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		Mark stood in the hallway, staring at the closed door to his daughter’s bedroom. From within, he could hear the quiet, muffled sobs of Tess. Anytime she was upset, it made his stomach twist. There was no rage in it, no tantrum—just the helpless disappointment in her young adult life that he couldn’t fix.

		Whittendale University was canceling their cheerleading program entirely.

		Not permanently, they had assured—just this season. Because they hadn’t reached the minimum number of participants to form an official squad, they were ineligible for competitions. They weren’t even going to perform at football games, which felt like an absurd absence. Now, Whittendale wasn’t exactly Ohio State, but it gave the girls an athletic outlet and a sense of belonging—something vital for young adults. Just one more sign-up and Tess could’ve kept doing the thing she loved most in the world.

		Mark knocked gently. “Tess? Honey? Are you okay?”

		A pause. Then she answered between sobs: “I don’t know, Dad.”

		“Sweetheart, it’s not the end of the world—”

		“It sure feels like it!”

		“Cheerleading just isn’t as popular…”

		“But it meant something to me.”

		Mark restrained himself from entering. Tess needed some time alone. He turned and headed down the hallway, unable to stop himself from glancing at the framed photos on the wall: Tess in elementary school, a gap-toothed grin and pom-poms too big for her hands; Tess at the state finals last year, mid-jump, her mouth wide open in a triumphant yell. All kids had passions, and the biggest lesson for Mark as a parent was to nurture that passion for as long as possible. Sure, cheerleading seemed silly—especially from his male perspective—but that hobby had helped Tess in every way. She’d been happier, her grades had improved, and she’d earned scholarships she otherwise wouldn’t have, just by jumping and twirling in the air.

		His wife, Rebecca, was perched on the edge of the mattress in the master bedroom, flipping through their recent bills. She looked up as he entered.

		“She still crying?” she asked.

		He nodded. “Yeah.”

		Rebecca sighed and leaned back on her palms. Her expression was tired—not just from the day, but from the stress of preparing their only child for college. Tess had been so excited for her freshman year. She’d already spent weeks in orientation programs, making friends with the new squad, and devoting hours to practicing routines in the backyard. This was supposed to be her escape—from the small town, from one bad breakup, from everything.

		“She’s going to blame herself,” Rebecca said quietly.

		“That’s ridiculous,” Mark said. “It has nothing to do with her.”

		“I know that. But she chose Whittendale, and all the other nearby schools have enough sign-ups. She’s going to take it personally. She always does.”

		Mark sat down on the edge of the bed next to his wife. He rubbed the space between his eyes, where a headache had been forming. The whole situation felt so absurd. One more girl. That’s all it would’ve taken. Was there seriously no one else? Did none of the other schools have extra girls to spare? Competition rules were strict, sure, but someone, somewhere, had to be able to bend them a little to let these girls do what they loved. And couldn’t they at least perform simplified routines at football games with fewer members?

		Rebecca rubbed his back.

		“There has to be someone. What about Amy next door?”

		“She’s doing a semester abroad,” Rebecca pointed out.

		“Jessica?”

		“Too scared to do those flips after she broke her ankle.”

		“Okay, what about—”

		“The deadline is tomorrow, Mark. They’ve had plenty of time to find one last girl. I just don’t think it’s going to happen.” The emotion in her voice made it clear she wasn’t happy about admitting it, but she had accepted the truth.

		Still, Mark refused to give up. Even if the problem seemed impossible to solve. He was her father. He was supposed to make everything right. When something was broken, he had to put it back together.

		And the solution that formed in his mind was exactly that. Though very, very unconventional…

		He reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone.

		Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “Is this urgent?”

		“Most definitely,” he said, navigating his cluttered screen to locate the Swap Mate app. Once the blue interface loaded his profile, he tapped over to the MARKETPLACE tab—bringing up a list of bodies available to rent. He immediately filtered the results to women in their late teens and early twenties, focusing on athleticism and flexibility. There were plenty to choose from, sortable by price, popularity, or newness.

		“Mark...wait a second,” Rebecca said, sitting up straighter. “Tell me you're not actually thinking of using that app. Experts still aren’t sure how it works. They say it uses actual magic.”

		“That’s a discussion for another time,” he replied. “I’m just trying to keep Tess’s life from falling apart.” And I’m willing to go to the most extreme lengths imaginable.

		“You think this will actually help? Her dad joining the team?”

		“It can’t make things worse. And I was a gymnast, remember? Once I’m young and flexible enough, I can pick up the routines.”

		He found a profile for Ava. Twenty years old. Definitely athletic—in the photos, she posed with only her hands covering her private parts, which made him a little self-conscious about browsing this in front of his wife. But the build wasn’t quite right. She was too muscular. Great for weightlifting, but not ideal for being light and agile. He moved on.

		Nicole. Under five feet and less than a hundred pounds. He didn’t want to be that small…

		Madison. Good body type. But she was African-American, which would make it a stretch if the cover story involved being cousins with Tess. Maybe they could claim to be friends instead, but he wasn’t sure it would hold up…

		Sara. Tan and blonde. Five-foot-seven. Her gallery even featured shots of her in cheerleading outfits. She seemed like the ideal candidate. Although with the rental price being more than a thousand dollars per week, he’d have to dip into their savings just to make Tess happy.

		But for Tess?

		He’d give up everything. And he’d absolutely give up his manhood—temporarily.

		Mark turned his screen toward Rebecca. “This one,” he said. “Right age. Right build. It can work. I’ll go by Maya and say I’m Tess’s cousin from Miami.”

		Rebecca laughed, half-delirious. “Honey, you’re really going to be a girl? And for how long—weeks?”

		He nodded. “Good thing I work from home, right?”

		“And what am I supposed to tell everyone else?”

		“That I’m on an extended business trip. It’ll be fine.” He took her hand, silently pleading for her full support, though he was already committed regardless of her answer.

		She rolled her eyes. “If you look like that, you’re sleeping in the guest room.”

		“Totally acceptable.”

		With a nervous flutter in his chest, he finished the checkout, confirmed payment, and tapped COMPLETE TRANSACTION—quickly, before he could second-guess himself. When it was done, he almost wished he hadn’t gone through with it.

		He stood from the bed as his body began to tingle.

		Rebecca edged away slightly, like she expected him to spontaneously combust.

		At first, the room seemed to stretch away from him—walls retreating, corners expanding. Mark’s balance pitched forward, the world around him subtly shifting. He planted a foot to steady himself, though it felt like the carpet was undulating beneath him. Warmth crept up his limbs like a fever, then turned electric, sharp, and numbing. Deep in his bones, there came a pressure like they were being unfastened, joint by joint.

		He exhaled shakily and unbuttoned his flannel shirt. A quiet crick-crack echoed from beneath his sternum.

		His chest twitched, and then rippled. Jiggled. Two mounds began to form under his nipples—first subtle bumps, then growing and blossoming. Like his wife’s home-baked bread in the oven, they swelled upward and outward, his lackluster pecs becoming even heavier and softer, growing into bouncy handfuls of flesh. Gu-glorp. His skin lightened by a shade, his freckles vanished, and his areolas spread wider, puffing outward.

		“Oh my God,” Rebecca whispered, a mix of awe and disbelief.

		“Don’t look if it makes you uncomfortable,” he muttered, breath catching as his shoulders gave a pop and his spine audibly compressed.

		“Does that hurt?”

		“No, it just tingles.”

		His pants surrendered next. The waistband loosened abruptly after a sharp snap in his pelvis, and gravity did the rest. They slid off his hips and collapsed in a heap at his feet. His boxers—now hilariously oversized—hung low on his shrinking frame, then tumbled down with a soft rustle.

		His thighs made a squelching noise as they filled with fat and muscle in all the wrong—now right—places. His calves tightened and curved into dancer-like legs. Body hair vanished all over, replacing his middle-aged skin with the perfect softness and almost-airbrushed glow of a twenty-year-old woman.

		A breathy moan escaped him. Higher. Lighter. It startled him.

		Next, his arms slimmed. His muscles dissolved into subtler forms, his bones shortening and softening. Dainty hands replaced calloused palms. His fingers now looked delicate, tapered, with slender wrists to match.

		Then his waist narrowed like a corset was pulling it in from both sides. His ribs clicked tighter.

		And then came the most alarming pull yet.

		A strange, hot tightness began in his groin, right behind the base of his manhood. It felt like a hand—a fist—was yanking inside him. His penis retracted with a nauseating schlorp, shrinking inch by inch into his body and being swallowed into his lower abdominal muscles. Testicles followed with a sickly pop-pop, tugged inward and replaced by a delicate, uncomfortably open sensation he’d never wished to feel.

		The final tug made him flinch—then gasp, as slick new folds formed between his trembling legs. His hands unconsciously rubbed nearby, repeatedly reminding him of the strong void of not having anything sticking out or dangling down there.

		His neck thinned and elongated. He coughed.

		“…Mark?” Rebecca said.

		“Yeah?” he replied, with what initially sounded like a child’s voice. He’d have to get used to being so high-pitched. “I think it’s finished. I’m all right, honey. It didn’t hurt.”

		He touched his chest. Then cupped one of those strange new mounds. It was firm, supple, warm beneath his palm. His hand jerked away, startled by squishiness.

		Rebecca just stared, slack-jawed. Then she said, “Well, you do look like a college girl.”

		“So, stage one was a success.”

		“I hope you planned this out ahead of time with clothes.”

		“Well…not exactly.”

		Rebecca’s eyes roamed him—head to chest, then slowly lower. “And if you’re planning to be a cheerleader, you need to shave as well. Because it looks like you picked a woman who prefers to go au naturel down there.”

		Mark looked down at his pubic hair. An internal alarm kept blaring—his manhood was still gone, and his new breasts blocked part of his view—but there was no mistaking the lush, untamed patch of hair between his thighs. It was thicker than he’d expected, even more so than he’d ever had as a man. Dark, unruly, and untrimmed. It made him feel suddenly self-conscious and exposed. He looked like he was wearing a bikini bottom made of dark moss.

		Not exactly the look for a cheerleader flipping and spreading her legs midair.

		Rebecca passed him a robe. He slipped his arms into the sleeves. It was pink and fluffy and embarrassingly girly, but it covered the essentials—and clung to his new curves in a way that made him hyper-aware of how tightly his waist now tapered in.

		“Time to tell our daughter the good news,” she said. “If she doesn’t freak out.”

		“Don’t worry. I’ll say it was all my idea, absolving you of any blame.”

		“Good. Because I still think it’s crazy.”

		They walked together down the hall. Mark walked gingerly, still adjusting to the changed center of gravity and the new momentum in his hips. But after years of a slightly pudgy middle-aged body, his new frame felt lean, agile, and energized. He almost wanted to drop and do push-ups just to enjoy his own youthful stamina again.

		Tess no longer sounded like she was crying. That was good.

		Rebecca knocked. “Tess, honey? Can we come in?”

		A pause. Then Tess’s voice: “Why?”

		“I think…we may have found the final cheerleader for the team.”

		The door opened slowly. Tess looked between them, her brow scrunching at the unfamiliar girl in the robe beside her mom.

		“Uh…who’s this?” Tess asked.

		Mark cleared his throat and raised a hand. “How’s it going, kiddo? Your father’s trying a new look.”

		“…What?” Tess turned to her mom, visibly confused. “That’s not funny.”

		“And I’m not joking.” He stepped forward, offering a sheepish smile. “I rented a body off Swap Mate so I can join the cheer squad. I just couldn’t stand the sound of you being so upset.”

		Tess looked at him like he’d grown antlers. “You…that’s insane.” She kept staring, mouth slightly open. Then she pressed a hand to her forehead and let out a single disbelieving laugh. “Oh God. My dad needs bras now. Ahh. I’m not going to sleep with that image in my head.”

		But it was a laugh. And Mark felt a rush of relief seeing no fresh tears in those red, puffy eyes.

		Tess shook her head. “Okay. But they’re not going to let just anyone show up. Coach Reynolds is brutal. You have to actually be a cheerleader, Dad. It’s not cosplay.”

		“I was once a gymnast. Doing flips is like riding a bike. And now that I have the right body, I’m sure it’ll come back.”

		Tess rolled her eyes with another laugh. “Yep. Guys always think they can do anything girls do. But you’ll see. I’m not counting on this working yet. But…”

		She lunged forward and hugged him.

		Initially, Mark was a little weirded out that he and his daughter were roughly the same height when he was accustomed to having a slight vertical advantage. Also, with his torso being much slimmer, those arms encompassed him more, and he felt so much smaller and wrapped in her embrace. A little tighter, and her hug might have even started to suffocate him.

		But it was worth it to see her happy.

		And he hugged her back.

		Then she said, “Oh God, you’ll have to wear my clothes too, won’t you?”

		“Listen, I’m not looking forward to it any more than you.”

		“We’ll work on your father getting his own wardrobe,” Rebecca added, trying to smooth things over.

		Mark was just so relieved that everything seemed to be working out. He still had to make the team, but for now, he’d succeeded as a father—while in the body of a slim, fit, twenty-year-old woman.

		After laying out the plan, Mark and Rebecca retreated to their bedroom, where she wasted no time dragging him into the bathroom. She pulled open a drawer and lined up her weapons: Skintimate gel, Venus razor, and a stack of fresh towels.

		Though it wasn’t technically his body, removing the robe in front of his wife felt deeply undignified. That figure in the mirror wasn’t him—but it was. Younger. Firmer. Curvier. His cheeks flushed with humiliation.

		“Just…you know, be careful down there.”

		“I’m well aware,” she said, voice calm. “I’ve had mine longer than you’ve had yours. And this is what you wanted. So, for the sake of Tess, I’ll help as much as I can.”

		As she worked, Mark tried not to squirm, but the intimacy of it all was unbearable—his legs slightly parted, his new womanhood exposed to the cool air and his wife’s razor. The blade made whisper-soft strokes, each one cutting away the jungle. She dabbed him delicately with warm water and soothing lotion, but each touch seemed to linger too long, sparking humiliating jolts of pleasure that raced up his spine. When Rebecca’s knuckles brushed too close to the swollen, slick fold of his freshly formed lips, he jerked—just slightly—but enough to blush furiously. A heat rose between his legs that had nothing to do with razor burn. He clenched his jaw, mortified, trying to think of anything else—his taxes, his to-do list, his next CAD project. He kept his eyes shut, like a kid at the dentist. It was easier not to watch.

		He groaned. “After I’m back to normal, can we never speak of this?”

		“Mark—Maya—you don’t need to ask.”
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		The following morning, Mark—concentrating on his Maya persona—stood in the parking lot outside Whittendale’s athletics building, hugging his arms around himself and shivering slightly despite the sunny weather. He wore one of Tess’s old uniforms: a maroon and silver crop top with a matching pleated skirt that, while covering the expected amount of skin, didn’t quite fit his new body right. It rode high on the hips, clung in too many places, and the top barely contained the bounce of his new breasts. He’d thought a sports bra would do more, but boobs were way more jumpy and springy even while supported than he’d realized. The chill prickled through his thin outfit, and each breeze made the pleats lift and brush against his thighs—bare thighs, now far too smooth and exposed for his comfort.

		Feels like I need more layers, he thought, his feminine skin covered in goosebumps, nipples stiff beneath the tight fabric.

		“Just remember,” Tess said as they approached the double doors, “I’m vouching for you, Dad. Everyone’s here because I told them my cousin from Miami was a cheerleader who was a little out of practice but capable. But if you fuck up—”

		“Honey, language. I’m still your father. Despite these legs.”

		Tess sighed. “If you screw up, I’ll look like a liar.”

		They stepped into the air-conditioned gym, making Mark feel like he’d walked into an igloo. The other cheerleaders were already stretching, chatting, and warming up. An echo of squeaking sneakers and upbeat pop music filled the space. Several heads turned as the last girl on the squad entered with the new recruit.

		Coach Reynolds stood near the bleachers, arms crossed. A woman in her forties with a clipboard, a permanent squint, and a whistle hanging around her neck. Mark had already chatted with her before the fall semester. But the happy, friendly woman was nowhere to be found under that threatening face.

		“Okay, quiet down, ladies,” she barked. “This is unconventional having a member of the squad who isn’t a student, but I don’t want to shut down our team anymore than you girls want to sit home.”

		Mark gulped. In that moment—all their eyes turning upon him—he noticed all the details of his body at once: the briefs clinging uncomfortably to his butt crack, the constant jostling of his breasts, the ticklish ponytail swishing behind his neck. His skirt felt too short. His skin felt too bare. And his posture, no matter how he tried to stand, only emphasized his curves.

		He smiled nervously and waved. “Hi, I’m Maya. I’m Tess’s cousin. I’m, uh, visiting—staying, for a while. I’m normally living in Miami.” He tugged on his uniform. “And boy, am I used to the hotter weather.”

		A rocky start.

		One girl with pigtails and braces gave a little wave. Another leaned in to whisper to her friend. He felt like some kind of exhibit—scrutinized, distrusted, and ogled.

		And then there was Carla, the cheer captain. Tess had warned him about her. She stood near the front, arms folded, head tilted with a skeptically raised eyebrow. Her dark curls were buzzed on the sides, leaving a curly, voluminous cap across the top that framed her sharp, angular features. She scanned Mark up and down, her expression flat and unimpressed, like she could already smell something off.

		“You ever even done cheer before?” Carla asked.

		Mark hesitated. “Gymnastics. Couple years.”

		“In Miami?”

		He nodded.

		She cocked her head. “What school?”

		“Uh.” Mark’s voice cracked. “Coral…Ridge.”

		“Huh. Interesting.”

		Coach Reynolds blew her whistle. “Enough chitchat. Everyone circle up. Warm-ups. New girl, just follow along. We don’t have time to teach you all the ropes with the first game being this weekend. Just do your best.”

		Tess patted Mark on the back. It was a gesture of encouragement.

		Mark, meanwhile, felt like he had volunteered to walk into a deadly battle. He could practically hear the theme from Gladiator playing in his head.

		He followed the others into formation and did his best to mirror them during stretches—arms overhead, legs wide, touching his toes. His new body responded well enough, bendable and flexible without any real pain. But his brain couldn’t get over the jiggle. The bounce. The weight redistribution. The way his thighs rubbed together in new, squishy ways that made balancing awkward. And every time he folded forward, his top strained against his chest—his tits pulling down, then slapping back against his ribs. Again, he was constantly aware of being too exposed, even though his uniform was no different from the others—or what his daughter wore for every competition.

		They moved on to high knees. Mark fought his skirt from riding up with each motion. Often, the other girls’ exercises caused their briefs to flash too, but no one seemed to mind.

		If I was a college guy right now…and single…

		“Sequences! Come on,” Coach called, turning on a stereo.

		As the music kicked in, the girls moved like lightning to the beat. High kicks. Spins. All in sync from weeks of practice. Mark, standing at the end of their row, mimicked them with moderate success. Trying to do a herkie pulled a groin muscle, which made him wince and pause for a moment, but the routine didn’t stop. His arms flailed behind their tempo, his jumps were shorter, and the rhythm kept slipping out of his grasp. At least he could still clap on beat—that was something.

		When the full tumbling line began—roundoff, back handspring, high V, then turn—he pulled from his old gymnast experience and attempted a roundoff but planted his landing too far forward. He stumbled and corrected with a skip, barely recovering. The second turn he completely flubbed, spinning himself into a dizzy blur before smacking the girl next to him square in the chest during a high V motion.

		“Hey!” she yelped.

		“Sorry, that was my bad!” Mark stammered, cheeks flushed, breath coming short and shallow as he stumbled back into rhythm.

		Coach blew her whistle. “Again. Together this time! New girl, keep up!”

		Mark felt his face burning. His timing was off, and all eyes were on him. He’d expected to be a little rusty, but this was downright humiliating…

		Cartwheel. High kick. Jump clap. Twist.

		Tess was the only one offering him positive reinforcement, even slowing her tempo to keep him from looking too out of sync. But as he continued to spin, spin, and spin more, throwing his guts into a centrifuge, he felt an uncomfortable and worsening pinch between his legs. He realized—with horror—what was happening.

		A full-on wedgie. Not the back kind. The front kind.

		Somewhere during his twists and jumps, the damp fabric of his briefs had worked its way deeper between the folds of his new anatomy. With a horrified twitch, he realized just how tightly it had wedged, every movement pressing the damp, clingy cotton deeper. He shifted mid-air, landed awkwardly, and reached down through the pleats of his skirt with a trembling hand to discreetly adjust himself. The relief was brief. When he looked up, one of the girls was staring—expression somewhere between confusion and mild disgust.

		“Everything okay, Maya?” Coach called out.

		“Y-yeah! Just...just a minor uniform malfunction!” he croaked, sweat stinging his eyes. He wanted the ground to open up and swallow him whole.

		Barely thirty seconds later, as he launched into a cheer pose and clapped overhead, a sharp pinch jolted from under his chest. The sports bra had twisted and was biting into the skin near his left breast. He winced and, without thinking, slid a hand under his top mid-routine to tug it back into place.

		Tess nudged him hard. “Maya, stop that,” she said.

		“But my damn underwear—”

		“You live with it. Just like every other girl.”

		Mark groaned.

		By the second run-through of the routines, he was surviving. He adapted his footing to his new center of balance, felt the beat, caught the dip. His sweat-darkened top clung tightly across his chest, and the sports bra—already too snug—felt like it had given up completely, allowing his breasts to bounce wildly with every jolt. He was flushed, sticky, and breathless, and the thick sheen of perspiration sliding down the inside of his thighs made his briefs cling and chafe despite his more-careful attempts at adjusting them.

		Then came the pyramid drill. Mark found himself at the base of the formation—supporting Carla, the captain herself, as she scrambled up with practiced confidence. He crouched low, arms interlocked with the other bases, thighs quivering as he took her weight.

		His gaze happened to tilt upward.

		Underneath her skirt.

		There were no compression shorts.

		The cheerleading captain was wearing absolutely nothing beneath her skirt, and his jaw dropped as an innocent glance became a long stare at the intimate folds of her bare sex, hovering directly above his upturned face.

		He couldn’t say how long he watched, but when Carla glanced down at him, he immediately shot his eyes forward like nothing had happened.

		His grip faltered. The stack wobbled.

		Coach: “Steady, new girl!”

		“S-sorry!”

		When the music finally stopped, Mark bent over with his hands on his knees, wheezing like he’d just run a marathon. The other girls were sweaty, sure—but none looked half as destroyed as he did.

		“The new girl needs work,” Coach said, “but I think we can officially write ourselves in for this week’s game.”

		A few cheers went up.

		Mark had saved his daughter’s semester at the cost of giving this rental body permanent joint damage. His calves felt like they’d been bludgeoned. His thighs were throbbing from overuse. And his body—this impossibly soft, jiggly body—was drenched.

		Tess came over and hugged him. He surprised himself by how tightly he clung to her. “Oh God,” he panted. “This is way harder than I ever expected.”

		“Now you know why I practice all the time,” she said. “It’s gonna take me some time to be comfortable with you borrowing my clothes for a while, but…thank you. Now, no offense, you need to take a shower with the rest of us, because you’re not dragging that odor into my car.”

		Shower? he thought.

		Feeling scared and apprehensive for entirely new reasons, Mark followed his daughter into the athletic building’s locker room. The smell of sweat, perfume, and soap hit him all at once, followed by the echo of chatter and laughter as the squad peeled off their uniforms like it was nothing.

		Mark found a locker which Tess had already prepared for him—providing him with sets of clothes, hygiene products, and anything else a typical girl needed. Theirs were together. That alone made him blush.

		Then, without meaning to, his eyes wandered. Just a quick glance here, a reflection in a mirror there. An abundance of smooth curves. Damp skin. Long legs and shapely backsides. One girl leaned forward to grab her shampoo, the motion arching her back and giving Mark an unfiltered view of her flexing buttocks—bare, smooth, glistening. Another flipped her wet hair, breasts jiggling naturally with no concern for modesty, the nipples pink and high.

		And then there was Carla in an open shower stall, steam curling around her body. Her hair was darkened with water, slicked against her scalp, and her athletic, muscular figure looked chiseled—soap sliding down every toned line. Mark’s eyes dropped before he could stop them. Between her legs, everything was on full, casual display: trimmed, tight, neatly shaped. The streaming bubbles and bouncing nipples as she scrubbed herself completely hypnotized him. His mouth went dry.

		The captain turned, her gaze scanning the room—and for a flicker of a second, their eyes met.

		Mark immediately jerked his eyes away, blood pounding in his ears.

		“Dad,” Tess hissed, midway into taking her top off.

		“I wasn’t…I didn’t mean…” he croaked.

		“You’re staring.”

		“They’re all undressing,” he said dumbly.

		“It’s a locker room. And you’re a girl too.”

		Mark nodded, flushing red. “Yep. Actually, I think I’m just going to wait outside until everyone finishes. It’s just not appropriate for me to be in here.”

		Eventually, Tess and the last of the girls filtered out dressed in street clothes. Mark lingered another minute, just to be safe, then finally went back in, stripped off his sticky top and skirt, and padded barefoot—flushed, hesitant—toward the showers to rinse off his female body for the first time.

		That afternoon, the house was quiet. Rebecca had taken Tess out clothes shopping. Mark was alone.

		He logged into his work terminal in the bedroom nook and opened up the latest set of design files for a custom home renovation in Silverwood Hills: a contemporary split-level with an open atrium and sunken living room. His client had requested layout adjustments to improve the natural light flow into the master suite, along with a reworked roofline to better accommodate solar panel arrays.

		He adjusted a few vector paths in the CAD interface, zoomed in on the load-bearing wall intersections, and added annotations about beam placements and electrical routing. He imported a fixture model, tweaked elevation views, and updated plumbing schematics.

		His normal job should’ve kept his mind off certain distractions.

		But he felt increasingly restless, rubbing his arms, touching his bra strap, and letting his hand linger around his thighs without meaning to.

		Pulse racing, he got up.

		The mirror greeted him with the reflection of the lithe young woman’s body he inhabited—long legs, tight navel, and a simple cotton tee stretched snugly across a pair of high-sitting breasts. The hem of the shirt rested just above a pair of cotton shorts, the waistband of which lightly indented the plush curve of his new hips. His gaze traced the outlines of his bra straps with growing curiosity, the gentle tug of the bands a constant, alien pressure across his back.

		It was still surreal seeing a face that wasn’t his—someone else’s eyes, someone else’s partially open mouth, someone else’s blonde ponytail hanging over his shoulder. Even though the swap was completely consensual, there was always a trace of guilt when he stared at himself too long. But also an ache of curiosity.

		He reached for the hem of the tee and hesitated. Then, slowly, he lifted it, baring the slim stretch of his midriff first, then his chest. The bra came into view—simple, white, 34B, ironically the same size as Tess, though he hadn’t wished to know that. His fingers fumbled with unhooking it, but finally the constrictive grip on his chest slackened, and his breasts spilled out with a gentle bounce—soft, pert, and faintly marked from the underwires.

		Next came the shorts. He hooked his thumbs in and pushed them down, revealing the panties underneath—pale lavender, the thin fabric snug over every detail of his new body. The cotton was creased against the cleft between his legs.

		His breath caught as he traced his fingers across his flat stomach, watching the way his skin dimpled under the light touch. The trail of his hand dragged lower, grazing over the waistband, fingers trembling as they slid across the thin layer.

		A shiver ran through him.

		I don’t even know how long I’m gonna be stuck like this, he thought. Living in this woman’s body day after day, week after week, all so he could cheer up Tess.

		He turned to the side, examining himself more thoroughly. His waist curved in, flaring out into hips that seemed unnaturally wide from his forty-plus years as a man. He ran a hand over the curve of his rear, the softness shocking him each time. His tummy had never been that small.

		Slowly, he cupped one breast.

		It filled his hand completely—warm, full, and pleasantly soft. No stretch marks. No sag. Just perky and perfect. He squeezed gently, marveling at the way the flesh yielded, springy and sensitive under his fingers. His other hand joined in, brushing his thumb over the nipple. A sharp intake of breath escaped him. The nipple hardened instantly.

		Being a girl hadn’t changed his orientation.

		This body was still hot. And he could touch whatever he wanted.

		He peeled off the panties next, letting them drop to the carpet. He stared at himself—at the gentle lines of his collarbone, the swells of his chest, the soft, shaved lips between his legs. He was lightheaded, trembling, his thoughts starting to blur as a slow pulse built down in the place of his new anatomy, an increasing throb burning indistinctly.

		It felt familiar. But seeing as how there was no erection, he didn’t immediately identify the sensation as arousal.

		He brushed along his folds. Delicate at first, then firmer, dragging his fingertip across the slick edge of his new sex.

		Just exploring…

		He reasoned to himself that he shouldn’t be scared of it. For the time being, it belonged to him. Same way his new breasts did. And if he explored more of that warm, moistening place below, he’d better understand how to be more confident in this body.

		The heat was undeniable now. His knees buckled slightly. The next breath that released from his lungs sounded almost like a moan.

		Mark walked to the bed and spread himself out on the freshly washed sheets, his hand still exploring. Then deeper. Deeper…
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		The locker room buzzed with post-game energy as the Whittendale cheer squad peeled off their socks and shook out their ponytails. Mark—as a very tired and sore Maya—sat on the bench as the adrenaline from the four quarters still wore off. He’d played a variety of sports throughout school, but he’d never had to electrify the crowd, dance, yell, and keep spirits high. He had spent the last two hours bouncing, clapping, flipping, and shouting encouragement until he was hoarse.

		Whittendale had won their opening game on a final drive.

		And while he hadn’t been out there in football pads, he felt like he had contributed to the victory. Being a cheerleader had mattered, somehow. They had all mattered. And the rush of performing in front of hundreds of screaming fans while being half-naked, jiggling, and completely on display was overwhelming—but not entirely unpleasant.

		“Those basket tosses were fire,” said Alina, tugging off one sneaker.

		“Yeah, and those herkies were perfect,” added Jo, tossing her hair back and wiping her sweaty face with a clean towel. “Especially you, Tess.”

		Tess grinned and bumped hips with Jo. “You weren’t so bad yourself. And can we talk about our base girl? Maya killed it today.”

		The others agreed that the new girl had performed well, especially given her lack of practice. And Mark felt the same pride of being an integral part of the team as if he were still a gymnast. But tonight was more important, because his daughter was on that team. He had helped her not only keep her dreams alive but also achieve success.

		Fatherhood had never felt so great.

		“You really did great,” Tess said, sitting beside him. “Seriously. The chanting. Pyramids. Tosses. Halfway through the game, I completely forgot who you really were.”

		Mark chuckled breathlessly. “Your old man’s still got a knack for this kind of thing. But I might need to sit in some ice for a while.”

		She hugged him. He hugged her back.

		Sweaty and exhausted, he had never felt closer to her.

		“I’ll meet you out front,” she said, helping to remove his bows and taking out the rubber band making his ponytail. “I’m gonna stay up past my bedtime and eat ice cream, and you can’t stop me.”

		“Save me a scoop, kiddo,” Mark said.

		The group slowly began to disperse, laughter echoing off the tiled walls as girls drifted toward the showers or out of the locker room entirely. Mark lingered at his locker, being the decent middle-aged man in a room of college-aged ladies in various states of undress. He fiddled with his locker’s contents to pass the time, organizing his hygiene products, clothing, and even taping up a photo of the Whittendale cheer squad—which featured Maya next to Tess, their arms wrapped around each other.

		To the world, they were just friendly cousins.

		To him and his daughter, it was so much more.

		He actually got a little emotional and had to wipe a tear from his eye. He blamed the wetness on his new body’s hormones, but his masculinity wasn’t wounded in the slightest.

		As the last of the girls left, he figured it was his turn.

		After soaking in his own sweat all night, the crop top had practically stuck to his skin, the damp fabric clinging to every curve. Peeling it off took effort; it stretched and resisted like it had fused with his flesh. The sports bra underneath was even worse—soaked through, sagging, and clammy. Tugging it off was like unwrapping himself from wet gauze. As it came free, he hissed quietly and rubbed at the red pressure lines it left behind along his ribs and shoulders, his skin pink and sensitive to the touch.

		Everything hurt in strange new places. His inner thighs were dotted with the faint shadows of bruises, the telltale signs of tumbles and tight grips from his teammates. One on his upper arm was darkening visibly by the second. But nothing compared to his breasts—those heavy, over-sensitive pillows of flesh that had been bounced, jostled, and squeezed all evening. The soreness was deep, like they’d taken punches, and he couldn’t help but cradle them for a moment, letting his palms soothe them with gentle pressure. His soles stung too, the fatigue pooling in his arches despite the athletic-grade cheer shoes.

		With a groan, he slipped down his briefs. The waistband peeled away from his sweaty hips, and the cool locker room air slid against his flushed, damp skin like a much-wanted caress. He shivered involuntarily, his nipples pebbling instantly as goosebumps spread everywhere. He felt completely enveloped in a sticky, humid cloud.

		Fully nude, he padded silently toward the tiled entrance of the showers. He turned the handle and stepped into the warm spray. The first blast of water was a shock, then a blessing. He tilted his head back, letting the stream pour over his scalp and run down his neck, chest, and belly. The heat coaxed a low moan from his throat as it cascaded down his spine, snaking between his shoulder blades and trailing along the small of his back before splitting over the full, rounded swell of his rear.

		Then a voice behind him said: “Don’t mind me. Just hopping in too.”

		Mark spun slightly, heart instantly leaping into his throat.

		There stood Carla, a towel pinched around her torso. Without hesitation, she let the towel fall away and stepped into the shower next to him.

		His eyes widened. His hands—full of soap bubbles—completely froze.

		Her body was stunning, and his guilt as a married man surged as he saw her toned, athletic figure on full display. Her breasts were firm and high, nipples dark and proudly erect. Her waist tapered into a taut, defined core, her hips flared gracefully into long, sculpted legs that flexed and rippled. And between those muscular thighs—his eyes darted, lingered—was a neatly trimmed strip of hair, barely a veil that revealed the delicate folds of her womanhood.

		“God, my thighs are killing me,” she said, reaching for the body wash. “Feels like I went all night with a man. Know what I mean, Maya?”

		Mark gulped and gave a nervous chuckle, trying to avert his eyes but finding them embarrassingly magnetized. “Uh, yeah, s-sure. Been there before.”

		The cheer captain smiled. She turned away, hips swaying, her back arching slightly as she squirted out a generous amount of gel onto her palms. Starting at her shoulders, she lathered the soap slowly over her arms, her strokes long and indulgent. Then her hands swept over her breasts in wide circles, scrubbing until her nipples gleamed through the bubbles. Her fingers slipped down her flat belly, and then lower—soaping her hips, inner thighs, and everything in between with deliberate care. Every time she twisted, he caught another glimpse of her toned figure in motion: the taut plane of her stomach, the slight jiggle of her breasts, the curve of her bubbly rear.

		Mark tried to focus on his own body, his own scrubbing—but his eyes betrayed him again and again. He was so scared that he considered turning the water off and just running. Not that Carla was any kind of monster, but…

		If there was a god, this was a major test.

		He reflexively reached for his wedding ring, only to remember it wasn’t there. It hadn’t fit since the transformation.

		Carla pushed out more soap onto her hands. “Let me wash your back, Maya,” she said.

		“W-what?” Mark stammered.

		“Sorry, I forgot you’re new. The squad does it for each other all the time. Easier to get those hard-to-reach places, you know?”

		He hesitated. Every instinct told him to politely decline. But her tone was so nonchalant, so relaxed—and he didn’t want to seem weird or off. And was it true? Did the girls wash each other all the time? It sounded ridiculous, but he was a man with barely any knowledge of what went on in girls’ locker rooms.

		“Uh… sure,” he muttered.

		Before he could rethink it, Carla was behind him, already working a thick lather of body wash between her palms. Her hands touched his back. She started at his shoulders, using long, slow motions that glided over his sore muscles and down along his spine. Then her hands spread lower, circling along his sides and then falling over the curves of his hips. Then they converged on his rear. She took her time there, kneading softly, spreading the slippery suds over each cheek. Her fingers pressed in just enough to make him flinch, not from pain, but from the humiliating intimacy of it. This hygienic assistance sure felt like she was squeezing and groping him!

		Then her mouth was near his ear.

		“I know you’re a lesbian,” she whispered. “The way your eyes look around at your teammates when their undressing? And you have to wait until everyone’s gone before you take your shower? I noticed immediately.”

		Mark’s throat closed up. He was simultaneously hot and shivering.

		Carla’s hands slid forward from his hips, creeping over his waist and up to his chest. Unannounced and unapologetically, she began to gently lather the undersides of his breasts, lifting them slightly with her palms as she massaged the foam over his feminine assets. The sensation made Mark shudder. But her hands kept moving, now cupping each breast delicately as her thumbs swept over his nipples, teasing them to hardness.

		And then she was washing his lower navel…

		“I’m not,” his voice rasped. “Not a…lesbian, I mean.”

		The captain’s hands barely slowed. “Just Tess’s cousin from Miami. Who attended a college that doesn’t exist. What a peculiar story.”

		“But—it did exist, but it closed down.”

		“I had you pegged for a lesbian, Maya, and my bisexual gaydar is never wrong. If you’re not a lesbian, I feel like you’re hiding something. Just like how you have no TikTok or social media page at all. Well, not under the name you’re using.”

		Mark felt like he was going to explode. He had thought his disguise and cover story were adequate. They were just college girls. And—no offense to Gen Z—he couldn’t have imagined one looking underneath his lies so quickly.

		If the truth was found out, he’d be gone. No more team. No more happy daughter.

		“Okay,” he panted. “You got me. I’m…totally such a huge lesbian. But you know how it is in some schools. I’m afraid of being open about it.”

		Carla’s fingers trailed lower again, coming just shy of rubbing his private parts—as suds trickled across his hot, pulsing lower lips. Then she grabbed him by the shoulders and whipped him around.

		“Well,” she said, “if you’re such a huge lesbian, Maya…maybe you should get down on your knees and prove it.”

		Mark’s stomach dropped. He blinked at her, mouth dry, unable to respond. But Carla didn’t back down. She simply leaned against the shower wall, lifting one leg slightly, exposing herself even more fully—and his hidden male desires drew his eyes straight down to her womanhood. Tight. Tan. Peeking out from the strip of her damp pubic hair, the delicate folds glistened, tempting him with their soft slickness.

		His heart pounded. His hands trembled.

		I can’t, he told himself.

		Carla smiled more. It was a knowing smile, sharp and carnal. Like she knew who he really was and was toying with him for her own filthy amusement. But maybe he was reading into her expression too much? Or maybe not enough? Or he was completely paranoid?

		Slowly, Mark lowered himself to his knees.

		He stared, utterly humiliated. But undeniably aroused.

		Tentatively, he leaned forward. The scent of her filled his nose—clean and fresh, but laced with an earthy, female scent that curled deep into his brain and weakened his knees. His conscience retreated, shriveling somewhere far off, until he could barely register what he was doing as his lips brushed her inner thigh, damp with heat.

		For Tess, he told himself. For her.

		His mouth neared her womanhood, and with a nervous breath, he finally got in there. His tongue slithered around awkwardly, barely brushing those slick, swollen folds, and with none of the focused desire he used on his wife. He told himself that if he barely tried, he’d be free of guilt. But Carla gave a dissatisfied hum; she grabbed his head and pulled him closer, until his face was mashed full-on into her soaked, demanding pussy. He lapped his tongue slowly upward along her slit and even her prominent clitoris, feeling her body twitch faintly in response. Humiliated but committed to not blowing his cover, he pressed in deeper, circling and tracing with the tip of his tongue, trying to be thorough.

		Thoroughness was usually the key. His wife appreciated it. Although he’d never gotten her off with just his mouth before…

		Carla tapped the back of his head. “You, a lesbian? I’m starting to think you’re blind. If you were a real lesbian, you’d be blasting my clit. You do know what a clit is, Maya?”

		His face flushed deeper. He repositioned, focused, and began to suckle and flick with more purpose, driving his tongue into rhythmic, deliberate patterns against that swollen nub.

		Do women really just want their clit played with? Mark wondered.

		As a man in his forties, he had believed he understood women’s bodies. But now, face buried in Carla’s glistening folds, he felt like he was going back to school.

		Carla’s grip tightened in his damp hair as she moaned above him. “That’s more like it. You like disobeying so you can be told what to do. I get it…”

		Mark’s mouth moved faster, tongue flattening and dragging in long, lust-heavy slides across her increasingly wet slit. He sucked gently, then harder, working her clit with rising confidence, wrapping his lips snugly around that engorged, slick little button. Each flick sent little quivers rippling through Carla’s core, her gasps building into ragged, breathy whimpers as her toned legs began to tremble around his ears. Her juices slicked his chin, warm and thick, and he swallowed it greedily, barely pausing for breath.

		And then—without realizing when—his hand drifted between his own legs.

		His fingers brushed the front of his slick pussy, and his whole body jolted. It was like a static shock—sharp and hitting his body all at once. His thighs pressed together as he cupped himself and felt the molten, insistent need pulsing there, so hot it almost hurt. Every nerve was on fire. It felt maddeningly perfect to give in, to slip a finger inside and help the pleasure bloom.

		Mark gasped, the sensation white-hot and immediate. His finger slid in effortlessly, welcomed by soaked, velvety walls that clenched around him. His hips rocked forward instinctively, and his breath hitched as the spongy heat sucked him deeper. His moans were lost between Carla’s legs as he kept eating her out, tongue tracing, circling, and teasing her clitoris relentlessly.

		And Carla ground her hips harder against his face.

		They were both moaning. Both leaking.

		Mark could barely think. His fingers pumped in and out of his slick opening with a frantic rhythm. Filling himself sent waves of pleasure through his core, blossoming outward in sweet, delightful pulses. He whimpered against Carla’s slit, dizzy from the smell, the taste, the heat building deep inside.

		“God,” she squealed. “You are a lesbian, Maya.”

		Then Carla’s grip tightened on his scalp—just as her body locked above him. With a sharp cry, her thighs clamped down and her hips bucked, grinding against his mouth as she came with a fierce, liquid rush. Her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him there while her climax rocked through her, moans bouncing off the shower tiles.

		Mark’s eyes widened as his mouth was flooded with the cheer captain’s climactic juices, squirting through his lips and onto his tongue. But he didn’t pull away. He licked and sucked until her shudders slowed, and her hold on his hair softened.

		He felt…dizzy. Confused.

		Releasing the suction made his lips pop off with a wet smack.

		Carla petted his soaked hair. “I think you’re my new favorite team member,” she said, rinsing herself off one last time and wrapping herself in a towel.

		He watched her ass as it sauntered away.

		Mark stopped fingering himself and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “What the hell have I gotten myself into?”
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		Two weeks later, the backyard of Mark’s modest suburban home was the setting for a scantily clad cheer squad, a freshly skimmed swimming pool, and an array of cool refreshments glittering in the sun. Dressed in one of his daughter’s bikinis that hugged every curve, he stood near the patio door with a pitcher of lemonade in one hand and a pair of sunglasses perched on his forehead, doing his best to keep a clear mind.

		It had been Tess's idea to invite the whole team over for a chill day to celebrate after two football games and a competition. Despite the persistent nerves that came with wearing a skimpy uniform and bending his borrowed body in front of thousands of screaming fans, the routines had gone off without a hitch. Mark had more or less found his rhythm as a cheerleader—and learned the hard way that the aches and pains were a daily reality, even when he didn’t pull a muscle or twist an ankle. It brought back memories of his gymnast days, and he had newfound respect for his daughter’s strength and resilience, especially the way she iced her knees so casually each week.

		He’d also grown surprisingly fond of these girls—not just in a protective, paternal way, but as one of them. With their help, he’d learned to braid his hair, started a TikTok account, and friended a whole cluster of cheerleaders across the state. He picked up their memes and slang in text messages. When he forgot to bring a sports bra—an unforgivable blunder, but also a sign that having tits was starting to feel second-nature—he hadn’t gone to Tess. Instead, he’d borrowed one from Jo, who cheerfully lent him one from her gym bag without hesitation. He’d even picked up tips on shaving, lotioning, and exfoliating. Not that he wanted any of that…

		And after a grueling week of cheer practice and remote design work, lounging poolside in the sun with his new friends felt damn near heavenly.

		“Tess,” he called, passing by with the lemonade. “Sweetheart, your top is riding a little low. Just…maybe tug it up a bit?”

		She rolled her eyes. “Seriously? We’re all wearing bikinis.”

		“Just help your old man feel better. You never know which neighborhood boys are hiding behind fences with binoculars.”

		Alina overheard and giggled. “Maya, you sound like my mom.”

		“Guilty. I was raised by nuns.”

		“In Miami?”

		“Yes. Cuban nuns. You don’t mess with Cuban nuns.”

		He moved to the patio table and began setting out plates of fruit and snacks, carefully monitoring portions. He wanted everyone to have fun, but he also wanted them to eat healthy. Those tight, toned cheerleader bodies didn’t maintain themselves, and he knew all too well the gut that would be waiting for him once his stay in Maya’s body was over. He grimaced at the memory of belly flab and love handles.

		Someone popped open a Sprite a little too quickly, and a splash of soda shot across a lounge chair..

		“Hey, that chair was two hundred—nevermind, I got it.”

		He dabbed the spill, then handed out drinks and patrolled the group like a doting camp counselor. He made sure everyone had enough sunscreen, even catching Tess and squirting a fresh line onto her sun-warmed shoulders and rubbing it in.

		“Dad—ugh—Maya, I can do it myself. You’re treating me like a kid.”

		“When we went to the beach over the summer, you missed a spot and peeled like a banana. I’m just making sure you got enough, sweetheart.”

		Afterward, he lounged while someone’s Bluetooth speaker played the squad’s favorites, enjoying the sight of his long, smooth legs and painted toenails. After this long of being Maya, his hands adjusted his bikini top almost absentmindedly, just making sure those squishy girls were adequately secure and comfortable.

		He must’ve drifted off for a bit.

		Because next thing he knew, Tess was tapping his leg. “Maya. Cannonball contest. Come on.”

		Mark let out a protesting snort. “What? Honey, I’m relaxing.”

		But all the other girls had gathered around the diving board, and he realized he was being the party pooper. So he put on a smile and got up to join them.

		Everyone was egging each other on as they lined up. Alina went first, shrieking mid-jump and landing with a modest splash. Jo followed with a quick turn, knees hugged to her chest and landing lopsided.

		“My turn!” Tess shouted, launching herself into the air with that natural cheerleader flair. She nailed a herkie mid-jump before tucking in and crashing into the water with a spectacular spray.

		Mark stood nervously at the edge while his teammates gestured and jokingly called him a chicken. The things I do for my daughter, he thought.

		He leapt.

		Sploosh.

		The wave was bigger than he expected, but he had no time to process it—because the moment he hit the water, the force tugged his bikini top loose. It floated up beside him like a jellyfish while his bare breasts bobbed freely. Eyes wide and bubbles gushing from his mouth, he frantically grabbed at the runaway top, clutching it to his chest and wrestling the straps into place underwater with trembling hands.

		When he broke the surface, still adjusting the top, the girls were already cheering.

		“Hell yeah, Maya!”

		And like a team, they all high-fived.

		After toweling off, Mark made a sneaky exit and slipped into the kitchen. He had vowed not to open his alcohol cabinet while masquerading as a college girl, but the last two weeks had been a nonstop blur of psychological whiplash—he felt he deserved a small reward. The quiet privacy was delicious, the murmur of water and laughter outside replaced by the low clink of ice in his glass. He mixed a simple cocktail and sipped slowly, letting the sharp warmth of vodka and cool citrus juice trickle down his throat. He realized, well after beginning to put liquor into his belly, that his new body might have a lower tolerance. He decided to take smaller sips.

		Then he heard the floorboards creak upstairs.

		That was weird.

		Rebecca wasn’t home. And the cheer squad was outside. All of them—he could see them through the window.

		No. All but one.

		Where was Clara? He’d seen her briefly earlier.

		Setting his drink down, Mark went upstairs with a few droplets of water still following him. Everything seemed normal in the hallway and beyond—but that changed when he entered the master bedroom.

		His jaw nearly hit the floor.

		There, on his bed—his and his wife’s bed—was a naked man tied at the wrists and ankles to the bedposts, his broad chest rising and falling and his cock fully hard, standing proud and twitching against his stomach. Mark blinked a few times before he recognized him: that was Jax. The football team’s quarterback! A million mysteries ran through his mind in a flash, until he scanned the room and all those mysteries clicked into place.

		Clara was adjusting a strap on a sheer black lace teddy that was unmistakably Rebecca’s, pilfered from the drawer where all her intimate pieces lived. The way that delicate lace clung to her toned body and contrasted with her short, tousled hair made for a dangerously sexy vision.

		“Oh, hey, Maya,” she said, catching his reflection in the mirror with a casual smirk. “Don’t mind me. The party outside was a bore. I brought another friend over. And Tess’s mom has some bitchin’ lingerie. Kind of dusty and wrinkled though. Dad probably doesn’t put out.”

		Still dumbfounded, Mark stared at the absurd, obscene tableau in front of him while on the brink of having a furious outburst.

		Instead, he took a few breaths and cooled his reaction. “Okay, what the hell is this…”

		“That? A man. Typically low IQ but acceptably attractive. He has a 2.6 GPA and loves having his balls punched repeatedly.”

		Jax: “You know it, baby.”

		Mark threw his hands up. They flailed, then dropped to his hips in sheer exasperation. “This room…this is off-limits. You can’t just be up here. My—Tess’s mom and dad did not give you permission to turn their bedroom into your own personal sex dungeon.”

		Carla smiled. “Come on, Maya. You’re so uptight and dramatic. No one needs to be a narc. And from what I saw in the shower, you’re into freaky shit. Or… are you not the kind of girl I saw back then? Because sometimes I’m confused.” She sauntered around the room in her stolen lingerie, her eyes flicking from the bed to the walls to the details that filled the space. She picked up a framed photo from the nightstand—one of the whole family during a vacation to the coast, years ago. “Cute. Where is her dad at, anyway? He used to show up to all the games, but I haven’t seen him.” She set the photo down. “No longer cares about her hobbies, I guess.”

		Mark squinted at her. And the question that clawed at the inside of his skull was: does she know?

		His blood was boiling. He wanted to kick her out. Hell, he wanted to call the athletic administration and get her removed from the cheer squad or even suspended.

		Carla opened a bedside drawer. “Oh, look at that. Mom’s vibrator. Dad really isn’t keeping her satisfied.” She slipped it back inside and closed the drawer with a smirk.

		Mark clenched his hands into fists.

		Without the cheer captain, there was no cheerleading team.

		She came around the bed, flaunting that lingerie like she owned the whole damn house. “Well, if you’re not leaving, I assume you’re staying, Maya. And you know I want to see your tight body in some of this neglected lingerie. You need it. Because then we’re gonna pulverize Jax’s balls until he jizzes.”

		Mark turned his attention to the quarterback, trying to ignore the erect cock. “Is this consensual?” he asked.

		“Of course,” Jax said, cheerful. “These ropes are barely tied.”

		“Criticizing my knots?” Carla chimed in. “My fists yearn for testicle implosion.” She was already back at the dresser, flipping through Rebecca’s collection of silks and lace—the sort of garments only intended for private moments. She pulled out a dark red corset with a matching lace thong—one of the kinkier sets from the days when Mark and Rebecca had been more energetic. “Mm, this should look good on you.”

		Oh God, get me out of this.

		No such miracle happened.

		So, to avoid raising Carla’s suspicion of his identity even further, he took the garments. First, he untied his bikini top. It slipped down his arms and dropped to the floor, leaving his full, soft breasts bare. He caught Carla watching with a glint of amusement, but he’d gotten more comfortable about undressing in front of his teammates, so nudity wasn’t really a big issue anymore. He slid the matching bottoms down next, trying to maintain what little dignity he could, though the silky lingerie dangling in front of him made it feel impossible.

		The panties went on first. They hugged him tight, just as they had hugged his wife—cupping his mound with little subtlety and flossing hard between his ass cheeks. The corset followed. He turned so Carla could lace it. She took her time. The tension drew tighter with every tug of the strings, and when she finally finished, his waist was dramatically cinched and his breasts thrust so high they nearly touched his chin.

		“Oh fuck,” Jax groaned. “I’ve never had two at once. This is gonna be the best day of my life.”

		“Shut up, male scum,” Carla snapped. “I’m gonna mangle your nuts so hard I’ll leave behind a cunt.”

		The quarterback whimpered—a sound more eager than afraid.

		“Wanna know how men should be treated?” Carla asked Mark. Without another word, the cheer captain drew back her fist and delivered a sharp, practiced punch directly into Jax’s balls. Jax let out a strangled cry—but it wasn’t pain that echoed in his voice. It was warped pleasure. He arched his back, ropes pulling tight, his face contorting into an expression of blissed-out ecstasy.

		Mark flinched anyway, wondering if he was witnessing torture.

		Carla flexed her fingers and threw another blow, this one lower—right into the taint. The wet smack of her knuckles rang through the room like a slap of raw meat.

		Mark stared, hands still hovering around his corseted waist, stunned at the obscene spectacle. Was this really what passed for sexual thrills nowadays? In his day, doing it doggy-style was considered edgy. Now college girls were punching quarterbacks in the balls.

		Carla paced slowly around the bed, trailing a fingertip over Jax’s chest one moment, then slamming her palm between his legs the next. “You’re so utterly useless,” she sneered. “Everything you’ve ever had came from throwing a ball and flexing your muscles. You think that makes you worth anything?” Smack. “What matters is you submitting yourself to me. Having a real woman take control while you lie there like a stupid animal.” Smack. “This—right here—is what men like you are good for. Dumb, horny, and eager to be told they’re pathetic. No brains. Just cum.” Smack.

		Mark hadn’t moved. In fact, his mind hadn’t formed a cohesive thought in over a minute.

		Jax’s reddened balls shook as the jock writhed in pleasure.

		Carla stepped back and extended a hand toward Mark. “Your turn, Maya.”

		Mark blinked. “What?”

		“Come on. Give a man what he deserves. Or climb on top and ride him. I don’t mind a good dick now and then,” she added. “But be honest—don’t you just want to punish something? Men fucked the whole world up, and now you’ve got the power to hit back. Aren’t men awful?” And again there was that smirk, like she could see right through his Swap Mate disguise.

		I think I’m gonna need a therapist after this semester, he thought.

		Mark walked toward the bed, staring at the jock’s persistently hard—and now leaking—cock. He looked down at his fist, and then at the spot already on its way to forming a large bruise. Jax’s cock twisted slightly as its owner looked on, squirming in anticipation, his hips twitching unconsciously.

		And then Mark launched his fist out.

		Smack.

		Jax trembled, and his cock squirted out another pulse of shiny pre-cum. “Oh, baby, yes.”

		Mark continued to be confused.

		Carla leaned alongside him. “More. Imagine being able to do this to all men’s balls. Isn’t it so hot? And deep down, men are the real sluts. Just begging to be fucked, and—look at him—he’s nothing now. Just a wiggling vessel of semen, hopelessly a slave to his own manhood, struggling to even remember how to form a sentence because he can’t stop thinking about breeding every woman on the planet. And that’s the power we have.”

		Mark shook his head. “I…that’s…”

		He thought back to his daughter’s bad breakup during high school. The jerk had taken her out to multiple restaurants without paying, made condescending remarks about her cheerleading, openly slept with other girls at the same time, and dumped Tess with a one-sentence text message that had been mostly emojis. Mark had known the guy was bad news from the beginning, even before the proof, but life was tough for young women. Sometimes, a smile and a little charm were enough for a man to slip past defenses. Sometimes, it was enough, even with the lies, the cheating…

		Enough to just get away from the burden of the world. Enough to be hope. Before wrecking it all.

		Mark clenched his fist tighter and hammered it into Jax’s balls again. “Fuck you,” he erupted. “Fuck you…you fucking jerks…for ruining the lives of women, for trying to be charming but really being a piece of shit underneath all those pretty muscles!” Smack. Smack. “You can throw a football into the endzone? You can lift weights? You drive a car with a loud exhaust? So what!” And then he just let go and started punching, over and over, each blow faster than the last. “Fuck! Off!”

		Spit bubbled out of Jax’s mouth as he jolted from every strike, pre-cum dumping steadily from his cock. Pain and pleasure twisted through his throat in a constant, strangled moan.

		That was when Carla stepped in. While Mark raised his arm again, she moved behind him—one hand snaking around his waist, the other sliding low. Her fingers slipped beneath the edge of his lace panties and teased along his cleft. He gasped, frozen—but when one finger gently pressed and slid into his slick, swollen entrance, he didn’t stop her.

		She whispered into his ear: “Fuck, you’re so wet. You love this.”

		As her hand pumped, he turned. And when he saw her lips, he dove in to meet them with his own, not wanting to take a pause long enough for even a breath…
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		The final play finished, and the stadium erupted. Whittendale had pulled off an uncontested win—by over twenty points—on Homecoming night, but the celebration was like they had won a championship. The late-evening air buzzed with cheers, horns, and the rhythmic stamp of feet on the bleachers. Confetti cannons fired into the sky, showering the field with bursts of maroon and silver.

		Mark—fully immersed in his Maya persona—stood with his pom-poms raised, panting and flushed. His chest heaved, breasts rising and falling beneath a sweat-soaked sports bra after four quarters of constant motion. His legs burned, his arms tingled, and he had never felt more electric. Around him, the cheer squad squealed and bounced, forming a tight circle along the sideline. He was swept into a current of celebration—warm, sweaty, half-bouncing embraces that pressed bodies together with no hesitation. Someone’s arms wrapped tightly around his waist. He laughed—giddy, breathless, alive.

		There’d been camaraderie in gymnastics twenty years ago, but nothing like this—where every member mattered, and being a strong team meant giving more than a hundred percent all the time. His body ached, and he knew it would keep aching through the weekend, but it was so worth it.

		Tess practically tackled him in a hug, still laughing and beaming. “That was amazing! That was the best performance we’ve ever had!”

		Mark held her tightly, overwhelmed with warmth—not just from exertion, but from seeing her so excited, so radiant. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips glossy, her ponytail still swaying from the final cheer. She looked stunning under the stadium lights: makeup flawless, glitter shining in the corners of her eyes. For a moment, it stunned him. His daughter was beautiful beyond words.

		“You were amazing out there,” he said, his voice catching slightly. “Seriously, Tess. I’m so proud of you.”

		“Thanks for being there for me…Maya. It means everything.”

		Of course, the crowd cared more about the football team—as was typically the case—but within the cheer squad, hardly anyone and anything else mattered. Just their performance.

		Jo wrapped Mark in a quick hug next, then tugged him toward the line of players to pose for a post-game photo. Tess joined in, sandwiching herself between them, grinning from ear to ear. The flash went off. Cheers rippled through the squad.

		He even hugged Carla, whose smile hinted at something more than teammate satisfaction. She whacked his butt with a pom-pom. “Not bad for the new girl,” she said.

		“Maya, you're officially one of us now,” Alina said.

		For the first time in a long time, Mark had to hold back tears of joy.

		The cheer team, players, and spectators began to scatter, some heading toward the lockers, others drifting toward the sidelines where families gathered in small, excited clusters. Mark and Tess meandered together toward the edge of the field, still giddy, still recounting flips, jumps, and chants. The adrenaline in Mark’s limbs had begun to fade, but in its place was a warmth—deeper than just post-game exertion. His thighs tingled. His whole body buzzed. It was like a runner’s high, but richer, fuller, and wrapped around every nerve. If he jumped again, he wasn’t sure he’d come back down to Earth.

		Waiting near the gate was Rebecca, smiling with pride.

		“You were so amazing, darling!” she said as Tess ran up to her.

		Mark followed, grinning. No matter what his body looked like, the energy inside him was unambiguous—and as he opened his arms, he did what he always did with his beautiful wife. He leaned in to kiss her.

		Rebecca stiffened and pushed him away gently but firmly. “Mark,” she said under her breath, mindful of the people nearby, “I told you. Not while you’re like this. You’re Tess’s cousin, nothing more.”

		He blinked. “Sorry. I just—I mean, it was a reflex.” He rubbed his naked ring finger, searching again for the symbol of their bond.

		Rebecca nodded, but her smile was cautious. “Of course.”

		As she and their daughter held hands, Mark felt too embarrassed even for that. He nervously rubbed his sweaty thighs and fidgeted with his ponytail, all his post-game enthusiasm hitting a solid brick wall.

		“You two go on ahead,” he said, waving toward the parking lot. “I’m gonna stick around and help pick up gear.”

		“You sure, Dad?” Tess asked.

		He nodded. “Of course. I’ll catch a ride. And save me some of that ice cream, sweetheart.”

		When they were gone, Mark wandered back toward the football field, the bright stadium lights casting long shadows on the turf. The noise had thinned into the background—occasional shouts, the distant blast of a car horn. He bent down to scoop up a stray pom-pom, then collected a few abandoned water bottles and dropped them into a trash bag. The small tasks kept his hands busy, but his mind was spinning.

		He tried not to think about anything.

		He was just Maya. College newcomer. Aspiring cheerleader. Trash picker-upper. Single.

		While gathering a stack of cones, someone above him cleared their throat. Then: “Not feeling like a party girl tonight, huh?”

		Mark snapped his head up. There she was—Clara, practically the devil in this strange new life—lying sideways across the lower bleacher row, one leg bent, a Twizzler dangling from the corner of her mouth. Her jacket was open, showing off her sweat-streaked cheer outfit.

		He shrugged. “I’m just not a party person.”

		“Why not? It’s the perfect night for fun. I bet there’s a football player out there who’d love to rail you while you shake those tits like pom-poms. Unless…” She bit off the Twizzler tip. “Unless you’ve got a family already.”

		Yeah, I’m not surprised, Mark thought, knowing that the cheer captain had been suspicious of him since the beginning. If anything, it was a relief. She must’ve known for a while, and yet she’d kept it to herself, letting him go on pretending to be a cheerleader.

		Clara swung her legs down. “Totally made-up story. Tess’s dad wasn’t at the pool party or any of her games. And just when the program was on life support, Tess magically had a cousin. Wasn’t hard to connect the dots, daddy-o. Half my friends have tried Swap Mate anyway.” Her eyes scanned him up and down. “I’m jealous, you know? It’s more than my dad would ever do for me. So…good on you. A lot of girls don’t have fathers who care.”

		Mark nodded respectfully. “Thanks. So, as the cheer captain, does that mean you’re fine with this?”

		She shrugged. “Sure. Because there’s a whole lot more going on with you. And since I’m waiting for someone else to show up, you being here just made the night way more interesting…”

		Then Clara stood up, slowly, deliberately. Mark’s eyes dropped—and noticed something immediately. Her cheer skirt was bulging rather obscenely.

		What the hell…

		With one of her classic smirks, she hiked the bottom hem.

		Strapped tightly around her waist was a thick strap-on. Black. Shiny. Already glistening like it had been lubed and ready to use. She didn’t say a word about having it; she just walked down the steps with her skirt raised, the toy bobbing heavily with every footfall. Mark nervously looked around, but saw no one. She came all the way down onto the field and approached him.

		“Once I knew for sure who you were,” she said, “I found it really hot that you were pretending, and wondering what your elderly male mind must be feeling in that hot, tight, young female body. You did good. You had the others convinced.”

		“I’m not elderly…”

		“But everything about your disguise isn’t fake, Maya. It wasn’t fake in the shower. It wasn’t fake in your bedroom. Sometimes, I think you forget you’re pretending. And I’m starting to wonder if this is really about Tess, or if it’s about you…”

		Mark’s heart thudded in his chest. The pulsing between his legs swelled to a painful ache. He shivered from both the cool air and the waves of warmth caressing his body from within. And the friction of his two lives never felt more abrasive: his older mind in this youthful body, the love of his wife versus his illicit pleasures with the cheer captain. His knees buckled, and he imagined falling and just shattering into a hundred pieces. His hand lingered by the front of his skirt, one layer separating his fingers from his increasingly soaked briefs.

		Clara just smiled like she knew everything that was going through his head. “Who’s more important in your life right now?” she said, her hands encircling the base of her temptation. “Your wife? Or me?” And those lips stretched ever wider. “Who’s more fun? Who’s gonna make you feel good?”

		The ache in his body flared.

		He was going to explode. The pleasure of his body, the resistance of his mind—it was reaching a boiling point. But he remembered his wife’s words. You’re Tess’s cousin, nothing more. And in this body, he wasn’t her husband. He couldn’t even wear the ring.

		Inhibitions fell like dominoes.

		His feet moved. One step. Two steps. Like a drooling zombie, he sank down onto his knees on the damp sideline grass, eyes stuck open and lips parted.

		The cheer captain’s smile turned indulgent. She loved ruining him.

		And Mark suddenly relished being ruined.

		Mentally, physically…

		Mark trembled as his fingers reached out, wrapping around the shaft’s base. It was heavier than he expected, having no personal experience with strap-on devices. He opened his mouth while the cock’s owner grabbed his ponytail. There was a power dynamic here that he scarcely understood, being a married man with a conventional sexual relationship, but his body felt it so vividly, and when he reached underneath his own skirt to rub himself, his pussy was absolutely gushing, his briefs adhering to his pulsing, swollen vulva.

		“That’s right,” Clara whispered.

		He took the toy into his mouth, slowly at first, his lips molding around its girth and smooth texture. It didn’t matter that it wasn’t real—its presence and thickness were enough to set off more switches throughout his female body. His nipples sprang out, his hips bucked, and that leaky hole between his legs began to need more than just his casual flicking and rubbing. His throat tightened, eyes fluttered shut. Clara moaned above him as he moved his head farther onto her thick rod, feeling it shove back toward his throat while her fingers tightened on the back of his head.

		His eyes darted around, confirming that the crowd and teams were long gone. There were only crickets now. It felt so naughty to do this in an open, public space, and the surrender made his trembling hand restlessly eager to get into his briefs. While bobbing his head slightly, he slid his fingers across his soaked mound and the sloppy mess of folds that he had always thought were a little confusing to navigate. From the female perspective, things were much simpler. His body screamed: hole! He plugged his hole with his index finger and started pumping right away. Next signal: clit! He swatted his thumb across his insta-moan button, flicking that engorged nub while his cocksucking efforts gained a vocal component.

		Back and forth he went, taking his throat to new territory.

		He hated himself.

		He loved himself.

		This girl—whatever her name was—was so hot, and how could he look this good without not giving in and doing what humans were supposed to do? How could he not play with his pussy? His tits? He was young again, and being horny was half the point. And had he really expected to be a cheerleader in a sexy outfit, doing splits, wearing panties and bras, and just live a platonic lifestyle?

		Clara didn’t let up. Her hands tightened on the back of his head. She started rocking her hips, shoving that lubed cock deeper against his throat, pushing him past his initial comfort zone. Mark choked, gagged—but held on, fighting his apprehension with the sheer pleasure from masturbating himself and wanting to fill his holes.

		He valued his wife-loving masculinity.

		But this body was just programmed a little differently…

		“Yes,” Clara groaned. “You’re living up to the cheerleader stereotype, daddy-o. Just another cock-hungry pom-pom girl.”

		Each thrust into his throat made his pussy clench tighter. Sucking her off made him feel gross and humiliated—and horny beyond reason. He was soaking himself, juice pouring out of his snatch around his quivering, thrusting fingers. And the harder the cheer captain bucked against his face—the more she used his mouth like a toy—the louder he moaned. His lips made repeated love to that sweet, slick phallus while his knees dug deeper into the grass, forming divots to leverage himself and fuck his face against her groin faster and harder.

		Then Clara let out a surprised grunt and stopped. Mark froze mid-suck with drool hanging off his chin.

		He noticed an observer in his periphery, and his worst fears all rushed to fill him with dread. Instead, it was Jax. Mark felt much less worried. The quarterback stood near the bleachers, in full uniform still, but his helmet off, sweaty blond hair tousled from the game. His eyes locked on the scene before him with a rather prominent bulge in his pants.

		“Man,” Clara sighed, “you’re late. If the quarterback says he wants to be facefucked at midfield around ten o’clock, I expect him to be here around ten o’clock.”

		“Sorry,” Jax apologized. “We were all celebrating.”

		“I’m the celebration that matters.”

		Meanwhile, Mark slipped his mouth off the cheer captain’s strap-on, wiping a huge gob of spit off his lips. His hand was still busy inside his briefs; he couldn’t bring himself to quit rubbing his slit.

		I still don’t understand Gen Z and their weird sexual dynamics, he thought. But he wasn’t complaining.

		Jax unlaced his turf-stained pants, tugging them down just enough for his cock to spring free—thick, veiny, glistening with a rope of pre-cum. Mark had always felt self-conscious about looking at other men’s penises, but here his eyes lingered and his nipples throbbed even more.

		But he wasn’t really in the mood to punch the guy’s junk again…

		Clara: “Get over there, Maya. Suck a real cock.”

		Mark inhaled so sharply that it made his chest hurt.

		But he didn’t complain. He crawled. It was the curiosity. The horniness. Anything. Everything. He was young, hot, wet. And his body felt incredible. So, reasonably, he identified the thing to make the night more incredible.

		His face entered the cloud of the football player’s sweaty musk, and his gaze stared down the length of the bobbing shaft. Mark’s lips parted, his tongue quivering in anticipation. And then it happened—flesh met flesh. The real thing slid into his mouth, hot, thick, and alive, twitching with young male desire as it pushed past his lips and sent pre-cum flowing down the back of his tongue. He gagged slightly, but caught himself; he sealed his lips and cheeks around the girth, encompassing the full length of it with as many of his nerve endings as possible.

		The texture shocked him. Silky skin stretched over rigid, veiny muscle, the taste salty and heady, more overwhelming than a lifeless toy. He wrapped his lips even tighter, pinching them to the limit of his capabilities while he sucked. Every vein throbbed across his tongue. Jax groaned above him, hand tightening in Mark’s ponytail as he fed more of that hard-on into his hungry, submissive mouth.

		His clit throbbed like a fire alarm. He rubbed it relentlessly, his body and spine undulating from the waves of pleasure exploding through him.

		This is so dirty, he thought. I’m a fucking married man!

		And yet his mouth stayed on that tasty cock.

		He moaned—loud and sloppy. He grabbed Jax’s legs, bringing him closer. He thrust his tits into the quarterback’s thighs, compressing himself into the space reserved for men’s cocks and balls, just pulling himself up in there and letting his head fling forward and backward in a greedy rhythm, not caring that the noises from his throat made him sound like a possessed demon.

		Where was this kind of fun when he was Tess’s age?

		It didn’t matter. He was having that fun now.

		And the more Jax bucked his hips, the more Mark’s throat began to relax. It felt like an invasion, his mouth being transformed and stretched into something else, and for a moment he feared these two things just weren’t compatible. But his lips stretched wider, his jaw opened more, and those inches kept slowly disappearing, and the deep pulsing of the jock’s manhood sank deeper into his neck.

		Mark’s eyes watered as his nose pressed into Jax’s pubic hair.

		His throat had surrendered. So did his pussy. He pumped three fingers into himself while saliva gushed freely from one end and juice from the other.

		One spasm became several, rippling through his body.

		It felt so degrading. And yet so rewarding.

		“All right, quarterback,” Clara said. She was standing to the side and watching the whole thing. “That was fun to see. But don’t forget—she’s a cheerleader. And beautiful cheerleaders like Maya deserved to get loved properly. Now, eat her the fuck out.”

		Jax pulled back, his slick cock slipping out of Mark’s well-used mouth with a lewd pop. Mark coughed, gasping, chest heaving with spit trails clinging to his chin. He felt like he needed a moment to relearn how to breathe.

		Clara stepped behind Jax and gave his firm ass a light slap. “Lose the pants, pretty boy. And—oh, you did wear a plug all game. Excellent.”

		Mark, in a daze, pulled himself to the nearest bench and spread himself out, his skirt already hiked up and his briefs askew from his rampant fingering. He could barely think straight. Everything except the primal needs of his body was lost in deep, swirling chaos.

		Jax knelt between Mark’s legs. Mark trembled as his briefs were relieved of their duty—although they’d failed their duty long ago.

		He let out a squeal as Jax leaned down and let loose his tongue, which swiped up the full length of Mark’s drenched, throbbing slit. Jax lapped at him hungrily, tongue swirling around Mark’s clit, then dipping down into his drenched entrance, then flattening against his folds before returning to that highly sensitive bundle of awesomeness. Mark’s back arched. His thighs trembled and tried to close, but Jax gripped them and held them apart, devouring his lady-parts with a licking, sucking assault.

		“Oh fuck,” Mark breathed, gripping his tits through his cheer uniform.

		The pleasure was immense. From his male perspective, he kept waiting to exceed his limit and ride the orgasmic explosion—but there wasn’t one yet. It just kept building. His body squirmed, his eyeballs throbbed, and the need for a climax lured him into a hornier, sluttier state of mind. Then his hands shot down to grab at Jax’s head, to pull him closer. His moans turned into desperate sobs.

		It was so amazing.

		It was so. Amazing.

		“Please,” he whimpered. “Someone—hnnggh—someone fuck me!”

		And then Clara struck.

		Jax jolted with a grunt as the cheer captain moved in behind him. Mark hadn’t been paying attention to her strap-on to see where it went, but he had an educated guess.

		“God!” the quarterback gasped, breaking momentarily from Mark’s pussy.

		“Oh no,” Clara said. “A cock in your ass not what you expected, tough guy? Give me some team spirit, or I’ll unleash all your naughty photos to every university email.”

		“Okay, okay.”

		Rather than seem terrified, Jax groaned happily and dove back to Mark’s exposed slit—with Clara now humping behind him.

		I don’t need to get involved in whatever’s going on with them, Mark thought. I’m just happy to be here.

		The chain of sensations was unbearable. Mark bucked his hips against Jax’s mouth, his hands wrenching hard on the edge of the bench, his body burning like a live wire. He hated that this moment easily surpassed the pleasure of his honeymoon, but then he started to not care that it did. He began to feel like he’d been born in the wrong body, made the wrong choices. Because this was definitely the right choice! And he never wanted it to stop.

		Luckily for him, it didn’t.

		Clara grabbed Jax by the hair and pulled his face away from Mark’s soaked folds. “Enough licking. Give her what she really wants,” she ordered. “Lift her up. Fuck her while I fuck you, scum.”

		Jax grunted, eyes wild with lust, and did as she said. With his athletic strength, he slid his arms under Mark and hoisted him off the bench. Mark gasped, his legs wrapping instinctively around Jax’s waist as his skirt flounced around his hips. His back arched as his slick pussy hovered over that erect, dripping cock. He had never felt so light, so nimble. And hugging a man like Jax wasn’t disgusting; it was hot, clinging his tingly, leaky body against all those muscles.

		The jock adjusted his grip, one arm hooked beneath Mark’s back, the other cupping under his thigh. Mark’s head lolled against his partner’s shoulder, panting in anticipation.

		“Fuck me,” Mark whispered, dazed and breathless.

		Jax pushed forward, burying himself inside with one deep stroke that split Mark open in a way he'd never felt before—so searingly intimate that his four decades as a man couldn’t have prepared him for. Or prepared anyone. A whimper escaped him, high and sharp. He felt invaded and full, inches of thick cock pulsing inside his writhing body. His pussy, slick and eager, clenched down hard on that huge male member, trying to adjust to the sudden stretch. It felt impossibly big. Too much. And yet, not enough.

		His fingernails carved into Jax’s shoulder as his thighs trembled and tightened around the football player’s waist. He sucked in air through his teeth, chest heaving, boobs mashed against Jax’s sweat-slicked jersey.

		His voice cracked higher with need: “Oh God. Please.” He didn’t know what he was begging for. Forgiveness? A way out? More? Everything was so mixed up, but only in his head. Not his body. His body had one simple desire.

		Jax thrust slow, drawing out every inch before pushing back in. Mark gasped, eyes fluttering as new nerves lit up with each pass. The pressure, the stretch, the wet friction of flesh—it overwhelmed him. It was so much more than sex ever should be. And his inner walls involuntary clung to that thick shaft, trying to milk it with every thrust.

		He could feel every ridge, every throb, as the cock drove into him again and again, implanting against his tender cervix, sending strong shudders through his belly. He started actually sobbing, shedding tears of happiness and smiling because there was nothing else he could do. It was just unreal and beyond any sensation he’d ever felt.

		And with Clara fucking Jax, it drove Mark's pussy down even harder onto the cock impaling him.

		For most of it, Mark kept his eyes closed as he clutched the jock’s shoulders and held on, getting pummeled into endless bliss. When he opened his eyes, he saw the cheer captain at the end of this three-way train. Clara leaned in and licked Mark’s cheek before claiming his mouth in a hot, sloppy kiss.

		“You like this, new girl?”

		Mark moaned, body writhing in Jax’s arms, sweat mixing with tears and drool, barely able to respond. Barely able to think.

		Everything got so much louder. Jax grunted, his breath hot and ragged against Mark’s neck. Clara’s moans joined in, her hands slapping Jax’s hips as she drilled into him while he drilled into Mark. And Mark was going limp. His legs shook, his arms weak around Jax’s shoulders, but the force of the double rhythm kept him bouncing—forward, backward—jostled by their pumping bodies. His clit was screaming. His walls clenched tighter and tighter around the cock invading him, not wanting to let go.

		Then Jax gave an animalistic growl and vibrated.

		Warmth flooded into Mark. Sticky, hot, virile. Shot after shot painted his insides, coating every inch of his deepest places. Mark screamed—high, helpless—as an explosion of real cum detonated inside him. He convulsed around that cock, shaking so hard he nearly slipped from Jax’s grasp as he was pumped full.

		And then his own orgasm followed, an uncontrollable series of convulsions deep in his gut and pussy. His clit exploded with heat, and his folds clamped down around the spurting cock inside him, milking it for every drop. A scream tore from his throat. His thighs jerked. His toes curled. Every muscle in his body locked up as wave after wave of blinding pleasure surged through him, radiating from the spot where Jax was buried deep inside.

		It felt so powerful that it rocked the whole universe…

		

	


		Epilogue

		 

		The cheerleading season had to end eventually. And while Mark had enjoyed a rather unique bonding experience with ladies half his age, he wasn’t going to miss the routines, long bus rides, and the pressure put on them by the coach. But he’d grown used to the life in so many ways too: the chants, the clothes, and not being a grown man with a mortgage. Well, he’d pretended not to be one, even though those bills were still addressed to his name.

		Still living his Maya persona, he stood in front of the hallway mirror, adjusting the hem of his tiny cotton shorts. They barely covered anything, riding up high on his toned thighs and hugging his plump, peachy booty like they were painted on. He would’ve scolded Tess for wearing such a skimpy thing, but now he completely understood the thrill. His crop top said WHITTENDALE BABE in sparkling silver letters. It didn’t even reach his navel. But so what?

		Tess popped out of her room. “You ready, Maya?”

		“Almost.” Mark fluffed his ponytail, grabbed his purse, and checked his makeup for the third time. “Ugh, I’m such a girl. I keep fretting. Do I look all right?”

		“Of course, Dad,” Tess laughed. “I just hope that lake house has enough space for how many people Jax is planning to invite. Am I driving?”

		“Sure. Your old man needs to file his nails.”

		As they reached the front door, Rebecca called out: “Mark!”

		Mark paused. Tess didn’t. She went on ahead and out of the house.

		His wife came toward him, hands on her hips and rollers in her hair, frowning at his outfit. “What kind of weekend party is this, honey?”

		Mark sighed. “It’s just my disguise.”

		“You’re barely wearing anything.”

		“It’s cute. And the weatherman said there’d be a heat wave this weekend.”

		“Mark, you’re not wearing a bra—”

		“They itch. And I hate sweating into bras. Don’t you?”

		Her expression didn’t change. And before Mark could suffer any other comment from his wife, he blew her a kiss and headed out. He followed Tess out to her Jeep and tossed their bags into the back. He was halfway into the passenger seat when the house’s front door opened again.

		“Mark,” Rebecca said. “I’m not finished. Wait one second.”

		Tess started the engine. Mark wished his daughter would just drive away, but he instantly regretted the thought. He touched his ring finger again, and found it bare.

		Rebecca stepped up to the passenger door. “Mark, we still need to talk about how long you’re keeping this body. You know how expensive it is. And with the cheerleading season over, I don’t see any reason why you still need to be prancing around as a twenty-year-old lady. This was supposed to be temporary.”

		Mark tapped his fingertips impatiently on his smooth, tanned thighs. “I have friends now. And Maya’s just not ready to go back to Miami. Can we talk about this later? Tess and I are going to be late.”

		“Text me when you get there. And promise me you won’t drink alcohol. I know you’re my husband, but set a clean example for everyone else.”

		“Sure thing, sweetheart.”

		After a final wave, Tess reversed out of the driveway and sped on.

		At a stoplight, she said, “Is money a problem, Dad? I mean, I could help with the excuse, if Maya needs to disappear. Say, if it’s a family emergency…”

		“Not at all,” Mark said. “I got it under control.”

		He unzipped his purse, reached in past the condoms and a spare thong to retrieve his phone. He turned the screen on and continued where he’d left off earlier: FINISH CREATING YOUR ONLYFANS ACCOUNT.

		 

		


		 

		The changes don’t stop here! Check out the massive Gregor Daniels catalog and indulge in your wildest fantasies, whether it’s transformations, boys becoming sexy girls, or totally-unorthodox-but-completely-safe pregnancies caused by untested phone apps.

		 

		
			Author Page
		

		 

		The author can be reached on Bluesky at https://bsky.app/profile/gregordaniels.bsky.social.

		OEBPS/Images/image-1F0FW5IA.jpg
GENDER SWAP * TG DISGUISE « AGE REGRESSION  DISCOVERED
FEATURING.THE AW 0F SWAPSMATES!

e






cover.jpeg
GENDER SWAP * TG DISGUISE « AGE REGRESSION  DISCOVERED
FEATURING.THE AW 0F SWAPSMATES!

e






OEBPS/Images/image-Y5N293XV.jpg
cHEERLEADER





OEBPS/Images/image-81G8FK2X.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-LD2A3ZB7.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-38O63IJZ.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-MTN9LH3X.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image-NB703Y2B.jpg





