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INTRO

Strikingly beautiful 19-year-old, Mia, a confident and intelligent young woman. Her long, chestnut hair hangs in loose waves, framing her heart-shaped face. Mia had expressive hazel eyes communicating curiosity and determination, reflecting her passion for uncovering the truths in sports journalism. Standing at five foot seven inches, her athletic build hinted at her own love for sports. She had long toned legs, a very round perfectly shaped bubble butt, very narrow waist giving her a feminine curve to her slender hips and small but firm 34B perky breasts.

Mia’s style was effortlessly chic, favouring a blend of professional and casual that suits her dynamic lifestyle. She has an enthusiasm for storytelling matched by a sharp analytical mind, making her an outstanding student who was just starting out in her sports journalism degree.

Mia was in her second week in her studies; this was her dream. Her dream was to become a renowned sports journalist, but here was also her dream. Just to spend time in this beautiful place surrounded by like-minded people all working hard at their own academic endeavours. Mia loved the beauty of the place as well as the atmosphere.


RECAP

The beautiful Mia had been tricked by her professor into a full-on gangbang by four members of the university basketball team with the rest of the team watching who had then covered her in their spunk. All this had been witnessed by the professor and the team coach via a camera in the locker room on a live feed.

She had soon discovered how much she loved the attention of the very fit attractive black men and their big cocks. She had never before thought about the size of a cock and really thought that an average one would be more than enough. Her boyfriend’s slender average dick had always satisfied her. Well, most of the time, had thought that an orgasm nearly every time she had sex was good. She knew that often women didn’t orgasm, and she could enjoy sex even if she didn’t. So, when she did orgasm most times, she had sex with her boyfriend she felt lucky.

In her first ever gangbang. First time having sex with a black man. First time having her holes used by a big black cock. First time anal. First time having sex with more than one man at a time. Her rough sex gangbang while being watched by another twenty young men she had discovered she was a true submissive, a real kinky slut. She now knew she loved exhibitionism and loved to be stretched by big cock. The young men had given her so many orgasms, she had nearly lost consciousness because of the intensity. She had experienced her first anal orgasm and loved being a slut to be coated by their thick fertile spunk.

Then in the last book she had gone to meet her boyfriend and realised that his very average five and half inch slender dick didn’t do it for anymore. But she discovered something else. She could be a switch and loved teasing and dominating her boyfriend. Teasing him to an embarrassing climax in the hotel restaurant. And later getting him to clean her up after he had cum inside of her. He was really surprised by the change, and he was curious about the cause but he also found she now led the way and had him wrapped around her new flirty, naughty teasing little finger.


Chapter One

The campus was just starting to stir as Mia walked briskly toward her lecture hall, the soft click of her sneakers on concrete lost beneath the rustle of leaves and the low hum of early conversation. The sun was barely up, but already the air was warm—summer hadn’t loosened its grip yet, and Mia could feel the heat gathering at the base of her spine.

She wore her usual Monday look: Gymshark shorts clinging to her toned legs and really showing off her round bubble butt, a fitted white T-shirt knotted just above her narrow waist. Her long chestnut hair spilled in loose waves down her back, swaying with each step. She walked with confidence, every movement relaxed but purposeful. She looked like someone who knew exactly what she wanted—even if, lately, that had become a much more complicated question.

The walk across campus felt longer than usual, though she knew it wasn’t. Something in the air felt suspended, almost waiting. The scent of cut grass mixed with the faint aroma of old coffee drifting from open dorm windows. Birds chirped from the trees overhead, but even their sound seemed subdued—as if morning itself were holding its breath.

Her bag was light, but her thoughts were not.

Lately, everything felt a little off. Her classes, her routine, even her relationship with Sebastian—the kind of boyfriend every girl was supposed to want. He was sweet. Smart. Safe. But somewhere deep in her chest, Mia had started to feel a quiet ache that he couldn’t seem to touch. It was all about sex—but that wasn’t all. It was about feeling seen. Desired in a way that stripped pretence, demanded attention, made her forget where she ended and someone else began.

It had started innocently enough—an interview for the campus sports blog, a story she was excited to chase. She’d always been good at asking questions, at reading between the lines, at pushing just hard enough to get what others kept hidden. It made her a promising journalist. It also made her dangerous.

Especially around men who weren’t used to being looked at that way.

Her interactions had started turning. Not drastically. Not publicly. Just… differently. A longer pause here. A hand brushing hers when there was no need. A compliment that lingered in the air longer than it should have. She hadn’t pushed it. Not at first.

But once the door opened, it didn’t take long for Mia to realize she was walking through it willingly.

There was something about power—about being in the presence of it, feeling it press against her without apology—that awakened something in her. A hunger. Not just to be wanted, but to choose who she gave herself to. To feel what it meant to be possessed and still in control.

Each encounter fed it. And still, it grew.

The campus buildings rose ahead of her, sun glinting off their windows. Students were beginning to cluster in small groups—laughing, yawning, trading notes and weekend stories. Mia kept walking, her pace unbroken. She was alone, but it didn’t bother her. If anything, she preferred it this way now.

It gave her space to listen—to that quiet voice inside her that had once been easy to ignore but now refused to be silenced.

She knew she wasn’t the same girl who’d started this semester.

Not after the sex she’d had. Not after the things she’d discovered about herself.

Not after them.

Her phone buzzed in her hand — the message from the athletic department still open on the screen:

“Coach Carter requests a meeting in his office. 4:45 PM sharp.”

No explanation. No subject line. Just a time and a name.

But still. There was the tone of that message. No context. No assistant. No group invite.


Chapter Two

After her last lecture she made her way over to the sport campus. Her steps slowed slightly as she passed the edge of the field, the sharp scent of fresh-cut grass drifting into the air. It reminded her of high school games and sideline reporting; of stories she chased for the thrill of it. But right now, the rush was gone. Her instincts were louder than her ambition.

Mia was confident, and for good reason. She carried herself with poise, even now, though a knot had begun to tighten low in her stomach. Her long chestnut hair swayed lightly with each step, brushing against her shoulders as she turned the corner toward the athletics wing. At lunch she had popped and dressed in her usual balance of casual and clean — tailored jeans, a soft black top, and a fitted tan blazer. Professional enough, approachable enough. She looked the part. She always made sure of that.

But inside, something was stirring.

This wasn’t her first interaction with Coach Carter. Her first meeting with Coach Carter had been with her professor and she had been persuaded to have sex with both of them. Both at the same time. That had been almost as exciting and life changing as her gangbang before. Taking Coach’s long thick black cock. After her gangbang with the basketball players, she now had a strong desire for bigger cocks and had been totally changed from being nervous with black men to now having a strong sexual desire for them. She now found their more muscular bodies, the dark skin that seemed a little taboo to a country white girl all very erotic. Then of course with their thick black cocks. There’s no doubt something very hot about a tall muscular black man. And the way they acted as if any pretty white girl couldn’t refuse them. She found this a big turn on.

Mia knew one thing that was true. That old cliched saying: ‘When you go black, you never go back.’ She knew, now for sure, that a man like her boyfriend would never satisfy her sexually again. She needed a strong, confident man. But he had to be able to back it up. He had to have something in his trousers that gave him the right to be confident.

Coach Carter, a tall muscular black man. A very older black man. Very confident and experienced in life. Of course he was very attractive to a young woman like Mia.

Still, the memory of their last meeting tugged at her. It aroused her little pussy, made it tingle. And now he was calling for a private meeting. God if she was aroused already what would she be like standing in front of him. Her knees were already weak with desire and yet she knew she had to act professionally.

Mia’s stride faltered again.

She stopped outside the athletics building, pausing at the wide glass doors. Her reflection looked back at her — calm, put together. But the flutter in her chest told another story. The tingle in her pussy!

Maybe it was nothing. Maybe this was just about an interview request, or credentials, or the piece she’d submitted last week on the junior team’s unexpected rise in rankings. She was good at what she did. Maybe he respected that. Maybe this meeting was legitimate.

She stepped inside.

The hallway was cool and dim, fluorescent lights humming softly above. Her sneakers tapped quietly on the polished linoleum as she moved past old championship banners and faded team photos framed along the walls. The air smelled faintly of rubber mats and chalk dust.

Mia checked the time on her phone: 3:42. Early. Always early.

She approached the office at the far end of the hallway, the plaque on the door reading: Coach D. Carter — Athletics Director.

The door was closed. A faint strip of light glowed from beneath it.

Mia hesitated.

Her breath came slower now, shallower. She reached up and tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear, steadying herself. She was here for a meeting. Nothing more. If it became something uncomfortable — anything outside of that — she could walk out. She would. Her mind knew that. Her body, however, hadn’t gotten the message. She was wet!

The quiet of the hallway only amplified the sound of her heart beating. She took a deep breath, pressing her fingers against her side as though that might settle the tension growing there.

Her thoughts drifted. To her classes, to her professor’s praise on her last write-up, to the dream she carried of becoming a respected name in sports media. This internship was supposed to open doors. But none of that mattered if she felt compromised. She knew where her line was. But she knew it was almost impossible with a man like Coach Carter for her to stay on the right side of the line.

Still, as she reached up to knock, her hand hesitated midair.

Was she being dramatic?

Maybe she was overreading the situation. The last time they spoke, he had mentioned being impressed with her piece on the recruitment process — said she had a “unique perspective.” He might just want to offer guidance, feedback, a lead on a new story.

But something about the timing, the lack of notice, and the closed-door setting didn’t sit right.

Mia finally knocked. Three short, measured taps.

There was a pause. Then footsteps.

“Come in,” came his voice — deep, even, too casual.

She turned the handle and pushed the door open slowly.

The office was warm and dimly lit, with thick blinds drawn half-closed over the small window. The air smelled faintly of cologne and leather — old books, maybe. The space was cluttered with trophies, papers, and framed photographs of past glories.

Coach Carter sat behind his desk, broad-shouldered and composed, his hands steepled lightly in front of him. He smiled when he saw her.

“Mia. Right on time.”

She stepped inside, her voice calm despite everything. “You asked to see me?”

“Yes,” he said. “Close the door behind you.”

Her hand lingered on the handle for a breath too long before she slowly eased the door shut. It clicked softly into place.

The quiet that followed was thick.


Chapter Three

She turned and faced him, her back now to the closed door. Her instincts flared again — a quiet nudge in her gut — but she masked it with the calm exterior she’d trained herself to wear. After all, she'd interviewed minor league athletes, fronted student debates, and once navigated a surprise camera malfunction live on campus news. She could handle a conversation.

Coach Carter gestured to the chair across from his desk. “Have a seat.”

Mia walked slowly toward it, settling in with her back straight, legs crossed neatly. Her fingers laced over her knee. She didn’t lean back. This was different from last time when her Professor Matthews and Coach Carter had made her stand in the middle of the room before they had told her to strip.

The coach leaned forward slightly, studying her in that way she’d learned to recognize. Not hostile, but not exactly neutral either. It was a kind of sizing up. Evaluating.

“You’ve been doing good work,” he began. “Real good work. I’ve had a few folks in the department mention your name lately.”

“Thank you,” Mia said, keeping her tone even. “I’m trying to make the most of the opportunity.”

“You’re not just making the most of it. You’re standing out.” He paused, as though weighing his next words. “Which, in a space like this... can be a double-edged sword.”

Her brow twitched slightly. “How do you mean?”

Carter leaned back in his chair now, his gaze drifting to a plaque on the wall before returning to her.

“People notice talent. But they also watch for weakness. Mistakes. A moment when someone young and promising slips up, or lets ego get ahead of good sense.” He smiled faintly. “But you seem sharper than that.”

Mia nodded once. It was a compliment, perhaps. Or a warning wrapped in one.

“I appreciate the feedback,” she said. “Is that what this meeting’s about? My last piece?”

He didn’t answer right away.

Instead, he stood slowly, moving around the desk. Not in a threatening way — but not distant either. He walked to the window and adjusted the blinds, letting a sliver more light into the room. Mia’s eyes followed him, but she kept her body still.

“I’ve had my eye on the team’s PR angle this season,” he said. “It’s been… uneven. Your writing could help shape it — if you’re willing to be strategic.”

There it was again. That vague proposition. Nothing concrete. Just enough to blur the line between opportunity and something else.

Mia folded her hands tighter in her lap. “I want to write honest stories, Coach. If I’m given access, I’ll report what I see. No slant.”

Carter chuckled lightly. “Honesty’s a good thing. But loyalty matters, too.”

She let the silence sit there for a moment. Let him hear it stretch.

“I’m loyal to the work,” she said. “To getting it right.”

The coach turned, folding his arms. “You ever think about going further with this? Sports media is a tough space. Looks help but looks don’t last. Connections do. A few well-placed ones can open more doors than a degree ever will.”

Mia met his eyes squarely now. She wasn’t naive. She knew what he was suggesting — or hinting toward — and she didn’t like the way he said it. She recalled being tricked in her first major opportunity and ended up being fucked by half the basketball team while this man and her professor watched and filmed through a camera in the locker-room. What was he going to propose?

“Coach, what is it you want from me?”

Coach: “I want you to be the team’s mascot tonight.”

She looked up at him, he was towering over her now. This was ridiculous. Why was he even asking. She knew, he knew, that she had to do whatever he asked of her.

Mia: “What is it you want me to do?”

Coach: “Alongside the cheerleaders, get the team, the fans really riled up. You know you’re a real looker. You’ve got a very hot body. We all know that as do half your year! You’re going to help get the excitement up in the bleaches and on the court.” He reached behind him and then showed her a little outfit for her to wear. ‘Little’ was a major understatement. It was a pair of the tinniest booty shorts in the team colours and a little vest, “Try it on now, let me see if it fits.”


Chapter Four

Mia looked around as if she didn’t know that he expected her to change right in front of him.

Coach: “I’ve fucked your holes, slut. Let’s see if this fits.” And he passed the two tiny garments.

Mia realising she really didn’t have any choice, knowing all the video footage that he and her professor had on her, she stood up took the two garments and took off her jacket. Then she undid the buckle on her jeans and eased them down over her hips and round ass till she was able to lay them over the chair.

The coach was now sitting on the edge of the desk enjoying his private entertainment. His personal strip show. Mia was now taking off her little top and was down to her bra and thong. She looked up at him.

Coach: “Nothing under this outfit, baby-girl.”

Mia turned, giving the man a great view of her round ass and undid her bra dropping it onto her other clothes. Now she had the choice to slip the thong down showing Coach Carter more of her round ass or turning to face him and giving him a view of her shaved little pussy.

This was very humiliating for Mia. Yes, she had seen her naked before. He had seen her being fucked by a group of his basketball players in a very hot gangbang. He’d even fucked her himself in Professor Matthew’s office. But it still didn’t change the fact that this man was basically a stranger. He wasn’t family, he wasn’t her boyfriend, he wasn’t a lover.  He was a much older black man that was getting an eyeful. An eyeful Mia’s beautiful sexy naked young body.

Black man!

Mia had never wanted to be racist. But she had grown up in the countryside where the sight of a black man was very rare. She didn’t know any black people. An Indian from southeast Asia was much more common running the corner shop and the local takeaway. Even Chinese. But growing up Mia had very rarely seen a black man let alone been naked in front of one. She didn’t want to be racist, but in her ignorant eyes they were different. Although now she found them exciting. From her part of the world this was illicit to have a relationship with a black man. Her gangbang with Jaden, Marcus and Elijah and others had been the hottest experience that Mia could imagine. And, of course, the one thing that stood out most of all was their big erections. Before her gangbang she didn’t believe that real men had cocks that big. She had seen a little porn and imagined that the ridiculous huge erection were fake. Now she had become obsessed with them.

The humiliation of having to strip naked in front of this older black man, also made the situation even hotter for Mia, and she could feel her little pussy begin to throb.

Still facing away from Coach, she placed her fingers in the waist band of her little thong and slowly pulled it down her long legs giving him an amazing view of her round ass and it gave him a glimpse of her little shaved pussy peeking out between her shapely thighs, glistening with her wetness. He knew, as he would have expected, that she was aroused by being naked in front of him.

Mia turned, now naked, to face the big black man.

Coach: “Let’s see you try on your outfit then you can suck my big cock.”

Mia picked up the tiny booty shorts. The same white as the basketball team’s shorts. She noticed how thin the material was. These were going to be nearly see through. If they got wet, they would become completely transparent. She stepped into them and pulled them all the way up until she pulled them up over her round ass. They left nearly all of her ass on show and when she looked down there was a incredibly obvious camel toe.

“OMG!” Thought Mia, “If I go onto the court wearing these I might as well be naked.” Her pussy throbbed at the idea. She took the top and pulled it on over her very perky 34B breasts. Her nipples were already hard and erect from her excitement. The tight see through top came to just above her tummy button and the thin material made the points of her nipples very obvious.

Coach: “Perfect. Now give me a twirl, baby-girl.”

Obediently Mia turned three hundred and sixty degrees so the Coach could admire her from all angles. As she finished and came back to face him, he was pushing down his tracksuit bottoms to halfway down his thighs then his boxers followed, and his big thick black cock sprung up.

Coach: “Time to put that pretty mouth to work, slut!”

Mia reached up and wrapped one of her small hands around the thick rod. She was still amazed at the size of these black men’s cock. Her little hand would not wrap all the way round.

Coach, slapped her hand away; “I don’t think you need your hands, you’ve shown you’re more than adept just with your mouth.” She wasn’t treated like a person, not even really like a woman, just a slut for his use. And the crazy thing was, found Mia, this humiliation really turned her on.

The backhanded compliment both stung and made her feel a little proud. Mia raised herself up, licked across the big purple bellend and then took the big head into her little mouth. She ran her tongue under the head stroking across the big glands feeling it twitch and swell. There was something very special about sucking cock, the power and control it gave her over a man. That’s what she told herself anyway.

Coach placed his hands around her pretty head and pushed forward till his cock filled her mouth and the bulbous head nudged into her throat. She gagged a little, but Coach wasn’t going to relieve his hold. Mia concentrated on relaxing and breathing through her nose, she gagged a little more, then the big head pushed all the way into the tight channel of her throat.

Coach still with a firm grip on the beautiful young woman’s head he started to push in and out of her beautiful mouth, and as his need to cum rose he started to face fuck the girl.

He felt his balls tighten and then, pulling back so the big head of his cock just sat in her mouth, on her tongue, the first thick spurt of his spunk filled her mouth. Mia knew only too well to swallow and the first spurt was followed by another and another. Mia couldn’t swallow quickly enough, and she felt some dribble out the corners of her mouth and down her chin to drip a few spots onto her little vest top.

Once Coach had felt the last small spurt of cum leave his cock, filling the beautiful young woman’s mouth and he let her lick and clean all-round the head and swallow down the last dribbles. Once he was sure his cock was nicely cleaned, he pulled it out of her mouth and tucked it back into his trousers thinking how lucky he and Professor Matthews were to find such a beautiful obedient slut.

Coach: “Come on, Slut, you’ve got fifteen minutes to get your cute little booty down on the court. I want you on the touchline bouncing your tight body around to inspire the team and rile up all the spectators. As a bonus you can do a report for your professor tomorrow morning.”

“OMG!” Thought Mia, “it’s all about my fit body. And only a reward for journalistic reporting skills. They think of me as a slut.”

Mia stood up and turned to look for her clothes.

Coach: “You don’t have time to worry about those; they’ll stay here safely and you can pick them up tomorrow morning.” He then gave her ass a very hard slap, leaving, embarrassingly, a very red hand mark across the girl’s gorgeous round right ass cheek for all to see.


Chapter Five

On the way down to the court, Mia had done her best, using her wrist, to wipe the goo off her chin then lick it off her hand. She’d looked down and to her horror there were half a dozen spots of the Coaches spunk staining her near transparent little vest top.

Mia’s little pussy was throbbing. She had just sucked off a big black cock which would always turn her on, and she was about to walk out onto the main basketball court of the university sports centre, wearing the most revealing outfit. A pair of tiny tight little booty shorts that really showed off her round ass cheeks and gave her a very revealing camel toe. Her little cut-off vest-top super tight across her very firm and perky 34B breasts, the nipples two hard points clearly visible and now with spunk stains across her breasts. And leaving her midriff on show showing off her flat toned stomach.

She knew she would have to be on the sidelines for the whole game bouncing around with everything on show. There’d be several hundred of her fellow students would get to see her in this ridiculous outfit showing off her young fit body. Then of course the players. Oh! The players. Several of them had fucked her little tight near virgin holes. Well, her rear hole had been virgin! And her pussy had been barely fucked by her boyfriend’s slender white dick. “Not sure of that counts as losing my virginity,” She thought. The thought of her gangbang made her little pussy throb. She wondered is this would mean a rerun after the game.

She would never get the sight and feel of those big cocks out of her mind. Especially Jaden and Elijha. But then there was Marcus’s giant cock. As big as the one she had just sucked off. Mia wondered if her being dressed like this on the side of the court for nearly an hour going to mean they want to use her holes again. Her pussy throbbed.

Mia reached the main doors onto the court,

She could hear the muffled roar of the crowd through the thick double doors. Music thumped inside, and someone called out instructions over the loudspeaker. Her heart pounded in her chest, almost matching the beat of the bass. The noise made her stomach twist. This was the moment she was dreading. This was as bad as she felt when stepping into the boy’s locker room a couple of weeks ago, probably worse, she was going to be on show to hundreds of her fellow students and two basketball teams.

Mia shifted her weight from one foot to the other. Her sneakers squeaked faintly on the smooth floor. She glanced down at her outfit—tight, bright, and far more revealing than anything she had ever worn in her life. The tiny booty shorts that left most of her firm round ass cheeks fully on show and the crop top showed off her toned stomach, tight across her perky breasts and almost completely see through. She looked good, she knew that. She had worked hard for this body, trained almost every day. But still, the thought of stepping in front of hundreds of people dressed like this made her feel exposed.

Her mouth felt dry. She licked her lips and tried to swallow, but her throat was tight. She could hear the cheer team inside now, she would be alongside the squad, but not one of them. Alone and trying to help but not on a par with the trained squad. They were already on the edge of the court, probably getting into formation.

She took a deep breath. She was beautiful. People told her that often. She had a smooth face, bright eyes, and long hair that she had tied up. She wore little makeup and what she was wearing had been slightly smudged by sucking the Coaches big black cock. Her body was strong, athletic and slim. But none of that seemed to matter now. None of it helped stop the butterflies in her stomach.

What if she messed up? She had never been in a cheer squad, never ben in such a public position—what if someone laughed at her? What if she looked silly, trying to be confident in such a tiny outfit in front of all those people? Almost naked!

She closed her eyes for a moment and leaned her head back against the wall. “You’ve got this,” she whispered to herself. “You have to do this.”

Still, her legs felt shaky. Her hands trembled as she wiped them on the booty shorts. She could already feel a bit of sweat on her palms, and she hated it.

But right now, her fear told her otherwise. Her fear said maybe it had all been a mistake.

Someone walked past her in the hallway—a janitor, pushing a cart—and glanced at her. She nodded quickly and gave him a small, tight smile. Then she turned toward the doors and peeked through the glass.

“Well,” She thought, “This old man is now perving on my ass, I may as well let the crowds see it.”

The gym was packed. Students filled the bleachers, and the lights above the court were blinding. The basketball team was already warming up, bouncing balls, doing quick sprints. The music blasted even louder now that she could see in. The cheer team were at the sidelines, in formation, ready to go.

Her heart jumped. She had less than a minute.

Mia took one more deep breath. One last look look down at herself again and tried not to let the shame creep in. This was the uniform. This was the look. It was the team colours but no one, not even the cheer squad were wearing something so blatantly slutty. It was all about showing off. Showing off her fit young body; her breasts, her ass and her camel toe pussy! That had never been her but now here she was about to do exactly that.

She stepped toward the doors.

Her hand paused on the handle.

“I can’t let them down,” she thought. She thought of the basketball players; the team had worked too hard, the fans, the crowd. They expected energy. They expected spirit. She was part of that now.

Even if her stomach still felt like a knot, she had no choice but to push forward.

With a final breath, she pulled open the door and stepped into the noise.

The lights hit her first. Then the heat of the gym. Then the wall of sound—cheering, music, sneakers squeaking, balls hitting the floor. She blinked, letting her eyes adjust.

Some people noticed her right away. A few heads turned. A couple of guys in the front row of the bleachers whistled, and she flushed, but didn’t break her stride. Then a louder cheer rose as more people saw Mia, her body so much on show. She walked quickly along the edge of the court toward her spot; right alongside the cheerleaders. Not part of them but alongside.

The music changed. The crowd got louder. The announcer shouted the starting lineup for the basketball team.

Mia took her place.

She could feel her heart still racing, but she was there. She had made it onto the floor.


Chapter Six

Now on the side of the court moving in time with the cheer squad, her arms rising and falling in perfect time with the beat. At first, her body felt stiff and shaky, her mind trying to think of moves to make. At first, she copied as best as she could many of the squad’s simpler moved. But as the seconds passed, something inside her began to shift.

The fear that had gripped her in the hallway started to loosen its hold.

The music pounded through the speakers. The crowd clapped and shouted. The buzz of energy in the gym was impossible to ignore. She felt it in her chest, in her legs, in the tips of her fingers. In her pussy. She heard the whistles and shouts that she knew were for her and her skimpy outfit. She knew that they were shouting out because they liked the great view of her long toned legs and round bubble butt totally on show.

She heard a shout of her name. It was from Jaden, team captain. She gave a wide, bright smile. It wasn’t fake. For the first time tonight, it felt real.

She looked left and right and saw the rest of the team smiling too, there were thumbs up and shouts of encouragement. But something was different now. Mia was standing out.

She caught a glimpse of someone in the front row pointing at her. A few guys in the crowd were looking her way, nudging each other. She didn’t know what they were saying, but they were definitely watching her. Her face grew warm, but not with embarrassment—this time, it was something else.

Excitement.

She straightened her back, lifted her chin higher. Her arms moved with more purpose. Her legs felt stronger now, like they wanted to leap and jump. She started to dance and jump with less awkwardness and hesitation. She was one show. Very much on show. Her ass particularly, but her breasts were almost visible through the thin material and the cum stains. The booty shorts so tight everyone could see the camel toe of her shaved little pussy.

The cheer squad moved into a quick sideline chant, and Mia’s voice joined them feeling part of the whole show. She smiled bigger, louder now, her face glowing under the bright lights. The cheer captain, Claire, glanced at her and gave a little nod of approval. Mia’s heart swelled. She couldn’t believe she had approval from the cheer squad. That lifted her even more.

The nervous girl from a few minutes ago was gone. In her place danced someone bold.

As the game clock ticked on, Mia started to forget the crowd wasn’t just there for her. It felt like they were. Every few minutes someone in the stands called out, “Go, Mia!” or “You got this!” or “Great Ass.” She didn’t know who they were, but it made her beam.

She tried not to show how much she liked it—but inside, she was glowing.

During a timeout, the cheer squad moved onto the court to perform a short dance routine. The music changed to something fast and fun, and Mia ran out with them and danced in the middle of the court right next the squad.

She could feel the eyes on her now. She didn’t mind. In fact, she loved it.

Mia had never wanted attentions like this she was a serious professional journalist not a dancer or cheerleader but now with her body so much on show she was loving it. Soaking it all up. The lights, the sound, the crowd, the attention. The way her body moved with power and grace. She wasn’t just pretty—she was strong. Strong in the way having power from getting this much attention. And now she could feel her exhibitionist side completely taking over. She wanted everybody to enjoy the sight of her gorgeous sexy body so on show.

She gave a little extra snap to her moves. Her hair whipped around her face, her arms extended fully, her smile shining as if it had been there all her life. Her little see through top sparkled under the lights. She felt totally exposed—and she loved it.

When the dance ended, she and the cheer squad ran back to the sideline, cheering and clapping. They high fived, some of them out of breath, some laughing. Mia laughed too, her chest rising and falling with the effort. Everybody loving her firm breasts that were so visible.

Claire bumped her shoulder playfully. “You’re killing it out there,” she said.

Mia’s eyes lit up. “Thanks,” she said, still panting slightly. “I was so nervous before.”

“You don’t look nervous now,” Claire grinned. She hadn’t expected such validation from the cheer squad, girls she barely knew. If anything, she had expected irritation. But they were happy to have her there lifting the team and the crowd. She was part of the team. Not the cheer squad, she could never be that, but she was helping their team.

Mia watched the court as the basketball players returned. The game continued, and so did the cheers. Mia’s voice didn’t waver anymore. Her arms no longer felt heavy. Her body moved on instinct. Every chant rolled off her tongue, every motion came easily.

During breaks, she glanced into the stands and saw people waving. She saw phones pointed her way, maybe even filming her. For a moment, it felt like the whole gym was hers.

She had never been the centre of attention before, not like this. In high school, she had been quiet, even shy. She had friends, but she was never the one people looked at first. Now, all that had changed. And it wasn’t just because she was beautiful. It was because she had most of her body on show. Having been quite a shy, a private person and now she was flaunting her fit, toned physique for hundreds to watch.

Another timeout came, and the squad did a short chant facing the crowd. Mia was right by their side this time, and she loved it. She pointed to the fans, clapped in rhythm, and bounced in time with the team. Now facing the crowd, they got to see how much her breasts, bouncing in the tight little vest were so visible and her little shaved pussy, the camel toe but now with the sweat and the thin material the lips were quite visible. Mia had no idea that hundreds of her fellow students could now see her pussy.

The energy in the room seemed to feed her. She could’ve stayed there all night.

And for the first time in her life, she didn’t want to hide.

She wanted to be seen. And she was, fully on show. With the sweat soaking the little outfit she may as well have been naked!


Chapter Seven

As the game came to an end, the home team wining comfortably. Even after nearly an hour of jumping around Mia believed she could stay out her for another hour and dance and dance.  She was on fire. Alive! Her little pussy was throbbing. It was as good as sex, and she could carry on and on.

As the team finished their circuit round the gym taking applause from every corner Marcus ran up to Mia grabbed her and lifted her up and threw her over his shoulder into a fireman’s lift. He gave her lovely round ass a very hard slap and too much cheer and applause from the crowd Mia was carried out with the team, as if she was part of the wining prize.

In the locker room most of the guys were stripping off and heading straight to the showers. Mia was back where it had all started. This time she knew exactly what was going to happen and wanted it. It was like she was high on drugs. High from the last fifty minutes of adrenalin rush. And she was horny, very horny. She needed cock, she needed a big black cock in her pussy!

Marcus carried her straight into the showers. Lowered her down in the middle of the naked men. Most the of them were already erect or well on the way. Their thick cocks swaying in front of them. Elijah was there right in front of Mia. His big thick cock standing out long thick and very hard. Mia on her knees didn’t need to be to be asked twice she took the bulbous head into her mouth and flicked her little tongue long the glands underneath. She was very aware that very quickly she was surrounded by a horde of big thick erect cocks.

Why was it she got so turned on by being a used slut? But this question in her head didn’t stop her taking one cock then another in her mouth. Now drenched through, her skimpy outfit, that during her display on the side of the court had left nothing to the imagination and now wet through, it was completely transparent.

Even though the large group of men surrounding the beautiful young woman, she was completely on show in her soaked little outfit, the guys quickly pulled off the little shorts and the cropped vest, so she was now naked in the middle of the men. And Mia was doing her best to suck on one cock then another. Trying to give all these fit sexy young men some attention. She sucked the head of their cocks into her mouth, licked along the glands and occasionally took the cock to the back of her throat. She would try and look up at each man to make eye contact, but she was quickly moved to the next man. She all the men by sight, and some by name.

With the shower pouring down over the lewd scene, Mia’s naked body was quickly glistening wet. All the men were able to admire her beauty, the perfection of her gorgeous young beautiful body.

All the time she was sucking one big cock after another she could feel hands roaming over her body. Hands would grab and squeeze her perfect firm breasts; they would squeeze and slap her round ass cheeks and she would feel fingers running along her little slit and then a finger pushing up into her wet little pussy. She had one finger after another push into her tithe little anal chute. Again, she had no idea how many different men head pushed a finger inside of her.

There was a time, not very long ago she would have been horrified at a woman, especially her being so physically abused, just a sex object to be used and abused by a gang of horny men. But now she liked their attention. Not just men but these fit confident, ‘cocky’ men who just took what they wanted. It turned her on so much.

Mia very quickly lost count how many cocks she sucked. She wasn’t sure she had sucked all the cocks there. With thirteen men on each team, there were a total of twenty-six men here in the men’s locker room. Had she sucked all of their cocks? Mai didn’t know. Out of the twenty-six men twenty of them were black men. There was one man of Chinese ethnicity and the other five were white. But being basketball players, they were all tall and very fit. And all had above average size cocks. And quite a few were very long and very thick.

There was no doubt now in her mind Mia was totally sure she was now a size queen.

Elijah picked up the now naked young woman again, throwing her easily over his shoulder, and carried her out of the showers and into the middle of the main changing area, where he knew the camera up in the corner of the ceiling would catch all the action. He put Mia down onto her feet and laid down in front of her his long thick black cock standing tall and erect.

Elijah: “Baby-Girl, you remember how good my thick cock felt in your little pussy, time to ride me again, sweet-girl.”

How could a woman refuse such an enticing offer, thought Mia. She placed a foot either side of his narrow hips. Then she lowered herself down onto the thick shaft. She felt the big purple bulbous head push against her wet little opening. It was so big. Even after her recent gangbang and being used by her professor and the Coach, her body was still not used to the size of these cocks. She relaxed and pushed down.

“Aarrrggggghhhhhhh!” Mia cried out in absolute pleasure as the thick cock opened and pushed into her little sex hole. The big head touched every little erogenous spot in the entrance of her little pussy as it stretched her open and filled her. She pushed down feeling herself being stretched and filled by the man’s thick heavy shaft.

“OMG!” Thought Mia, “No wonder my boyfriend’s little white weiner, can no longer do it for me anymore.” The feeling of having such a long thick cock stretch her and total fill her little pussy. It was incredible. Mia nearly hit her first orgasm just on being penetrated by the thick phallus.

As she got used to the size and being so stretched again Elijah started to gently fuck her, pushing up into her. Mia met his thrusts pushing down on each of his upward thrusts and quickly she felt the heat from her core spread out through her beautiful body as she felt the waves of her first orgasm.

Someone, she wasn’t really aware who, placed a hand either side of her head and lifted slightly to bring her mouth level with his big black cock, she obediently opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the big head, tasting his pre-cum.

Now Elijah was fucking her tight little pussy, and she had her lips around another black cock, she looked up, although she recognised the player from the match, she didn’t know this guy’s name. And she was now sucking his cock!

Mia felt a pair of big strong hands on her hips, pulling so that her round ass cheeks were spread and she heard and felt the guy spit onto her little puckered star. Then she felt it. The big head of a cock pressed against her little rear hole. Her mouth full of black cock, hands holding her strongly. Elijah’s big hands on her thighs his huge shaft pumping in and out of her soppy wet little pussy. So, Mia was in no position to resist. Not that she wanted to.

Just as with her last gangbang, her first gangbang, her first interracial sex. She found quickly she wanted this. She wanted to be their used and abused little slut. Let these big strong alpha young men take her however they wanted. And they were.

“Aaaarrrrgggggghhhhhhh!” It was a muffled cry, her mouth full of big black cock, of pleasure as she felt her little anal chute stretched wide and the bulbous head of another cock pushed inside. She couldn’t see the man that was now pushing into her rear passage. As had happened before a man was entering her, using her, using one of her holes, using her little anal chute for his own pleasure and she had no idea who the man was.

The man in question another big strong black man from the team. Mia had seen him several times before, but she wouldn’t know his name, even if she knew it was him now entering her little rear sex hole. For this man it was amazing. Mia’s round little ass was gorgeous to look at. He had his hands on each ass cheek. The tightness of her little hole and now her little abused sphincter was pulsing around the head of his big cock trying to repulse its invader.

Now airtight, a cock in each of the beautiful girl’s sex holes Mia was quickly riding into her next orgasm. This gave the man fucking her arse the chance to push in further. This drove Mia straight into another orgasm merging one into the other. Now in the depth of a multiple orgasm her mind could not think, all her senses were focused on the incredible sensations within her body.

Elijah pumping into her hot wet little pussy and the man slowly fucking deeper into her tight rear passage, they could actually feel each other’s thick hard cock through the thin membrane separating her two sex holes. This was now bringing Elijah closer to his own orgasm.

Mia, impossibly, felt the big cock stretching deep into her little pussy swell and then the heat and wetness as Elijah filled her with spurt after thick spurt of his spunk. But he didn’t stop fucking her even as his cock started to soften and his gooey mess started ooze out of the girl’s pussy around this thick black shaft onto his balls. Coating his balls with their combined juices.

This only encouraged the man fucking Mia’s tight little anal chute and he upped the pace. This also pushed more of the gooey mess out of her pussy around Elijah’s thick cock.

Then Mia felt the cock in her mouth, the one stretching out her little throat, swell. The man pulled back so that the bulbous head sat on her tongue and the first spurt of his spunk filled her mouth. She did her best to swallow it down. Then he pulled out and splattered across her cheeks and lips. Her mouth was still open and her tongue out and some shot straight inside coating her tongue and giving her a second taste of his spunk. The next spurt shot across her forehead some went into her hair. The next two again went across the girl’s cheeks and nose. Her face was now painted with his spunk and the small amount of make-up that she wore all smudged. He pushed his cock back into her mouth for her to clean.

However, the guy with his big thick black cock stretching out her tight little anal chute kept fucking her hard. In fact, aware the others had all cum, he upped the pace. He had a firm hold around her rounded hips and started to really pound. With Elijah’s softening cock still in her sloppy pussy. With each deep thrust there was a delicious squelch from the mess in Mia’s little pussy.

All the men circled round to watch the lewd seen most had their cocks out and were gently stroking as they enjoyed the three-way gangbang of this beautiful young woman.

It was then Mia felt the swell of the big cock deep in her anal passage and knew she was about to be filled with his spunk. Then she could feel it as the man emptied his balls deep into her bowels.

The man took a firm old of Mia’s lovely round ass cheeks, pulling them wide apart, getting the delicious view of his fat, if softening, black cock stretching out her little star. Then he slowly pulled his cock out with a loud squelching plop and watched as his spunk streamed out of the gaping little hole and ran down over her pussy and onto Elijah’s big black balls.


Chapter Eight

Elijha: “Baby-Girl, you need to clean up your mess.”

Mia thought how humiliating to be told that the spunk that had ran out of her two holes was ‘her’ mess as if it had nothing to do with the two men that had just shot so much of their spunk in her pussy and arse. And the humiliation just seemed to turn her on even more.

Mia lifted her hips up allowing Elijah’s thick, soft cock to plop out of her sloppy pussy and more spunk poured out adding to the mess pooling around the man’s groin area. She moved down the man’s muscular body till her mouth was level with his cock laying flaccid across his abdomen. She was always amazed at how big these men’s cocks were even when they were flaccid. She started licking and slurping along the length of it to clean all the juicing that had been coating it. She took the head in her mouth and sucked to ensure she got any last dibbles. When she got to his balls, she had to purse her lips to suction up the gloopy juices.

Continuing to clean up, her head was down and her ass up. One of the horny young men stanning behind her, naked and his thick long erection in one hand, he used his other hand to give the beautiful young woman’s round ass a few hard slaps. Then he took a hold of her round ass and lined his cock up with the little sloppy pussy: “Sloppy seconds, bros!” He shouted to his teammates, receiving a loud cheer, then drove his cock balls deep in one hard thrust.

“Aarrrgggggghhhhhhh!” Mia screamed out in pure lust. Now as she continued to lick up all the mixture of juices from her and the two men who had cum inside of her, this other man was now fucking her little pussy and Mia, the combination of the humiliation and exhibitionism, the full taste of spunk in her mouth the cheering as she was fucked, she was riding quickly into her next orgasm.

The guy now using her little sloppy wet pussy to satisfy himself wasn’t holding back either. Having watched this beautiful young woman being made airtight by his teammates he was horny and needed to cum himself. He was pounding her little wet pussy. Only after another few minutes, just as Mia was licking the last drops of cum juices from around Elijah’s groin, the man’s head rolled slightly backwards, he roared and unleashed his thick spunk deep into the girl’s pussy.

This man, just as the one before him, took a firm old of Mia’s lovely round ass cheeks, pulling them wide apart, getting the delicious view of his fat, if softening, cock stretching out her little pink pussy. Then he slowly pulled his cock out with a loud squelching plop and watched as his spunk streamed out of the gaping little hole and ran down her thighs.

Marcus: “Time to unload guys! Lets’ paint this slut!”

Mia rocked back onto her haunches, still a little in her post orgasmic daze, looking up around her at the all the thick cocks of different shapes and sizes, the men’s hands stroking. Then one after another stepped forward, some would use her mouth and lips to bring him off. Some were ready to unload the moment they were in front of the girl. One guy would splatter his cum across her beautiful face. Some liked to cum in her mouth. Another across her breasts and stomach. Within minutes Mia was a cum dripping mess.

Then Jaden grabbed her wrist, one of the few parts of her body that wasn’t a thick coat of cum paint. He pulled her to her feet and led her back into the showers. The men, even though they had all cum crowded around to watch, not a one wanted to miss watching this beautiful woman in the shower.

Once most of the cum had been washed from Mia’s pretty face and gorgeous sexy body, there was no way that all the cum would wash from her hair with only one wash. Jaden handed the sodden skimpy outfit to the girl to get dressed. With quite some difficult and with much enjoyment from her audience she struggled to get each item on her lovely body. Of course, it was almost pointless. Her being still wet, the little tight skimpy shorts and vest top till wet, they were both transparent. Most of the men were still naked and as she was led to the door she walked past many thick long cocks hanging, swaying at half-mast. 

“What a sight!” She thought.

Now in the middle of the evening the campus was quiet, the air warm and humid, and so there were only a few people who got to see the almost naked girl walking back to her dorm. Of course, her hair was still a mess with glops of spunk clearly visible.


Epilogue

Then following evening Mia sat alone on a stone bench in the middle of the university plaza. The late afternoon sun cast a soft golden light over the wide, open space. Students walked past her in twos and threes, some laughing, some talking on the phone, others just rushing to their next class. But Mia barely noticed them.

She had her legs crossed, her arms wrapped loosely around herself, and her eyes fixed on the old fountain at the centre of the plaza. The water trickled softly from the top tier, sparkling in the sun. It was peaceful. Quiet. But inside, her thoughts were anything but calm. Her body still ached a combination for all the exercise cheering the team and the gangbang she received afterwards.

She had come here to think. To sit away from everyone for a little while. Away from her peers, her course, her professor and away from Coach Carter. Away from the noise.

There was something she couldn’t shake—something heavy sitting in her chest like a stone.

She was tired. Not just physically, but emotionally. She had spent the whole week doing what everyone asked. She had helped a classmate with their assignment, even though she had her own work piling up. She had said yes to a group project she didn’t want to join. Again and again, she gave people what they wanted from her. And last night she had been in her second gangbang with the basketball team. She had been fucked Elijah and by two men she didn’t even know their names.

And now, she felt empty.

She looked down at her hands resting in her lap. They were small, smooth, carefully manicured. Pretty. Like the rest of her. People always said that. That she was beautiful. That she had a great smile. That she was nice. That she had a sexy body. Firm perky breasts and a round ass.

But she didn’t feel nice right now.

She felt used. Worn out.

Why did she always do this? Why was it so hard for her to say no? Why did she bend over backward for everyone? Bend over and take a thick black cock in her little pussy or arse?

Mia sighed and leaned back on the bench, staring up at the blue sky above the university towers. She thought about her childhood—how her parents always praised her for being the "good girl," the easy one. She was quiet. She listened. She didn’t cause trouble. And she carried that into everything—into school, into friendships, into her determination to be a good journalist and now into her sex life.

But she also felt something else. Something darker.

Sometimes, she felt like she almost wanted people to walk over her. Like she needed to be used, needed to be wanted, even if it hurt her. She liked to be used. Why did she want to be a slut?

That thought made her stomach twist.

Was she too submissive? Was she a pushover? And why did a part of her like it?

She hated thinking about that, but the feeling wouldn’t leave. It had followed her for years. The way she let teachers talk down to her, the way she apologized even when things weren’t her fault, the way she kept her opinions to herself to avoid making others upset. The way she had always let her boyfriend control her. That had changed at least.

She told herself it was sexy. But sitting here in the beautiful place it didn’t feel that sexy. Not right now. Both her pussy and little arse hole were sore. It felt like giving herself away in little pieces.

She closed her eyes and took a slow breath. The breeze touched her face, and she heard birds chirping in a nearby tree.

Then her thoughts turned to her boyfriend.

That was the part that confused her the most.

With him, now things were different. Not always, but often. She snapped at him sometimes for no reason. She gave him orders without thinking. She made him wait when she wanted to. She pushed him away when he needed closeness and then pulled him back on her terms. She loved him—but she could also be cold. Now she liked to tease him. She liked to dominate him. He couldn’t satisfy her sexually anymore. But she still loved him. Did she want this relationship? Would she ever be able to break up with him? Or would she carry on just using him?

Was it because she felt safe enough to be in control around him? Or was it because, deep down, she resented everyone else having power over her, so she took it out on him?

Why was she like that? Why did she want to be a submissive slut with Jaden, Elijah and Marcus. With fit muscular black men. With the Coach and her professor. Why did she let alpha males use her.

She didn’t want to believe that. But maybe it was true.

He had called her out on it once, in a quiet voice. He said, “You’re sweet with everyone, but with me, you’re... harder.” He didn’t say it to be mean. He just looked sad. She had changed the subject.

But she remembered that moment. She thought about it often.

Mia rubbed her hands together and looked down at the smooth stone beneath her sneakers. She felt like two different people sometimes. The one who bent and gave and let herself be pushed. And the one who pushed back—too hard.

Was there a middle ground? Could she be strong without being harsh? Could she be kind without being walked on? Is it possible now for her to get the maximum out of sex with only one man and not a group of men with big cocks? Could she have fulfilling sex with only one lover? Would Jaden or Elijah date her or did they think she was too much of a slut?

She didn’t know. Did she want to know. Maybe she didn’t want to have an answer now. She was at university where students like her were supposed to experiment, try new things it didn’t mean she would do this after uni. But could she stop?

She leaned forward, elbows on her knees, and rested her chin in her hands. The plaza was quieter now. Fewer people around. The shadows were longer. The light was softer. She watched the water in the fountain ripple and fall, over and over again.

She wanted to be that—calm and steady. Still soft, but also sure.

She didn’t have to fix everything in one day. She didn’t have to decide today. She knew she still wanted sex with Jaden and Elijah as well as her boyfriend. She knew she would still accept being used by Coach Carte and her professor.

Then there was a shadow over her. It was the tall black student who had tried to chat her up in her first week.

“FUCK!” Thought Mia, “So much ads happened since then.”

“Hey, Babe, how ya doing?”

What was his name she’d taken his number and never called. Back then, only a couple of weeks ago she had been very wary of black men, now she was their slut.

Mia: “Hi, Joshua isn’t it?”

Joshua: “That’s right, Baby-Girl. Didn’t think you’d remember.”

Mia: “You wanna go get that coffee?”

Joshua: “Yes, Babe.”

Mia stood up, reached up on tiptoes, and kissed his cheek. Unknowingly he’d saved her from her thoughts. She put an arm around his waist and he looped his big arm around her, almost likely they were lovers or old friends, not like they were going on their first date. Mia smiled.


BOOK FOUR

In BOOK FOUR we take Mia’s sluttyness to another level. How far will she go, experimenting while at Uni? Will she stick with her boyfriend or is she going to dump him and date Joshua, Jaden or Elijah?

Has she had her last interracial gangbang?

Look out for the next in this series.
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