State Tigers faced off against the underdogs from UCS. From the opening kickoff, it was clear that this wouldn't be an easy victory for either program. Troy led his team with a fierce determination, his eyes locked on the prize and his heart fueled by the memory of Mia and I's tempting offer.

By halftime, the score was tied, and the stadium was electric with tension. As the teams retreated to their locker rooms, Troy met us in the tunnel, his face flushed with exertion and excitement.

"I'm gonna make you proud, girls," he promised, pulling us both into a tight embrace. "Get ready to seal the deal."

With renewed energy, Troy rallied his troops in the second half, calling audibles and making split-second decisions that left the opposing defense reeling.

By the time the clock ticked down to zero, the Spartans were ahead by a touchdown, thanks in large part to Troy's incredible performance. As the final whistle blew, the crowd erupted in cheers, and Troy sprinted off the field, his teammates swarming around him in celebration.

Mia and I joined the fray, our pom-poms shaking wildly as we hugged Troy tightly, tears of joy streaming down our faces. We had done it - we had helped lead our team to victory, the first in decades, and now Troy would finally get to experience the ultimate reward.

Back at the house, Mia and I made ourselves ready, keeping our sweaty uniforms on but removing our underwear. We both laid prone on the bed, asses in the air, waiting until Troy could come home and claim his spoils.

30 minutes later, Troy burst into our bedroom, still dirty and sweaty from the game, but with a triumphant grin plastered on his face. He barely had time to kick off his shorts before Mia and I beckoned him over, our skirts flipped up to reveal our freshly waxed, hairless holes.

He approached us slowly, his eyes drinking in the sight of our exposed bottoms, and the anticipation etched on our faces. With a low growl, he climbed onto the bed, positioning his face between my cheeks.

His warm breath ghosted over my tender flesh as he leaned in, his tongue darting out to taste the forbidden fruit of my ass. I let out a soft whimper, my hips instinctively rolling back to meet his probing mouth.

At the same time, I felt Troy's fingers gently parting Mia's cheeks, exposing her virgin hole to his eager gaze. He circled the puckered entrance with a fingertip, applying gentle pressure as he coaxed it to relax.

"Mmm, so tight," he murmured against my skin, his words vibrating through me. "Can't wait to feel these sweet asses wrapped around my cock."

With that, he replaced his finger with the head of his dick, teasing my entrance with the broad crown. I clenched involuntarily, my body trembling with a mix of fear and exhilaration at the thought of taking him there.

"Easy, baby," Troy soothed, rubbing my back in circular motions. "Just breathe. You're ready for this."

Slowly, inch by deliberate inch, he pushed forward, the head of his cock breaching my tight ring of muscle. A sharp gasp escaped me as the initial burn gave way to a strange, tingling sensation.

"Don't fight it, Kim. Let your body adjust," Mia coached, her voice calm and reassuring from beside me.

Troy paused, giving me time to acclimate, before starting to push in further, his thick shaft spreading me open. I felt each ridge and vein as he sank deeper, filling me to the brim.

When he was fully seated, Troy stilled, allowing me to adjust to the foreign sensation of having his cock buried in my ass. "How does that feel, baby?"

"It...it's different," I managed to choke out, my voice shaky with a mix of discomfort and awe. "So full..."

Troy chuckled low in his throat, his hips giving a gentle roll as he began to move within me. "That's because it is, sweetheart. You've never been this full before."

Each slow thrust sent shockwaves of pleasure rippling through my body, the unfamiliar sensations igniting a fire in my core. I could feel every inch of Troy's length stroking along my sensitive walls, coaxing me towards new heights of pleasure.

As Troy picked up speed, Mia reached around to rub my clit, her fingers dancing over the sensitive nub in time with Troy's deep strokes. The dual stimulation quickly had me teetering on the edge, my body tensing in preparation for the inevitable crash.

"Oh God, I'm close," I whimpered, my muscles clamping down on Troy's cock as I hurtled towards climax. He responded by driving into me with increased force, his balls slapping against my ass with each powerful thrust.

"Yes, Kim, cum for me!" Troy growled, his voice strained with his own approaching orgasm. "Take it all!"

With a keening cry, I shattered, my asshole clenching around Troy's pistoning cock as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My vision blurred, and my body convulsed, lost in the maelstrom of pleasure.

Troy followed soon after, his hips jerking as he buried himself to the hilt and emptied his seed deep inside me. We collapsed together, panting and sweating, the aftershocks of our climaxes still rocking through us.

As we caught our breath, Troy carefully withdrew from my well-fucked ass, a trickle of his cum leaking out to stain the sheets beneath me. I felt strangely empty without him inside me, but also incredibly satisfied.

Mia crawled over to join us, pressing a tender kiss to my cheek. "You did amazing, Kim. So brave. I can’t wait for my turn!"

I smiled weakly, still trying to process the intensity of what we'd just experienced. "Thanks, Mia. That was...incredible."

Troy rolled onto his side, his arm slipping around both of us as he pulled us close. "You two are the real MVPs," he said, his voice filled with gratitude and affection. "Without you, I don't know where I'd be right now."

The next semester, Mia and I were both free to move back to the dorms, our arrangement with Troy complete. But both of us made the decision to stay, to remain Troy's fuck toys for as long as he wanted.

Had he ruined two innocent, young, California girls with his dark desires and insatiable cock? Possibly. But I wouldn't have it any other way.

The next year, Troy led UCS to another National Championship, cementing his legacy as one of the greatest quarterbacks in college football history. And through it all, Mia and I remained his loyal cheerleaders, both on and off the field.

Even after graduation, our relationship evolved over time, becoming something deeper and more complex than just a sexual arrangement. We grew to trust and care for each other, forming an unbreakable bond that transcended the boundaries of friendship, love, and lust.

As we both sat with Troy on draft day, ready to celebrate his selection in the first round, I knew that UCS was only the beginning of a lifelong journey of passion, adventure, and devotion that Troy, Mia, and I would embark upon together. The future was bright, and I couldn't wait to see what other exciting chapters awaited us.
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