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GETTING TEAMED

This was bad. Miss Heims had uncovered Tom’s secret. He didn’t have a choice. It was either do what she wanted or be exposed.

“What do you want?” He asked.

Miss Heims smiled.

“We’re in need of a special kind of cheerleader.” She said, smiling. “And I think you have just what it takes.”

Tom has a secret. During the day he’s an ordinary, unexceptional, easily forgettable boy, but when he’s at home, alone, he likes to dress up like a hot, sexy girl and perform for his fans. It’s just harmless fun.

That is until the head coach of the women’s basketball team at his college discovers his secret. If word gets out about what Tom does in his free time he could lose his scholarship. So, he has no choice but to do what she wants.

When Miss Heims tells Tom that the team requires a cheerleader, he tries to explain that he has no athletic prowess. She is unperturbed though, and thinks he has all the talents a girl needs to motivate the team to win.

With a little extra push from Miss Heims, soon Tom is heavily invested in the team’s performance, and he can’t help but hope they'll win. But if they do, is he ready for what comes next? And just how much team spirit can one cheerleader handle?


One

Tom sat outside Miss Hiems’ office, waiting. He’d been waiting for almost twenty minutes and his stomach was in knots.

He had no idea why he’d been called to her office, and the waiting, sitting alone in the hallway outside her door while the college emptied of students and teachers, only allowed his imagination to run wild. Each possible reason he came up with was more fantastical and more terrible than the last. He needed to calm down.

Tom took a deep breath and exhaled slowly.

He didn’t even have any classes with Miss Hiems, which is what had made her summons so strange. Had it been one of his regular teachers he’d have just assumed it was to do with the quality of his work, or with an upcoming project, but… Miss Hiems’ was in the sports department, and Tom was a math major who hated sports.

He’d assumed that getting into college meant he’d never be required to have anything to do with sports again, but here he was, waiting. As he waited a group of girls rounded the corner, laughing, and Tom could not help but look up and turn to stare down the hallway in their direction.

He felt his belly drop and his heart skip.

They were all so stunningly beautiful, goddesses in shorts and sports tops, trainers, long legs and trim bodies, tall and graceful and powerful. As they walked Tom could see their muscles rippling beneath smooth, taught skin.

The women’s basketball team were all, down to the last woman, stunning. And they were all so different, yet at the same time alike in so many ways.

As athletes, they were all in excellent physical condition, and tall, vastly taller than Tom who was short for a man, and perhaps only just around average height for a woman. As they walked towards him, laughing, chatting, smiling, he felt even smaller than he normally did.

Each of them was toned with well-earned muscle from their many years of training and practice, thick muscular thighs, toned stomachs, strong arms and shoulders, but this muscle did nothing to diminish their curves. Some of them were very full-figured, with wide hips, round, pert asses, heavy breasts that bounced as they walked with graceful sway along the hall, while others were leaner, trimmer, but no less feminine, their slim bodies entirely in proportion, with narrower hips, smaller tits, but still ravishing, and the variety of forms only accentuating the beauty of each woman as an individual.

They were clearly heading to practice, and they seemed to not even notice Tom as he sat waiting, watching, and he didn’t blame them.

He was so utterly ordinary that he was used to being overlooked.

He was short, and thin, wearing baggy clothes, and he let his shoulder-length brown hair fall in messy waves in front of his face.

But… he liked being unobserved in public. It was easier to hide than to be seen, to be noticed.

As the team passed Tom watched them with lust and envy. They were perfect. As they walked away he could not help but stare at their long legs, smooth taught muscle, their firm, wiggling butts, their hair flowing behind them, blonde and red and black and brown, waves, curls, straight, long, short, tied up, left loose, in plaits and ponytails.

Their voices and the laughter faded as they turned the corner and they vanished from sight. Not one of them had even glanced at Tom, but… he didn’t mind. As he was now he understood why no one noticed him.

As he was now he didn’t want to be noticed. He got all the attention he needed at home, online, where he got to be his real self.

He thought about the basketball team, in their shorts, trainers, sports tops, so much bare skin, looking so hot, and he wondered if…

“Tom?”

Tom looked up with a start, blushing a deep pink as he realised he had been letting his mind wander. He turned and saw Miss Hiems in the door to her office, staring at him, grinning.

He felt his heart skip and his belly flutter. His tongue felt sluggish and clumsy.

Women like Miss Hiems always had this effect on him. Around tall, powerful, beautiful women he always felt flustered and nervous and found it hard to speak up, and Miss Hiems was tall, powerful, and very beautiful.

She was dressed simply, in sportswear, jogging pants and a vest, a loose team jacket, trainers, but her clothes did nothing to diminish her looks, perhaps even accentuating them, the calm confidence, her raw sexuality undimmed by her plain clothes, the aura of power and authority that came from her position as head coach.

“Tom? Are you coming? I’d really rather not have our meeting in the hallway.” She said.

Tom’s blush deepened as he realised she had been waiting for an answer. It was all he could do to just stare at her though.

Her long black hair fell in dense, tight coils, her eyes were bright and sharp, her smile dazzling. She was in her late twenties, or perhaps her early thirties, and in excellent shape, toned and full-figured, and it was all Tom could do not to stare at her wide hips, her round ass, or her heavy, massive tits.

It was no wonder most of the boys, and a fair few of the girls he knew, were obsessed with her. She was stunning.

“I… yes, of course, sorry.” Tom managed to mutter. “Daydreaming. Bad habit.”

Miss Hiems’ smile shifted, became almost knowing. Even the thought that this beautiful, strong woman might know sent a cold chill down Tom’s spine, but at the same time, it thrilled him.

Miss Hiems stepped back into her office, stepped to the side, and gestured for Tom to enter. He rose to his feet, very aware now of how much taller than him Miss Hiems was, and he stepped in.

“Please, take a seat.” Miss Hiems said, gesturing to a chair in front of her desk.

And Tom did.
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Miss Hiems took the seat behind her desk, sat facing Tom, and she stared at him for a moment, almost as though studying him. He squirmed, shifting in his seat.

He still had no idea why she had called for him. He was on no sports teams, had never been on any sports teams, and he didn’t study any sports-related subjects.

Tom had always been small and weak, so that even if he’d wanted to play sports he knew he’d never have been good at them. Boys his age, men his age, that played sport at any competitive level were tall and broad, strong, muscular, handsome, and Tom was none of those things.

He was short, slim, weak, and he’d never been called handsome. Yet… he always took pride in that in an odd way. He liked how he looked, worked hard with yoga and stretches to keep his body how he wanted, and when he looked in the mirror after getting ready to show off online he was always delighted with his symmetrical, dainty, pretty features.

And he’d never been that interested in sports anyway. He’d always found science and math more interesting, the facts and numbers making sense to him, and his academic ability gave him a great sense of pride so that he’d always worked hard at those subjects, so it had been natural for him to go into the STEM fields at college. Which begged the question, why had Miss Hiems summoned him?

As he looked across the desk at her, seeing her watching him, smiling, he couldn’t work it out, but… something in her smile made him nervous.

But then, Tom was always nervous around beautiful women, and Miss Hiems was very beautiful.

Her full, deep red lips curled up, her smile dazzling, and her eyes were full of wit and intelligence. She leaned forwards and pressed her arms together, a gesture which made her tits in her vest look even larger, full and heavy and soft, her dark skin almost inviting him to look down and stare. Was she daring him to look?

It was easy for him not to look though. It was easy because her eyes were so captivating, her face so beautiful. Her big, dark eyes, her full lips, her high cheekbones and her strong features, the perfect representation of feminine grace and power and beauty. Tom felt his body growing hot, nervous and timid, and he could not help but shift in his seat, biting his bottom lip.

“So, I’m sure you’re wondering why I called you here?” Miss Hiems said.

Tom nodded. She smiled. There was a moment of quiet.

“You have no idea what might be cause for me to call you into my office?” She asked.

Tom shook his head.

“I…”

The way she was smiling at him, almost smirking. He didn’t play sports, had never shown any interest in athletics. He behaved well at school. He had no interaction with anyone on any of the teams. None of his subjects were even remotely related to the sports department.

He’d never even spoken to Miss Hiems before. True, he knew well enough who she was, had admired her from afar like many of the other students, had watched sports games and even the odd practice, admiring her and the team and…

Was that it? Was Tom being called out for being a creep?

He blushed, uncomfortable. He’d always thought of himself as being deeply respectful of women. He’d just been watching because he admired them. After all, they were so beautiful and perfect and graceful.

The thought that he might have made any of them uncomfortable by leering or creeping left him deeply unhappy. He shifted in his seat, waiting to know why, hoping it wasn’t that.

“I have no idea.” Tom said.

Miss Heims laughed and the sound of it was bright and lovely. Tom felt almost in awe of her, and as she shifted again, moving to take off her jacket, he couldn’t help but glance down.

The vest was thin and tight, and her tits were huge, pert and perky with deep cleavage, her dark nipples visible through the thin cloth, perky and stiff, but it was her shoulders and her arms that made him feel weak. She was strong from years of sport, lean, feminine, but toned and powerful. Seeing her arms so clearly he couldn’t help but wonder just how strong she was, and the awareness that she could so easily overpower him made his belly flutter and his heart skip.

Miss Hiems draped her jacket over the back of her chair and then turned back to face Tom. She straightened, cleared her throat, and Tom realised he was staring at her body.

His blush burned and he looked up, flustered. Miss Hiems however made no comment, just sat, smiling, as though amused by Tom’s timidity and uncertainty.

“Well, to put it simply, and frankly, I’m in need of a solution to an ongoing problem. I’m sure you’re aware of our recent losing streak?”

Losing streak?

Tom nodded, a sense of relief, though still confused.

Everyone at the college was aware of the basketball team’s recent losing streak, and it was all some people could even talk about.

Up until a few months ago, at the start of the new academic year, the women’s basketball team had been the pride and joy of the college's sports programme. They had won championship after championship, and had been on a several years-long winning streak, but… that had changed. For some reason, at the start of the new academic year, the team had started losing, and they’d started losing hard.

They’d had some changes in their roster, due to students leaving last year, but… the whole thing had everyone confused. Tom had paid little attention though, so he had no idea what kind of solution Miss Hiems was looking for.

“I… yeah. I’d heard. But… I’m not sure what…”

“I think you can help me. Help us, which is why I asked you here. Are you willing to help out?” Miss Hiems said.

She waited, grinning, for an answer. Given the way she looked at him she clearly expected that answer to be a resounding, enthusiastic yes. Clearly, she was not a woman used to hearing the word no.

Tom though had no idea how he could help. Plus… he had things he’d rather be doing. He had schoolwork, and friends, and hobbies. And he had… he had his fans.

Time spent helping the basketball team would be time not spent on things he wanted to do. And as much as he would love to spend more time around such beautiful, powerful women, there was nothing he figured he could do to help, so why not instead spend the time doing things he’d already committed to?

“I’m not really sure what good I’d be. I don’t know anything about sports or...”

Miss Hiems lifted one hand to silence Tom. His voice cut off, and a chill ran down his spine.

“Let me worry about whether you can help or not, and how you can help. I simply need to know if you are willing to assist the team. To assist me. Are you?”

Tom was quiet for a moment. It was clear she expected an answer.

She was so beautiful, graceful and powerful, and a very loud part of Tom just wanted to say yes to her, to agree, to do whatever she wanted, but he knew he couldn’t. He shook his head.

“I… no. I’m busy and I… I have other commitments.” He said. “Sorry.”

Tom shifted in his seat, hoping that would be enough, hoping that he could now leave and head home. He had plans tonight. He had something he was looking forward to. But… Miss Hiems kept smiling.

“I was really hoping not to do this, at least not yet, though I knew perhaps at some point it would be needed. Would you take a look at this please Tom, and tell me what it is?”

Miss Hiems shifted, took a manilla paper folder out from a desk drawer, slipped it across the desk towards Tom. Tom looked down at it, opened it, and his heart sank.

This was bad.
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In the folder, there were photos, printouts of still images taken from a video, and a sheet of words, with a copy of Tom’s signature at the bottom.

The words he knew well enough. It was a copy of the college’s code of conduct that he’d signed only a few months ago when he’d started his course. He’d skim-read it, and signed it, but seeing it now, next to the images presented to him, it was clear what Miss Hiems was trying to say.

“I…” Tom felt the room spin.

“As you can see Tom, you have very little choice. So, what do you say?”

It was Tom’s worst fear, realised. Someone had discovered his secret.

For years he’d found solace and joy in online communities where he got to be his real self.

He discovered them in high school, and though at first, he’d just read other people's stories, liked their pictures, it hadn’t been long before his curiosity had gotten the better of him.

Seeing other boys like him, small, slim, with dainty, pretty features dressing feminine, dressing like sexy girls, in panties, heels, stockings, with make-up on, with long hair, wigs, in dresses and skirts and long socks, it had all been too much for him to resist, and so he had begun his secret journey. And it had been amazing.

That freedom, to be pretty, feminine, sexy, playful, flirtatious, to wear girly clothes, sensual lingerie, to practise with make-up, had given him so much joy. The acceptance of his online friends, and their love, their appreciation, their compliments, had made him so happy. Yet… it had always been in secret, behind closed doors, anonymous.

No one who knew him in real life knew about it. He’d been so careful.

Even in the beginning when it was just clothes and make-up and girl talk he’d been deliberate in his attempts to leave no tracks. But as he’d got older, as it had gone deeper, he’d taken even greater pains to remain hidden.

But, the images in front of him proved that all his work to keep his secret had been in vain. Someone had found out. Miss Hiems had found out.

And she’d found out everything from the looks of it.

It wasn’t just the pictures of him dressing up, though there were many of those. It wasn’t just the flirting with other femboys online, flirting with hot older male Dominants, sexy older female Dommes, though she had screen captures of numerous messages.

It was the videos too.

The videos. Tom’s cheeks blazed.

He’d only started making those in the last year or so, once he’d turned old enough. He’d always fantasised about it, about showing off, but he’d always been too shy. But then, after his last birthday, he’d thought, why not?

And so he’d tried it. Just the once. A video of him dressed up, a hot girl, a sexy femboy, playing with himself, a sexy young woman teasing her cock and her ass on video.

He’d been terrified when he’d posted it, not sure what he was expecting, but the reactions, the comments, the compliments, had been amazing. He’d loved making the video, but it was people’s reactions that made him do it again, and again, and again.

He’d developed a fanbase, a following, and he’d even started doing live videos too, and people had started paying him.

They sent him cash, with requests for what to do, and they bought him things, clothes, lingerie, shoes, and make-up, and he then got to wear them in videos and photos. It had been a whirlwind adventure of joy and excitement and he’d always known the risks but had considered himself safe. Yet… he’d been wrong.

Miss Hiems had found the videos, the pictures, had discovered his online alter-ego, and now…

Tom looked from the picture and the screen captures to the college's code of conduct that he’d signed. In amongst all the legalise were several quite specific clauses about not bringing the school into disrepute. Somehow he knew that what his alter-ego did could well be considered disrepute.

Which just left the question…

“What do you want?” Tom asked, voice soft, nervous, timid.

Miss Hiems just smiled.

“As I said earlier, I want you to help me. Help us. That’s why I asked you here. I think you are just the solution I’ve been looking for. So I ask again. Are you willing to help out?” Miss Hiems said.

Tom looked up from the images in the folder to Miss Hiems, her smile dazzling, eyes sharp. He’d always known she could physically overpower him easily, but now she had trapped him with cunning too. Did he really have a choice?

Slowly, Tom nodded.

“What do you want me to do?” He asked.


Two

It wasn’t really that different to what he did at home, in his room. He’d done it in front of the camera, and he’d done it on videos. He’d even done it in front of a live audience via stream. So, he could do this, right?

Yet… that wasn’t the question that was really bothering him. He knew he could do this. The question that was really niggling him was why Miss Hiems wanted him to do this at all.

“Get changed, then we can talk.” Was all she’d been willing to say on the matter.

And so Tom had taken the large sports holdall she had offered him and had headed off to Miss Hiems’ private bathroom to get changed, not quite sure what he was getting changed into, but, after seeing the images she had of him, curious to find out. What was it she wanted from him?

With the door locked Tom laid out the items he’d been given and his heart skipped. He couldn’t help but smile, even as nervous as he was.

He’d never dressed up for anyone else in person before, and now he was expected to wear this in front of Miss Hiems. The thought terrified and excited him.

Tom took a moment to look the outfit over, psyching himself up for getting changed and ready. It was simple enough, a cheerleader outfit in the college’s official colours, a genuine uniform, even if it was a little more risqué—the skirt shorter, and the top tighter, with the thigh-high socks replaced instead with white, opaque, hold-up stockings, and the trainers replaced with heels—but it was certainly not more revealing or as slutty as some of the outfits he’d posed or performed in.

However, it was the presence of make-up and hair-styling products and accessories that really chilled Tom. Clearly, he was expected to make an effort.

He paused for a moment, took a deep breath.

He knew he didn’t really have a choice. He was at college on a scholarship, and if word got around about his secret then he’d be out and he’d have no way to finish his studies.

The scholarship had been hard to get. He’d studied hard, had volunteered, had toiled, and to let it all go because of a small secret seemed… madness. It was just a little dressing up in front of someone. He could do that, right?

Tom smiled, nodded to himself. He could do it. Just dressing up like he’d done before. And then his secret was safe.

So, trying not to dwell on the other questions that hung over him, like how Miss Hiems had found out, and what she wanted him to do to help, Tom set about getting ready.

Fortunately, he was already shaved, since he kept himself that way all the time now, finding it was easier to keep himself smooth and hairless rather than shaving only when he needed to for photos or videos—though he did those so often now keeping himself smooth was necessary regardless. He enjoyed it too, liked how sensitive it made him, how it felt to snuggle into bed at night in clean sheets with smooth legs, liked how his clothes felt against his skin, that reminder that even under his boy clothes he remained feminine. He liked how it felt when he showered too, hands slippery with soap, caressing, and he liked how it felt to slip into panties or stockings, the satiny cloth on bare skin.

So, as Tom stripped off, he felt prepared for what he was about to do, what his teacher was making him do. He was soft, feminine, smooth, and he knew he’d look his best in the pretty, sexy cheerleader outfit.

He slipped on the stockings first, delighting as always at how the cloth felt as he pulled them up, a tingle running up his spine, and he pulled the panties on next, white to match the stockings.

He pulled on the skirt after that, then the top, before finally slipping the heels on. He was amazed at how well it all fit, and as Tom checked himself in the bathroom mirror he couldn’t help but smile.

He’d dressed as a cheerleader before but this was somehow different. Before it had been sexy, slutty cheerleader costumes he’d ordered online. This was an actual cheerleader's costume, a uniform as worn by all the hot cheerleaders at his college, and though it was a little more revealing than the ones they wore, he knew he wouldn’t look that out of place amongst their ranks wearing it.

Tom shimmied, wiggling his hips and ass, beaming. The way the skirt moved made his hips and ass look so girly, and the stockings and heels made his legs seem full, plump, long. Even the top, tight and snug, emphasised his subtle curves, his trim waist, his perky nipples, his slim arms and narrow shoulders.

Content with how the uniform fit him he did his make-up next. There wasn’t as much to pick from as his set at home, and there were fewer brushes to work with, but it reminded Tom how it had all begun, how he had started his journey, with only a few colours and tools.

He smiled. He’d had plenty of practice over the years though, so he knew he’d look amazing, and the thought of surprising Miss Hiems with just how skilled he was at make-up and hair, how adept he was at making himself pretty and feminine and sexy, amused him.

And so, with that thought in mind, Tom set about doing his make-up and hair, aware that he was being forced but also, in some small part, enjoying the chance to actually show off, to be seen by more than just some strangers on the internet.
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Tom picked a palette of purple and pink eyeshadows to match the uniform and his blue eyes, and he used black eyeliner and mascara to make his eyes seem larger, wider, and his lashes fuller. He added shadows and highlights to his face, to make his features seem even more refined and delicate, and then, as a finishing touch, painted his lips a deep glittery pink.

He checked his work, grinning, certain that he was going to far exceed Miss Hiems’ expectations, then set to work on his hair.

He added some cream to his waves, to make them fuller and more feminine, then styled them into classic cheerleader bunches, before adding cute ribbon bows, again matching the colours of his uniform.

Finally finished he stepped back, and looked himself over. He couldn’t help but feel a shiver of excitement at the thought of being seen, at being seen by such a beautiful, sexy, powerful older woman.

If he’d had to pick someone to dress up for for the first time, he would never have picked Miss Hiems. She was too beautiful, too sexy and feminine and perfect, too intimidating. But that she’d asked, that she’d forced him, made it only more thrilling, more terrifying.

“I suppose this’ll have to do.” Tom said, grinning.

Even his voice had changed, softer now, the voice he used when performing in the live videos he’d started doing. His cheeks were pink even under the layers of make-up, and he felt his cock throbbing, hardening in his panties, a sense of nervous anticipation at the thought of stepping out to face Miss Hiems in what he was wearing.

He didn’t have a choice though. Did he? Yet… somehow he couldn’t deny that he was actually almost eager to finally show off to someone in person. Tom wiggled his hips and ass as he stared at his reflection and he blew himself a kiss.

He could do this. His fans loved him. He’d been told he was pretty, that he was hot and sexy, countless times. He could face Miss Hiems. He’d do this to keep his secret and his scholarship.

But… what else did she want him to do? What was the help she wanted?

As he stared at himself in the mirror, in his cheerleader uniform, he imagined what it would be like to be a real cheerleader, out on the field, in front of the crowd, performing, thousands of people watching you, staring at you, perhaps even lusting after you.

His blush deepened. Is that why he was in this uniform?

Tom had never been into sports, couldn’t dance or perform elaborate acrobatic routines, but… perhaps he could learn?

With that thought in mind, thrilling him, terrifying him, he turned away from the mirror and walked towards the door, strutting in his heels, the walk he’d spent so long mastering at home. Heel to toe, letting his hips roll, letting his ass sway. He knew he would never tire of how it felt to walk like a slut, but now, at the back of his mind, he wondered how it would feel to walk like that in front of a crowd.
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Tom stepped out of the bathroom with his head held high. He looked good and he knew it and he was proud of how pretty he was.

If Miss Hiems expected him to be shy or timid or uncertain, to grovel, then she’d have been better off making him stay in his boy clothes. As a boy Tom was nervous, preferred to go unseen, unnoticed, but as a girl, he shone.

Miss Hiems was sat waiting on the edge of her desk, watching the door as it opened, and she watched as Tom stepped out, strutted across the floor towards her.

His heels clicked, and he walked with a sway, and as Miss Hiems looked at him, looked him over, looking him up and down, he felt a wave of warm joy wash over him. The way she inspected him, smiling, told him all he needed to know in that moment. She was impressed.

“Wow, you look even more stunning in person. I know now I made the right decision asking you to come here. Now, will you sit? I think it’s time I explained how you can help me.” Miss Hiems said.

Her words, spoken softly, with infinite calm, reminded him that there was more to his summons than just dressing up in a cute, hot cheerleader outfit. She wanted his help, wanted him to do something for her, and with the leverage she had on him, he knew he couldn’t easily refuse.

But… it had been fun so far. Getting dressed up was always fun, and being seen by someone in real life when dressed as a hot girl was proving to be quite exciting, so maybe her request for help wouldn’t be so bad.

Tom nodded, and did as he was told, sitting in the chair in front of Miss Hiems. He settled down, both feet on the floor, thighs together, aware that as short as his skirt was sitting any other way would flash his panties, flash the slowly growing bulge of his cock.

Miss Hiems looked at him and shifted to face him, looming over him. He felt his heart skip and his belly flutter.

“So, again, you know about our team’s losing streak, yes?”

Tom nodded.

“Well, I think I have worked out the problem. You see, my girls seem to be lacking motivation. At the end of last year one of our… cheerleaders… left, headed off after graduating. We were sorry to see her go, but we all wished her well and sent her off with a grand farewell party. I was hoping that her absence wouldn’t be that keenly felt, but I lacked a replacement for her, so we pushed on and did the best we could. The results, as you have seen, have been utterly disastrous.” Miss Hiems said.

“So you want me to be a cheerleader?” Tom asked.

Miss Hiems smirked.

“In a way, yes. But don’t worry. Before you begin protesting about your lack of athletic prowess I know, and it will absolutely not be a problem. I’ve seen your videos, and I’ve watched some of your streams. I know that you are adequately qualified for the role I have in mind. You see, her position was never on the field, and yours would not be either. You’d simply be there to motivate the team by… being there to reward them for doing well.” Miss Hiems said. “Does that make sense?”

Tom shook his head. Miss Hiems smiled

“I suppose it is a little more complex than I am making out, and there is a nuance there that is hard to explain with words. However, given the situation you find yourself in, may I assume you are interested in helping me, in helping the team?”

Miss Hiems sat, watching, waiting for an answer.

Tom still had no idea what she was asking of him, but he also knew he had very little choice. It was accept or have his secret outed and lose his scholarship.

And really, was being a cheerleader that bad? He’d not have to go out on the field, and he’d only need to do anything if the team won. He was just there to reward them. He wasn’t sure how he was supposed to do that, but… it couldn’t be that bad, could it?

“I… I suppose so. But… what is it you…”

Miss Hiems raised her hand again to silence him. He obliged, fell silent. There was just something about her that made Tom want to obey.

“There really is no need to get into the details of what you’ll be doing just yet. After all, we don’t know if you’re suitable for the position. We know you meet the basic requirements, since you look so pretty in that uniform, and we know you’re willing, in principle. But, to make sure you’re able to help, we need to audition you. I can’t just offer you the position without knowing you have the requisite talents now, can I?” Miss Hiems said.

Tom paled. He loved how she called him pretty. He’d never been called pretty before by someone in real life. He’d had it typed to him many times, had had it spoken to him over microphone a few times, but this was the first time anyone had actually said it to him in person, and it was the hot, sexy, intimidating head coach of his college’s sports department.

He blushed, but at the same time, he felt relieved. If he needed talent to be able to help then perhaps this was his way out of the whole situation. He’d not played any sport in years. He hated it, the masculine competitiveness, and he was terrible at them.

“I… I told you though, I know nothing about sport, or about athletics. I’d make a terrible cheerleader.” Tom said.

Miss Hiems just smiled.

“You don’t need to worry your pretty little head about that. You can let me do all the thinking, all the worrying. However, how about we just focus on the audition, for now, to see how talented you really are for the position I have in mind?” Miss Hiems said.

Tom squirmed. If he did badly at the audition then he’d be free. Sure he looked hot as a cheerleader, he looked pretty and sexy and girly in his uniform, but being a cheerleader was far more than that. If he was auditioning to be a cheerleader, if he needed to dance and jump and leap about like the ones he’d seen at the games, then he knew he was as good as free.

Tom smiled, a sense of relief at the thought of escaping Miss Hiems clutches, her control, but at the same time… a tinge of sadness that the whole misadventure was over so quickly.

“Okay.” Tom said. “I’ll just focus on the audition.”

Miss Hiems chuckled, her grin becoming almost smug.

“Good girl.” She said.

As she spoke she moved, rising up to stand. She was so tall and regal and beautiful, and Tom was in awe of her.

Then, as he watched, she began to slip out of her jogging pants.
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Miss Hiems wiggled her hips and ass as she slid her jogging pants down, and Tom’s eyes went wide as he realised she was slipping her panties down at the same time. His heart skipped and his belly fluttered as her bare ass, hips, her naked cunt, came into view.

Miss Hiems though did not flinch at being watched. She let her jogging pants fall to the floor and she kicked them off along with her trainers, and she stood, naked from the waist down with the exception of her socks, her vest and her team jacket still on.

“I…” Tom tried to speak but the words stuck in his throat.

She was stunning. Her dark, smooth, soft skin taught over muscular thighs, her round, toned, full ass, even the way she stood, feet shoulder-width apart, hands on her hips, an aura of command, confidence, brazen despite her nakedness.

Tom tried to keep his gaze on her face, or even on her massive tits, straining the fabric of her vest as she stood so tall and proud, the swell of them standing out from her chest, shoulders back, but… he could not resist. He’d seen many naked women, and naked men, naked femboys, on the internet, but in real life he was still very innocent, and he’d never seen another person naked in flesh.

His gaze roamed down, over Miss Hiems' body, and she stood still, grinning, letting him take in her majesty, the glory of her body. Her curves were divinely feminine, full breasts, narrow waist, wide hips. And how she was naked from the waist down he could really appreciate her hips, her ass, her legs, her… her pussy.

With her legs spread as they were, he had a clear view of her cunt, the thick thatch of dark hair, the inflamed lips, parted, revealing the pink, wet flesh of her inner folds. Tom’s head was spinning and he took a deep breath, inhaled the musk of her obvious arousal.

“As I said, your sporting prowess is not important for the position I have in mind for you, but you will need other… talents. So, are you ready for your audition?”

Tom stared at Miss Hiems’ pussy, the dark outer lips, the wet pink folds inside, and his cock throbbed, hard, aching in his panties. What…

He nodded without even thinking.

“Good. Now on your knees in front of me, and show me what that pretty slut mouth of yours can do.”

Tom, mesmerised by the woman in front of him, did not hesitate to obey. He slipped out of his chair and fell to his knees in front of the beautiful, powerful woman, and she stepped forwards to loom over him.

Before he could react she reached out and gripped his hair, tight, and with a firm, gentle, insistent force she pressed his face towards her cunt. Tom let her lead him.

Even had he wanted to resist he knew from the might of her grip, her pressure, that he was too weak, too small and dainty and pretty, but… he didn’t want to resist. He wanted this.

As his face neared the wet, glistening folds of her pussy, the scent of Miss Hiems’ arousal grew more overpowering, a rich musk that made Tom’s cock throb. He had never done anything like this before. He’d barely even done more than kiss a girl, had only dated a few people, had…

And then his face was pressed into the hot, wet, velvety softness of Miss Heim’s pussy, and Tom’s mind went blank. He acted on instinct, on desire, acted out of his need to please the powerful, beautiful, domineering woman who had taken such complete control of him.

Tom pressed his face into the wet folds and with his mouth, his lips and tongue, he began his audition.

His tongue licked down, teasing over the wet entrance to Miss Heim’s pussy, his nose pressed into the thatch of her dark hair. He licked up, kissing gently, and the tip of his tongue found the subtle hardness of Miss Hiems’ swollen clit.

Her hips bucked as his tongue flicked over it, and he smiled, knowing that this was where he should focus his attentions. His tongue flicked down, gently, and then began to circle, in slow, gentle, teasing motions. Miss Hiems' grip in his hair tightened and her hips fucked her slippery cunt against his face.

“Fuck… you really are talented. And to think you’re so new to all of this. I can’t wait to see how good you are after some training.” miss Hiems said.

His head was spinning. How did she know that…

And then he remembered. She had seen his photos, seen his videos, had even watched some of his streams. She knew more about him than even his best friend. She knew he’d never done more than kiss a girl. She knew that even though he played a slut online, in real life he was innocent.

“A little harder and faster.” She said, grinding her pussy down.

Tom obeyed. The taste of her, the scent of her, was making his cock throb, a thin trickle of precum in his panties. He licked, harder, faster, and Miss Hiems' moans of pleasure let him know he was doing it right.

Tom licked, tongue lapping, circling, trying to keep consistent pressure and pacing as Miss Hiems’ worked her hips, grinding her pussy down onto his face. With her grip in his hair, tight, she pressed his head down, fucking his lips, tongue, face so hard it almost hurt.

But there was a pleasure in it. Pleasure in serving such a powerful woman, being on his knees, pretty, licking her, tasting her as she dominated him. His head spun and he felt his entire body glowing hot.

“Yes… fuck… you are so much better than I even hoped. A perfect little slut. So pretty, so sexy, and with such a gifted mouth. Keep… keep doing that and…”

Miss Hiems fucked her hips harder, Tom licking, kissing, sucking at the nub of her clit softly. He could feel her pussy clenching, throbbing, her spread thighs shaking. The thought of her clamping down, squeezing those thighs around his head, crushing him, made him weak, made his cock throb.

“Fuck!”

Miss Hiems forced Tom’s face down hard, pressed her pussy against his face, grinding, and… she was cumming, cumming hard, wetness flooding his mouth, his tongue, dribbling down his face and chin.

Tom’s tongue teased, licking, circling, and Miss Hiems' thighs were quivering, pussy clenching, throbbing. Her grip in his hair was tight, and then… she pulled his head back and away.

“Fuck… sensitive. But… you did well.” She said. “Seeing you all dressed up like that was a pretty big turn-on, but… that tongue! You have talent girl.”

Tom blushed. He looked up at Miss Hiems, smiling, chin wet with her juices. His cock was still hard in his panties, still throbbing.

“Which means…”

She was silent for a moment. Tom’s head was too dizzy, too drunk on lust and desire, to focus.

“… that you’re hired.” Miss Hiems said.

Tom paled. He… he’d passed his audition. He was trapped, captured, held in Miss Hiems' clutches. He still had no idea quite what it was she wanted from him.

She relaxed her grip on his hair, letting him go, but she left him kneeling, looking down at him. Her cunt was wet with his spit and her juices, the scent of her musk heady, intoxicating.

“So, I expect you back here tomorrow, for your first… duty. Understand?” She said.

Tom was still for a moment. What choice did he have? With all the evidence she had, the photos and the videos, not obeying would mean losing his scholarship, yet… he could not deny part of him was curious, part of him felt a warm, hot thrill at the thought of submitting to the tall, powerful, beautiful woman in front of him.

Slowly Tom nodded.

“Yes.” He whispered.

Miss Hiems smiled.

“Good girl.” She said. “But first, let's fit you with the rest of your uniform shall we.”


Three

By the end of the day, Tom was a distracted, horny mess. He’d not slept well, and he’d been unable to focus on his lectures, and it was all down to the last part of his uniform.

After he had made Miss Hiems cum, after he had passed his audition and agreed to return, to do as she wanted, she had fitted him with… Tom squirmed as he remembered it all.

She had made him stand and lift up his skirt, lower his panties, and expose his cock. He had thrilled at that, at the shame and the excitement, the thought that she might touch him, make him cum, but then…

She had touched him, just not quite as he’d hoped. She had used icepacks to reduce the swelling of his cock, the cold making his hard dick shrink without offering him any release from his arousal, without any relief for his burning lust, and then she had made certain he would return tomorrow, that he would obey, had made sure he could remain frustrated.

To his limp, smooth cock she had fitted a cage, silver metal, hard and cold and small, squashing his dick almost flat, tight around his shaft and balls, and then… she had locked it with a cute little heart-shaped padlock that looked sturdy and pretty.

It was only after she had fitted him with his cage that she had dismissed him, sending him off to clean up and change, telling him to leave the rest of his uniform behind as he would need it when he returned tomorrow.

And so Tom had left Miss Hiems' office horny, frustrated, with his cock locked away.

That night had been agony, the memory of what he had done still bright, the memory of his uniform, being on his knees, submitting, his audition, the taste of Miss Hiems pussy, the wetness and the musk, and yet he was left with no way to relieve his pent up lust. So, the following day was even worse.

As the hours ticked down until he was to return to Miss Hiems' office, Tom found himself squirming and unable to focus, imagining what else she had in store for him now he had agreed to help her, now he had passed his audition. Would he be made to dress up again in that hot cheerleader uniform? The thought excited him, making him shift in his seat as his cock throbbed, a dull ache as it tried, and failed, to harden.

He’d made sure to shave himself smooth again this morning, just in case, wanting to look his best, even though Miss Hiems had not asked it of him. No matter what he was going to be made to do he wanted to look his best, his prettiest, his sexiest.

So, as the day ended Tom made his way back to Miss Hiems' office, and he wondered if he’d be made to serve her again, with his tongue. Was that the help she wanted?

The thought excited him, the idea of being her hot feminine cheerleader, her good girl, falling to his knees, licking, worshipping, submitting, making her cum. If that was what she wanted him for then maybe this wouldn’t be so bad. Maybe it might even be fun?

Content with that thought, excited for what Miss Hiems might have planned, though still a little nervous, anxious, his belly fluttering, Tom raised his hand and knocked on Miss Hiems’ door. He waited.

“Come in.”

Tom fixed his smile, opened the door, and entered. Miss Hiems was sitting behind her desk, watching the door. She smiled when she saw him and the sight of it made Tom’s heart skip, his caged cock ached.

“Afternoon Tom. I’m pleased to see you. Now, are you ready for your first day as my special cheerleader?” She said.

Tom blushed, the phrase special cheerleader making his mind whirr. What was it she wanted him to do?

Tom took a deep breath. He had come this far hadn’t he? He didn’t have a choice, not really, and… he was curious. What was it she wanted him to do? What was she going to do to him?

Tom nodded. Miss Hiems' smile widened.

“Good girl. Now, head through to my bathroom and get ready. I expect you to look your best for your first day.” She said.
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Tom did as he was told. He went through to Miss Hiems' private bathroom and got changed into the cheerleader outfit that was in there waiting for him, the same outfit from yesterday, but freshly laundered.

He slipped out of his boy clothes and into the uniform, slipped on the stockings and panties, the skirt and top, the heels, and then he set about doing his makeup and hair.

He’d brought some of his makeup from home with him today, knowing that he might need it, and some hair products, so he was able to make a better job of his look, was able to work a little faster.

He painted his face with eyeshadow, mascara, eyeliner, blush, shadow, creams, lipstick, lipgloss. He scrunched cream into his hair to make it curlier, full and glossy, and put it up into a high ponytail, a pretty ribbon tied around it as a final touch.

Finished, Tom took a moment to check himself out in the mirror, and he smiled. He was pleased with how he looked, with how feminine and girly he was.

His legs were long and full, smooth, and he’d rolled the waist of his skirt over a few times to make it shorter, so that now as he moved, as he swayed his ass and hips, an extra swagger due to his heels, as he bent over, he flashed his panties.

His hair was the epitome of cute cheerleader, and his makeup today was even better than yesterday. He wondered how it might feel to perform in front of a crowd like this, to bounce around and dance, to have people staring at him, cheering for him, lusting after him, and for the first time in his life he was almost sad he wasn’t any good at sports. Maybe with a bit of practice, he’d be able to perform…

He smiled at the thought. He’d put photos up online, had made videos, had even done some live streams as his femboy alter-ego, but up until yesterday, no one had seen him looking pretty in real life.

It had been fun though, seeing how Miss Hiems looked at him, being told he was pretty, so he wondered what it might be like if hundreds or perhaps even thousands of people were to see him, a cheerleader out on the field. What would it be like to be a girl in front of so many people, to be seen and noticed and thought hot?

The thought thrilled him. Maybe that was what Miss Hiems wanted him for. And, if not, maybe with enough practice, maybe if he worked hard enough and pleased her enough, he might earn one chance.

Giggling to himself, aware that he was daydreaming, Tom shook his head. He had today to focus on. He had no idea what it was Miss Hiems had planned, but he was ready, or at least as ready as he was ever going to be.

Tom took a deep breath, turned away from the mirror, and stepped out. Miss Hiems, sat on her desk, in jogging pants, a vest, trainers, a team jacket, smiled, and her smile as she saw him told him everything he needed to know.

He felt his heart flutter, and his caged cock throbbed.

“You look beautiful.” She said.

Tom blushed.

“I knew you’d be perfect for this role. Now, one last thing… your name. Tom is no name for a pretty cheerleader, so…”

“Tammy.” Tom said, without any hesitation.

It was the name he used online. It was the name he’d chosen for himself years ago. It was the name he preferred but that he had, up until now, kept hidden from people who knew Tom.

Just saying it out loud to another person filled him with an odd, bright joy that was new and bold and wonderful. Miss Hiems looked at Tom, looked at Tammy, and nodded.

“A lovely name for a lovely girl. A pleasure to meet you, Tammy.”

Tom giggled, Tammy giggled. Hearing someone else say it, say it to him, to her, felt… right.

“Now, with that sorted, how about I explain to you how it is you’ll be helping me?” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy nodded.

“I… yes please.” She said.

She felt giddy, happy, and could not stop grinning. Miss Hiems’ smile became a smirk.

“Follow me then.” Miss Hiems said.

And with that, she turned and headed out of her room, pausing only to grab a small holdall. Tammy dithered for only a moment before she hurried after her.
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Miss Hiems led Tammy along corridors, quiet after the college had emptied for the day, but they were not entirely empty. Cleaners were out, and a few students, a few teachers, and all of them nodded politely at Miss Hiems as she passed, nodded and smiled at Tammy.

Each time she felt her heart skip. Did they recognise her? Did they know that during the day she was a boy, that she was Tom?

Miss Hiems made no excuses though, did not stop to chat or talk, instead just walked unhurriedly towards her unknown destination, and Tammy was thankful for that. In her head, she reassured herself that it was a normal enough sight to see the head of the sports department heading somewhere with a cheerleader, a teacher and a student heading to practice maybe, or to a meeting, yet… she was also acutely aware that her uniform was not quite what the other cheerleaders wore.

She was in hold-up stockings, with lacy tops, and her skirt, already shorter than the normal uniform, shortened even more by her when she was getting dressed, flashed her stocking tops with every step. She couldn’t help it. In her heels her hips and ass swayed, wiggled, the movement sensual and provocative, and that caused her skirt to sway, the hem caressing against her smooth skin, flashing her legs, stocking tops, bare thighs, even her panties.

And if that wasn’t bad enough, the click of her heels as she strutted to keep up with Miss Hiems, walking fast, was loud enough for people to hear. They couldn’t help but notice her, could they? What were they thinking?

Yet… as she passed male members of the cleaning crews, male students and teachers, and even a few female ones, she felt their gazes on her, lingering, looking her up and down with lust and desire. She could feel their eyes on her legs, her ass, her face, and she… she liked it.

“In here.” Miss Hiems said, stopping outside the door to one of the college’s many changing rooms.

Tammy’s heart skipped. She hadn’t been inside a team’s changing room in years, had no idea what to expect. What if there were people inside, what if…

“Now, please, Tammy.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy nodded, and, as her coach watched her, she stepped forward, pushed the door open, and entered. Her heels clicked on the hard floor, hips and ass swaying, and she looked around the large room and froze.

Miss Hiems stepped in behind her, closing the door. And there was the click of the lock.

“Girls, meet Tammy, the newest member of our team. She’s here to help with our losing streak.”

Tammy blinked, stunned silence.

The entire women’s basketball team were present, sat on benches, watching her, smiling.

“Hi, Tammy.” Said one girl, her uniform marking her as the captain.

She was tall and beautiful, with pale skin and freckles, sea-green eyes and long red hair. Her body was lean, with soft curves, a full ass, thick thighs, perky tits.

“I’m Penny.” She said.

Tammy just blinked. The girls were all dressed as though for a game or for practice. They sat, watching her, as though waiting for something.

They were all so beautiful, so many different versions of perfect womanhood, fifteen women, each stunning and tall and powerful, pristine examples of physical fitness. Against one of them Tammy had no chance, against fifteen, or sixteen if she included Miss Hiems, she was absolutely powerless. What were they…

“Are you not going to say hello Tammy?” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy blinked, took a deep breath.

“I… hi.” She said, her voice soft, feminine.

“Good girl. Now, how about I explain why you’re here.” Miss Hiems said. “Or better yet, why don’t I demonstrate.”
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Miss Hiems grabbed Tammy’s hair, taking hold of her by her ponytail, and she moved into the room, dragging Tammy with her. Tammy gasped, struggled for a moment, but quickly realised she was powerless to resist.

Not only was Miss Hiems stronger than her, but she also held the key to her cage, and held the photos of her, could end her scholarship if she didn’t obey, and, worse… Tammy was curious about what she wanted with her, was almost eager to submit.

Why were the basketball team there? Why did she have to be dressed as a pretty cheerleader? Why was she caged? Were they…

“Here will do.” Miss Hiems said, stopping in the middle of the changing room.

She twisted her grip, moved Tammy around to face the team, fifteen young, beautiful, powerful women watching her. Miss Hiems released her grip and Tammy swayed for a moment.

Her heart was racing, her belly fluttering, and the room seemed to spin. Did they know who she was? Was this all a test, to see if Tammy made a good enough girl to not be recognised? Or was it another part of her audition?

The thought of her audition from yesterday, what she had done, made her caged cock throb. The thought of having to audition with the entire basketball team made her shiver.

Or… maybe this was all a cruel practical joke? Maybe they were all here to mock her, or…

“On all fours Tammy.” Miss Hiems said.

The way she spoke made it clear she would brook no argument. Tammy fixed her smile as she did as she was told. Facing the team, the fifteen women watching her, she fell to all fours.

As she looked over their faces her gaze settled on Penny, the captain, her sea-green eyes sparkling, her smile radiant. Tammy felt a spark, a fire in her belly. She was so pretty, so tall and regal and beautiful, feminine perfection, a goddess amongst goddesses.

“Now, this losing streak of yours cannot go on girls.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy watched the team nod, fifteen beautiful women nodding as they looked between Tammy, on all fours, and their coach, Miss Hiems, standing behind her.

“And I know we lost an important asset at the end of last year, which is why you’ve all been struggling with motivation, but… that’s why Tammy is here. She’s to be Candy’s replacement, though I also know those of you new to the team never met Candy.”

Tammy watched as many of the team broke into wide smiles, their attention turning to her, eyeing her with obvious hunger. Tammy shivered, excitement, dread.

“So, to put it simply, Tammy here is our secret weapon. She’s here to motivate you, just as Candy was. The rules are simple enough. If you win, you get Tammy for the night, to share amongst you all, to do with her whatever you want. She’ll be your pet, your toy, your doll. But if you lose, then you get nothing.”

Tammy felt a shiver run along her spine. If they won… they… they got her?

If the team won then the fifteen beautiful, perfect, powerful women could get to keep her for the night? They would get to do whatever they wanted with her? She’d be their pet, their toy, their doll?

The thought terrified her. She couldn’t say no though, not with the control Miss Hiems had over her. Yet… the thought also thrilled her, excited her.

Serving Miss Hiems had been fun. Serving fifteen beautiful, hot, powerful women, serving the entire women’s basketball team would be… heaven.

“And as a bonus, the most valuable player will get to keep Tammy until the next game. That one woman will get to keep this pretty little slut as her pet, her girlfriend, her fuck-toy… whatever you want. And Tammy will serve you in any way you desire. Isn’t that right Tammy?”

Miss Hiems’ words hung over her head. She was on all fours in front of fifteen beautiful women, the entire women’s basketball team, with their head coach behind her.

This was her chance to say no, to refuse, to get off this wild ride, yet…

She knew she’d have been lucky to spend time with any of the women in the room with her. They were all… breathtaking. That she would get to serve all of them, get to serve them as a slutty cheerleader, get to be owned by one of them, made her head spin. It was like her wildest dream, her wildest fantasy, come true.

Tammy nodded.

“Yes. I… if you win, I’m yours to play with however you want. And… the best player will get to keep me, as their toy.” She said.

She giggled, blushing, and the way the women all looked at her, with hunger, lust, desire, made her caged cock throb, hard.

“That’s what I call motivation to play my best.” Said Penny, grinning.

The other girls all chucked, and Miss Hiems laughed with them. Tammy was quiet though, shy and timid and horny.

“Now, you know what you get, but… I think to give you that little extra push to perform, I need to show you what you get. I need to show you just what a wonderful little slut Tammy is so you know just how much fun you could be having if you win.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy, on all fours, facing the fifteen women, shivered. What did Miss Hiems mean? What did she…

“Tammy, lift your skirt up and slip your panties down. I think it's about time I took you for a ride.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy's head spun. There were footsteps, Miss Hiems stepping into view. Tammy was too scared to move.

“Tammy?” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy looked up at the beautiful goddess, saw her, her jogging pants and panties off again, only… her cunt was hidden, Tammy’s view of Miss Hiems’ perfect pussy blocked by the strap-on she was wearing, a fake cock, thick and long and glistening.

“Skirt up, panties down. Now.”

Tammy giggled. Her mind spun. The sight of that cock firing a lust in her that blotted out all rational thought.

The fifteen women on the basketball team watched in silence, waiting, and then…

Tammy shifted, rising up onto her knees, slipping her panties down and lifting her skirt up. Ms Hiems smiled.

“Good girl.” She said.

And she moved round to stop behind Tammy, leaving Tammy to face her audience.

“Now, back on all fours.” Miss Hiems said. “And spread your legs nice and wide for me.”

Tammy’s caged cock throbbed. She giggled, blushing. Could she really do this, could she…

Her legs spread almost on their own. As horny as she was, as sexy and as pretty as she felt, as hot as this moment was, there was no way she could refuse.

[image: ]

Miss Hiems' heels clicked and she moved behind Tammy, stepped closer. Tammy looked up at the women watching her, fifteen beautiful, powerful, glamorous goddesses with their eyes on her, staring at her as she rested on all fours waiting for Miss Hiems to demonstrate what they would get should they win.

They were all smiling, grinning, their eyes full of lust, desire, pleasure. They had seen Tammy strip off her panties, had watched the pretty, sexy cheerleader show off her caged cock, and she wondered if they recognised her. Did they know who she was? Did they care? Perhaps she was just a body to them, a reward to be dangled in front of them like a carrot, something to devour should they win.

That thought sent a thrill down her spine. That she was just a doll, a reward, a thing to be given over to the team should they do well, a trophy to earn. She was to be their motivation. If they wanted her then they needed to work hard, win, so clearly Miss Hiems considered her worth something, clearly, she considered her worth…

“Further apart.” Miss Hiems said, her feet tapping the inside of Tammy’s thighs, nudging them apart.

Tammy blushed but did as she was told. She spread her legs as wide as they would go and curved her back, lifting her ass up high, dropping down to rest on her elbows on the floor, head low, but with her face lifted so she could see the team watching her.

The shame of it, the thrill of being seen, being watched, made her caged cock throb, hard. What was happening to her? Who was she becoming? Why was she not resisting?

Tammy smiled. That last question was easy. She wasn’t resisting because it was fun. All of it. Dressing up, being pretty, being complimented, being lusted after, having people tell her she was pretty, having people think she was sexy, it was hot. And Miss Hiems was beautiful.

That a group of fifteen hot women were going to use her as their plaything, that her hot teacher was going to use her in front of them to motivate them, their slutty trophy cheerleader, it was all hot. Compared to putting photos and videos online, compared to even live streaming, this was better.

“Good girl. Now, are you ready for me?” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy nodded, staring at the team as they stared at her.

“Yes, Miss.” She said, voice soft.

Miss Hiems chuckled, and the team all smiled. Penny even winked at Tammy, making Tammy blush worse.

“Good, because I’m not going to be gentle.” Miss Hiems said.

And with that Tammy felt something inside her flip, a switch, fear and lust and submission. She waited with bated breath.

Miss Hiems moved in close and then knelt behind Tammy. Hands roamed over her bare, exposed ass, round and soft and peachy, squeezing, teasing, exploring.

The touch was electric, and it made Tammy moan out loud, pressing back, wanting more. Tammy’s head was spinning, so horny it was dulling her ability to think or resist. Was she really this much of a…

“Someone is a slut, aren’t they?” Miss Hiems said. “I think you girls might have trouble taming this one.”

Tammy bit her bottom lip, blush burning her cheeks, but that did not stop her. She wiggled her ass, inviting more, and she looked at her audience, the women who would claim her if they won.

Tammy gasped as something cold and wet and slippery ran down the crack of her ass, the cool liquid running over skin, over her tight, virgin hole, and then… a finger traced up, gathering the lube, circled Tammy’s entrance, making Tammy gasp.

The team smiled, reading her face, understanding just what was going on behind the slutty cheerleader. Tammy looked up at them, unable to look away, head spinning with the reality of what was happening.

As the finger pressed gently, Tammy shifted back in instinct, chasing the pleasure, her hole opening, and she felt the tip of Miss Hiems’ finger press in, the tip barely entering her.

Tammy wiggled her hips and ass, wanting more, and Miss Hiems was only too happy to oblige. She pressed her finger in deeper, working the lube in, making Tammy’s hole wet and slippery.

“Fuck… I…” Tammy moaned, eyes heavy-lidded.

Her gaze came to a rest on Penny, the captain of the team, and their eyes met. Tammy felt something swelling inside of her, a knot of pleasure, her caged dick throbbing, and she wanted to perform.

“Fuck… yes… please… more…” She whispered.

Her voice was a soft, horny whimper, and she felt like the slutty cheerleader from a porn movie, and then she realised… that was who she was. She was the slutty cheerleader. She was the slutty cheerleader doll about to be fucked by the coach, she was being offered to the team as a reward, she was… she was a fetish fantasy come true, and she was going to enjoy it, was going to embrace the role.

“Please… I need… please…” Tammy was almost whining, pleading.

She wanted more than just Miss Hiems’ fingers. She wanted her strap-on, her cock. Tammy wanted Miss Hiems to fuck her in front of the basketball team, in front of the fifteen hot women, wanted to perform like a slut to show them what they could earn if they were to start winning.

“What do you want Tammy? Tell me. Say it nice and loud for all of us to hear. Show the girls what a slut you are. Show them what a slut you’ll be for them should they earn the chance to play with you.”

Miss Hiems’ words spun around in her skull, floating in her head, settling in her mind. Tammy smiled, looked up at Penny, at the team, watching them watch her. They were all so hot. If they won… if they won they would all get to play with her. She’d never cared about sports, but she found that now she really wanted them to win their next game.

The thought of serving all fifteen of them made her head spin. How would they use her? What would they make her do? What would they do to her?

“Please… fuck me. Fuck me in my tight, virgin ass. Fuck my ass. Make me your slut. Show them all what a good slut I am. Show them how they can use me if they win.”

There was laughter, soft, amused and entertained by Tammy’s performance. The team were almost hypnotised by her, eyes full of lust and longing. Tammy could almost feel their desire for her.

As a boy they’d never even looked at her, glanced at her, but as Tammy… as Tammy they would work hard, would win, just for a chance to play with her.

“Well, since you asked so nicely.” Miss Hiems said.
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Miss Hiems slipped her finger out even as Tammy worked her ass back, wiggling her hips, wanting more, leaving her empty. Tammy whined, desperate, caged cock aching, her belly fluttering. And then…

She felt it, and she stiffened, froze. The head of Miss Hiems’ strap-on cock pressed at her wet, slippery, virgin ass. It was so much harder and thicker than the finger, so much more demanding, threatening, imposing. Could she take it? Would it hurt? Would…

And then Miss Hiems pressed forwards, thrusting her hips, and all thought floated out of Tammy’s head. There was pressure, pain, the sense of her tight ass being forced wide, stretching, but mostly there was pleasure.

The tip of Miss Hiems’ cock entered her, her hole tight, and Miss Hiems held it there for a moment, and then… she thrust again. The pressure became harder, a fluttering of joy, and without thinking Tammy pressed back, wiggling her hips.

Her hole opened, and the thick head of Miss Hiems' cock popped past her outer ring, slipped into her ass, and Miss Hiems fucked it deeper.

“Good slut. I knew I’d found my girl, but seeing you take my cock so eagerly just confirms all my suspicions about you. You’re a natural slut, a toy, a fuck-doll, a cum-slut, aren’t you?” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy nodded but did not speak. She was beyond words, head floating on a tide of pleasure. She worked her hips, pressing her ass back, wanting more of Miss Hiems’ cock inside her, and Miss Hiems was only too happy to give the slutty cheerleader what she wanted.

Miss Hiems thrust her hips forward, and she forced more of her cock into Tammy’s ass, fucking the thick, long, girthy strap-on into her tight, wet, slippery, virgin hole. Tammy gasped, moaned, worked back, wanting all of it, wanting to be fucked, horny, caged cock throbbing, wanting to be a pretty slut, a sexy cheerleader, watching the team as they watched her.

She was performing in front of fifteen hot, powerful, sexy women, all of them watching her as she lost her virginity to the domineering, powerful, regal, beautiful Miss Hiems. Tammy giggled, and her head was fuzzy, spinning, lust and pleasure corrupting her. She worked her hips, ass, fucking back as Miss Hiems fucked her.

Hands roamed over her ass, squeezing, then slipped up to her waist, her hips, gripping her tight, and Miss Heim’s thrust hard, deep, filling Tammy with the entire length of her girthy prick. Tammy could feel Miss Hiems’ belly pressing against her. She had taken all of it.

Her head swelled with pride and joy. She was such a good slut, such a sexy cheerleader.

“Fuck…”

Tammy moaned as Miss Hiems held her cock deep, small movements of her hips to tease, the thick shaft, the prominent head, rubbing against a bright spot of pleasure inside Tammy’s tight, slippery hole.

“As you can see, she’s quite the performer. Should you win, you’ll all get the chance to use her. And I can assure you, her mouth is just as much fun as her ass.”

As though for emphasis Miss Hiems pulled her cock out slightly, then slammed it in, hard, making Tammy gasp. Blushing, her caged cock drooling precum, Tammy let her mouth hang open, her tongue hanging out, panting, showing the basketball team what they could win.

They all watched, rapt, focussed, eyes glazed with lust. Penny was grinning, watching Tammy’s face, and as their eyes met Tammy saw Penny’s lips move.

You're going to be my pet slut. She whispered, silently.

Tammy giggled. She wanted that. She wanted the team to win her, earn her, play with her, and then be owned by the captain, the hot redhead, be her prized slut after she earned the title of ‘most valuable player’.

The thought thrilled Tammy, and she couldn’t resist the pleasure she was experiencing. She worked her hips, ass, riding Miss Hiems’ cock, her belly fluttering. There was a deep, hot, giddy joy building inside her. She could feel it growing, and she wanted more, wanted it to overwhelm her.

“Fuck… please, more, don’t stop…”

Tammy whimpered, wiggling her ass. Miss Hiems gripped her tight and pulled her cock back, slipping the length out until just the head was inside her tight hole, the crown tugging at her entrance.

“Please…”

Tammy whined, feeling the emptiness inside her ass as keen loss, so horny it hurt, desperate for pleasure, for more, for the release that the fluttering in her belly promised. She worked her hips, ass, hole, milking the cock inside her for more, and then…

Miss Hiems thrust, hard, deep, and she began to fuck her. Miss Hiems fucked her cock in hard and fast, thrusting in, pulling it out, gripping Tammy’s hips tight.

It was a tide of sensations, overwhelming, and it was all Tammy could do to stay on all fours, to stay focussed on the fifteen women in front of her.

Miss Hiems was strong, athletic, powerful, and she was taking Tammy whether Tammy wanted it or not. Tammy was powerless against such a brutal, forceful woman, could do nothing, but… that fact only made the pleasure more intense.

Tammy submitted, willingly, eagerly, and she spread her legs as wide as they would go, lifting her ass up. Miss Hiems fucked harder, faster, deeper, working her cock in and out of Tammy’s ass, each stroke slipping almost the entire length out before slamming it back in.

Tammy did her best to ride Miss Hiems’ cock, working her hips as ass, thrusting back, wanting to feel more, performing like the slutty cheerleader she was, showing she was a reward worth earning.

The thought of fifteen women using her like this, taking turns, making her their slut, maybe even more than one of them at once, made her belly flutter and her caged cock throb. She fucked back, hard, gasping, desperate for more pleasure.

She was close, her cock leaking pre-cum. She could feel it building. She was going to cum in front of the women’s basketball team, fifteen beautiful, hot, sexy, powerful women. She was going to cum in front of them despite being caged, was going to cum while dressed as a slutty cheerleader, while getting fucked in her virgin ass.

“Fuck… I’m… don’t stop, please… I’m… I’m going to cum… I’m…”

Tammy could feel it, the knot inside her unravelling, her ass milking more pleasure as she rode Miss Hiems’ cock. She was going to cum in front of an audience, the perfect slutty cheerleader, their motivation to win, their reward for doing well.

She was going to cum as Miss Hiems fucked her ass. Miss Hiems thrust deep, Tammy grinding down, so close, and then…

Miss Hiems pulled her cock back and slipped it out of Tammy’s hole, leaving her gaping, empty, pining for more, so close to cumming she could feel it but…

“I think we’ll leave it there. That’s demonstration enough to show you what you’ll get if you win.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy’s mind was blank, her body throbbing, aching. She was so close. She worked her ass, wanting to be full, clenching down, but she could feel her impending climax diminishing. She was hot, horny, and frustrated.

“Please… please… I… I need to cum.” Tammy whined.

The team were watching her, grinning. Miss Hiems laughed, stroked Tammy’s back, raking her fingernails over her skin. Tammy shivered, a tingle running up her spine.

“If you need to cum, I suggest you work on motivating the team here to win their next game. Because if they lose, there’s no play for you, and no release. You’ll have to wait until their next game, and if they lose that one too… well, I think you get the idea.” Miss Hiems spoke slowly, calmly, the sound of her smile clear.

Tammy’s heart was racing, her head foggy with lust, pent-up desire. She looked up at the basketball team and fluttered her eyelashes, biting her bottom lip. She needed them to win.

“Please… you… you need to practise and play as well as you can. You need to win. I… I know you can do it. You’re all so perfect and strong and talented and… and if you do win… well, I’ll be your prize. I’ll be your slut, your doll, your fuck-toy. I’ll do anything you want. Let you do anything you want to me. I’ll serve you, let you use me, but… please, win. Win so you can play with me, so… so… so you can make me cum like the slutty little cheerleader I am.”

The words came tumbling out, a confession born in lust and forged in frustration. Tammy blushed, watched as all fifteen women smiled.

“I think that’s pretty good motivation if you ask me.” Penny said. “What do you say, girls?”

The team cheered. They cheered for Tammy, because they wanted her.

Tammy smiled, giggled, blushing. As horny and frustrated as she was she’d have done anything to cum, but… maybe waiting would be worth it.


Four

It had been days since Tammy had been made to perform in front of the women’s basketball team, to show them what they could win, to motivate them to win their next game. It had been days since she’d got down on all fours in front of the entire team and got fucked by Miss Hiems, and was even longer than that since she’d last cum.

So, as she sat in Miss Hiems’ office just off of the changing rooms, alone, waiting, she could feel herself burning hot. She was so horny she could barely think, could barely sit still.

The last few days had been agony, Tammy struggling to focus on her day-to-day tasks, her lectures, her hobbies. She’d struggled to sleep, and everything she did made her squirm in ways that were new and bright and frustrating.

With her cage on, her body soft, in panties, everything was so much more exciting. Being at home, dressing up, putting photos and videos online, had an extra hot twist to it now she was caged, the compliments and comments and likes making her hot and flustered, but with nothing she could do to relieve that feeling. Being out, in boy mode, she could feel the way the cage made even small acts like walking or sitting down more embarrassing. Could other people tell what was happening to her? Could they tell how she had changed?

And… she had changed. After dressing up in front of Miss Hiems, after performing in front of the team, she felt… free. Before she viewed herself as Tom, pretending, sometimes, to be Tammy, but now that was different.

After dressing up around other people, being seen for real, being complimented and admired, feeling that thrill, she knew something had altered, a switch had been flicked. After being fucked she knew there was no going back...

She was Tom and she was Tammy. She was both. She could live her life as a boy if she wanted, or as a girl, she could feel both sides of her, the pretty, slight, effeminate boy, and the sexy, slutty, brazen girl. She could be both, but she could not go back to being just Tom… there was no denying Tammy. She wasn’t pretending to be her, and it wasn’t a costume. Tammy was a part of her, always, whether she was dressed up or not.

But… she had not had a chance to fully be Tammy since that evening, her performance in front of the team. At most, she’d been able to try on a few outfits, take some photos, post them for likes and compliments and the attention she so loved, but she’d not been able to play, she’d not been around real people. She’d not been seen, and she knew now that that was something she wanted and needed.

Being seen, being watched, being lusted after had felt good. Getting fucked had felt amazing. And she wanted more of it.

But… the only way she’d get more was for the team to win. Otherwise, she was going to stay caged, and frustrated, with no chance to perform, no chance to be played with, no chance to cum.

So, Tammy found herself sat in Miss Hiems’ office, locked in, dressed in her sexy, slutty cheerleader uniform, made up, with sexy stockings and heels on, her hair done, her body smooth, cock locked away, waiting. Somewhere in the distance, the team were playing, and she could hear the crowd cheering, shouts and cries, celebration, disappointment, but she had no idea of the score.

She had never once in her life cared about a sports game, had never once worried about the results or the final score.

Until now.

Now she desperately wanted her team to win. She had done her best to fulfil her role. She was their private, slutty cheerleader, and she had tried to motivate them, even going so far as to send each of the team personal messages, with photos of her promising them her complete obedience, her body, to use in any way they wanted should they win.

And she had sent the captain, Penny, a personalised video message, of her in lingerie, dancing, showing off, in the hopes of encouraging their best performance. That last message, with the video attached, had been her favourite to write and record. As she had dressed up and danced she had pictured Penny in her team uniform, shorts and top, sweaty, powerful, looming over her, having won their game, having earned ‘most valuable player’, coming to claim her reward.

She had done all of this in the hopes that the team would win, because she needed them to win. If they lost she’d have to wait even longer to be played with, would have to wait even longer before she would have the chance to reward the fifteen women with her body and her obedience, would have to wait even longer before she could offer them her body to use as their toy, their fuck-doll. She would have to wait even longer before she had a chance to cum… maybe.

Even if they won there was no guarantee they’d let her cum, or make her cum, but it was the only hope she had. Plus, even if they didn’t let her cum, if they won she’d still get to submit to them, would still get to serve them, have them play with her, and she would be owned by the ‘most valuable player’, and that would still be fun, even if the thought of not cumming was so frustrating it almost hurt.

Another cheer went up, and Tammy felt her caged cock throb. Had her team scored or the other team? Were they ahead or behind? She could feel her belly fluttering, nerves and something more… lust and desire and need.

They had to win. She needed them to win. She’d tried to motivate them, to cheer them on, and now, all she could do was hope that they would perform well enough that she would be allowed to reward them with her body.
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A cheer went up and Tammy heard the final buzzer echo from somewhere in the distance. The game was over. The game was done.

One team had won. One had lost. Or… maybe it was a draw.

“Shit. What happens if it’s a draw?” Tammy said out loud.

Her mind raced with thoughts and emotions. She had no idea, but… all she could do was wait. Wait for Miss Hiems to return, wait for her team to return, wait to find out her fate.

She sat, almost trembling, nervous, anxious, horny, squirming, caged cock throbbing, and then… she heard it. In the distance, growing louder, bolder, stronger, cheerful chanting, singing, and…

She recognised the voices. Miss Hiems and Penny and the rest of the team were cheering, celebrating. Then… they’d won? They were returning to her as victors, coming to claim their prize, her.

They were returning to claim their sexy, slutty, trophy cheerleader, their toy, their fuck-doll. Tammy smiled, giggled, blushed, and watched the door, nerves and excitement blossoming to new heights.

The cheering got louder, the singing louder, and then footsteps, heavy, approaching. Tammy could hear voices, loud, boisterous, full of celebration and joy.

They were victorious and jubilant, returning from battle, to celebrate and claim their prize, claim her. The lock on the office door clicked and Tammy shifted.

Her whole body was hot, belly fluttering, caged cock throbbing. She smoothed down her skirt, checked her hair, tried to sit in a pose that was inviting, that was alluring, wanting to make the team glad they had won. The door swung open, and the voices grew suddenly louder, the celebrating louder, cheering and singing and laughing.

Penny stepped in. Her cheeks were red from the effort, her body slick with sweat, but she was beautiful and glorious, tall and powerful and breathtaking, a warrior returning to claim the cheerleader doll. Tammy felt her heart flutter, eager and anxious at the same time.

“So, did you win?” Tammy asked, trying her best to make her voice sound flirty.

“Why don’t you get that pretty little ass in here and find out.” Penny said, winking.

Penny stood, waiting for Tammy to move, holding the door open for her. Tammy nodded, rose to her feet, and moved towards the door. As she stepped past Penny she could not help but appreciate how much taller and stronger than her the team captain was.

Next to Penny, Tammy was powerless, feeble and weak, a toy to be used however she wanted, and there were fifteen of them. The thought thrilled Tammy, made her caged cock leak a drop of precum as it throbbed, aching.

She stepped through the door and there was a loud cheering. The team, the fourteen other women and Miss Hiems, were all grinning, glad to see the arrival of their prize.

“Well, I did promise you all a reward for winning, and here she is.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy blushed, wiggling her hips and ass to look as sexy as possible and she approached the winning team. Her victors, come to claim their prize, their bounty, their reward. Her…

“I’m all yours.” Tammy said. “And… you can do anything you want to me, but… I’m curious. Who was the best player? Who gets to keep me, because… I think I should definitely reward them first.”

“That would be me.” Penny said.

Tammy turned to face the captain and faltered as she spun around to find Penny standing close, towering over her. She was grinning, beautiful and radiant, and Tammy felt her heart skip. She would be owned by Penny until their next game. She belonged to her.

Tammy smiled, giggled, and looked up at her, belly fluttering.

“Well then, how do want me, captain.” Tammy said.

Penny smiled, her eyes glittering. Her body was sweaty, glistening, pale skin, her slim hips and ass, her perky tits, all stretching the thin, damp material of her uniform. Tammy could smell her musk, and it made her head spin.

Without speaking Penny moved, reached down to grip the bottom of her top, lifting it, stripping it off along with her sports-bra in one smooth, sensual, athletic motion. Tammy felt the room spin, her caged cock an agony of perfect lust and frustration.

Penny was perfect, her body glorious, sexy, stunning. Tammy wanted to worship it, however her victor desired.

Around her, the rest of the team gathered, and they were all following their captain's example, stripping off their tops to bare their bodies, their breasts, and Tammy couldn’t stop herself from grinning.

They were all so different, the many varied, wonderful, perfect forms of womanhood, beautiful and regal and powerful, fifteen goddesses come to claim her as their prize. They closed in on her, like lionesses.

“How do I want you?” Penny asked, grinning.

Tammy nodded.

“Your word is my command. I am your prize after all. You won me, so you can do anything you want with me.”

Penny and the rest of the team loomed, sweaty, breathing hard, the scent of them overwhelming. Tammy was enclosed on all sides, a circle of them surrounding her, fifteen women, and she needed to satisfy all of them, their slutty cheerleader. She had never been happier.

“Then on your knees. I think I’ll start with your mouth.” Penny said.

And Tammy was only too eager to obey.
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Tammy fell to her knees in front of Penny and she looked up, eyes wide, body hot, aching. The team captain was so beautiful and domineering, her green eyes, red hair, pale skin, tall and powerful, her bared tits magnificent, and Tammy felt a swell of joy.

This woman now owned her. She belonged to Penny from now until the team’s next game. She was hers, her toy, her doll, her slut, and though tonight she would serve the entire team, for the next week she would be serving Penny exclusively.

That fact sent a shiver down her spine. The way Penny was looking at her, with lust, desire, and something more, suggested that Penny too was looking forward to the next week.

Tammy squirmed. Would Penny win her next week too? Would she serve the team after their victory at their next game and then belong to the captain again, her toy, or would another of the fourteen other women get to keep her? The thought made her giggle and blush, the fantasy of being passed around between them, the team’s private slut, their fetish cheerleader, their trophy, their fuck-doll to use as they wanted.

All they needed to do was win. She was their prize, their motivation, the reason they had played so hard, had pushed themselves.

Knowing that, knowing that they all wanted her enough to strive for victory, to break their long losing streak, made her heart swell. They really, really wanted her, and she was going to do her absolute best to reward them, so they kept winning.

“Are you ready?” Penny asked.

Tammy did not hesitate. She nodded.

“Yes… please… I… I’m your reward, your victory celebration. Whatever you want, it’s yours.” She said.

She was beaming. Around her fifteen beautiful women stood over her, looming, ready to take their turn with their prize. They were all so stunning, their chests bared, tits out, pale skin, olive skin, dark skin, each so unique and glorious, and she would get to serve all of them tonight.

Penny smiled, stepped forward, and began to slip out of her shorts. She wiggled her hips, ass, and her shorts fell down, sliding over her long, smooth, muscular thighs.

Her body was glorious, sweaty, glistening still from the labour of winning, and Tammy took a deep breath, inhaling her musk, looking down and…

Tammy’s eyes went wide and she giggled, blushing pink, caged cock throbbing as she saw Penny’s cock, thick and long and still only partially hard. It was so much bigger than hers even when she hadn’t been caged, a throbbing, fat, perfect cock, a short cropped thatch of red hair at the base, her balls hanging neatly beneath the swelling shaft.

“You like what you see then?” Penny said.

Tammy realised she’d been staring, staring at the captain’s cock, that long, girthy prick, watching it grow harder, thicker, longer, throbbing. It was almost hypnotising, seeing the weight and size of it increase, knowing she was the cause of that, that Penny was horny for her, that she was getting hard for her.

The captain of the women’s basketball team wanted to use her, and the sight of the team's slutty cheerleader on her knees in front of her was turning her on, was getting her hard. Tammy looked up, looked into Penny’s eyes, and she nodded, belly fluttering.

“Yes. You’re… you’re beautiful but…”

Tammy blushed, squirming.

“I’ve never done this before. I mean… I’ve never used my mouth on a… a…”

“A cock?” Penny said.

Tammy nodded, fluttering her eyelashes, biting her bottom lip.

“Well, you’ll be getting a lot of practice today then. A good chance to improve your skills, because you’re going to be handling a lot of cocks and a lot of cunts this year. Your mouth, and your pretty ass, belong to us, to me, and we’re going to make you into a very, very talented slut.”

Tammy felt her caged dick throb. Then Penny wasn’t the only one who…

She looked around the circle of women enclosing her and realised they had all again copied Penny’s example. They had stripped off their shorts and they stood naked now.

There were several cocks around her, thick and long, growing thicker, longer, but none of them were equal to Penny’s in size. Her belly fluttered, the thought of pleasing all the women around her, their cunts, their pricks, licking, sucking, the thought of them bending her over, putting her on all fours, and…

“Now, what was it you said?” Penny asked. “Ah, yes… whatever I want, it’s mine. How right you were. Well, what I want is to feel those lips wrapped around my cock. Now.”

Tammy blushed, head spinning. She looked up at Penny and smiled, fluttering her eyelashes, doing her best to be the slutty cheerleader the victors deserved.

“Yes, Mistress.” She said, the words feeling right.

And then, before more words could be spoken, she shifted forwards, crawling on her knees to kneel before Penny. She reached out with her hands, and gripped the captain’s cock, holding it gently, stroking it, feeling the weight and the warmth and the smooth softness of it, the pulse of blood causing it to swell further.

Penny thrust her hips, gently, fucking her cock into Tammy’s grip, and Tammy felt her heart skip, belly fluttering. How would it feel in her mouth, sucking, licking? How would it feel in her…

She giggled. She was being a fool. She was wondering, worrying, when the chance to find out was in front of her. Without another hesitation, she opened her mouth, extended her tongue, leaned forward, and pressed the tight ring of her lips to Penny’s fat cock.
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Penny moaned and Tammy sucked, licking at the head of her cock, teasing the slit. Tammy pursed her lips into a tight seal and forced her head down as Penny thrust, the tightness of her mouth stretched as Penny forced her cock into her mouth.

Tammy whined in lust, giddy, the sensation bright and joyous. She sucked, licking, and the head of Penny’s cock popped into her wet, hot mouth.

“Fuck… that’s good.” Penny said.

Tammy giggled, the sound muffled by cock. She sucked harder and began to work her lips up and down as her hands began to stroke.

Penny thrust, deeper, fucking her cock into the slutty cheerleader’s mouth, and Tammy sucked, gently, lapping with her tongue.

Tammy whimpered, head spinning. She was on her knees sucking the captain of the women’s basketball team’s cock. She was a slutty cheerleader, about to serve fifteen beautiful women as their fuck-toy. And… she was happy

“Fuck… for a first timer you are talented. I guess your enthusiasm makes up for your lack of skill.” Penny said, chuckling.

Tammy was enthusiastic. She’d never really thought about sucking a cock before, but now… having the fat prick of such a beautiful, breathtaking woman in front of her, having it between her lips, in her hands, it was only right that she worship it.

She sucked, teasing, letting the spit from her mouth run down to wet the shaft. She bobbed her head up and down, working her hands, sucking, tongue circling the head.

She delighted in the way Penny thrust, fucking her mouth, the captain’s moans of pleasure. She was the cause of that. She was hot, sexy, slutty, and around her, the other fourteen women stepped in closer.

She was focused on Penny’s cock, sucking, pleasing, serving, the tang of her precum on her lips, the way it throbbed between her wet, hot, tight lips, but she was still aware of them. She could feel them looming over her, their powerful legs, taught, smooth, sweaty bodies, their cunts, their cocks, all of them glorious goddesses that she needed to reward.

She was their toy, their pet. She was their motivation. She was their reward, their trophy cheerleader.

They had worked hard, broken their losing streak, had won. They had won her, she was their prize, and they had her for the whole night, to use however they wanted. That thought thrilled her.

“Fuck… you are so talented. I can’t wait to see how good you become with a little training.” Penny said.

The praise thrilled Tammy. She sucked harder, head bobbing up and down, working her hands, and she could feel Penny’s cock swelling, throbbing. The tang of her precum, oozing from the slit of her prick, was a salty tang at the back of her throat as she tried to take as much as possible, forcing her head down, choking herself on it.

“But… fuck… I want to try more than just your mouth after working so hard to win that game.”

Penny reached out and gripped the hair on the back of Tammy’s head. She pulled her head back, pulled her hips back, and her fat prick slipped out of Tammy’s mouth with an audible pop, spit drooling down Tammy's chin.

“I won ‘best player’ so you belong to me, right?” Penny said.

Tammy looked up, the pain in the back of her skull as Penny gripped her hair intense. She nodded gently.

“Yes, Mistress.” She whispered, blushing, grinning.

Her caged cock was agony, and she was so horny she could barely think. She wanted more. Around her she could see the rest of the team, some of them stroking their cocks, others with fingers between their spread legs. She would need to service all of them. Her belly fluttered at the thought.

“Which means, I want to be the one to claim you first tonight.” Penny said. “Now, turn around, but stay on your knees. Your mouth and hands are free for the others to use as they want, but I’m taking that sweet, peachy, juicy ass.”

Tammy blinked, grinning, blushing. Penny was going too…

Her ass clenched at the thought, a fluttering in her belly, cock twitching.

“Yes, Mistress.” She said. “As you command.”


Five

Penny wasted no time in stripping off Tammy’s panties. She yanked them off forcefully, almost painfully, and the demand of it made Tammy’s caged cock throb in delight and hunger.

The captain wanted her, there and then, and as powerful as she was, as many of them there were, Tammy knew that there was no denying them what they wanted. They could easily overpower her, overwhelm her, take what they wanted from her, use her, play with her, yet… she also knew they did not need to force her.

They had earned their prize. They were victorious, queens returning from battle, and she wanted to reward them. She wanted to motivate them, and so she knew that she would do everything she could to pleasure them and please them.

She would use every last ounce of her strength to serve them, and when her body gave out, which she figured it just might, then she would just let them use her limp body as they wished. She was theirs, she belonged to those fifteen beautiful women, and she would deny them nothing.

“Fuck you are so hot.” A voice said.

“I want to feel your tongue in my cunt.” Another said.

A woman, tall, deep brown eyes, with tanned skin, thick. wild black hair, stepped in front of Tammy. She was naked except for her trainers and socks. Her body was toned, muscular, but curvaceous, with wide hips and thick thighs, her ass round, plump, with full tits that hung low, dark nipples hard enough to cut glass.

She parted her thighs, her cunt opening like a flower, glistening, pink, and the thick thatch of dark hair was rich with the scent of her sweat and her pussy. Tammy breathed in deep, giddy with the musk of it. The woman reached out, gripped Tammy’s hair, and pressed her face into her crotch.

“Lick me, slut. We won you, now serve us like the pretty little fuck-doll cheerleader you were born to be. I’m not letting you up until you make me cum.”

Tammy did not need to be told twice. She began to lick, tongue working into the woman’s folds. The taste of her was rich and dense and it filled Tammy's mouth, numbing thought and firing her lust to new heights. Her caged cock throbbed, hard, and drooled precum in a limp stream.

“Fuck… good girl.” The woman moaned.

Tammy’s belly fluttered from the joy of the praise, the sounds of her pleasure, pleasure that she was causing. Around her, more women closed in.

Hands gripped her wrists as the hand in her hair held her face down, tongue lapping, licking, tasting the sweetness of the cunt grinding against her face, nose and lips and chin soaked in the rich juices.

Her right hand was placed on a cock, hard and throbbing, and she began to stroke, while her left hand was guided to another wet pussy, fingers placed into the slick folds, teasing over a hard clit, finding a sopping hole, pressing in, using her fingers to fuck the wet tightness.

It was heaven, Tammy drunk on the bliss of it, and then… hands roamed over her ass, knees nudging her legs wider, Penny settling in behind her, groping her butt. Fingers squeezed, and then… something wet and cold and slippery ran down her crack. Lube.

Tammy giggled, knowing what came next, eager for it. Something hard and warm slipped down her crack, thicker than fingers, throbbing.

The head of Penny’s cock teased, gathering lube, the head becoming slippery, and then it pressed at her hole, her tight entrance.

Tammy breathed in deep, the scent of the cunt grinding on her face, tongue and hands working, and her head spun. She had been fucked in her tight ass by Miss Hiems, had been fucked by a strap-on, but this was a real cock, flesh and blood, Penny’s cock, and if she fucked her then…

Penny pressed the head of her girthy prick at Tammy’s entrance. There was pressure, pain, pleasure, and Tammy’s hole stretched.

She moaned, pressed back. If that cock went inside her, if Penny fucked her, then… then would she cum inside her? Would she finish inside her ass, breed her, fill her with hot spunk, thick cum?

The thought made Tammy giddy with joy. She wanted it. She wanted all of it, all fifteen women, cocks and cunts, strap-ons, fingers, tongues. She wanted to serve.

As Penny pressed her cock harder Tammy worked her hips, spreading her legs wider, grinding back. The pressure grew, her hole stretching, wider, and then… it happened.

The thick head of Penny’s cock popped past the outer ring of Tammy’s ass and it slipped deep into her tight hole, filling her. Tammy gasped, working her tongue and hands, and she pressed back. She was getting fucked, was being used, pleasing four women at once, their prize, and she wanted more.
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“Fuck that ass is tight.” Penny said. “I never thought we’d find a replacement for Candy, but as hot as you are, as sweet as your ass feels wrapped around my cock, I think you just might surpass her.”

Tammy giggled, head spinning, licking pussy, working her fingers into a wet cunt, wanking a hard cock, grinding her ass back onto Penny’s fat prick.

It felt amazing, and she wanted to feel more of it. Penny thrust, her hands gripping Tammy’s waist tight, working her cock in slowly, pulling it out until the head was tugging at Tammy’s puckered entrance before thrusting it back in deeper.

Tammy fucked back, wanting more and more, her hole stretching, becoming wet and slippery, sensitive, slick. She moaned, the pleasure bright, a knot of joy in her belly swelling.

She could feel Penny’s cock throbbing, her ass clenching down, milking, and she ground her hips to feel more, to chase the sensations that were making her dumb.

“Filthy little slut. Just look at you. I knew I chose well.” Miss Hiems said.

Tammy’s eyes fluttered open and, as best as she could, she looked to the side. She saw Miss Hiems watching, smiling, pleased with the slut she had recruited for her team.

“Maybe when they’re done getting their reward I’ll spend a little time with you. Watching you like that is getting me hot, but… you’ve got a lot of work ahead of you. These women are all elite athletes. They’ve got power and stamina. You’ve got your work cut out for you making sure they all get their sufficient reward.”

Tammy moaned, delight and bliss. Fifteen hot, beautiful, powerful women were going to take turns using her, over and over and over. She would have to pleasure all of them, as many times as they wanted, until dawn, and even then she would still be owned by Penny.

What would Penny do to her? What would Penny make her do?

As her mind spun she let her body float on the sea of sensations, tongue licking, hands working, her ass full of cock. She was moving on instinct now, trying to please, chasing pleasure. Penny fucked harder, deeper, and then… Tammy felt the captain’s thighs and belly slap against her ass, her cock held deep for a moment, throbbing hard.

She had taken all of it. She was full. Her ass was stuffed with that perfect, beautiful, girthy prick. Tammy pressed back, hole clenching, grinding, and it felt amazing pulsing inside her, pressing on the bright knot of joy inside her slippery, tight ass.

“Fuck… working your ass like that anyone would think you wanted me to cum inside you.” Penny said.

Tammy giggled, nodded her head, the sound muffled by the cunt grinding against her face. Her tongue licked, mouth full, chin wet. She could feel the cock in her hand throbbing, her fingers inside the pussy squeezed by quivering muscles.

The woman in front of her ground her cunt down, hard, and her thighs were shaking. All this pleasure, all this joy, and it was her that was responsible for it.

“Is that what you want? You want me to cum? You want me to fill your ass with cum to make it nice and wet and slippery for the next cock? You want me to stretch you out, train your tight ass into the perfect fuck-hole?”

Tammy moaned, nodded. That was what she wanted. It was what she needed.

“I guess I’ll just have to take that as a yes since your mouth is busy.” Penny said.

And with that Penny really began to pound Tammy’s ass.

She pulled her cock out, slipping almost the entire length from her tight hole, then slammed it back in, hard, deep. Her hips worked, and she began to fuck.

The force of it took Tammy by surprise, knocking the air from her lungs, and though she wanted to fuck back, to ride that perfect cock, there was nothing she could do but try to stay on her knees, but try to keep pleasuring the other women around her. The force of Penny’s fucking, the power of her thrusts, the strength of her grip on Tammy’s waist, left no doubt in Tammy’s mind about who she belonged to.

She was small and weak and pretty. It was her place to submit to these women, to serve them, to pleasure them, to reward and motivate them, and she was only too happy to accept it. She moaned, tongue sinking deep into wet folds, fingers fucking into slick tightness, hand wanking, and her ass was pounded.

“Fuck… that’s it, tighten up for me. Milk my fat cock with your tight ass.” Penny said.

Tammy did her best to obey. She worked her hips even as Penny overpowered her, fucking her, fucking her ass, and she clenched down. The bright spot inside her began to unravel and she felt something bright and hot and wonderful swelling.

Penny fucked deep, hard, fast, and her cock was growing fatter, throbbing. Tammy clenched down, chasing the joy that was drowning her. She worked her ass down onto the captain’s cock and then she felt it…

She could feel her release approaching. Her caged cock was agony, unable to harden, drooling precum, but… she was going to cum. She was going to cum from just being fucked in her ass, the joy of it, just a little more and…

Penny thrust, deep, hard, the entire girth sunk into Tammy’s tight, wet, slippery hole, her belly pressed against Tammy’s ass, and Tammy felt it swell, throb and…

Penny was cumming. She was cumming, hard, inside of her. Penny was cumming inside Tammy’s ass, her massive, beautiful cock throbbing, cumming, over and over, jet after jet of thick, hot, creamy cum painting the walls off her ass.

That sensation, that knowledge, that she was being filled with cum, pushed her over the edge, and then she too was cumming. Her caged cock throbbed, hard, and it drooled a limp stream of cum as her whole body shook with the pleasure of cumming with her ass.

Penny thrust and Tammy pressed back, working her hips, the pair cumming together, hard, Tammy gasping for air as the woman in front of her ground her cunt down on her face. She was cumming from being fucked, a slutty cheerleader being used by the basketball team, and she was happy.

“Fuck, don’t stop, watching that I… fuck I’m close… just there…”

And then the woman in front of her was cumming too, grinding her pussy down onto Tammy's tongue as Penny filled her ass with cum, Tammy cumming, pleasure, giddy, breathing hard, barely able to stay on her knees.

“Such a good slut.” Miss Hiems said. “I’m amazed you came so fast, but I suppose it has been a while. However, you’re a long way from done yet.”

Penny shuddered, the throbbing of her cock slowing, and then she pulled it out, slowly, the head popping out, leaving Tammy gaping, cum drooling from her well fucked hole.

The woman in front of her shifted, pulling back, pulling her cunt away from Tammy’s tongue. Tammy whined, her ass empty, mouth craving more.

“Sensitive. Give me a while to recover though and I’ll be back. Maybe next time I’ll fuck that ass with my big fat silicone cock.” She said.

Tammy giggled. She felt a slap on her ass.

“And don’t think I’m done either. A little breather and then I’m coming back for seconds.” Penny said.

Tammy gasped, the sting of the slap hard, and her head spun. How many times would each of the fifteen women use her? How much could she endure?

“But since your mouth is free.” The cock in her hand slipped out.

The woman it belonged to moved to kneel in front of Tammy and she pressed the tip of her prick to Tammy’s lips. Tammy opened her mouth and without thinking began to suck. The cock fucked deep, and her free hand was guided to another cunt, wet, hot, fingers pressed to the hard nub of a clit.

“Fuck you are so pretty.” A voice said.

“You are easily the best motivation we could ask for.” Another said.

Tammy smiled, and she did her best to please. Cum oozed from her well fucked ass, body still shuddering with the aftershocks of her climax and then…

Something hard and thick pressed at her gaping opening.

“Are you ready for me?” A voice said. “Are you ready for me to claim my prize?”

Tammy only nodded. She pressed her ass back, and she felt her hole stretch and then… another cock slipped into her slippery, cum drenched hole, fucked deeper.

Tammy moaned in bliss, her caged dick already throbbing again. The unknown woman behind her began to grope her ass as she worked her cock deeper, and Tammy let the pleasure wash over her.

This was her place, her purpose, and the night had only just begun. There were so many women to serve, to motivate, and she would do her best to give all of them the reward they had earned.

She had never liked sports before, had never cared about the score, but now… she just hoped her team kept winning.


Epilogue

For weeks it was all anyone could really talk about, how the women’s basketball team had gone, overnight, from a losing streak to outperforming every team they played against, how they had gone from a losing streak to spending the rest of the season undefeated.

No one knew what had happened, but it was like magic, and the college was abuzz with the mystery and joy of just how the team had suddenly changed. Tammy, hiding in her boy clothes, as Tom, couldn’t help but smile every time she heard a group discussing it, wondering just how it had happened.

She knew. She knew the secret, the power of sufficient motivation.

Every week she had rewarded her team for winning, had offered herself up as their prize, and they had celebrated each time vigorously and enthusiastically, delighting in the outfits Tammy wore for them, relishing in her blossoming skills. And every week she would devote herself to Penny, the captain, as week after week the beautiful redhead pushed herself to earn ‘most valuable player’ so she could retain ownership of the beautiful, slutty, talented Tammy.

As the weeks turned to months, Tammy grew into her role so that the team became more motivated than ever, and she loved the times she spent with Penny, the dates they went on, the nights they spent in together so that soon there were rumours running around the entire college about the captain’s secret girlfriend. Who was this mysterious woman who had so captivated the college’s star player? Who was this beautiful siren? Where did she vanish to?

The rumours amused and pleased Tammy almost as much as the nights she spent in with Penny, the two alone together, growing closer, learning each other's bodies, a bond forged by victory and celebration.

And Miss Hiems too remained very satisfied with Tammy’s work, pleased with how her slutty cheerleader kept the team motivated and rewarded, kept them focussed on training and winning so that they could all earn another night with her.

Tammy would have kept the team motivated and rewarded for no praise or reward, because she loved it, loved dressing up, loved devoting herself to them, pleasuring them as they pleasured her, but Miss Hiems insisted that Tammy was rewarded too for her work, so the pair spent many nights on making sure that Tammy got all the training she needed to be the best slut she could be for the team.

And so it was that Tammy found herself in the suite of the hotel waiting. It had been a whirlwind adventure, a joy, a year of bliss and pleasure, and she could not believe how lucky she was.

She checked herself in the mirror, her perfect naughty schoolgirl outfit chosen as the ideal reward for the team. They always loved the naughty schoolgirl theme, and this outfit just pushed it to eleven.

They all deserved it, no matter what the final score was. After breaking their losing streak, they had gone on to not lose a single game, finding themselves in the championship final, favourites to win.

The match had finished and they would be back soon. Tammy just hoped they had won so they could all celebrate, so she could reward them all.

She looked to the clock. They should have been back by now. Was it bad news? Were they out commiserating? Had they abandoned her because they had failed? She had planned out the celebration carefully, so sure that her team would win, the things she would do, the things she would let them do to her.

She had made promises, things she had teased certain players with, things she knew they loved, things she knew they desired, and they had all been eager to win so they could experience the celebration of a lifetime.

But… what if they had lost?

She had hoped to spend the night with her team, rewarding them, had hoped to offer her body and soul up to Penny, her captain and her girlfriend, but… what if they hadn’t won?

And then she heard it.

The cheering, the singing, the celebrating, coming closer.

Tammy smiled, turned towards the door, and watched as the door opened, Penny stepping in, the championship trophy in her hands, the other fourteen women of the team and Miss Hiems coming in behind.

They had won. Tammy beamed with joy, her caged cock throbbing. They would all get to celebrate. They had won her.

“I hope you’re feeling energetic babe, because we’re all in the mood to celebrate.” Penny said.

Tammy giggled, nodded.

“You won then?” She said, voice soft, flirtatious.

Penny nodded, holding the trophy up, the rest of the team cheering as they filled the hotel suite. Tammy felt so small and powerless around them all, their toy, and she loved it.

“Well then, I guess I need to reward you all.” Tammy said.

She fell to her knees, spreading her legs, opening her mouth wide and wiggling her ass, fluttering her eyelashes as she stared into Penny’s green eyes.

“So… who wants to help me get this party started.” She said, pouting.

As fifteen beautiful, powerful, athletic women stepped forward to loom over her, Tammy knew this was going to be a night to remember.

THE END
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Femboys in Pantyhose
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The last thing Finley expected to find when he got home was his best friend in pantyhose.

Yet there he stands, caught in the act, and Finley can’t help but notice how cute Drew looks.

Finley has been gone for weeks, travelling around Europe with family, and though his trip has been fun, he’s missed his best friend, Drew, terribly. So, when he gets the chance to return early, he jumps at it, a perfect way to surprise his flatmate. Only Drew is not the only one who is in for a surprise.

When Finley arrives home early, excited and eager to reconnect with his best friend, he is stunned to discover Drew dressed up like a girl, in pantyhose, and what’s more, he’s astonished by just how cute his best friend is. Drew is devastated, terrified that his secret will ruin their friendship forever. Finley won’t let that happen though, and tells Drew he’d do anything to make him feel better.

Drew, hearing that, has an idea. What if Finley dresses up like a girl too? Then they’d be even, and they’d both have the same secret, right? Finley, sceptical, agrees, if only to reassure his best friend. What happens next takes the pair down a path of emotional discoveries and shared passions, leading them to a turning point in their friendship, after which things will never be quite the same...


Pornstar Double
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“You said you wanted to prove you’re not that charming young starlet, didn’t you?” Ms Reznor said.“Take this and get changed. Then we shall see how innocent you are.”

She offered him a black paper bag, unmarked. She wanted him to wear what was inside to prove it wasn’t him in the video.

Cal was still for a moment, hesitating, before he reached out to take the bag, resigning himself to his fate. After all, he didn’t really have much of a choice, did he?

Cal has noticed the other students at his college acting strangely, staring at him, whispering, pointing, laughing, but he has no idea why. That is until his best friend, Steve, reluctantly explains it to him.

There is a video circulating around the campus, a graphic, thrilling, amateur, adult video of a hot, muscly guy and a pretty girl who looks a lot like Cal. The rumours are already spreading like wildfire, and given even his best friend is almost convinced by the likeness how is Cal supposed to convince everyone that he’s not that hot, sexy starlet?

Cal decides that the best course of action is to ignore it all and hope that people eventually forget about it or get distracted by something else. But when the rumours end up disturbing one of his lectures Cal realises his plan is unsustainable, and, worse, his lecturer, the domineering and intimidating Ms Reznor has noticed the disruption centred around Cal, and she wants to speak to him, alone.

Of all his teachers, Ms Reznor noticing is by far the worst possibility—not only is she terrifyingly strict, but she is also stunningly beautiful—and Ms Reznor has zero tolerance for disruptions to her lessons. When Cal feigns ignorance, Ms Reznor lets him know that not only has she seen the videos, but that she believes him to the be the starlet from them. She gives him two options, admit he is a porn star and clear up his mess, or prove his innocence.

How was Cal to know that the proof Ms Reznor required would only be the start…?


Hypno Bimbo
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Marcus was the perfect husband, except for one tiny problem. He was addicted to sissy hypno.

He just had to hope his wife would never find out…

Marcus is an amazing husband, loyal and caring and sweet, perfect in almost every way, except… he has a naughty habit. He’s hooked on sissy hypno, and he can’t stop fantasising about being a brazen, wanton bimbo. So, when Marcus’ wife, Pam, persuades Marcus to join her on a luxury holiday at an exclusive, luxury island resort he decides it is the perfect chance to finally kick his pernicious addiction.

Pam, though, has other plans.

What Marcus doesn’t know is that the luxury resort Pam has booked is the Tourist Trap, a high tech facility that transforms men into beautiful, glamorous, sexy woman, into sexy sissy sluts, and that Pam knows all about her husband’s dirty little secret. She knows about his addiction to sissy hypno, and she knows just what he deserves...


Blackmailed by Brats

Book One of the COMPLETE Six Part Series
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Steven had been glad to get away to college and escape the rein of tyranny that was his bratty little step-sister, even though college had not been quite the life of fun and parties he’d been led to believe it was, but when his mother asked him to house-sit for the summer while she and his step-father took their long delayed honeymoon, he could not refuse, even if it meant spending a long, dreary summer back at home with Naomi.

Naomi was a Daddy’s girl, a princess who was used to getting what she wanted, as cunning and intelligent as she was beautiful, and even though Steven had made a point of staying out of her way, she’d made it clear she’d never wanted a brother. Knowing Stevie was going to be baby-sitting her all summer had not put her in a good mood, and Steven had a suspicion she was going to make him suffer…

Steven thought he was prepared for what Naomi might have planned, but he was not.

When Naomi and her best friend, the equally beautiful and cunning Lily, ask Steven to do a “small favour” for them, Steven uses it as an opportunity to show them he cannot be charmed like everyone else in their lives. His refusal though has consequences. The two charming and guileful young women set in motion a plan to bend Steven to their will, one that will turn Naomi’s step-brother in to someone prettier, more submissive and obedient, more fun, so that she can finally have the step-sister she always wanted, and Steven finds himself unable to resist as he is BLACKMAILED BY BRATS.


About the Author

Keary is a young writer from London, England who enjoys cooking, music, and long walks with her dog. Having spent her formative years lost in books and comics, she learnt to escape from dreary reality by taking flight into lands of fantasy.

Experiencing her first tinglings of kink while watching cartoon heroes and heroines being tied up by the villains, she has always found power play interesting.

Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature.
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