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______________________________________________________________________

I stared blankly. My mind raced with a million thoughts — but I couldn’t focus on a single one.

All around me, the rest of the boys were cheering, excited that they made the College football team.

I scanned the list one more time — my name wasn’t on it.

I felt the tears pricking at my eyes. I had spent my entire life playing football. It was my dream to play for the College team. It was rare for freshmen to make the team — but I thought I could do it…

I took a deep breath — my heart pounding out of my chest.

A hand clasped on my shoulder. I whimpered, shaking from my maladaptive trance.

Beside me, Jaiden huffed. “Sorry, Jesse. I know how much you wanted this.” The quarterback said, a somber tone in his voice. “Don’t worry. No freshmen made the team this year — next year you’ll rock it.”

My lips pursed together as I felt the heat rush to my cheeks. I was only in college for four years — I didn’t want to wait for a whole ‘nother year.

I looked up at Jaiden and thanked him anyway as his hand lingered on my shoulder. Jaiden was a great guy. We came from the same small town and I always looked up at him.

Jaiden was a few years older, and about to graduate. While I wanted to play football all four years, I also wanted to play with him and be his teammate. Now that dream was quashed.

I sighed deeply. All I wanted to do was go back to my dorm and crawl under the sheets.

I didn’t care one bit about college parties or classes. All I wanted was to be part of the football team.

“I should go…” I said, shrugging off Jaiden’s hand. I wanted to get out of there before I burst into tears in front of him.

As I turned to walk away, Jaiden’s hand shot forward, his thick fingers gripping my wrist like the fangs of a viper.

“Hey man… Look. I know it’s tough — but this isn’t the end.” His face was stoic, curly brown hair dangling over his face as his eyes fixated on mine.

A shiver shot down my spine.

“Y-yeah… you’re right.” I whimpered, my knees trembling for some unknown reason. “I’ll try again next year.”

He gave a brisk nod, his hand recalling from my wrist.

The tension in the air lingered. What was going on? I was an emotional wreck, but I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes off him…

“You know…” Jaiden began. “There are still ways you can be a part of the team. They are letting guys sign up for the cheerleading team.” His eyes scanned me up and down. “You have the perfect figure for it.”

My eyebrows furrowed. “Are you kidding me? A cheerleader?”

His suggestion was more of an insult than anything. Sure, I was built smaller than most of the men on the team, but I wasn’t a damn cheerleader…

Jaiden tossed his head back and laughed. “I didn’t mean to make you upset. I just think you should have an open mind.”

I pursed my lips, muttering an excuse to leave before rushing back to my dorms.

I slammed the door to my dorm room, collapsing onto my bed. The tears I'd been holding back finally spilled over. I buried my face in my pillow, muffling my sobs.

How could this happen? Football was everything to me. Without it, who was I?

As I lay there crying, Jaiden's words echoed in my mind. A cheerleader? Was he serious? The thought made me feel... strange. Conflicted.

Part of me was offended. I wasn't some girly boy — I was an athlete! But another part... a tiny voice deep inside... was intrigued.

I imagined myself in one of those tight cheerleader uniforms. My lean, toned body on display. Jaiden watching me from the field as I cheered him on.

It would be humiliating…

A shiver ran through me. My face flushed hot with shame, but I couldn't shake the image. Or the way it made me feel.

I crawled under the sheets, my mind flashing between failing to make the team and the image of me in a cheerleading outfit…

***************

The moonlight spilled into the bedroom. It was the middle of the night, and I was tossing and turning. There was no way I’d be able to get any sleep at all.

All I could think about was Jaiden’s comment about joining the cheer team. Was he serious? I had to find out…

My heart raced as I jumped out of bed, pulling on a thin tank top and shorts. I slipped my feet into sandals and crept out of my room.

The halls were eerily quiet at this hour. My bare legs prickled with goosebumps in the cool night air. I padded softly down the corridor, my sandals making little slaps against the floor.

I knew where Jaiden's room was — at the end of the hall on the third floor. My pulse quickened with each step. What was I doing? This was crazy. But I couldn't stop myself — I needed answers.

Finally, I stood outside his door. I raised my hand to knock, then hesitated. What if he was asleep? What if he laughed at me? But I had to know...

I tapped lightly on the door. No answer. I knocked again, a little louder. I heard rustling inside, then footsteps. The door creaked open.

Jaiden stood there, shirtless and groggy. His eyes widened when he saw me. "Jesse? What are you doing here?"

I swallowed hard, suddenly very aware of how exposed I felt in my skimpy sleep clothes. "I... I couldn't sleep. I kept thinking about what you said earlier. About being a cheerleader."

“What about it?”

“I… I need to know if you were serious.” I said, fists clenched as I looked down at the floor.

Jaiden huffed, crossing his arms over his muscular chest as he leaned against the doorframe. His grey sweatpants snug to his legs.

Slowly a slick smile crossed his chiseled face. “I was dead serious. You’d be a great cheerleader. No shame in that.”

Despite his words, I was shamed. It would be so emasculating — but perhaps, a bit liberating.

Being an athlete — I was always pushed to be the manliest. However, my smaller frame made that difficult. Perhaps being a cheerleader may be the shift I needed…

Jaiden stepped to the side, holding the door open for me. “Come in — I have something to show you.” He said, his sly smile lingering on his lips.

My heart pounded as I stepped into Jaiden's room. The scent of his cologne –- oaky and masculine –- filled my nostrils. I breathed it in deeply, feeling lightheaded.

Trophies and sports posters covered every inch of the walls. Reminders of everything I wanted but couldn't have. My eyes darted around, taking it all in. A pair of Jaiden's boxers peeked out from his closet. I quickly looked away, my cheeks burning.

Jaiden gestured for me to sit as the door closed. I perched timidly on the edge of his bed, my body trembling slightly. The sheets were rumpled from sleep. I ran my fingers over the soft fabric, imagining Jaiden's muscular body sprawled there just minutes ago.

"I can tell you’re considering being a cheerleader." Jaiden's deep voice broke the silence. He stood in front of me, arms crossed over his bare chest. My eyes traced the defined lines of his abs before snapping back up to his face.

"I... I don't know," I stammered. "It's just... I want to be part of the team so badly, somehow. If I couldn’t make it… well, maybe cheerleading won’t be too bad…"

I couldn’t believe that I was actually considering it.

Jaiden nodded, his eyes roaming over my body. "You'd look good in a uniform. Tight top. Short skirt." He smirked. "Maybe we should try one on you."

“W-wait, what? Don’t the guys get another outfit?” I whimpered, eyes wide.

Jaiden shook his head, his smile growing. “Nope. It’s a tank top and miniskirt for the guys and the girls.”

“Th-that’s humiliating…”

Jaiden flashed me a wink, making my heart skip a beat as he walked toward the closet.

“You’ve met Brooke, right?” He asked, rifling into the corner of his closet.

I stretched my neck, curious as to what he was looking for. “Th-the blonde cheerleader? Yeah, I’ve seen her around.”

“We’ve been hooking up for a while.” He said.

For some reason, I felt as if I’d been punched in the stomach. “Oh…”

“She came over last week after cheerleading practice…” Jaiden continued, “And she left this here…”

My eyes widened as Jaiden turned around, a skimpy cheerleading uniform dangling from his fingers. My breath caught in my throat. The top was a tiny white tube top that would barely cover my chest — let alone a girl’s. Below it hung a shockingly short pink miniskirt, pleated and flirty. It looked obscenely small and the fabric was almost completely see-through.

"Here," Jaiden said with a grin, tossing the uniform onto my lap. "Try it on."

I ran my fingers over the soft fabric, my heart pounding. The top was so tight it would show every curve. And that skirt... it would barely cover anything. My cheeks burned imagining how exposed I'd be.

"I... I can't," I stammered. "It's so... revealing."

Jaiden chuckled. "That's the point. You'll look hot in it. Come on, don't be shy."

My hands trembled as I lifted the tube top. It was stretchy but so small. The skirt was even worse - it would barely reach mid-thigh. I'd be practically naked.

"Go on," Jaiden urged, his eyes intense. "Let's see how it looks."

I swallowed hard, desire and shame warring inside me. This was so wrong. But I wanted it so badly...

Jaiden’s dark eyes glimmered something devious and lustful.

It was wrong… but at this point… I didn’t care.

Slowly, I stood — knees shaking like a newborn deer as I held the thin fabric in my hands.

Hints of vanilla perfume still lingered on the outfit as I looked up at Jaiden. The man gave a brisk nod, his curly brown hair dangling over his face.

“Strip.” The man said, his voice firm and commanding.
A shiver shot through my spine. A million thoughts raced in my head, but I couldn’t focus on a single one of them. Even still, I placed the outfit on the bed — my hands reaching down towards my bottoms.

My hands trembled as I gripped the waistband of my shorts. I hesitated, looking up at Jaiden nervously. His eyes were locked on me, dark with desire. I took a shaky breath and slowly pushed my shorts down my legs. Cool air hit my exposed skin, making me shiver.

My cock sprang out, semi hard as a string of pre-cum dripped off the tip onto my foot.

I whimpered under his gaze. Jaiden’s eyes fixated on my cock — causing it to grow even harder.

“Damn… Not bad.” He said darkly. The man ran his fingers through his hair as his gaze met mine. “Now the shirt.”

I gripped the hem of my tank top with trembling fingers. My heart was racing, pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears. Jaiden's intense gaze burned into me as I slowly pulled the thin fabric up, exposing my flat stomach inch by inch.

The cool air hit my skin, making me shiver. I paused for a moment before pulling the shirt over my head in one fluid motion. Now I stood completely naked before him, exposed and vulnerable.

A deep blush spread across my cheeks and down my chest. I felt so small and feminine compared to Jaiden's muscular form. My cock was fully hard now, jutting out obscenely. Pre-cum dripped steadily from the tip.

Shame and embarrassment flooded through me. This was so wrong. I shouldn't be naked in front of another man like this. But at the same time, a thrill of excitement coursed through my body. Jaiden's hungry eyes roaming over me made me feel desired in a way I never had before.

I shifted awkwardly from foot to foot, unsure what to do with my hands. Part of me wanted to cover myself, to hide my arousal. But another part reveled in being on display like this. My breath came in short, quick pants.

"Beautiful," Jaiden murmured, his voice low and husky. The single word sent shivers down my spine.

I was confused by the conflicting emotions swirling inside me - shame and arousal battling for dominance. But underneath it all was an overwhelming sense of rightness. Like this was always meant to happen.

“Now,” Jaiden said, stepping forward. “Let’s put on that slutty little cheerleader’s outfit, shall we?”

I nodded, my face searing with blush. “O-okay~”

“Good boy.”

I whimpered. His praise making me shudder with delight.

I reached for the miniskirt first, the soft pink fabric sliding through my fingers. It was impossibly short. Trembling, I stepped into it and pulled it up over my hips. The waistband settled snugly just below my navel.

The skirt barely covered anything. The hem fluttered at the very tops of my thighs, leaving my legs completely bare. I shifted, feeling exposed. A cool breeze from the window caressed my ass cheeks.

My cock strained against the thin fabric, tenting it obscenely. Pre-cum leaked steadily, leaving a dark wet spot on the front of the skirt. I whimpered softly, equal parts aroused and mortified.

"Give me a little twirl," Jaiden commanded, his voice husky.

Blushing furiously, I slowly turned in a circle. The skirt flared out as I spun, lifting to flash my bare ass. I heard Jaiden's sharp intake of breath behind me.

"Again," he growled. "Slower this time."

I obeyed, turning more deliberately. The cool air hit my exposed backside as the skirt rose. I could feel Jaiden's eyes burning into me, drinking in every inch of exposed skin. My cock throbbed painfully, aching for touch.

When I faced Jaiden again, his eyes were dark with lust. He licked his lips slowly, gaze roaming over my body. I'd never felt so vulnerable yet desired in my life.

"Perfect," Jaiden purred. "Now let's get that top on you."

He stepped forward, grabbing the thin top and holding it towards me. The scent of his cologne made my entire body shiver. God…

My mind was a pool of melted thoughts — but I didn’t care. This felt so fucking good — I didn’t want to resist it anymore.

I took the top from Jaiden with trembling hands. The fabric was so thin and stretchy, it felt like nothing between my fingers. I pulled it over my head, struggling a bit to get it in place. The tight material clung to my skin as I tugged it down over my chest.

I gasped softly as the cool fabric slid over my sensitive nipples. They instantly hardened, poking through the thin top. The hem barely reached my navel, leaving a strip of bare skin between it and the low-riding skirt.

Biting my lip nervously, I smoothed the top down. It hugged every curve of my lean torso. The neckline dipped low, exposing my collarbones and a hint of cleavage I didn't know I had.

"Look at yourself," Jaiden commanded, gesturing to the full-length mirror on his closet door.

Hesitantly, I turned to face my reflection. My breath caught in my throat at the sight. The outfit was so revealing, so feminine. The skirt barely covered my ass, flashing glimpses of cheek with every slight movement. My legs looked impossibly long and slender.

The top clung to me like a second skin, emphasizing my slim waist and the subtle curves of my chest. My nipples were clearly visible through the thin fabric. A blush spread across my cheeks and down my neck, disappearing beneath the low neckline.

I looked dirty. Slutty. But also... sexy. Powerful. For the first time, I saw myself as desirable. Beautiful, even. My cock throbbed, straining against the tight skirt.

"Fuck," I whispered, running my hands down my sides. I couldn't tear my eyes away from my reflection. Was this really me? This sexy, feminine creature staring back with wide eyes and parted lips?

Jaiden chuckled deeply, stepping forward. The man placed his rough, rugged hand on the small of my back. I stifled a whimper, his touch was cool and manly against my soft skin.

I stared at the man in the mirror. His abs were chiseled from stone, and his cock was growing under his grey sweatpants.

“How does it feel?” He asked.

“S-so fucking good…” I admitted — blush searing as the words felt like a sin on my lips.

“Good boy… Or should I say, good girl.”

I whimpered. Girl. I was a girl, wasn’t I?

I wasn’t made to be a rugged man. I felt more alive in this cheerleaders outfit than I ever did in football gear.

His hand curled around my slender hips pulling me close into him. I gasped, my cock throbbing, causing the skirt to tent.

“You look so fucking sexy in that slutty outfit. I won’t be able to focus on football with you cheering on the sides.”

I looked at him, my eyes fluttering. My hand reached out as if with a mind of its own.

Jaiden grunted as I grabbed the bulge in his sweatpants. God… He was so big, so fucking hard…

“I… I think I need to thank you.” I said, my heart racing as I gave his shaft a squeeze.

“Is that so?” He said, his fingers digging into my hips as I groped his throbbing bulge.

My mouth watered as my other hand ran over his washboard abs.

Slowly, I fell to my knees. My cock was doing all the thinking as I squirmed on the floor. His bulge throbbing inches from my face as I knelt like a good slut.

I looked up at the rugged, alpha quarterback — my hands stroking his thighs. “C-can I thank you, baby?”
His smile grew as the man chuckled deeply. “Look at you. One taste of dressing like a girl and you turn into a complete sissy slut.”

He ran his fingers through my hair as his stance widened. “If you insist… Go ahead and be a good girl, take my cock out.”

With trembling fingers, I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of Jaiden's sweatpants.

My heart was racing in my throat — my body shaking and my cock throbbing. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Jaiden was a man… and one that I had always looked up to. But fuck — I needed to see his cock so fucking bad.

I slowly pulled them down, revealing more of his toned abs and the deep V-line of his hips. My breath hitched as his cock sprang free, bouncing heavily.

I gasped audibly. Even semi-hard, it was massive –- thick as my wrist and long enough to make me wonder how it would ever fit. The shaft was veiny and girthy, curving slightly upward. The head was large and swollen, already glistening with pre-cum.

Below hung his heavy balls, large and full. Dark curls nestled around the base. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils, making me dizzy with lust.

"Oh god," I whimpered, unable to tear my eyes away from his impressive manhood. My mouth watered as I watched it twitch and grow even larger under my gaze.

I licked my lips unconsciously, overcome with the urge to taste him. To worship this magnificent cock with my mouth. To be a good girl and please him.

Jaiden chuckled, his hands stroking my hair as I gripped his shaft. “Like what you see?”

I nodded, looking up at him with lustful eyes. “Y-you’re so big~” I whimpered.

He smirked, gripping the roots of my hair. “Don’t worry. I’m sure it’ll be nothing for a good girl like you.”

A shiver tingled up my spine.

I wanted to be a good girl for him. My own cock was throbbing wildly — but it was time for his pleasure now.

Slowly, I began to pump the shaft, my hand stroking up and down the cock as it hardened. God… My asshole puckered just looking at it.

“C-can I suck it?” I said, my voice barely louder than a whisper. This was all so dirty — but I couldn’t resist. I didn't want to be a football bro anymore… I wanted to be a cheerleading slut.

Jaiden nodded, grinning as his hand palmed the back of my head. “Go ahead. Enjoy…”

I leaned forward, my heart pounding. I stuck out my tongue, gently lapping at the swollen head of Jaiden's cock. The salty-sweet taste of his pre-cum coated my tongue. I moaned softly, savoring the flavor.

Slowly, I wrapped my lips around the tip, sucking gently. The velvety soft skin felt incredible against my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the ridge, eliciting a deep groan from Jaiden as he tossed his head back. “Oh fuck… Just like that, slut.”

Encouraged, I took more of him into my mouth. The thick shaft stretched my lips wide as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each pass. The musky masculine scent filled my nostrils.

"Fuck, that's it," Jaiden moaned, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Such a good little cocksucker."

I whimpered, nails digging into his meaty thighs as my mouth filled with his throbbing shaft. I groaned, saliva filling my cheeks as my tongue ran against his manhood — exploring every ridge and vein.

The cock throbbed against my tight, wet mouth as Jaiden pushed my head, urging me to take all of him.

And I was desperate to please him.

My nipples pushed against the tube top, cock throbbing as I squirmed on my knees.

I felt so dirty, so slutty. But it felt so incredibly good. Like this was what I was made for. Not football, but servicing real men with my mouth. Being a good girl.

Jaiden's hips started to thrust, fucking my face. I relaxed my throat, letting him use me. Tears pricked my eyes as he hit the back of my throat, but I didn't care. I wanted to please him.

"That's it, take it all," Jaiden growled. "Fuck, you were born to suck cock, you little sissy slut."

Each thrust caused his cock to slam against the back of my throat. I gagged, saliva dripping down my throat as his balls slapped against my chin. Each thrust of his hips caused my nose to press against his dirty pubes — flooding my lungs with his salty aroma.

God… It was intoxicating.

Jaiden gripped my hair tighter, shoving his cock deep into my throat. I gagged, eyes watering as he buried himself to the hilt. His thick shaft stretched my throat impossibly wide. I squirmed, overwhelmed by the feeling of fullness.

"Fuck yes, take it all," Jaiden growled, holding me in place.

I struggled to breathe, my nose pressed against his pubic hair. Drool ran down my chin as I choked and sputtered around his massive cock. My eyes rolled back, tears streaming down my cheeks.

Jaiden moaned deeply, clearly enjoying the tight squeeze of my throat. "Such a good little cocksucker. Born to serve real men."

He pulled back slightly, allowing me a quick gasp of air before plunging back in. Over and over he used my throat, fucking my face with abandon. I surrendered completely, letting him use me as he pleased.

Through tear-blurred eyes, I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The image sent a jolt of arousal through me. I looked utterly debauched –- lips stretched wide around Jaiden's thick shaft, tears running down my flushed cheeks. The tiny cheerleader uniform was askew, my hard nipples clearly visible through the thin fabric and the miniskirt hitched around my waist as my cock dripped.

I looked like a complete slut, on my knees servicing a real man. And I loved it.

My mouth smothered the thick cock. His heavy balls tightened.

Jaiden was ready to blow.

I sucked him like a vacuum as I looked up at the man through teary eyes. I needed to milk him. My own cock was dripping, sending tremors up my spine. But it wasn’t my time — at least not yet.

“F-fuck~” The man groaned. “I’m about to blow. You ready, slut?”

I whimpered, nodding as spit, tears, and sweat stained my face. I needed his cream more than anything.

I sucked deep, filling my mouth with saliva and the taste of his sweaty cock.

“F-fuck!” The man roared, fingers digging into my skull. I held onto his thighs, bracing for the explosion.

Jaiden's hips bucked wildly as he neared his climax. I sucked harder, determined to milk every drop from his throbbing cock. With a guttural roar, he exploded in my mouth. Thick ropes of hot cum shot down my throat, coating my tongue.

I tried desperately to swallow it all, but there was so much. Spurt after spurt filled my mouth to overflowing. Creamy white cum leaked from the corners of my lips, dripping down my chin onto my cheerleader top.

The salty, musky taste overwhelmed my senses. I choked and sputtered, struggling to breathe as Jaiden continued to empty his balls into my eager mouth. My eyes rolled back, tears streaming down my cheeks as I was overwhelmed by the sheer volume.

Jaiden held my head firmly in place, ensuring I took every last drop. "That's it, swallow it all like a good slut," he growled, breathlessly as sweat drenched his body. He panted like a dog as he held his cock deep into my filthy mouth.

I did my best, gulping down as much of his seed as I could. But it was too much. Cum bubbled out around his shaft, dripping messily down my chin and neck. I felt utterly defiled and used. And I loved every second of it.

Finally, he pulled back, his milked cock spilling from my lips.

I gasped, spitting up the build up of filth in my cheeks. Saliva and cum bubbled down my face as I gasped, filling my lungs with air as the room spun around me.

The cum was thick and salty. Pungent and creamy as it glazed my chin and chest. The filth stained the tube top as I fell onto my back — my cock pointing straight into the air as I squirmed.

“O-oh god~!” I gasped, licking my lips.

Jaiden chuckled, staring down at me. Ropes of spit and cum dripped off his shaft like filthy raindrops. 
“You are such a perfect little slut, aren’t you?”
I blushed at the compliment.

The man stared at my aching cock. “Though, there is one more test… think of it like another try-out.”

“A…A try-out?” I whimpered.

He nodded, an evil grin on his lips. “I enjoy you… but if you want to be a cheerleader, then the rest of the football team is going to need to test you out as well.”

I gasped, heart racing.

The entire football team? The mere thought of being used and manhandled by the big brutes on the football team made my body shudder. I had just learned how to be a girly slut — could I really handle the entire team?

“Think you can take it?” Jaiden asked, eyes devouring my ruined body.

I whimpered, but nodded. “Y-yes… I will.”

“Good slut. Tomorrow after practise — I’ll make sure the boys are in the locker room. We’ll see you there.” He stood, grabbing his sweats. “Oh, and no touching yourself until then. I want you to be completely horny and ready to be played with.”

Could I really handle the entire football team? I wasn’t sure… But I did know one thing — I was going to give it my all.

I nodded, whimpering as my resolve bubbled inside of me like a volcano.

“There’s more than one way to be part of the football team. We need a plaything to relieve all our stress — and I think you’re the perfect femboy.” He said with an evil grin.

***************

I stood in the bathroom mirror — the cheerleading outfit snug against my body. The shirt and top were freshly cleaned, and I opted to put on a pair of white legging to accentuate my calves and thighs.

I looked… so fucking pretty.

My figure was feminine and dainty — perfect to be a little boy slut. The person in the mirror was unfamiliar to me — but God… it was mesmerizing.

I bit my lip, the blush already creeping in on my cheeks. It was late evening and I had snuck into the gymnasium just as Jaiden instructed. It was completely empty, but the sounds of the football team down the hall in the locker room filled the ambient air.

My hairs stood on edge. Was I truly ready for this?

Jaiden had unlocked something deep within me… Something dirty and slutty. It felt amazing — but pleasuring Jaiden alone was much different than the entire football team.

Clenching my fists, I took a deep breath.

The cheerleader outfit hugged every curve of my body. The tight top accentuated my slim waist and perky chest. The short skirt fluttered with every slight movement, offering teasing glimpses of my smooth thighs. White knee-high socks completed the look, making my legs look impossibly long and slender.

I'd spent hours getting ready - shaving every inch of my body until my skin was silky smooth, applying subtle makeup to enhance my features. A light dusting of glitter on my cheekbones caught the light. Glossy pink lips begged to be kissed or wrapped around a throbbing cock.

This was who I truly was. Not the macho football player I'd tried so hard to be, but a pretty little fembody eager to please. The realization sent a thrill through my body.

I could hear the rowdy voices of the football team echoing down the hall. My heart raced with anticipation and nerves. But underneath it all was a sense of excitement. Of rightness.

This was my chance to fully embrace my true self. To let go of society's expectations and give in to my deepest desires. To be the cock-hungry slut I was always meant to be.

I took one last look in the mirror, admiring how the uniform showcased my feminine figure. My cock throbbed beneath the short skirt, aching to be touched after being denied for so long. But that pleasure wasn't for me anymore. My body existed solely for the pleasure of real men now.

With newfound confidence, I strutted out of the bathroom towards the locker room. My hips swayed with each step, the skirt bouncing flirtatiously. I was ready to take on the entire football team. Ready to be used and ravished by a dozen beefy jocks.

This was my destiny. To be a pretty little cheerleader slut, servicing real men with my holes. And I was going to be the best damn cocksucker and cum dump they'd ever seen.

My hands pressed against the cold locker room door. I could hear laughing and shouting inside, my body tingling as I thought of all the naked, muscular men inside.

This was it. When I leave the locker room — I’ll be a completely different person. This was my cocoon — and I was ready to break free.

With all my strength — I pushed the door open.

***************

As I stepped inside, a wave of humid air hit me, thick with the scent of sweat and testosterone. The rowdy chatter instantly died as every head turned in my direction.

Dozens of eyes raked over my body, drinking in the sight of me in my skimpy cheerleader uniform. I felt so small and exposed under their predatory gazes. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but a thrill of excitement shot through me.

The locker room was packed with brawny football players in various states of undress. Muscular chests glistened with sweat. Towels hung low on trim waists, revealing sculpted abs. Thick thighs and bulging biceps were on full display.

I scanned the room, taking in the sea of chiseled jawlines and hungry eyes. There must have been at least 20 guys crammed in there. Some were fresh from the showers, water droplets trailing down their ripped bodies. Others were still in their practice gear, grass stains on their tight pants.

The silence stretched on as they stared at me, slack-jawed. I shifted nervously from foot to foot, hyper-aware of how the movement made my short skirt flutter. My legs trembled slightly in my knee-high socks.

The men stared at me like lions who had cornered their prey — ready to pounce.

Finally, a deep voice broke the silence. "Well boys, looks like our new cheerleader has arrived." Jaiden emerged from the crowd topless, a wicked grin on his face. “What do we think of our sissy slut?”

A chorus of appreciative whistles and catcalls erupted. Blood rushed to my cheeks as crude comments filled the air.

"Damn, look at those legs!"

"What a pretty little thing."

"Can't wait to see what that mouth can do."

I whimpered softly, overwhelmed by their lustful stares. But underneath the nervousness, desire pooled in my belly. My cock throbbed beneath the thin fabric of my skirt.              This was really happening. I was about to be used by an entire locker room full of beefy jocks. The thought made me dizzy with arousal.

Jaiden stepped forward, his eyes roaming over my body possessively. "You ready to show these boys what you can do, princess?"

I nodded shakily, my voice barely above a whisper. "Y-yes. I'm ready."

“Good sissy.” He groaned. His hand reached down — sneaking under my skirt.

I gasped as he gripped my hardening cock — stroking gently.

“Ohh~” I purred, holding onto his shoulders as he stroked me. I was so pent up that even the delicate stroking was nearly enough to push me over the edge.

Jaiden laughed, inhaling my girlish perfume. “So sexy…” He turned to face the rest of the team. “She’s all ready for us. Have at her.”

He let go of my cock — I gasped, as he lifted me up effortlessly. I wrapped my legs around his waist as he carried me towards the middle of the lockers. The miniskirt rode up to my waist — my bare ass in full view for all to enjoy as I nestled into his collar.

He gently laid me down on a long wooden bench in the middle of the room. The rough wood pressed into my bare skin as my skirt rode up, exposing my aching cock and smooth ass. I squirmed on the hard surface, feeling utterly exposed and vulnerable.

My cock flopped onto my stomach, hard and leaking. Pre-cum smeared across my skin, leaving a glistening trail. I whimpered softly, overwhelmed by the hungry stares of the football players surrounding me.

Jaiden stepped back, a predatory grin on his face. "She's all yours, boys. Though, take it easy on her boy pussy. She’s a virgin back there.” Jaiden winked.

My asshole puckered, mind racing as the team closed in around me, forming a tight circle. Towering, muscular bodies blocked out the fluorescent lights overhead. The air grew thick with the mingled scents of sweat, cologne, and arousal.

I could see the obvious bulges in their tight uniform pants, some already stroking themselves through the fabric. My mouth watered at the sight. So many big, hard cocks, all for me.

One of the men I recognized from my History class. A big, rugged tight end named Demarcus.

Demarcus grinned, the man was built like a train — burly and muscular. He had a towel wrapped around his pelvis, body still wet from the shower. “Damn, Jesse… I never expected to see you like this.”

His throbbing black cock tented under the towel — making my nipples strain against the tube top. I squirmed on the hard bench, blush on my cheeks. “Wh-what do you think?”

“You look… delicious.” The man grinned.

With a single tug, he ripped the towel right off his body. I gasped, eyes widening at the mere sight of his cock.

He was massive.

The black cock swung like an elephant truck — veins bulging against the shaft. My asshole puckered and my mouth watered as he stepped forward — the scent of his musk filled my lungs.

I reached out with trembling hands, wrapping my fingers around his shaft. My eyes widened - I couldn't even get my hand all the way around its girth.

"Oh god," I whimpered, stroking the velvet-soft skin. Pre-cum beaded at the tip, and I eagerly lapped it up. The salty taste made me moan softly.

As I worshipped Demarcus' cock, I felt strong hands on my thighs, spreading them wide. I willingly lifted my legs, exposing my virgin hole. Cool air hit my most intimate area, making me shiver.

Rough fingers prodded at my entrance, circling teasingly. I gasped at the new sensation, arching my back. My skirt bunched around my waist as I writhed on the bench.

Suddenly, another pair of hands found my chest, tweaking my sensitive nipples through the thin fabric of my top. I cried out in pleasure, my body overwhelmed by sensation.

The men all leaned over, fighting over one another to gain access to my slutty body. I was their prize — and I loved it.

I whimpered as hands grabbed and groped every inch of me — the most dominant men laid claim to my ass, cock and nipples, while the others made do with my hips and legs. Every inch of me was for their pleasure.

“Ohh~” I whimpered, feeling the fingers dig into my skin. The ginger man by my ass chuckled, his hands holding my ass cheeks spread as he admired my tight, pink boy pussy. “Fuck… So tight. I don’t think I’ll fit.”

I whimpered, stroking Demarcus faster and faster as his cock turned into an iron rod in my grip.

“I — I can take it~” I purred, toes curling around the stockings.

The ginger smiled. His lips puckered before he spat right on my asshole. I gasped as the saliva coated my virgin boy pussy.

“Open up, sissy.” Demarcus grunted, his chest heaving as my hand explored his manhood.

I opened my mouth wide, guiding Demarcus' massive cock towards my eager lips. The swollen head pressed against my mouth, stretching my jaw to its limit. I could barely fit just the tip between my lips.

Demarcus groaned deeply as I swirled my tongue around his sensitive glans, tasting the salty pre-cum that leaked steadily. The musky scent of his arousal filled my nostrils. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard on what little I could take.

God, he tasted so fucking good. My tongue lashed his bulbous tip like a whip. Each lash made him grunt, shoving his cock a bit deeper and threatening to unhinge my jaw.

Meanwhile, the ginger player positioned himself between my spread legs. He spat again on my virgin hole, using his fingers to spread the saliva around. I whimpered around Demarcus' cock as I felt the head of the ginger's shaft pressing against my entrance.

He teased me mercilessly, rubbing his cock up and down my crack. The thick head caught on my rim with each pass, sending shivers of pleasure through my body. My own cock throbbed painfully, leaking pre-cum onto my stomach.

I squirmed on the bench, torn between pushing down against the cock at my ass and taking more of Demarcus into my mouth. Spit dribbled down my chin as I struggled to accommodate his girth.

Demarcus' hips began to thrust shallowly. "That's it, take it deeper," he growled. His hands tangled in my hair, urging me to swallow more. I gagged as he hit the back of my throat, eyes watering.

At the same time, another cock found it’s way into my free hand. It was smaller — but I stroked it all the same. The hands on my chest tweaked and pulled at my nipple — flooding my mind with joy as my eyes rolled back.

All the sensations coursing through me were so much — it felt amazing.

The ginger increased the pressure on my hole, the head of his cock starting to breach my virgin entrance. The stretch burned deliciously. I moaned wantonly around Demarcus' shaft, overwhelmed by the dual sensations.

From the side, Jaiden chuckled. “Damn slut — you really learned from last night, didn’t you?”

He was right. I had a taste of being a sissy boy slut last night in his dorm — and now I was ready to dive head first into the debauchery.

Demarcus groaned, shoving his cock in and out of my outstretched mouth — I could only fit a few inches — but that combined with my masterful stroking was enough to make him grunt.

At the same time, the ginger between my legs pushed his cock inside of my tight, asshole. I gasped, squirming as I felt this tip penetrate my virgin hole.

“God fuck!” The man groaned, holding my ankles up in the air. “So fucking tight.”

The ginger player slowly pushed his thick cock deeper into my virgin hole. The stretch was intense, a burning sensation that teetered on the edge of pleasure and pain. I whimpered around Demarcus' shaft as I felt myself being split open for the first time.

"Fuck, so tight," the ginger groaned, gripping my ankles tighter as he sank in inch by agonizing inch.

My inner walls clenched and spasmed around the invading cock, trying to adjust to the unfamiliar fullness. The initial discomfort gradually gave way to waves of pleasure as he filled out inside me. I felt so deliciously stuffed, impaled on his throbbing manhood.

Meanwhile, Demarcus continued to fuck my mouth with shallow thrusts. His massive black cock stretched my lips obscenely wide. The musky, masculine scent of his arousal filled my nostrils with each thrust. Salty pre-cum coated my tongue as I struggled to take more of his impressive length.

I stroked what I couldn't fit in my mouth with one hand while my other hand worked the smaller cock beside me. My fingers were slick with pre-cum as I pumped both shafts eagerly.

The ginger started to move, pulling out slowly before slamming back in. Each thrust sent jolts of pleasure through my body. The initial pain had faded, replaced by an intense fullness that had me seeing stars.

"Mmmmh~," I moaned around Demarcus' cock as the ginger pounded my virgin hole. The wooden bench creaked beneath us with each powerful thrust.

The sensations were overwhelming - being stuffed at both ends, my hands full of hard cock, rough fingers still teasing my sensitive nipples. I was drowning in a sea of masculine energy and raw lust.

All around me, men groaned and moaned as they watched me being used. Even the ones that couldn’t get a hand on me were stroking themselves at the dirty scene unfolding. The air was heavy and full with the scent of manly alphas — my perfume drowning compared to their scent.

The man whose cock I was stroking with my free hand began to tense up. His breathing grew ragged as he neared his climax. I pumped him faster, twisting my wrist on each upstroke.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he cried out.

I turned my head slightly, keeping Demarcus' massive shaft in my mouth as I aimed the other cock at my face. With a guttural groan, the man exploded. Thick ropes of hot cum splashed across my cheeks and forehead. I yelped in surprise at the force of it, the sound muffled by the cock stretching my lips.

Spurt after spurt painted my face in creamy white. It dripped down my nose and chin, some even landing in my hair. The musky scent of his seed filled my nostrils. I kept stroking, milking every last drop from his pulsing shaft.

All the while, I never stopped sucking Demarcus. His hips bucked wildly as he fucked my face, clearly turned on by watching me get covered in another man's cum. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking hard as I took him as deep as I could.

The ginger's thrusts grew more frantic at the foot of the bench. He pounded my virgin hole relentlessly, his cock stretching me wider than I thought possible. Each slam of his hips sent shockwaves of pleasure through my body as I laid on the dirty bench.

My mind melted into a pool of mush. I couldn’t comprehend a single thought — all i could focus on was pleasuring all these men.

Another rope of cum shot out onto my bare stomach from one of the men pleasuring himself off to the side. I whimpered as the thick, hot cream glazed my stomach.

“Mmh…” Demarcus groaned, his cock pulsating in my hand and mouth. “I’m about to cum. You ready, slut?”             

I whimpered, his cock plopping out of my mouth with a pop. strings of spit connected my lips to his thick shaft. “Y-yes! Cum all over me!” I moaned like a true whore. My hand stroked his cock furiously as the man tossed his head back and let out a groan.

Demarcus roared as his massive cock erupted. Thick ropes of hot cum shot out, splattering across my face. I gasped as the first blast hit my cheek, the force of it surprising me. More spurts followed in quick succession, painting my features in creamy white.

"Oh god, yes!" I moaned like a slut, stroking his pulsing shaft to milk out every drop. "Cover me!"

The cum was incredibly thick and creamy, clinging to my skin in heavy globs. Its pungent, musky scent filled my nostrils, making me dizzy with lust. I opened my mouth, catching some on my tongue. The salty, slightly bitter taste made me whimper with need.

Demarcus' hips bucked as he emptied his heavy balls all over me. Rope after rope of pearly cum glazed my face, dripping down my chin and neck. Some even landed in my hair, matting the strands together.

I blinked through the mess, looking up at Demarcus with cum-coated lashes. His seed was so copious that it obscured my vision, dripping into my eyes. I probably looked like a frosted cupcake, utterly defiled by his massive load.

"Please, more," I begged shamelessly, still pumping his twitching cock. "Paint me with your cum!"

A few final spurts splashed across my lips and nose. I eagerly licked what I could reach, savoring the taste of his essence. My face was completely covered, barely an inch of skin visible beneath the thick layer of spunk.

“F-fuck… What a slut.” Demarcus groaned, stumbling back as he panted. I moaned, tossing my arms over my head as the cum oozed down my face.

“Ah ah ahhh~” I whimpered as the ginger pounded my tight ass. The pain and pleasure mixed together to create a filthy cocktail in my mind as he railed me.

“So fucking tight. God, I’m about to breed you, slut!” He cried out. I whimpered, wiping the cum from my eyes as I stared down at him. “D-do it! Cum in my ass! Breed my tight, innocent boy pussy!”

The ginger's thrusts became frantic as he neared his climax. His fingers dug into my ankles, surely leaving bruises as he pounded my virgin hole with reckless abandon. I cried out in a mix of pain and pleasure, overwhelmed by the intense sensations.

"Take it, you little slut!" he growled, his hips slamming against my ass with each thrust. "I'm gonna fill you up!"

I whimpered, my body trembling on the verge of orgasm. "Please, yes! Cum inside me!"

With a guttural roar, the ginger buried himself to the hilt. I felt his cock pulse and throb inside me as he erupted. Hot spurts of cum flooded my insides, coating my walls with his seed. The warmth spread through my body as he emptied his balls deep in my ass.

"Oh god, oh god!" I cried out, my back arching off the bench. The feeling of being filled for the first time pushed me over the edge. My own cock exploded untouched, shooting ropes of cum across my stomach and chest.

“Ah ahhhhh!” I screamed, my own cock draining as the pleasure erupted from my prostate.

My inner walls clenched and spasmed around the ginger's shaft, milking every last drop from him. He groaned, grinding his hips against me as he rode out his orgasm. I could feel his cum leaking out around his cock, dripping down my crack.

When he finally pulled out, I felt utterly destroyed in the best way possible. My hole gaped open, leaking a steady stream of cum onto the bench below. I lay there panting, covered in multiple loads of cum, utterly debauched and satisfied.

My body was spent and limp as I gasped for air on the filthy bench. But I wasn’t done.

One by one, the rest of the team came and had their way with me. My mouth and asshole took half a dozen cocks each. By the end, every inch of me was covered in hot, sticky cream.

I gasped, looking around at the spent team. Evety football player was panting — their faces flushed as their cream glazed me from head to toe.

I licked my lips, the cum on my face was thick and globby — mixing with my slutty make-up as I stared down at my ruined body. My tube top was sopping wet, the threads drenched with cream.

Cum pooled in my belly and oozed out of my asshole as the room spun around me. My stockings were torn and one was ripped right off my leg as I was used as the team’s personal fuck toy.

A slow clap rose about the noise of panting men. I glanced over, staring at Jaiden as he walked through the crowd.

“Not bad at all, slut.” He stared around at the flushed men before staring back down at my ruined body. “I think you earned a spot as a cheerleader… And our little sissy slut.”

I bit my lip, mind still a haze. “Th-thank you…”

“Don’t thank me. It’ll be hard work. Think you can take it?”

I nodded emphatically, hairs sticking to my filthy face. “Y-yes! I can! I promise.”

“Good slut. Now hop in the shower — I think we’ll all have another go at you before the night is over. Right fellas?”

The boys all roared into applause. My heart was racing as I stared around at the team of satisfied men.

I had wanted to be one of them — but I liked my new role as their personal sissy slut much better.

My hands stroked up and down my sides — cum dripping off my fingers as I pulled myself off the filthy bench.

My asshole burned something terrible — and equally pleasurable.

As I stood on shaky legs, cum dripping down my thighs, I caught sight of myself in one of the locker room mirrors. I barely recognized the wrecked creature staring back at me. My hair was matted with dried cum, face streaked with tears and glistening with multiple loads. The cheerleader uniform clung to my body, soaked through with sweat and semen.

But beneath the filth and debauchery, I saw something else –- a spark of confidence and self-assurance I'd never had before. For the first time, I felt truly comfortable in my own skin. This was who I was meant to be all along.
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