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It was all supposed to be a joke.

It started as a conversation on the field. I had been playing football all of my life, and when I got the opportunity to go to college on a full scholarship, I jumped at the bit. It wasn't the easiest path in the world, but then again I never was one to take the easy way out anyway. Now, I will admit that I had a small habit of complaining, which is exactly what I was doing as I talked to Ally off the field during downtime after one of our games.

"You know, your life isn't as nearly as hard as you make it out to be." She said to me.

I had always had a soft spot for Ally. She was Irish, with a fiery temper to match. She was always one to speak her mind, which was something that had earned her the respect of both the Cheerleaders and the Football players alike. Even though she wasn't technically the leader of the cheer squad, I always felt like she was the one who carried herself with the most authority, even if she wasn't always willing to play the political game that so often happens in college sports.

"Excuse me?" I said to her, incredulously. After all, I knew Ally well enough to know that her family was loaded. She had arrived at college with the entire thing paid for, before she had even had a chance to pick out what her major was. The only thing that she seemed to do with her time besides party was cheer squad, which didn't exactly seem like a life filled with adversity to me.

"Compared to who? The rich lady whose biggest problem in life is being too hungover to remember her cheers?" I said to her. I was poking fun at her, as we often broke each other's balls when we found ourselves talking after a game. However, there was a part of me that wasn't entirely kidding in the words that I said.

"Oh what? Do you think that my life is easy? Do you have any idea what goes on at cheer practice? And not just the practices, the mandatory sleepovers?" She asked me, waving her hands about.

"Let me guess, are there pillow fights?" I asked her, sarcastically taunting her.

"Oh man. You really have no idea. Joey, you wouldn't last a night." She said to me.

"Excuse me?" I responded back.

"I think that you heard me just fine. You couldn't do one night at one of our sleepovers."

I could tell that she was goading me into a challenge, but my ego simply couldn't let her get away with it.

"Is that a bet?' I asked her.

"Well now, that would have to depend." She retorted back.

"Depend on what, exactly?"

"It would depend on what we're betting."

I crossed my arms as I stared at her. It was an odd hill to die on, but it was the hill that I had picked for myself regardless.

"My ass." She finally said. Her intonation was flat, and her poker face inscrutable. For the life of me, I really couldn't tell if she was fucking with me or not.

"You're going to have to explain this one to me a little bit," I said. On one hand, I was intrigued about what she might be offering. On the other hand, I didn't want to make myself look like a fool if she was in fact just fucking with me.

"Oh don't worry. I know that you're a football player. I was anticipating having to have to explain it to you." She quipped.

"Har har. Define your bet."

"It's simple. If you win, if you are able to make it through an entire night at one of the cheer squad's sleepovers, then you get my ass for a night." She said, stone-faced.

"And what exactly do I get to do with this ass?" I asked her, raising my eyebrow at her.

"Whatever you want to." She said, giving her hips a little shimmy in her skirt so that my attention was drawn to her derriere. I could tell that she was goading me, leading me on, but I simply couldn't bring myself to care. I was more than happy to walk right into whatever trap she had in her mind that she was setting for me.

"For how long? Assuming that I was to go through with this little hypothetical bet of yours." I asked, playfully grabbing at her ass.

She swatted me away.

"Ah ah ah, you haven't done anything yet. You've got quite a ways to go before you get to grab this ass. And to answer your question before I was so, ahem, rudely interrupted, is that you would get this ass all night."

I looked at her with raised eyebrows.

"All night?" I asked, again

"Listen I know that you're a football player, but I'm really hoping that doesn't mean that I'm going to have to literally spell it out for you."

I was so intrigued by the winnings of this potential bet that I didn't even mind her pointed jabs about me being a football player.

I mean, all I had to do was spend one single night at a sleepover party with a bunch of hot chicks on the cheer squad, and in return, I got to do whatever I wanted with Ally's ass? The entire seemed to be too good to be true. If only I had known then how right I was.

I raised my arm to her for a handshake.

"You've got yourself a deal."

And that was that. Of course, this still meant that I had to wait until the next sleepover actually happened before I was able to make good on my bet. The week went by at a glacial pace, knowing that I had a full five days of classes and football practice to go before I would be attending the next sleepover during the weekend.

I was half expecting the other women on the cheer squad to outright refuse Ally's bet. I mean, she wasn't the squad leader, and it didn't seem like she had asked anybody if a random guy from the football team could come instead of her to the next cheer squad only event. However, much to my surprise, everybody on the cheer squad didn't only seem to not mind, it seemed as if they were outright overjoyed at the prospect of me attending. whenever I would pass one of the other women on the cheer squad, they would smile and me and wave, saying that they simply couldn't wait until they got to know the real me. That was a term that I kept hearing come up. "Get to know the real me." Little did I know just how right they were.

Checking the days off on my calendar one by one, eventually, I found myself at Friday. All I had to do was make it through tonight, and then I would have Ally for all of Saturday. I had already texted with her to make sure that our arrangement was ironclad, and I did everything to make sure that she was going to hold up her end of the bargain short of getting a lawyer to draw up an actual contract.

She assured me that, as long as I managed to stay at the Cheer Sorority for the entire night, and that I didn't leave until the sun had come up, that I would get to do whatever I wanted to her ass.

I plugged the address that they gave to me into my phone's GPS, and then just like that off I went. It was close enough that I decided to walk, and even though I tried to tell myself that surely this was going to be a walk in the park, I couldn't help but feel myself getting just a little bit more nervous with each passing step that I took. I tried to remember to take deep breaths and wipe away the sweat that had formed on my clammy hands as the house came into my view.

It didn't look any different than any other sorority house that I had seen, although I didn't see any symbols on the outside of the house. At the time I simply shrugged it off, thinking perhaps they had decided to keep things innocuous. It wouldn't have surprised me, given that they seemed to be in a residential neighborhood and it wasn't as if Greek Life had a good reputation as far as being neighbors went.

Double checking that I did indeed have the correct number for the house, I walked up the steps and banged on the front door.

I didn't get to the second knock before the door swung open. Evidently, they had been waiting for me.

Sure enough, as the door opened, I saw the entirety of the cheer squad. In fact, it seemed to me that it was more than just the women on the cheer squad, although it was hard to tell as they had a lot of rotating members, so perhaps this was simply my first time seeing the entirety of the cast together.

"Why hello there. So excited to announce our newest member!" One of the women said as she ushered me forwards. I had vague memories from seeing her that she was the squad leader, although I couldn't quite place her name to her face.

"Uh, hi. That's me I guess." I said, suddenly feeling a little bit self-conscious, now that there was a room full of unfamiliar eyes boring into me.

"From what I've heard, you come from the other side of the field. Well, I suppose that now this is your chance to see if the grass truly is greener on the other side. I'm Michelle, by the way." The woman said. By this point I didn't even need to ask if she was the squad leader, I had my answer just in how she was carrying herself. With a single gesture of a hand, it was as if she could direct the entire congregation of cheerleaders, treating them like they were held to her beck and call.

"First things first, you may have noticed that we've all dressed up to show our best cheer. It's something that I find to be absolutely necessary for keeping team mentality going. To that end, I'm going to need you to change out.... that." Michelle said, gesturing vaguely to my clothes.

For the record, I thought that I looked quite fashionable that day. Still, though, it wasn't as if I could deny the fact that I didn't exactly fit in, given that everybody else was wearing identical cheer outfits, mostly consisting of shorts that were so small that they practically looked like tattoos, and a tube top that did very little to obscure the breasts of any of the women present with larger chests. I guess that the outfits they had were one size fits all.

"You're expecting me to wear.... one of those?" I asked, pointing to the outfits that everybody else was wearing around me.

"Well of course," Michelle said, with a fake dumb expression on her face. "How on earth could we expect you to be one of us if you're dressed like some douchey frat bro? I wouldn't abide by any of the other ladies showing up not wearing their uniform, so I hardly see any reason that you should be any different. Unless, of course, you're looking to forfeit the bet already..." Michelle said, her voice trailing off.

I blew my hair from my brow in frustration, reminding myself that this was only for one night. Hell, I could hang on the rafters by my fingertips for a night, if it meant that it earned me a reward like getting to do whatever I wanted to some tight cheerleader ass.

"No, no, there's no need for that. I'm more than happy to wear it." I said, flatly.

"Wonderful!" Michelle responded. Without needing to say another word she tossed me a tightly wrapped plastic bag, that I could only assume would contain my outfit for the evening.

I was just getting myself used to the prospect of having to actually wear a skirt for the evening, but I was suddenly distracted as I noticed the small undergarment that was sitting on the top of the vacuum-sealed bag of clothes.

"Is that.... what I think it is?" Pointing the frilly pink thong, it's shoelace sized string unmistakable as it contrasted against the yellow hem of the skirt.

"But of course. After all, we can't have anybody not matching. The details matter in cheer, including the details that nobody else can see." Michele said. As she did so, she reached into the waistband of her own skirt, pulling out the pink strap that was around her waist to show me that the pink thong really did seem to be a team effort.

I gave a long exasperated sigh as I accepted my fate. I had thought that they might do some things to fuck with me, but somehow I hadn't imagined that they were going to have me wearing xs small thong underwear within the first few minutes of arriving.

"Alright, alright, fine. Where is the bathroom?" I asked.

"Who said anything about a bathroom?" came Michelle's response.

She couldn't be serious.

"You're expecting me to just change in front of everybody else?" I asked

"Of course I am. Every cheerleader changes in front of one another. We spend upwards of 20 hours a week together. It's nothing any of us hasn't already seen before. What, the big bad football player can't even change into some clothes?" She said, taunting me.

It wasn't the prospect of taking my shirt off that made nervous, but I had the unfortunate predicament that it had been quite chilly on my walk, and the pants and boxer shorts that I had been wearing did little to help keep my member warm. In other words, I wasn't exactly flying at full mast. Normally it wouldn't have been a problem, but then again the situation that I seemed to have found myself in was definitely anything besides normal.

Still, though, a bet is a bet. My only options were to go along with the ridiculous request from Michelle, or forfeit. I definitely wasn't going to quit, so I reached down to my waistband and undid my belt. The ladies watched eagerly, their eyes glued to my crotch as my belt clanged against the floor. Next came the pants, which as I stepped out of I could already feel the eyes of all of the women in the room boring into me.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes as I shimmied out of my boxers. It also felt to me that it was impossible to take off boxers and look smooth at the same time, and this only seemed to prove that conclusion.

The giggles that I heard as I awkwardly shimmied out of my boxers confirmed my suspicion that my cock had fallen prey to another icy fall day. I was too nervous to look down to survey the damage myself, but judging by the muffled laughter that I heard from around the room it was safe to say that I didn't want to look down.

"It's, um, cold outside," I mumbled, not knowing what else I could possibly say.

"Oh is it?" Michelle asked, walking up to me. There was something in her gait now that was different than when I had first arrived. Something about her had an air of seduction that I just couldn't quite put my finger on.

She walked up so that she was facing in front of me, and bent over so that her ass was millimeters away from my exposed cock.

"Oh, does somebody need a little warm-up? Typical football player, always needing somebody to cheer them on...." She said. As she spoke, she bent over until her palms were flat against the ground, making it so that her skirt did next to nothing to cover her ass. She jiggled her exposed ass cheeks, massaging my cock, which was growing more and more with each passing second.

My eyes were glued to the show in front of me. From my peripheral vision, I could see all of the other women eyeing me, watching me with enthused stares as I so easily fell under the spell of Michelle's gyrating ass cheeks.

It didn't take long until my cock was fully erect. Michelle reached a hand around and massaged my cock, throwing in an expert little twist with her wrist that felt so irresistible that I was worried that I might cum then and there.

In fact, I was so lost in her spell that I didn't even notice that she might have had an ulterior motive for making sure that my cock was standing at full attention.

She suddenly turned around and flashed me a big, evil grin.

"Time to put on that thong, wouldn't you say?" she said, the smile on her face remaining eerily still.

"Um, I guess," I said.

"Here, I'll help you out with that." She said, lowering herself down to her knees. Grabbing the thong in her hand, she moved both of my legs through the leg holes and then began working the flossy fabric up my leg.

It didn't take long at all before I realized what her plot had been. The thong that they were making me wear was already too small to begin with, but having to wear it whilst also sporting a massive boner would only add to the pain and humiliation, especially since the front of the thong did very little to cover what small amount of manhood that I had.

She forced the fabric, sending the string of the thong so far up my ass that I was practically standing on my tippy toes. As if that wasn't enough, the paltry bit of spandex that was supposed to go over my cock served little purpose other than feeling like my boner was about to be sawed in half.

As if all of that wasn't enough, I also got the added benefit of their being a full audience of women in front of me, all of whom seemed more than happy to sit and laugh at my ongoing struggle with keeping a straight face whilst feeling my nether regions be so thoroughly occupied.

"What's the matter there, sport? Finding the Cheer outfit a little bit hard to manage, are we? I mean, all of us manage to wear it every single day, so I wouldn't think it would be too hard for a big, tough football player like yourself." Michelle said, taunting me.

Try as I might to not take her very obvious bait, I found that my ability to think straight was totally shot by the fact that the tip of my cock was being ground into a fine powder by the absurdly small thong panties that they were having me wear. I felt as if I could practically feel the blood supply getting cut off from my manhood. Was I really going to have to wear these all night? The delighted look on Michelle's face told me that the answer to my question was nothing short of a resounding yes.

"Well, maybe if you were able to keep your little dick from getting hard every time that you saw a piece of ass, it wouldn't hurt so much. Did you ever think of that?" Michelle said. As she spoke to me, she once again turned around, being extra sure to grind her tight ass into me. Any amount of pleasure that I felt was quickly outweighed by the fact that this only made the seemingly indestructible thong grind into my dick and ass crack even tighter, a fact that Michelle was most definitely keenly aware of.

I tried to apply the same skills that had made me be able to endure the many late-night workouts with my team that I had done. The pain would be temporary, but the satisfaction of getting to have my way with Ally's ass would be forever. Speaking of, where was Ally? I hadn't seen her since I had arrived, even though it seemed as if everybody who could possibly have something to do with cheer was present for the little show that I was giving.

Closing my eyes and trying not to focus on the searing center of pain that was my ballsack, I gradually bent myself over to grab the skirt so that I could pull it up my body. The women who were watching me made no effort to curtail their giggles as they saw my labored effort at bending over.

My embarrassment wasn't helped at all by the fact that several of the women had made their way behind me. Evidently, my thonged ass was a sight worth seeing. I saw Michelle dart behind me, and before I had a chance to wonder why, I felt it.

She grabbed two firm hand fulls of ass cheeks, grabbing my skin with such force that the smacking sound reverberated all across the large room that was housing us. Now that she had my ass firmly in her grasp, she spread my two cheeks as wide as possible. She wretched my butt cheeks apart with such force that my immediate response was to let out a yelp of pain and surprise, which only prompted more laughter from the audience.

Several of the women inched their faces closer to my back end. I had never had the experience of having myself be so thoroughly exposed by a group of women before, and I prayed that the fact that it only seemed to make my cock get even harder went unnoticed.

"Look at his little asshole!" One of the girls shouted.

"It's so tight." I heard another one say.

Up until this point, I don't think that a woman had ever really paid much attention to my butt before. Now, there was an entire group of women who seemed positively enthralled about having my bent over and exposed in front of them.

I felt one of the women reach up and grab a handful of my ass, being sure to stroke her finger alongside my already very sore ass crack. She hooked her finger around the string of my thong, lifted it out. For a few brief seconds, I enjoyed the sweet relief of having my wedgie picked. That was, until she released the thong string, sending it slingshotting back into my ass crack.

It caught me so off guard that I both yelped, and jumped into the air. The latter of the two turned out to be quite the issue, as the hem of the skirt was still only halfway up my legs. I guess having my ass ogled and at groped proved to be enough of a distraction that I had forgotten about it. That was, until I was reminded about the fact that my legs were effectively restrained as I tried to land--an endeavor that I was not successful in.

Instead, I flopped helplessly on my side with a loud Ka-Thunk!

There had been a steady stream of laughter directed my way from the audience of women, but this little display of comedy seemed to take the cake. The entirety of them exploded into simultaneous laughter, some of the women apparently so amused by my falling over that they had to wipe tears from their eyes.

It didn't really help matters very much that my ass was only more exposed now that I was on the ground. The closest to standing up that I was able to manage was getting myself so that I was standing on my hands and knees. Unfortunately, as I would soon learn, there was no position that they could have wanted to be in any more than this one.

Michelle leaned over so that her face was right above mine. She reached behind and made sure to grab a nice handful of my exposed boy booty while she whispered into my ear.

"My, you really are a natural. I mean, just look at you. You've barely been here five minutes, and you're already bending over and showing your ass to everybody. Why, if I didn't know any better, I would say that somebody must have tipped you off to our little... initiation.... process." Michelle said.

I gave her a blank look.

"The um, what now?"

Michelle gave me a surprised and suspicious gesture.

"Wait, you mean you really don't know?"

I nodded my head dumbly.

"Do I seem to you like somebody who knows anything right now?" I asked her.

She gave a laugh.

"No, I think that I can say with absolute certainty that you most definitely do not." She retorted.

"Well, then I suppose that that settles that. Do you care to tell me what exactly this initiation process consists of?"

"How about instead, I offer you a little demonstration, and see if you can figure it out. I know you rough and tumble football types seem to retain information better when it's displayed in the only language that you can understand; physical."

As Michelle said this, she dove one of her fingers into my ass crack, working her fingertips until it was underneath the razorwire I was wearing that was supposed to pass for thong underwear. Once she had done that, she raised her finger up and down my crack until she found what she was looking for.

And then I felt it. Perhaps it was due to the fact that her finger was propelled by thong underwear that was as tight as a bow and arrow, but her fingertip slipped into my ass.

"Is this.... is this really what you make every cheerleader go through? Or is this just some sort of special occasion?" I asked, trying to keep a straight face through the very strange sensation of having a finger up my butt.

"Oh, don't flatter yourself. Every cheerleader gets it in the ass. Every sleepover, it's somebody's turn. Would you care to guess as to whose turn it is today?" She asked me.

She waited for me to try and respond, and then as soon as I opened my mouth to speak, I felt her twist her finger around while it was still firmly implanted in my asshole. The result of this little maneuver was to make my mind go totally blank, as I did my best to not flinch.

"What was that? Cat got your tongue or something?" Michelle asked me.

Once again, she was motionless until I actually tried to speak, at which point she again resumed moving her twisting finger in and out of my ass. delighting in my struggle as she watched me try to form a coherent sentence amidst the anal onslaught that she was dishing out.

Finally, I managed to speak out loud.

"It's me, I'm the person getting it up the ass."

She stopped, removing her finger from my back door, and leaned her face so that  I could feel the warmth of her breath on the side of my cheek.

"You can leave any time that you want. All of you have to do is get up and walk out of that door. Nobody is stopping you." Michelle said to me, her voice totally deadpan.

In truth, there was a part of me that wanted to do exactly just that. But I felt like I was in too deep now. I wasn't going to give Ally the satisfaction of knowing that she beat me. I decided that no matter what, I wasn't going to be quitting. No matter how many twists or turns this night took, I made a promise to myself that I wasn't going to be walking out of that door.

"I'm staying." I finally said, coldly.

I was hoping that this might earn me some modicum of respect from Michelle, but this affirmation that I wasn't going to be going anywhere only seemed to make her smile grew even wider.

"I had thought you might say that. One thing that you haven't asked yet is who is going to be doing the honors, tonight?"

I didn't have to read between the lines very hard to figure out that "doing the honor" was a thinly veiled euphemism for "fuck me in the ass."

"Very well, who is it that's going to be, um, performing these so-called honors?" I asked, dryly.

"Why, I thought that you'd never ask. Why don't you say hello to your little friend?" Michelle said. As she spoke, she pointed towards a door at the end of a long hallway. A door that one of the ladies from the cheer squad rushed over to open.

Sure enough, there was Ally. Although, she certainly wasn't dressed like any Ally that I had ever seen before. To be fair, it was a rarity that I would see her out of her cheer uniform at all, but when I would occasionally run into her on campus, she tended to dress in a manner that was both quite bookish and reserved. Instead, she was now dressed in tight-fitting lingerie from head to toe. Evidently, she was the only person who was exempt from their otherwise very strongest dress policy.

That wasn't the most surprising thing about her outfit, however. It didn't take me long to realize that the "Little Friend" wasn't referring to Ally at all. Rather, it was referring to the dangling monstrosity of a dildo that swung from her legs. It was tethered to her body by way of a strap on harness and was planted firmly at the base of her crotch. It looked so large that I would have thought it to be the kind of thing reserved only for gag gifts.

"That, um.... that doesn't look so little to me," I said, dumbfounded. I was sure that this was all some sort of very elaborate joke, and that at some point everybody would break the facade. However, no such moment came. It occurred to me that everybody might actually be serious.

"First things first, unless you want this going in your ass dry, I think you might want to suck it." Said Ally as she sauntered over to me.

"The choice is yours."

To be continued!
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