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Chapter 1: The Fine Print

Ridge strode down the tiled corridor beneath the stadium stands, his wide shoulders rolling with the easy swagger of a man who had just crushed his first week on the job. The new athletic director title still felt fresh on his tongue, and the respect in the eyes of the coaching staff this morning had been exactly what he expected. At twenty eight, he had earned this. Former quarterback, sharp enough to transition into administration, and built lean and strong from years on the field. Life was lining up perfectly.

The summons from Coach Sable had come via email an hour ago. Something about final contract details. He checked his watch. No problem. He could handle a quick meeting and still make it to the weight room for his afternoon lift.

He pushed open the heavy door to the cheer squad's private locker room wing. Cool air washed over his skin immediately, carrying the faint scent of polished tile and feminine sweat. The space felt intimate, almost hushed compared to the men's facilities. Rows of lockers gleamed under soft overhead lights. His shoes echoed.

"Close the door behind you, Ridge."

The voice was smooth, low, and carried total command. Coach Sable stood behind a large oak desk in the corner office, her raven curls pulled into that signature high ponytail. She wore a fitted navy satin tracksuit that whispered softly as she moved. The zipper was pulled low enough to show the swell of her full breasts. Chrome tipped stilettos tapped once on the floor. A silver whistle hung from a lanyard between her cleavage.

Ridge shut the door. The lock clicked. "Coach Sable. Good to finally meet you properly. I've heard great things about the squad."

She smiled, slow and measured. Her perfume reached him across the desk, rich and expensive, something dark with vanilla and spice that made the cool air feel suddenly warmer against his neck. "Sit."

He dropped into the chair opposite her, legs spread confidently. "So, what did I miss on the paperwork? I signed everything last month."

Sable opened a folder and slid a single page across the desk. Her nails were perfectly manicured, blood red. "The addendum. Page seventeen. You apparently missed it."

Ridge scanned the text. His stomach tightened. The words were clear. 'The athletic director will participate fully in cheer squad activities as the team's official pretty mascot. This includes all practices, games, and university events as assigned by the cheer captain.'

"This is a joke, right?" He laughed once, sharp. "I'm not a cheerleader. I'm the athletic director."

"It's not a joke." Sable leaned forward. The satin of her tracksuit rustled softly, a slick, feminine sound that filled the quiet room. "The dean has already reviewed and approved your acceptance of the full contract. You signed it, Ridge. Legally binding."

He felt heat rise in his face. "I didn't read every line. This can't be enforceable. I'll talk to legal."

Her eyes locked on his, cool and knowing. She lifted the whistle to her lips and blew a short, sharp command. The sound cut through him like a whip. "You will listen carefully. Two athletic directors before you tried to fight this. Both are still on staff. Both learned their place. You will too."

The cool locker room air raised goosebumps on his arms beneath his dress shirt. Sable's perfume wrapped around him again as she stood and circled the desk. Her hips swayed with athletic grace, voluptuous yet powerful. She stopped directly in front of him, towering in those stilettos.

"I… this is ridiculous," he muttered, but his voice lacked its earlier confidence. Part of him, buried deep, stirred at the absolute authority in her tone. A dangerous thrill he had never admitted to anyone.

Sable reached down and gripped his chin firmly, tilting his face up. "The contract is clear, Ridge. You will be our pretty mascot."

Her words sank into him like hooks. He tried to pull away but her grip was iron. The satin sleeve of her tracksuit brushed his cheek, cool and smooth. His cock twitched traitorously in his slacks.

"Coach, please. There has to be another way."

She released his chin and stepped back. With deliberate movements she unzipped her tracksuit top fully. Beneath it she wore only a black sports bra that barely contained her heavy breasts. "There isn't. But I can make the transition easier for you. Or harder. Your choice."

Ridge's heart hammered. He should stand up and walk out. Instead he stayed seated, eyes drawn to the smooth skin of her stomach, the curve of her waist. The cool air felt electric now on his own heated skin.

Sable smiled at his hesitation. She pushed him back in the chair and straddled his lap in one fluid motion. The weight of her settled over him, warm and commanding. Her perfume enveloped him completely. "Good boy. Already learning."

Her hand slid down his chest, then lower, palming the growing bulge in his pants. Ridge groaned despite himself. "This isn't… fuck."

"Shh." She unzipped him efficiently, freeing his thickening cock into the cool air. It stood hard and flushed, veins prominent along the shaft. Sable wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly from base to tip. Her grip was perfect, firm, experienced.

Ridge's hips bucked involuntarily. The psychological storm inside him raged. This woman held his entire career in her hands. The humiliation of the contract burned, yet the way she handled him sent dark pleasure spiking through his veins. He craved this loss of control even as shame flooded him.

She pumped him faster, thumb circling the sensitive head where precum already beaded. "Look at you. So eager to please your new captain." The satin of her open tracksuit rustled with every shift of her body.

Ridge gripped the arms of the chair, breathing hard. "Coach Sable… I can't…"

"You can. And you will." She leaned in, her full breasts pressing against his chest, and bit his earlobe. "Cum for me, Ridge. Show me how badly you need structure."

Her strokes became relentless, slick sounds filling the locker room office. Ridge's balls tightened. The pressure built fast, unstoppable. He tried to hold back, to retain some dignity, but her hand demanded surrender.

With a strangled moan he came hard. Thick pulses of cum erupted from his cock, spilling over her fingers and onto his own shirt in hot, visible ropes. His body shuddered beneath her, hips jerking as each spurt drained him. The orgasm tore through him, leaving his gray eyes glassy and his sandy blond hair damp with sweat.

Sable milked every drop, then lifted her cum coated fingers to his lips. "Clean them."

He obeyed without thinking, tasting his own saltiness on her skin. The act deepened the submission, twisting something inside his chest.

She wiped the rest on his thigh and stood, zipping her tracksuit with that same soft satin rustle. Ridge sat there spent, cock softening in the cool air, shirt stained.

"The dean knows everything," she said calmly. "Fighting this will end your career. Embracing it opens doors you never imagined."

Ridge swallowed, mind reeling. The power shift was complete. His arrogant confidence from an hour ago felt like another lifetime.

Sable walked back behind the desk and wrote something on a notepad. "Tomorrow morning. Nine sharp. You will return here for your first uniform fitting. Refuse, and termination papers will be on the dean's desk by noon."

He stood on shaky legs, tucking himself away. The wet patch on his shirt felt damning. "This is insane."

"No. This is your new reality." She blew the whistle again, a short commanding note. "Say it back to me."

Ridge's voice came out hoarse. "I'll be here tomorrow at nine."

"Excellent. Dismissed, mascot."

He left the locker room on unsteady feet, the cool air following him into the corridor. His mind spun with the contract, the orgasm she had forced from him, and the terrifying knowledge that part of him already wanted to return. The expensive trace of her perfume still clung to his clothes, a constant reminder.

Behind him, the door clicked shut. Tomorrow the real transformation would begin.


Chapter 2: First Skirt

Ridge stood just inside the locker room office door, heart hammering against his ribs as the clock on the wall hit exactly nine. The nervous energy made his palms slick, yet a stubborn defiance still burned in his chest. He was not going to make this easy for her. Not after what happened yesterday. Coach Sable was already waiting, leaning against the desk with her arms crossed, that high raven ponytail swaying slightly as she studied him.

The cool locker room air hit his skin again, but this time it carried a sharper edge, mixing with the rich vanilla spice of her perfume that lingered from the day before. He shifted his weight, trying to look composed in his button down shirt and slacks.

"You showed up. Smart choice," Sable said, her voice low and satisfied. She pushed off the desk, her chrome tipped stilettos clicking sharply on the tile. The navy satin tracksuit whispered with every step.

"I came to talk sense into this," Ridge replied, voice tight. "There has to be a loophole. I have a reputation to maintain."

Sable smiled, circling him slowly. Her hand brushed his shoulder, and he felt the warmth of her body heat close by. "Reputation? You signed the contract, Ridge. Today we begin making you useful to the squad."

She moved to a large garment bag hanging on the back of the door and unzipped it with a slow pull. Inside hung the uniform. A short pleated tartan skirt in deep reds and greens, a shiny satin halter top in white, and a pair of white pom poms resting on the shelf below. The sight made his stomach drop.

"No way. I'm not putting that on."

Sable stepped closer, her voluptuous figure commanding the small office space. "You will. Strip. Now."

The defiance wavered as she stared him down. Ridge hesitated, then slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his lean, wide shouldered torso. The cool air raised goosebumps across his chest. His mind raced. This was insane. He was the athletic director, not some plaything. Yet the memory of her hand on him yesterday sent unwanted heat pooling low in his belly.

He dropped his pants, standing in just his boxers. Sable picked up the skirt first. The fabric looked impossibly feminine, pleats sharp and precise. She held it open. "Step in."

Ridge complied, jaw clenched. The skirt slid up his legs, the smooth fabric brushing against his thighs like a caress. It settled on his hips, short enough that the hem barely reached mid thigh. The pleats swished softly as he shifted, a delicate sound that made his face burn. Sable adjusted it, her fingers grazing his skin.

"Perfect fit," she murmured. Next came the satin halter top. She pulled it over his head, the cool shiny material tightening across his chest, hugging his nipples and creating a smooth, feminine line. The straps tied behind his neck, leaving his back exposed. The tightness of the satin pressed against his body, restrictive and intimate.

Ridge glanced at the full length mirror on the wall. The reflection stared back at him, a man in a cheerleader skirt and top, sandy blond hair tousled, gray eyes wide with shock. His cock stirred visibly beneath the pleats, betraying him despite the defiance roaring in his head.

Sable stood behind him, hands on his shoulders. "Look how pretty you already are. This is only the beginning."

The words sank deep, twisting something inside him. Humiliation flooded his veins, hot and sharp, but so did a dark thrill. The smooth fabric against his thighs felt too good, the way the skirt swished with the smallest movement sending sparks up his spine. He wanted to rip it off, yet his body leaned slightly into her touch.

"Coach, this is too far," he said, voice rough. "People will see me like this."

"They will. And they will love their new mascot." Sable's hands slid down his sides, feeling the satin tightness over his torso. She pressed her body against his back, her full breasts soft through her tracksuit. "But first, we need to seal this moment properly."

She turned him to face her, then guided him toward the desk. With a firm push, she bent him forward over the wooden surface. Ridge gripped the edge, the pleated skirt riding up to expose the bottom curve of his ass. The cool air kissed his skin there, contrasting the warm satin still covering his front.

Sable dropped to her knees behind him, her stilettos scraping the tile. She yanked his boxers down, freeing his now fully hard dick. It throbbed in the open air, thick and flushed. Her breath ghosted over his balls before her tongue traced a slow line from his sack up the underside of his shaft.

Ridge groaned, forehead pressing against the desk. "Fuck… Sable."

Her mouth engulfed him in one smooth motion, hot and wet. The suction was immediate and powerful, her lips sliding down until her nose brushed his pelvis. She bobbed her head, taking him deep into her throat with practiced ease. Wet slurping sounds filled the office, mixing with the soft swish of his skirt every time his hips jerked.

The psychological storm hit him hard. Here he was, bent over in a tartan skirt and satin top, getting his dick sucked by the woman who now owned his career. Defiance crumbled under waves of pleasure. He craved her control, the way she forced him into this feminine outfit while draining him. Shame mixed with raw need, making every swirl of her tongue feel electric.

Sable pulled off with a pop, stroking his slick length with her hand. "Such a good girl already. Your cock loves the skirt, doesn't it?" She dove back down, sucking harder, one hand cupping his balls while the other gripped his thigh under the pleats.

Ridge's legs trembled. The mirror across the room caught glimpses of his reflection, the feminine clothes making the scene even more degrading. His orgasm built fast, pressure coiling tight in his core. "I'm going to… shit…"

She hummed around his dick, the vibration pushing him over. Ridge cried out as he came, his shaft pulsing heavily between her lips. Hot spurts flooded her mouth, pulse after pulse draining his balls as she swallowed greedily. He shuddered violently, hips bucking into her face while visible cum leaked from the corner of her lips. The climax left him gasping, drained and dizzy.

Sable rose, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She looked satisfied, powerful. "That was just the warmup. Now the pom poms."

Twenty minutes later, Ridge stood fully outfitted. The white satin pom poms felt light in his hands, their tassels brushing his bare legs. Sable had him pose in front of the mirror again, adjusting the halter top so it sat perfectly tight across his chest. The smooth fabric against his thighs constantly reminded him of his new status. Every small movement caused the skirt to swish, a constant feminine whisper.

"How does it feel?" she asked, stepping close enough that her perfume wrapped around him like a claim.

"Wrong. Humiliating." Yet his spent cock gave a weak twitch under the skirt. The mirror showed a transformed figure, wide shoulders somehow softened by the outfit, gray eyes conflicted.

Sable ran her hands over the satin tightness on his torso, pinching a nipple through the material until he hissed. "You will wear this during private practices first. Then more. The squad needs their pretty mascot."

Ridge swallowed, the defiance from earlier now mixed with reluctant acceptance. This uniform changed everything. It was not just clothes. It was the first public step toward his new role. The relationship balance had shifted further. She had marked him physically and professionally in one morning.

A knock sounded on the outer locker room door. Sable glanced that way but did not move. "We have visitors soon. But you are not leaving until you say the words."

She positioned him squarely before the mirror, pom poms in hand. His reflection stared back, a man reduced to this satin and pleated vision. The smooth fabric continued to tease his skin, cool in places, warm where it clung tightest.

"Say it, Ridge. Thank you, Coach."

He met her eyes in the mirror, voice barely above a whisper at first. The internal conflict raged, but the fresh memory of her mouth and his cum on her lips won out. "Thank you, Coach."

"Louder. With feeling."

"Thank you, Coach," he repeated, cheeks burning as the pleated skirt swished with his slight shift in stance.

Sable's smile widened. She kissed his neck possessively. "Good. Tomorrow we move to practice. Your real training starts then."

Ridge held the pom poms tighter, the tassels tickling his fingers. The hook of what came next settled heavy in his gut. This was only the surface. The full weight of her power was just beginning to press down, and part of him already wondered how much deeper he would fall.


Chapter 3: Learning the Steps

Ridge's arms burned as he shook the white satin pom poms in a clumsy arc, the tassels whipping through the air with sharp rustling sounds that echoed off the empty locker room walls. Sweat already gathered under the tight satin halter top, making the fabric cling uncomfortably to his chest and back. His calves screamed from the repeated high kicks Sable demanded, each movement sending fresh fire through the muscles. The pleated tartan skirt swished around his thighs with every step, exposing far too much skin to the cool air.

"Again. From the top," Sable commanded, her chrome tipped stilettos clicking sharply across the tile floor as she circled him. The sound cut through the quiet like a metronome of control.

He tried the routine once more, pom poms shaking in uneven rhythm. The burn in his calves intensified, a deep, throbbing heat that made his legs tremble. Sweat trickled down his spine, soaking into the satin and creating a slick layer against his skin. The mirror on the far wall reflected every awkward motion, the former quarterback now trapped in this feminine uniform, wide shoulders looking strangely softened by the halter straps.

Inside, Ridge's mind churned with humiliation. The defiance from yesterday had faded into raw awkwardness. Every swish of the skirt reminded him of his lost authority. Yet beneath the embarrassment, a secret heat built. Being corrected like this, forced to perform for her, stirred that deep craving for structure he had buried for years. His body responded against his will, cock stirring beneath the short pleats.

"Cheerleaders don't slouch, princess. Chest out," Sable said, stepping close. Her hand pressed firmly between his shoulder blades, forcing his posture upright. The contact sent a jolt through him.

"Coach, my legs are killing me," Ridge muttered, breathing hard. The pom poms felt ridiculous in his grip, their weight light but their meaning heavy.

Sable's laugh was low and throaty. "You will build the endurance. This is basic squad work. The squad expects their mascot to keep up." Her stilettos clicked again as she demonstrated the move herself, her voluptuous body executing the cheer with perfect precision. The navy satin tracksuit hugged her curves, zipper still pulled low.

Ridge copied her, shaking the pom poms harder. The sound filled the room, a feminine rattle that clashed with his masculine frame. Twenty minutes into the private after hours session, and he already felt broken down. Sable had locked the main door, ensuring no interruptions. This space belonged to her completely.

She corrected his arm position again, fingers lingering on his bicep. "Better. But your hips need more sway. Like this." She guided his waist, forcing a fluid motion that made the skirt flare out. The smooth fabric brushed his thighs repeatedly, teasing sensitive skin.

The physical sensations overwhelmed him. Sweat under the satin created a constant wet slide against his nipples, turning them hard and sensitive. The calf burn spread upward, mixing with the growing ache between his legs. Psychologically, the power dynamic pressed heavier. Sable had sucked him dry yesterday in this same skirt. Now she trained him like one of her girls. The conflict raged: part of him wanted to quit, another part needed to please her.

"Try the full sequence with the jump," she ordered.

Ridge launched into it, pom poms shaking overhead as he kicked high. His landing wobbled, calves protesting sharply. Sable blew her whistle in two short bursts. The sound pierced him, making him freeze mid pose.

"Stop. Watch me again." She performed the routine flawlessly, her high ponytail swinging. When she finished, she approached and ran her hands down his sides, feeling the damp satin. "You're improving. But you need motivation."

Her touch turned bolder, sliding under the skirt to grip his hardening cock. Ridge gasped as she stroked the length slowly. The contrast hit hard, her professional coaching voice mixing with this intimate control.

"Coach Sable, not here during practice," he protested weakly, even as his hips pushed forward.

"This is part of the training," she replied, squeezing the base of his shaft. Precum already leaked, slicking her palm. "Mascots learn to perform under all conditions."

The dialog hung between them, charged. Ridge's gray eyes met hers in the mirror. "This uniform… it makes everything harder."

"Good. Feel how the satin clings when you're hard." She pumped him faster, her other hand pinching a nipple through the halter top. The stiletto clicks accompanied her movements as she shifted position.

Action progressed quickly. Sable pushed him back against the locker wall, the cool metal pressing into his back through the thin top. She dropped to her knees, stilettos scraping as she settled. The skirt lifted easily, exposing him. Her mouth engulfed his dick in one hot slide, lips stretching around the thick girth.

Ridge groaned loudly, head tilting back. The wet heat surrounded him completely. Sable sucked with dedication, tongue swirling around the head before taking him deep into her throat. Wet sounds mixed with the occasional pom pom rattle as his hands clenched the props. Sweat continued to build under the satin, dripping down his torso.

His interior world spun. This woman owned his contract, his career, and now his body during what should be professional practice. The humiliation of learning cheers in full uniform while she sucked him deepened his surrender. He craved the loss of control, the way her authority stripped him layer by layer.

Sable pulled back briefly, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his pulsing dick. "Cum down my throat, princess. Show me your commitment to the squad."

She dove back down, sucking harder, one hand massaging his balls while the other steadied his thigh. The burn in his calves mixed with the building pressure in his groin. Ridge's hips jerked, fucking her mouth in shallow thrusts.

The orgasm built fast. His shaft swelled between her lips. With a deep moan, Ridge came hard. Heavy pulses flooded her mouth, cum spurting in thick jets that she swallowed greedily. Some leaked from the corners of her lips as he shuddered, draining every drop. The climax left his legs weaker, the calf burn sharper in the aftermath.

Sable stood, wiping her mouth with satisfaction. She kissed him deeply, sharing the faint salty taste. The relationship had shifted again. This was no longer just forced clothing. She integrated sexual reward into his training, binding his pleasure to obedience. The dean’s approval meant no escape. Two previous directors had gone through this exact path. He was becoming the third.

Thirty minutes later, they resumed practice. Ridge's body felt looser yet more attuned to her commands. Sweat soaked the satin completely now, the fabric translucent in places against his skin. The new sensory layer of salt on his lips from their kiss lingered, mixing with the vanilla spice of her perfume.

"Arms higher on the V formation," Sable instructed, demonstrating with sharp stiletto clicks. Ridge followed, pom poms shaking in better sync. The routines started clicking for him, awkwardness fading into reluctant muscle memory.

"You're catching on faster than the last one," she revealed during a water break. "He fought harder at first. Ended up begging for his uniform every morning."

The revelation advanced the stakes. Ridge realized this was a proven system. Sable had perfected breaking men like him. His defiance melted further, replaced by a growing addiction to her guidance.

They moved to jumps and turns. His calves burned hotter with each repetition, a deep muscular fire that made him grit his teeth. Sable corrected his form repeatedly, hands roaming over his body. Each touch reignited the heat from earlier.

After another full run through, she blew the whistle. "Good progress. But we need to cement today's lesson."

Sable led him to the padded bench in the corner. She stripped her tracksuit top, revealing heavy breasts and hard nipples. Ridge's spent cock twitched back to life at the sight. She pushed him down onto his back, straddling his face.

"Eat my pussy while you rest those legs," she ordered.

Ridge obeyed, tongue diving into her wet folds. The taste was musky and sweet, her arousal coating his mouth as she ground against him. Her moans filled the locker room, mixing with the distant hum of stadium lights. He licked deeper, sucking her clit until her thighs clamped around his head.

Sable rode his face with authority, hips rolling. Her orgasm built quickly. She shuddered above him, flooding his tongue with fresh wetness as she came. The sound of her pleasure echoed, powerful and unrestrained.

Afterward, she slid down his body and mounted his renewed hardness. Her cunt enveloped him in slick heat, tight and demanding. She rode him steadily, breasts bouncing as the satin skirt bunched between them. Ridge gripped her hips, the pleats swishing with their motion.

The fucking intensified. Sable's pussy clenched around his dick, milking him on every downstroke. Sweat poured from both of them, the air thick with sex and perfume. Ridge felt another climax approaching, the burn in his calves forgotten in the pleasure.

"Fill me," she demanded.

He thrust up harder, exploding inside her. Cum pumped deep into her cunt, pulse after pulse flooding her walls. Sable ground down, taking every drop as she reached her second peak, moaning loudly.

They lay tangled for long minutes afterward. The practice had transformed into something more permanent. Ridge's role as mascot now included sexual service during training. The external stakes rose. Tomorrow the squad would see more of him. The uniform felt less foreign now, almost natural against his skin.

Sable stood and adjusted her tracksuit. She picked up her phone from the desk. "I'm booking your first makeup session for tomorrow evening. Full face, wig included. You will look perfect for the next practice."

Ridge sat up slowly, the skirt settling around his thighs, sweat cooling on his body. The hook settled deep. Makeup would erase the last traces of his old self. He stared at his reflection, already wondering how far Sable would push him before he stopped caring about the fall.


Chapter 4: Hidden Performance

Ridge waited in the dimly lit tunnel leading to the practice field, heart slamming against his ribs like a caged animal. The pleated tartan skirt felt impossibly short, the hem brushing the tops of his thighs with every nervous shift. Sable had insisted on full uniform tonight, including the satin halter top that clung to his torso from the earlier sweat. His wide shoulders and lean frame looked exposed under the harsh tunnel lights. The stares were coming. He could already hear the low murmur of female voices beyond the corner.

The new sensory layer hit him immediately: the collective scent of the cheer squad, a mix of fruity body sprays, fresh sweat, and rubber mats drifting on the warm evening air. It wrapped around him, feminine and overwhelming. Adrenaline rushed through his veins, sharpening every sound and making his skin prickle.

Sable appeared beside him, her high raven ponytail swinging as she adjusted his halter strap. Her chrome stilettos clicked once. "This is a closed practice. Just the squad. They know their new mascot is ready."

"I can't do this," Ridge whispered, voice tight with anxiety. "They'll laugh. Or worse."

"They will watch. And learn what obedience looks like." Sable's hand slid down his back, squeezing his ass through the skirt. "Perform well and I will reward you after."

The dialog exchange stretched as the murmur of voices grew louder. "How many are out there?" he asked.

"Twelve of my best. All aware of the contract addendum. They have seen this process before." Sable's tone stayed cool, professional. "Smile for your squad, pretty girl."

Ridge swallowed hard. The words sank into him, deepening the internal conflict. Part of him wanted to bolt back to the locker room, reclaim some shred of his old authority as athletic director. Yet the adrenaline mixed with a dark thrill, his cock already half hard beneath the pleats at the thought of their eyes on his bare legs. Body betrayal came swift and merciless. He craved the structure she imposed, even as humiliation clawed at his chest.

Action moved forward as Sable gave him a firm push. They stepped onto the edge of the practice field. The squad lined the mats in their uniforms, eyes turning toward him instantly. A low crowd murmur rippled through the group, whispers and soft giggles spreading like electricity. Ridge felt the stares on his bare legs like physical touches, hot and probing. His calves still carried the burn from yesterday's training, making each step deliberate.

"Everyone, meet our new mascot," Sable announced. "Ridge will be performing with us from now on. Show him your support."

The cheerleaders clapped politely, but their eyes lingered. One tall brunette whispered to her friend, the words carrying just enough for him to catch "looks good in that skirt." The skirt flip happened during the first simple wave routine. As Ridge raised his arms with the pom poms, a breeze caught the pleats and lifted them, flashing the bottom of his ass to the group. Fresh murmurs erupted.

His face burned. The smooth fabric swished back down, but the damage was done. Adrenaline surged stronger, mixing fear with unwanted arousal. Every eye on his exposed skin heightened the sensation, making his nipples tighten against the satin top.

Twenty minutes into the session, Sable had him running through the basic cheers they had practiced. Ridge shook the pom poms, the rustling sounds joining the squad's synchronized movements. His routines were clumsy at first, legs stiff from anxiety. The stares never wavered, tracing his thighs, his chest in the halter, the way the skirt moved with him.

"Looser hips," Sable corrected, demonstrating beside him. Her voluptuous body moved with effortless power. "Feel the rhythm."

Ridge tried again. A cheerleader with short black hair called out encouragement. "You're doing great, new girl!" The name landed like a slap, but it stuck in the air. More giggles followed.

The escalation built as Sable pulled him into a partnered section. She guided his waist during a lift simulation, her hands firm and possessive. The physical contact amid the watching eyes intensified everything. Sweat beaded on his skin again, the satin growing slick. His cock strained visibly against the front of the skirt at points, drawing more murmurs from the squad.

After the final run through, Sable dismissed the cheerleaders to stretch on the far side of the field. She led Ridge back into the tunnel alcove, a semi private nook shielded by equipment crates. The murmur of the squad faded but remained audible, a constant reminder they were not alone.

"Performance review," she said, pressing him against the cool concrete wall. Her hand flipped the skirt up again, exposing him fully. Ridge's dick stood rigid, flushed and leaking. The adrenaline from the performance still coursed through him, making every touch electric.

"Coach, they can hear us," he protested, even as his hips pushed toward her hand.

"Then stay quiet, pretty girl." Sable unzipped her tracksuit bottom and stepped out of it, revealing her bare, shaved pussy already glistening. She turned, bracing her hands on the wall and arching her back. "Fuck me deep while they wait. Show me how the stares affected you."

Ridge moved behind her, the pleated skirt bunched at his waist. He rubbed his thick dick along her wet slit, coating the head in her heat. The sensory details overwhelmed: her slick wetness contrasting the cool tunnel air on his exposed ass, the distant murmur of the cheerleaders' voices, the scent of her arousal mixing with their collective perfume.

He pushed inside her cunt in one smooth thrust. Sable's pussy gripped him tightly, hot and velvety. Ridge groaned softly, starting to pump with steady strokes. The penetration felt raw and claiming. Each thrust made her ass cheeks ripple, the sound of skin meeting skin echoing quietly in the alcove.

"Faster," she demanded, pushing back onto his length. "Plow that dick into me."

Ridge obeyed, gripping her hips under the tracksuit top. He drove deeper, bottoming out with every stroke. Her cunt clenched around his shaft, milking him as he fucked her harder. The adrenaline from the performance translated into raw power, his wide shoulders flexing as he railed her against the wall.

Inside his mind, surrender deepened. Performing in front of the squad had stripped another layer of his pride. Now, fucking his superior while they waited nearby cemented his new place. The institutional power she held over him became sexual reality. He was the mascot, the plaything, and it felt terrifyingly right.

Sable reached between her legs, rubbing her clit as he pounded her. Her moans stayed low but intense. "Good girl. Fill my cunt."

The build came fast. Ridge felt his balls tighten, the pressure cresting. With a muffled grunt he exploded inside her, pulsing hard as cum pumped deep into her pussy in heavy jets. Spurts flooded her walls, leaking out around his shaft with each continued thrust. Sable shuddered through her own orgasm, her cunt spasming and draining him completely.

They stayed locked together for long moments, his dick still buried as cum dripped down her thigh. The relationship balance had shifted again. The squad had witnessed his performance. Now they would see the afterglow in his flushed face. This was no longer private humiliation. It was becoming team wide.

When they emerged back onto the field, the cheerleaders were finishing stretches. Sable had him demonstrate one final cheer. The stares felt different now, knowing and appreciative.

As practice wrapped, the girls gathered their bags. The tall brunette smiled directly at him. "See you tomorrow, Blondie."

Another added, "Good job, Blondie. You shook those pom poms like you meant it."

The new name spread quickly among them. "Blondie" echoed in soft calls as they left the field. Ridge stood frozen in his uniform, skirt still slightly askew, cum from Sable's pussy still slick on his softening dick. The hook settled deep. They had named him. The transformation had a label now, one that would follow him beyond this closed practice.


Chapter 5: Blonde Curls

Ridge sat in the padded chair inside Sable's private locker room office, the weight of resignation heavy in his chest even as heat built low in his belly. The pleated tartan skirt from previous sessions already felt familiar against his thighs, but tonight's session promised more. Sable moved around him with purpose, laying out makeup palettes, brushes, and a long blonde wig on the counter. The air carried a new layer, the powdery floral scent of foundation and setting spray mixing with her signature vanilla spice perfume.

"Resigned already, I see," Sable noted, tilting his chin up with firm fingers. Her high raven ponytail swayed as she leaned in close. "Good. That makes this easier."

"I know fighting changes nothing," Ridge replied, voice low. His gray eyes met hers, arousal stirring despite the humiliation. The memory of performing for the squad yesterday still burned, their whispers of "Blondie" echoing in his mind. "Just get it over with."

Sable smiled, selecting a mascara brush. "This is far from over. Tonight we complete the look." She stepped between his spread knees, her chrome stilettos clicking on the tile. The first stroke of the mascara brush glided over his lashes, cool and precise. Each pass lengthened and darkened them, the tiny bristles tickling sensitive skin. Ridge blinked involuntarily as the sensation sent shivers down his spine.

The physical details consumed him. The brush's gentle pressure on his lashes created an intimate vulnerability, exposing his face in ways clothes never could. Sweat from earlier practices had dried, leaving his skin primed for the layers. His cock twitched beneath the skirt, already responding to her closeness and the slow transformation.

Inside, Ridge's thoughts swirled in conflict. Resignation had settled after the closed practice, but arousal grew sharper with each step. He craved her control more openly now, the structure she forced upon him unlocking desires he once denied. Yet the former quarterback still mourned his old identity, even as his body betrayed him with hardening interest.

"Keep your eyes open," Sable instructed, applying another coat. "Feel how it changes everything."

The dialog flowed as she worked. "The squad asked about you today," she revealed. "They want more performances. Your contract allows me to expand your role."

"How much more?" Ridge asked, voice catching as the mascara brush swept his other eye.

"Full integration soon. But first, the face." Sable set the brush aside and picked up the wig. The blonde curls matched the squad's official color perfectly, heavy and realistic. She fitted it over his sandy hair, adjusting the cap. The wig weight pressed down, a constant reminder with every head movement. The curls brushed his shoulders, soft and feminine.

Action progressed as she continued with foundation, blush, and finally lip gloss. The glossy applicator coated his lips in shiny pink, leaving a sticky sweet taste when he licked them unconsciously. "Perfect," she murmured.

Twenty minutes later, Sable brought out the heels. Tall white stilettos with ankle straps. "Stand."

Ridge rose, sliding his feet into them. The click of heels on tile sounded foreign as he took tentative steps. The height altered his posture, forcing his chest out and ass back. Sable guided him across the room, her hands on his waist.

"Smaller steps. Hips sway naturally," she coached. The click of heels echoed with each movement, syncing with his racing pulse. The wig weight shifted with every turn, curls bouncing against his made up face.

The escalation deepened during the posing lesson. Sable positioned him before the full length mirror. Ridge stared at his reflection: blonde curls framing a femininely painted face, mascara darkened lashes, glossy lips shining under the lights. The satin halter top and pleated skirt completed the image. His cock strained hard against the fabric, creating an obvious tent.

"Look at yourself," Sable said, standing behind him. Her hands roamed over his body, squeezing his chest through the satin. "This is who you are becoming."

"Coach, it's too much," he breathed, but his hips pushed back against her. Arousal clouded his resistance. The stares from yesterday combined with this visual transformation pushed him deeper into surrender.

Sable's fingers slipped under the skirt, stroking his hard dick slowly. "Your body disagrees. Time for your reward."

She guided him to the padded bench, bending him over it. The heels forced him onto his toes, calves burning as he presented himself. Sable retrieved a bottle of lube from her desk and a thick strap on harness. She secured it around her hips, the realistic dildo long and veined.

"From now on, this is how you greet me," she declared, flipping his skirt up.

Ridge gripped the bench edges, heart pounding. The cool air kissed his exposed ass as she drizzled lube along his crack. Her fingers worked the slick liquid inside his hole, stretching him with two then three digits. The sensation was invasive yet electric, prostate lighting up with each probe.

"Please," he moaned, the word slipping out unbidden. The wig curls fell forward around his face, lip gloss sticky on his parted lips.

Sable pressed the strap on head against his asshole and pushed forward. The thick toy split him open slowly, stretching his hole wide. Ridge gasped as it sank deeper, bottoming out with her hips flush against his ass. The fullness overwhelmed him, a deep pressure that made his own dick leak onto the bench.

She began thrusting, steady at first then building to hard pounds. The strap on plowed into him relentlessly, each stroke dragging over his prostate. Wet slapping sounds filled the office as lube squelched with every deep penetration. Sable gripped his hips, railing him with powerful athletic strokes.

"Fuck, Coach," Ridge groaned, the mascara around his eyes threatening to run from the intensity. His cock hung heavy and untouched, swinging with each impact. The heels clicked sporadically as his toes flexed for balance.

The psychological release hit hard. Bent over in full makeup and wig, getting fucked in heels while Sable controlled every thrust, Ridge surrendered completely. His career, his masculinity, all reshaped by her. The pleasure mixed with the visual in the nearby mirror, blonde curls bouncing as he took her toy.

Sable reached around and stroked his dick in time with her pounding. "Cum for me, pretty girl. Hands free if you can."

The dual stimulation pushed him over fast. Pressure crested violently. Ridge cried out as his orgasm exploded, thick jets of cum spurting from his dick onto the bench and floor in visible pulses. His asshole clenched around the strap on with each spurt, milking the toy as waves of pleasure tore through him. Sable continued thrusting through his climax, drawing out every shudder until he was drained and trembling.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and slick. Cum continued to drip from his spent cock in weak aftershocks. The relationship had advanced again. Sable now possessed photographic proof potential and physical claim during transformation. The squad's interest meant wider exposure soon. His role expanded from private mascot to something more public and permanent.

Sable removed the harness and helped him stand on shaky heels. She touched up his smudged makeup, the mascara brush gliding over his lashes once more. The sticky lip gloss shine caught the light as he panted.

"Pose for me," she ordered, phone in hand.

Ridge stood tall in the heels, one hand on hip, the other holding imaginary pom poms. The wig weight felt natural now, curls framing his glossy lips. Sable snapped several photos, her smile satisfied.

"These are for my private collection," she said, showing him one image. The reflection stared back, a fully transformed blonde cheerleader. "Proof of your progress."

Ridge gazed at the photo, the final hook settling deep in his gut. The images existed now, locked in her phone. There was no undoing this level of change. Tomorrow the squad would see hints of this new version of him, and part of him already anticipated their reactions with shameful excitement.


Chapter 6: Field Exposure

Ridge stood frozen at the tunnel exit, the vast open field stretching before him like a stage built for his destruction. The wind whipped across the grass, lifting the pleated tartan skirt and sending cool air rushing underneath to kiss his bare ass and balls. Full uniform, blonde wig, makeup, and white stilettos. The terror of public exposure gripped him tighter than any hand ever could. Even though Sable promised this was only a light practice day with limited spectators, the empty stadium seats still loomed like watching eyes.

"Move, mascot," Sable commanded from behind him, her whistle dangling between her breasts. The chrome stilettos clicked as she stepped forward. "The squad is waiting."

"I can't lead them out there," Ridge whispered, voice cracking. His wide shoulders trembled under the satin halter top. "Someone could see. Coaches, staff, anyone walking by."

Sable's hand pressed firmly against his lower back, pushing him forward. "They will see. And they will accept what the dean has already approved." Her voice carried that calm authority. "You were born for this field, mascot."

The dialog hung heavy between them as they stepped onto the turf. The first sensory assault hit hard. Open field vulnerability swallowed him whole. The wind tugged relentlessly at the skirt, flipping the pleats and exposing his thighs. Grass prickled under the thin soles of his heels. Distant stadium echoes carried every small sound, amplifying his racing heartbeat and the click of his steps.

Inside, Ridge's mind screamed in conflict. The transformation from yesterday's makeup session had left him resigned yet aching for more. Now that ache mixed with raw terror. Leading warm-ups in front of the squad on this open field stripped the last private layer. His body betrayed him again, cock thickening beneath the skirt from the adrenaline and humiliation. He craved her structure even as fear clawed at his chest.

The cheer squad assembled in formation, their eyes lighting up with interest. Low murmurs spread as Ridge took position at the front. Sable blew her whistle sharply. "Mascot leads the stretches. Show them how it's done."

Ridge began the routine, arms extending in V shapes while shaking pom poms. The cheer chants started softly from the squad, their voices echoing across the field. "Ready? Okay!" The sound wrapped around him, feminine and demanding. Every movement made the skirt swish and flip in the wind, drawing more stares on his bare legs. His calves burned from the heels, a deep fire that spread upward.

Action unfolded as he guided them through jumping jacks and high kicks. The open exposure intensified every motion. A stronger gust lifted the skirt completely, flashing his ass to the squad. Fresh murmurs rippled, mixed with a few giggles. Ridge's face burned under the makeup, glossy lips parted in embarrassment. Yet his dick stayed hard, tenting the front of the pleats noticeably.

"Stronger kicks," Sable called, circling him. Her navy satin tracksuit whispered as she moved. "Chest out. Smile through it."

Twenty minutes in, the practice intensified. Ridge led a full cheer sequence, pom poms shaking overhead. The stadium echo turned his own voice into something distant and strange. The wind continued its assault, constant cool drafts teasing his exposed skin and making the satin halter cling to his sweat-dampened chest. Vulnerability pressed on him from all sides. No walls, no privacy, just open grass and watching eyes.

Sable pulled him aside during a water break near the equipment benches at the field's edge. The squad continued light drills on their own. "You are performing adequately," she said, voice low. "But you need a reminder of who owns this field."

"Here?" Ridge glanced nervously toward the squad. "They'll know."

"They already suspect." Sable guided him behind a low equipment crate, partially shielded but still dangerously visible. She unzipped her tracksuit bottoms and stepped out of them, revealing her thick thighs and shaved pussy. Then she retrieved a thick bottle of lube from her bag and a towel.

"Bend over the crate," she ordered.

Ridge obeyed, terrified yet throbbing. The wind blew across his exposed ass as he presented himself, skirt flipped up, heels digging into the grass. Sable poured cool lube along his crack, working it inside his hole with two fingers, then three. The stretch burned pleasantly, opening him for what came next.

She pressed the thick head of her strap-on against his asshole and pushed forward steadily. The toy split him open, sinking deep in one long thrust. Ridge moaned into his arm, the fullness overwhelming. Sable gripped his hips and began pounding him hard, deep strokes that bottomed out with every thrust. The wet slapping of her hips against his ass carried on the wind, dangerously audible.

"Fuck me deeper," Ridge begged, voice muffled. The open field made every sensation sharper. Grass scent mixed with lube and her perfume. His own dick swung heavy and untouched beneath him, leaking onto the turf.

Sable railed him relentlessly, plowing his asshole with powerful athletic thrusts. The strap-on dragged over his prostate on every stroke, sending jolts of pleasure through his core. "Take it, mascot. This is your warm-up now."

The pounding intensified. Sable reached around and stroked his dick in firm pulls. The dual assault built fast. Ridge's balls tightened, pressure cresting violently. With a strangled cry he came hard, thick pulses of cum spurting from his dick onto the grass in visible arcs. His asshole clenched rhythmically around the strap-on, milking it as waves of orgasm tore through him. Sable continued thrusting through his climax, drawing out every spurt until he shuddered and dripped empty.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and slick with lube. Cum continued leaking from his spent cock in weak pulses. Sable wiped herself and adjusted her tracksuit. The relationship had shifted once more into public territory. The squad had likely heard the sounds. His exposure was no longer theoretical. It was active and witnessed.

They returned to the field. Ridge's legs felt weak in the heels, his hole tender with every step. The cheer chants resumed, louder now. He led the final sequences, wind still flipping his skirt, stares even more knowing. The open field vulnerability had branded him publicly.

After practice ended, Sable gathered the squad. "Excellent work. One more announcement. Our new mascot will make his full debut at the homecoming game. Half-time routine, full performance."

The cheerleaders clapped enthusiastically, several calling out "Can't wait, Blondie!" The hook landed heavy in Ridge's chest. Homecoming meant thousands of eyes, bright lights, and no turning back. His terror mixed with a deep, shameful acceptance as the wind blew one final time under his skirt, reminding him exactly where he now belonged.


Chapter 7: Half-Time Lights

Ridge stood at the edge of the tunnel, heart slamming against his ribs with violent stage fright as the homecoming crowd noise swelled into a deafening roar. The bright stadium lights poured down like liquid fire, their spotlight heat already prickling his skin beneath the satin halter top and pleated tartan skirt. Thigh-high white socks rubbed constantly against his shaved legs with every tiny shift, a smooth, confining friction that reminded him exactly how exposed he was. Blonde wig curls bounced against his shoulders, makeup flawless under the glare.

Sable appeared at his side, her raven ponytail swinging as she placed a firm hand on his lower back. "This is your debut. The stands are packed. Perform like the mascot you are."

"I feel like I'm going to pass out," Ridge admitted, voice barely audible over the roar. His gray eyes darted toward the field where the squad waited. "Thousands of people out there. Alumni, students, faculty."

Sable leaned closer, her expensive perfume cutting through the scent of grass and popcorn. "Then let them watch. The dean is in the box seats. This is contractual. You were made for these lights." Her chrome stilettos clicked once as she pushed him forward. "Good girl. Keep waving those pom-poms."

The dialog exchange stretched tight with tension as they stepped onto the field. The crowd roar intensified, a wall of sound that vibrated through his chest. Spotlight heat baked his shoulders and thighs, making sweat bead instantly under the satin. The thigh-high socks continued their relentless rub, smooth fabric sliding against skin with every step. Pom-poms felt heavy in his hands despite their lightness.

Inside, Ridge's mind spun in chaos. The stage fright mixed with deep arousal he could no longer deny. Weeks of training had conditioned him. The open field from light practice had been terrifying enough. Now thousands watched under these blazing lights. Yet his cock stirred hard beneath the short skirt, betraying him completely. He craved the loss of control, the way Sable stripped him bare for the world. Surrender pulled at him stronger than fear.

Action began as the halftime clock started. The squad formed around him. Ridge led the opening sequence, shaking pom-poms in wide arcs while executing the high kicks they had drilled. The thigh-high socks created constant friction, rubbing his calves and thighs raw with heat. Every motion sent the pleated skirt flipping, wind and movement exposing flashes of skin. The crowd roar swelled at each jump, thousands of voices blending into one massive wave.

Twenty minutes into the routine, the performance hit full intensity. Ridge moved to the center for the signature cheer, pom-poms in constant motion, their tassels whipping through the spotlight beams. Sweat poured down his back, soaking the satin. The heat from the lights made his makeup feel tight on his face, glossy lips shining as he called out the chants. His wide shoulders flexed under the halter, blonde curls bouncing wildly.

Sable directed from the sideline, whistle blowing sharp commands that cut through the noise. The squad followed his lead perfectly, but all eyes kept returning to the new mascot. A section of students started chanting "Blondie! Blondie!" The roar amplified it. Spotlight heat intensified on his skin, turning every exposed inch sensitive and alive.

During a brief formation change near the fifty-yard line, Sable pulled him aside behind a large equipment cart partially shielded by the cheer platform. The crowd roar continued but felt distant here. "You are doing well, but you need to release that tension before the final set," she said, eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure.

"Coach, not now. They can still see the shadows," Ridge protested, even as his body leaned toward her. His dick throbbed painfully under the skirt.

"Exactly." Sable spun him around, bending him forward over the cart. She flipped the pleated skirt up and yanked his panties down. Cool night air met his exposed ass while spotlight bleed created dramatic shadows across his skin. She produced lube and coated her fingers generously, then worked them into his hole, stretching the tight ring with practiced efficiency.

The physical sensations overwhelmed him. Thigh-high socks rubbed tighter as his legs trembled. Spotlight heat warmed his bent back while her fingers opened his asshole wider. Pom-poms still clutched in one hand, their tassels brushing the grass.

Sable strapped on quickly, the thick veined dildo glistening. She pressed the head against his slick hole and drove forward in one powerful thrust. The toy split him open completely, bottoming out deep inside his guts. Ridge moaned loudly, the sound lost in the distant crowd roar. She gripped his hips and began pounding hard, deep strokes that made his body jolt forward with every impact.

"Fuck, it's so deep," he gasped, pushing back onto the thick shaft. The anal pounding grew relentless. Sable railed him with athletic force, hips slamming against his ass cheeks. The toy plowed his prostate on every thrust, sending electric pleasure shooting through his core. Wet, obscene sounds mixed with the friction of his thigh-high socks rubbing together.

Sable reached around, stroking his leaking dick in time with her pounding. "Take every inch, mascot. This is what half-time means for you now."

The pressure built fast and violent. Ridge's balls tightened, the cresting unstoppable under the dual assault. With a choked cry he exploded, thick jets of cum pumping from his dick onto the grass and equipment cart in heavy, visible spurts. His asshole clenched rhythmically around the invading toy, milking it as orgasm ripped through him in powerful waves. Spotlight heat amplified every shudder, his body convulsing as cum continued to drain from his pulsing shaft.

Sable thrust through his climax, then pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and twitching. She wiped the toy and adjusted her tracksuit before flipping his skirt back down. Ridge straightened on shaky legs, thigh-high socks now damp with sweat, pom-poms trembling in his grip. The relationship had advanced into true public performance territory. The crowd had his debut. Sable had claimed him under their roar. His role as mascot was now stadium-wide fact.

They returned to the field for the final sequence. Ridge led with renewed, post-orgasm looseness, pom-poms in constant motion. The crowd roar peaked during the big finish, thousands cheering as the squad nailed the closing pyramid with him at the base. Spotlight heat bathed the entire performance in dramatic glow.

As the halftime clock expired and they jogged toward the sideline, the stands erupted. Chants of "Blondie! Blondie!" rolled down from multiple sections. Alumni pointed, students cheered wildly. The crowd loved the new mascot.

Sable walked beside him, hand brushing his ass possessively. "Listen to them. This is only the start of your season."

Ridge panted, body still buzzing from the fucking and the lights, cum cooling on his inner thighs beneath the skirt. The hook settled deep. The homecoming crowd's approval meant there was no hiding anymore. His face, his body, his submission, all of it belonged to the stadium now. And part of him, shamefully, already hungered for the next game.


Chapter 8: Apartment Commands

Ridge followed Sable through the dimly lit hallway of her off-campus apartment building, his body already humming with eager shame. The drive from the stadium had been silent, his mind replaying the homecoming roar while his cock stayed half-hard beneath the pleated skirt. Now, stepping inside her private space felt like crossing the final threshold. The door clicked shut behind them, sealing him in.

Sable's apartment carried a rich, warm scent of leather and sandalwood candles. Soft lighting glowed from corner lamps, casting long shadows across modern furniture and a large king bed visible through the open bedroom door. She set her keys down and turned to him, her raven ponytail swaying.

"Strip everything except the wig and makeup," she ordered, her commanding voice low and resonant in the enclosed space. "Then kneel in the center of the living room."

Ridge's hands trembled as he obeyed. The satin halter top slid off, followed by the skirt and thigh-high socks. Cool apartment air kissed his naked skin, raising goosebumps. He dropped to his knees on the thick rug, wide shoulders squared, blonde curls framing his made-up face. Shame burned hot in his chest, yet his dick stood fully erect, leaking at the tip from the anticipation of being completely alone with her.

"You look eager tonight," Sable noted, circling him slowly. Her chrome stilettos clicked on the hardwood. "After that stadium performance, I thought you might resist more."

"I hate how much I need this," Ridge confessed, voice thick. "The crowd, the lights, everything. It should have broken me. Instead I'm aching for whatever you plan next."

Sable stopped in front of him. She reached down and fastened a thick black leather collar around his neck. The collar click echoed loudly in the quiet apartment, the buckle tightening snugly against his throat. The weight felt permanent, controlling. "Good. Honesty earns rewards."

The leather restraints came next. She guided his wrists behind his back, buckling soft but sturdy cuffs that connected with a short chain. Another set went around his ankles. The creak of leather and the firm tug as she tested the restraints sent fresh waves of submission through him. His cock throbbed visibly, untouched.

Sable stood back, admiring her work. "Your body belongs to the squad now."

Those words sank deep, twisting something fundamental inside Ridge. The apartment session marked a new level. No more hiding behind practices or half-time routines. Here, in her personal space, she could take all the time she wanted to reshape him completely.

She changed into sheer black stockings and a matching corset, the fabric gliding smoothly up her powerful legs. The stocking glide sound was soft and sensual as she adjusted them. Ridge watched, mesmerized, his restrained position forcing him to look up at her voluptuous form.

Twenty minutes later, Sable had him bent over the arm of her leather couch, ass raised high. The restraints kept his wrists pinned behind him, leather creaking with every shift. Her commanding voice filled the room as she drizzled warm lube down his crack.

"Beg for it properly," she said.

"Please, Coach. Fuck me," Ridge moaned, shame and need warring in his tone. "I need your cock inside me."

Sable pressed the thick head of her strap-on against his hole and pushed forward. The toy stretched him open slowly at first, then sank deeper with steady pressure. Ridge gasped as it bottomed out, the fullness overwhelming in this new private setting. She gripped his hips and began thrusting, building to hard, deliberate strokes that made his body rock forward against the couch.

The pounding grew intense. Sable railed his asshole with deep, powerful strokes, the strap-on plowing into him repeatedly. Each thrust dragged across his prostate, sending jolts of sharp pleasure through his core. The leather restraints dug into his wrists as he pulled against them, the creaking sound mixing with wet slapping flesh and her commanding grunts.

"Faster," he begged, voice breaking. "Please, I need it harder."

She obliged, fucking him with athletic force. The apartment filled with the sounds of their bodies connecting, her hips slamming against his ass. Ridge's dick rubbed against the leather couch arm with every thrust, the friction teasing but not enough. Sweat slicked his skin, the blonde wig sticking to his neck.

Sable reached around and stroked his leaking shaft in firm pulls while continuing to pound his hole. "Feel how your body opens for me? This is your new normal."

The pressure built rapidly. Ridge's balls drew tight, the cresting unstoppable. With a loud moan he came hard, thick pulses of cum spurting from his dick onto the couch and floor in heavy, visible ropes. His asshole clenched rhythmically around the thick toy, milking it as waves of orgasm crashed through him. Sable kept thrusting through his climax, drawing out every spurt and shudder until he was drained and trembling.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole gaping and slick. Ridge panted against the couch, body spent yet still buzzing. The private session had deepened their dynamic. No public excuses anymore. Sable now controlled him in her own territory, away from campus eyes. The institutional power felt more personal, more inescapable.

Sable released the ankle restraints but kept his wrists cuffed. She helped him stand on shaky legs and led him to her bedroom. There, she positioned him on the bed, back against the headboard.

"Spread your legs," she commanded.

Ridge obeyed. Sable retrieved a small metal chastity cage from her nightstand drawer, the steel glinting under the lamp light. "This is the next step. Your body belongs to the squad now. No more uncontrolled erections."

Ridge stared at the device, fresh shame flooding him even as his spent cock twitched with renewed interest. The hook settled heavy in his gut. Once locked, there would be no going back to any illusion of autonomy. Sable's control would be constant, intimate, and unbreakable. And deep down, he already knew he would beg her to snap it shut.


Chapter 9: Campus Sissy

Ridge sat at his desk in the athletic department office, the pleated tartan skirt barely covering his thighs as he tried to focus on email responses. Deep embarrassment burned through him with every shift in the chair, the constant skirt awareness making him hyper-conscious of how the smooth fabric brushed his bare skin and how easily it could ride up. The blonde wig felt heavy on his head, curls tickling his neck, while the makeup on his face felt like a second skin that needed constant touch-ups with the compact mirror hidden in his drawer.

Sable entered without knocking, closing the door behind her with a firm click. Her navy satin tracksuit whispered as she approached, chrome stilettos sharp on the tile floor.

"Stand up and show me," she said, voice carrying that familiar commanding tone.

Ridge rose obediently, cheeks flushing hot under the blush. The skirt settled against his legs, a constant reminder of his new reality. "This feels impossible in here. My staff walks by every few minutes."

Sable smiled, stepping close enough that her perfume enveloped him. "The new contract clause is active. Feminine cheer attire on all university premises. This is your uniform now. Everywhere."

The words landed like a brand. Ridge's hands smoothed the skirt nervously, the satin halter top tight across his chest. "People are already staring. The whispers in the hallway this morning were bad enough."

"Good. Let them whisper." Sable ran her fingers along the hem of the skirt, lifting it slightly to check he wore nothing underneath. "You will attend your meetings, handle your duties, and present as the squad's pretty mascot at all times."

The dialog stretched between them as Ridge stood exposed in his own office. "The dean really approved full campus enforcement?"

"He did. Two previous directors wore it too. You are simply continuing tradition." Sable adjusted his wig, then touched up his lip gloss with a quick swipe of her finger. The sticky sweetness coated his lips again.

Action progressed as the morning unfolded. Ridge attempted to work, but every movement brought fresh awareness of the skirt. When a junior coach knocked and entered, the man's eyes widened at the sight before he quickly looked away. The office stares had begun.

An hour later, Ridge walked across the central quad toward a scheduled meeting, each step causing the pleated skirt to swish and the thigh-high socks to rub smoothly against his legs. Campus life moved around him, students and faculty passing by. Classroom whispers followed in clusters. A group of girls near the library pointed discreetly, their voices carrying just enough. "Is that the new mascot?" "Blondie looks nervous today."

The open exposure on university grounds amplified everything. Makeup touch-ups became necessary in bathroom mirrors between buildings, the compact mirror reflecting his glossy lips and darkened lashes. Constant skirt awareness made him tug at the hem repeatedly, terrified a breeze would flip it. Yet beneath the embarrassment, obedience had taken root. His cock stayed semi-hard, trapped by the growing need for Sable's approval.

Twenty minutes into his department meeting, the stares intensified. Three assistant coaches sat across the table, eyes darting to his satin top and the way the skirt rode up when he crossed his legs. Whispers passed between them during presentations. Ridge's face stayed flushed, but he continued presenting the budget report, voice steady through sheer obedience.

Sable observed from the end of the table, her presence enforcing the new normal. After the meeting, she followed him back to his private office and locked the door.

"You handled that well," she said, pressing him against the desk. "But you need a proper reward for your obedience."

"Here? During office hours?" Ridge asked, breath catching as her hand slid under his skirt.

"Especially here." Sable pushed him face down over the desk, flipping the pleated skirt up. The cool office air met his exposed ass while the constant skirt awareness flipped to total vulnerability. She retrieved lube from her bag and coated her fingers, working them into his hole with firm, stretching motions.

The leather of the desk chair creaked as Ridge gripped the edge. Sable's commanding voice filled the small space. "Spread wider. This is what campus sissies get for good behavior."

She strapped on a thick dildo, pressing it against his prepared asshole. With one steady push she entered him, the toy splitting his hole open and sinking deep. Ridge moaned into his arm as she began fucking him hard, deep strokes that bottomed out repeatedly. The desk shook with each powerful thrust, papers scattering.

The pounding grew relentless. Sable railed his ass with athletic intensity, hips slamming forward. The toy plowed into his prostate on every stroke, sending waves of sharp pleasure through his body. His own dick rubbed against the desk drawer, leaking steadily.

"Take it deeper," she commanded, gripping his hips under the flipped skirt. "Your staff is right outside."

The risk heightened everything. Ridge pushed back onto the thick shaft, moaning softly. Sable reached around and stroked his throbbing dick in time with her pounding. The dual sensation built fast. Pressure crested violently inside him.

With a choked cry, Ridge came hard. Thick jets of cum spurted from his dick across the desk and floor in visible pulses. His asshole clenched tightly around the invading toy, milking it as orgasm tore through him in powerful waves. Sable continued thrusting through his climax, drawing out every spurt until his legs shook and cum dripped from his spent shaft.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole open and leaking lube. Ridge panted against the desk, makeup slightly smudged, skirt still flipped up. The relationship had shifted into full campus integration. His professional life now existed entirely within her control. Staff whispers would spread. His authority as athletic director had become symbolic only.

Sable helped him clean up and retouch his makeup, the brush gliding over his lashes once more. "Afternoon classes and then the team bus for the away game. You will travel in full uniform."

Ridge nodded obediently, the constant skirt awareness returning as he smoothed it down. The hook settled deep in his chest. Away game travel on the team bus with the full squad brought new risks. Confined space, long hours, and no privacy meant Sable's commands could become even more demanding. He already wondered how much further she would push him on the road.


Chapter 10: Locked and Trained

Ridge paced the living room of Sable's apartment, the small metal chastity cage pressing relentlessly against his straining cock. Every step sent fresh frustration surging through him. The steel ring behind his balls combined with the tight tube created constant, aching pressure that refused to ease. Hours had passed since the campus day ended, and the cage kept him trapped in desperate need, his tip leaking steadily against the metal confines.

Sable watched him from the couch, legs crossed, the small silver key dangling on a thin chain between her full breasts. "Look at you. Already desperate after one full day locked."

"I can't think straight," Ridge admitted, voice rough with need. His blonde wig curls bounced as he moved, the pleated skirt swishing around his thighs. "The pressure in this cage is driving me insane. Every time I sat in meetings today it throbbed."

Sable rose gracefully, her commanding presence filling the room. She wore only a sheer black robe that clung to her voluptuous curves. The key on her necklace swayed hypnotically as she approached. "Good. That is the point of training. Your body belongs to the squad now. And to me."

The dialog charged the air between them. Ridge stopped pacing, eyes fixed on the key. "Please, Coach. I performed perfectly on campus. The stares, the whispers. I endured everything."

Sable cupped his chin, forcing his gaze up. "Beg properly if you want any relief, princess."

Those words sent a fresh spike of humiliated arousal through him. The cage pressure intensified as his trapped cock tried uselessly to harden further. Shame warred with raw desperation inside his chest. The former quarterback reduced to this, locked and begging in a cheerleader skirt. Yet the deeper he fell, the stronger the thrill became.

Sable led him to her bedroom. She removed her robe, revealing her powerful, athletic body. "On the bed. On your back."

Ridge obeyed, the skirt riding up as he lay down. The cage stood out obscenely, his balls tight and full beneath the steel. Sable climbed over him, her thick thighs straddling his face. The sensory focus hit hard as her warm, smooth skin pressed around his head, her scent rich and intoxicating, musky arousal filling his lungs.

"Lick," she commanded.

Ridge dove in eagerly, tongue sliding through her wet folds. Her thighs tightened around his head as he sucked her clit, tasting her deeply. Sable ground against his face, her commanding voice moaning softly above him while the key on her necklace brushed his forehead.

Twenty minutes of relentless oral service passed. Sable's thighs quivered as she reached her first climax, flooding his mouth with her wetness. She rode his face through the waves, then slid down his body, positioning herself over his caged dick. The metal pressed against her slick heat as she rocked slowly, teasing him mercilessly.

The edging torment began. Sable rubbed herself along the cage, the pressure on his trapped length exquisite torture. Ridge bucked upward, desperate for more friction, but the steel denied him. Pre-cum leaked continuously from the slit at the end of the cage, coating her thighs.

"Please," he gasped, hands gripping her hips. "I need to be inside you. Or at least unlocked."

Sable smiled down at him, dangling the key just out of reach. "Not yet. Good girls earn their pleasure."

She reached for the lube and her thickest strap-on. Flipping him onto his stomach, she pulled his skirt higher and spread his legs. Cool lube drizzled over his hole as she worked two fingers inside, then three, stretching him open while the cage dug painfully into the mattress beneath him.

The physical sensations overwhelmed Ridge. Cage pressure throbbed with every heartbeat while her fingers opened his ass. Her commanding voice stayed steady. "This is how locked mascots get fucked. Deep and helpless."

Sable pressed the thick dildo against his hole and drove forward. The toy split him wide, sinking deep in one long thrust. Ridge moaned loudly into the pillow as she bottomed out, her hips flush against his ass. She began pounding him with powerful strokes, the strap-on plowing his prostate relentlessly.

Her thighs pressed against him from behind, strong and warm, pinning him down as she railed him harder. The wet slapping sounds filled the bedroom, mixed with the metallic rattle of the cage against the bed. Ridge's trapped cock leaked steadily, the denial amplifying every sensation tenfold.

"Fuck me harder," he begged, voice breaking. The internal conflict raged. Frustration from the cage mixed with overwhelming pleasure from being claimed so completely. He was hers now, fully locked and used.

Sable gripped his hips and increased the pace, deep, punishing strokes that made his body jolt. She reached under him and tapped the cage teasingly, sending fresh torment through his denied length. "Feel how full your balls are? They stay that way until I decide otherwise."

The pounding intensified. Ridge pushed back onto the thick toy, moaning with each bottoming thrust. The prostate stimulation built unbearably, pressure cresting despite the cage. With a desperate cry he came hands-free, his locked cock pulsing inside the steel tube as cum spurted through the slit in heavy, forced jets. Thick white fluid leaked and pooled beneath him on the sheets, pulse after pulse draining from his trapped balls while his asshole clenched wildly around the invading dildo.

Sable continued fucking him through the long, shattering orgasm, drawing out every drop until he shuddered and whimpered. Only then did she slow and pull out, leaving his hole gaping and twitching.

Ridge lay spent, body trembling, the cage now slick with his own cum. The release had been intense but incomplete, leaving him even more desperate. Sable had claimed him completely while locked, deepening her total ownership.

She unlocked the wrist restraints she had applied earlier and rolled him onto his back. The key on her necklace dangled as she straddled his chest. "Clean your mess off my toy."

Ridge obeyed, tasting himself on the dildo as she fed it to him. The act solidified his submission further. Their dynamic had evolved once more. The chastity turned every interaction into prolonged torment and reward. Campus life would now happen under constant denial, his obedience tied directly to the key between her breasts.

Sable removed the strap-on and lay beside him, tracing a finger through the cum on his cage. "Tomorrow brings the away game bus ride. I expect deeper public submission from you. You will serve the squad discreetly during travel. Understood?"

Ridge nodded, still breathing hard, the cage pressure already building again. The hook sank deep. The upcoming away game travel would expose him to new risks with the entire cheer squad present. Sable's demand for deeper public submission meant no limits remained. And despite the shame, he felt his locked cock twitch with fresh, helpless anticipation.


Chapter 11: Bus Ride Humiliation

Ridge sat in the darkened back row of the team bus, the low rumble of the engine vibrating through his body as the vehicle sped down the highway toward the away game. Completely broken into his role, he no longer questioned the short pleated skirt riding high on his thighs or the blonde wig curls brushing his shoulders. The chastity cage pressed tightly against his cock, a constant reminder of Sable's ownership. The squad members were scattered throughout the bus, most already dozing under blankets after the long day.

The dark bus vibrations traveled up through the seats, making the cage shift and tease his trapped length with every bump in the road. Hidden touches had already begun. Sable sat beside him in the very back, her hand under the shared blanket, fingers tracing slow circles along his inner thigh.

"You are so quiet tonight," Sable whispered, her commanding voice barely audible over the engine hum. "Completely broken in. I like that."

Ridge leaned closer, heart racing with fear of discovery. "I have no fight left, Coach. The cage and the uniform… they've taken everything."

"Good girl." Her fingers slid higher, brushing the edge of the cage through his panties. The key on her necklace rested between her breasts, visible only to him in the dim overhead light. "This is what you signed up for."

The dialog passed in hushed tones as the bus continued its journey. Most of the cheer squad slept or wore headphones, but a few girls remained awake near the front. The risk made every hidden touch electric. Ridge's skin prickled with fear of discovery while his caged cock strained painfully.

Sable's hand grew bolder under the blanket. She squeezed his balls through the steel, then tapped the cage rhythmically in time with the dark bus vibrations. The combination created maddening pressure, pre-cum leaking steadily inside the tube.

Twenty minutes later, the interior lights dimmed further as the driver announced a long overnight stretch. Sable pulled a larger blanket over both of them, creating a private cocoon in the back corner. "Turn around. Face the window."

Ridge obeyed, heart pounding. He knelt on the wide seat, elbows on the backrest, presenting his ass toward her while pretending to sleep. The pleated skirt was flipped up discreetly. The fear of discovery intensified every sensation. One of the girls could wake up. A sudden stop. A glance backward.

Sable retrieved a small packet of lube from her bag. The sound of the wrapper seemed deafening to Ridge, but the engine noise covered it. Cool lube drizzled between his cheeks. Her fingers worked inside him, stretching his hole with practiced efficiency while her other hand kept the blanket in place.

"Stay quiet, mascot," she whispered. "This is what you signed up for."

The physical sensations overwhelmed him. Dark bus vibrations traveled through his knees as her fingers opened him. The cage dangled heavily between his legs, leaking. Hidden touches became more invasive as she added a third finger, scissoring him open.

Ridge bit his lip to stay silent, fear and arousal twisting together. The squad slept just rows ahead. Their breathing created a constant backdrop of risk. Yet surrender felt complete. He pushed back against her fingers, needing more.

Sable removed her fingers and positioned herself behind him under the blanket. She had strapped on a slim but long dildo in the bathroom earlier. Now she pressed the head against his slick hole and pushed forward slowly. The toy slid deep in one smooth motion, filling him completely while the bus vibrations added extra stimulation.

Ridge gasped softly into his arm. Sable began thrusting with controlled, deep strokes, her hips moving subtly under the blanket. The strap-on plowed into his ass with steady rhythm, bottoming out on every push. The dark bus vibrations amplified each thrust, making the toy feel alive inside him.

Her commanding voice stayed right at his ear. "Take it quietly. Feel how full you are while they sleep."

The pounding remained discreet but intense. Sable railed him with short, powerful strokes, her thighs pressed tight against his. The hidden touches continued as she reached around to tap the chastity cage, sending sparks of denied pleasure through his trapped cock. Fear of discovery kept him on edge. Every small noise from the squad made his hole clench around the invading toy.

Ridge's body rocked gently with the bus motion and her thrusts. The sensory details consumed him: the leather seat against his knees, the blanket trapping their heat, her warm breath on his neck, the constant low vibrations traveling through the dildo buried in his ass.

"Harder," he whispered desperately, shame burning through him even as he begged.

Sable obliged, increasing the depth while staying quiet. The strap-on dragged relentlessly over his prostate. The cage pressure built unbearably. Pre-cum dripped continuously from the slit.

The build came fast despite the cage. Ridge's balls tightened, the cresting unstoppable from the deep prostate pounding. With a muffled whimper into the seat, he came hard. Thick pulses of cum forced their way through the cage slit, spilling onto the floor in visible spurts with each contraction. His asshole clenched rhythmically around the dildo, milking it as waves of orgasm tore through his locked body. Sable continued thrusting through his climax, drawing out every drop until he shuddered and leaked empty.

She pulled out slowly, leaving his hole open and twitching. Ridge collapsed against the seat, breathing hard, the blanket still covering them. Cum cooled on the floor beneath him. The relationship had crossed into truly risky public territory. The squad slept unaware just feet away, yet Sable had claimed him completely on the moving bus. His submission was now total, even in transit.

Sable cleaned them both discreetly and adjusted his skirt. She kissed his neck possessively. "You performed well. The playoffs are approaching. I have a special performance planned for you during the championship week. Something even more public."

Ridge nodded weakly, still trembling from the orgasm and the fear of discovery. The hook settled deep. Playoffs meant the biggest stage yet. Whatever special performance Sable planned would push him further than ever before, and he knew he would obey without hesitation. The bus continued into the night, vibrations carrying him toward his complete surrender.


Chapter 12: Permanent Contract

Ridge knelt in the center of Sable's private athletic department office, the pleated tartan skirt pooled around his thighs, his caged cock throbbing uselessly against the steel. The addiction to this humiliation ran deep now. Every public stare on campus, every whispered "Blondie," every locked night had reshaped him into something that craved the shame like oxygen. He waited patiently, blonde curls framing his made-up face, heart racing with eager need as Sable reviewed documents at her desk.

Sable finally looked up, her raven ponytail swinging as she leaned back in her chair. Her satisfied smile sent a fresh wave of submissive heat through him. "You are early. Good. The extension contract is ready. Year-round. No limits. No escape clauses."

"I want it," Ridge said immediately, voice thick with addiction. "I need it, Coach. The cage, the uniform, the way you own me. I can't go back."

Sable stood and circled him slowly. The scent of fresh printer ink and warm paper filled the room as she placed the contract on the low table in front of him. "Read every line this time, princess. This makes you my personal mascot permanently. Campus, away games, my apartment, my bed. Stricter terms. Daily uniform. Weekly chastity checks. Full sexual availability."

The pen on paper moment loomed. Ridge's hands trembled as he picked up the pen, the smooth plastic cool against his fingers. Ink drying would make it real. Permanent.

"I don't need to read it," he whispered, already breaking. "I just need you to own me completely."

Sable's satisfied smile widened. She stepped closer, her chrome stilettos clicking. "Then earn it. Show me how addicted you are."

She pulled him up and bent him over her wide oak desk. The contract papers lay directly in front of his face. Ridge gripped the edge, skirt flipped up, cage dangling heavily between his spread legs. Sable retrieved her strap-on harness and lube from the drawer, the sounds deliberate and unhurried.

"Read the first page out loud while I open you," she commanded.

Ridge began reading, voice shaky. "The athletic director agrees to serve as full-time cheer mascot for the indefinite future…" His words faltered as cool lube drizzled over his hole. Sable's fingers pushed inside, stretching him with two, then three digits, scissoring firmly.

The sensory details consumed him. The sharp smell of fresh ink rose from the papers beneath his face. Her satisfied smile burned into his memory every time he glanced sideways. The constant pressure of the cage made his denied cock leak onto the floor.

"Keep reading," Sable ordered, her commanding voice low and rich.

Ridge continued, gasping between sentences as her fingers worked deeper. "The mascot will maintain full feminine presentation on all university grounds and during all travel…"

Sable removed her fingers and pressed the thick head of the strap-on against his hole. She drove forward in one powerful thrust, splitting him open and burying the toy to the hilt. Ridge moaned loudly, the pen still clutched in his hand.

The pounding began immediately. Sable gripped his hips and railed him hard, deep strokes that bottomed out with every thrust. The desk creaked under the force. Her thighs slapped against his ass as she plowed him relentlessly, the strap-on dragging perfectly over his prostate.

"Sign while I fuck you," she demanded, sliding the contract closer. "Initial every page."

Ridge's hand shook as he signed the first line, ink flowing dark and permanent. The pen scratched across paper while Sable continued pounding his ass. Each thrust pushed his body forward, making his signature waver. The ink drying slowly under the desk lamp marked his final surrender.

"Fuck, Coach," he gasped, pushing back onto the thick toy. "Harder. Please."

Sable obliged, railing him with brutal athletic strokes. The wet sounds of the strap-on plunging into his slick hole filled the office. His caged cock swung helplessly, leaking steadily. The addiction roared inside him. Signing away his future while getting fucked over her desk felt perfectly right. No more pretending to be the athletic director. He was her pretty cheerleader now.

Her satisfied smile never faded as she watched him sign. "You will never be anything but my pretty cheerleader again."

Those words pushed him over the edge. The prostate pounding combined with the psychological weight of the contract sent him spiraling. Ridge cried out as his orgasm exploded hands-free. Thick jets of cum forced through the chastity cage slit, spurting onto the floor and the side of the desk in heavy, visible pulses. His asshole clenched violently around the strap-on, milking it desperately as wave after wave ripped through him. Sable kept thrusting through the climax, drawing out every drop until his legs shook and cum dripped in long strings from the cage.

She finally slowed, pulling out slowly and leaving his hole gaping and twitching. Ridge panted over the desk, pen still in hand, the final signatures drying on the contract. The ink smell mixed with the scent of sex and sweat. Sable's satisfied smile remained as she reviewed his work.

"Excellent. All pages initialed and signed." She took the pen from his fingers and set it aside. "You now belong to me year-round. No resignation. No loopholes. The university has full documentation."

Ridge straightened on shaky legs, the skirt falling back into place. The weight of the signed contract settled over him like a warm blanket of submission. No turning back. The addiction had won completely. His wide shoulders carried the satin halter top with natural ease now. The blonde curls felt like they belonged.

Sable pulled him into a deep kiss, her tongue claiming his mouth. When she released him, her hand cupped his caged cock possessively. "The championship game awaits. I have something very special planned for you during the final half-time show. The entire stadium will see exactly what you have become."

Ridge nodded, eyes glassy with surrender. The hook burned bright in his mind. The championship would be the ultimate stage. Whatever Sable had prepared would strip away the last fragments of his old identity under the brightest lights of the season. And he would perform perfectly, addicted and owned, waving his pom-poms for the crowd that now knew him only as her pretty cheerleader.


Chapter 13: Playoff Surrender

Ridge stood at the mouth of the tunnel, heart steady with complete ownership as the playoffs crowd roared like thunder. Fully owned and eager to please, he no longer felt fear. Only anticipation. The bright stadium lights bathed his blonde curls, pleated tartan skirt, and satin halter top in dramatic glow. His caged cock throbbed against its steel prison, leaking steadily as victory cheers already echoed from the stands. This was the final game. The championship. His ultimate performance.

Sable stood beside him, her high raven ponytail sharp under the lights, whistle gleaming between her breasts. "This is it, mascot. The entire stadium watches you tonight. Show them who you truly are."

"I want them to see," Ridge replied, voice calm and eager. "I want them to know I'm yours."

The victory cheers swelled as the squad gathered around him. The sensory overload hit immediately. Triumph mixed with shame coursed through his veins like fire. The roar of thousands vibrated through his bones while the cool night air kissed his bare thighs beneath the short skirt. His makeup felt flawless, glossy lips shining under the spotlights.

Sable blew her whistle. "Lead them out."

Ridge stepped onto the field first, pom-poms raised high. The crowd erupted. "Blondie! Blondie!" chants rolled down from the packed stands. He moved with practiced grace, shaking the pom-poms in wide arcs, the pleated skirt flipping with every high kick. Triumph flooded him. This was his role now. No more hiding. The former quarterback had become the star attraction.

The performance unfolded with perfect precision. Ridge led every cheer, his wide shoulders flexing under the satin top, blonde curls bouncing wildly. The squad followed his lead flawlessly. Every jump, every spin sent fresh shame and pride twisting together inside him. The cage pressed painfully with each movement, a constant reminder of his locked devotion.

Halfway through the routine, the sensory details deepened. Sweat beaded on his skin, mixing with the cool night air. The roar of the crowd became a living thing, vibrating through his chest and making his caged cock leak more freely. Complete submission felt euphoric. He waved the pom-poms higher, smiling brightly for the cameras and the thousands watching.

Sable watched from the sideline, her satisfied smile visible even at distance. The performance reached its peak with a final pyramid. Ridge held the base position, strong and steady, while the girls climbed above him. The crowd roared in approval as the formation held perfectly.

When the half-time routine ended, the stands exploded in victory cheers. The team was winning. The crowd loved their pretty mascot. Ridge jogged off the field with the squad, body buzzing with triumph and deep, aching need.

Twenty minutes later, the locker room door closed behind them. The main squad had been sent to celebrate with the team, leaving only Sable and Ridge in the private cheer office attached to the main locker room. The distant roar of the crowd still filtered through the walls.

Sable locked the door with a decisive click. "On your knees."

Ridge dropped instantly, eager to please. The tile floor was cool against his knees. His blonde curls fell forward as he looked up at her, completely surrendered.

"You performed perfectly tonight," Sable said, her commanding voice rich with pride. "The entire stadium saw what you have become. Now I want the final surrender."

"Take me," Ridge begged without hesitation. "Use me completely, Coach. I belong to you."

Sable stripped off her tracksuit, revealing her powerful, voluptuous body. She fastened her thickest strap-on, the veined toy heavy and glistening after she applied generous lube. She pulled him up and bent him over the wide bench in the center of the room.

"Ass up," she ordered.

Ridge presented himself, skirt flipped high, caged cock hanging helplessly between his legs. Sable pressed the thick head against his hole and pushed forward. The toy split him open wide, sinking deep in one long, claiming thrust. Ridge moaned loudly as she bottomed out, her hips flush against his ass.

The pounding began hard and immediate. Sable gripped his hips and railed him with powerful strokes, the strap-on plowing deep into his ass. Each thrust bottomed out completely, the thick toy dragging relentlessly over his prostate. The wet, obscene sounds of her fucking him filled the locker room, mixing with the distant victory cheers still echoing from the stadium.

"Fuck me harder," Ridge gasped, pushing back onto the invading shaft. "I need all of it."

Sable obliged, pounding him with athletic intensity. Her thighs slapped loudly against his ass as she drove the toy deeper. The bench creaked under the force. Triumph from the performance mixed with complete shame in his mind. He had performed for thousands as her pretty cheerleader, and now he was getting fucked like one in the locker room. The combination pushed him into total surrender.

Her commanding voice stayed steady. "This is your life now. My perfect pretty cheerleader."

The pleasure built violently. The prostate pounding combined with the tight cage created unbearable pressure. Ridge's balls tightened, the cresting unstoppable. With a broken cry he came hands-free, thick ropes of cum spurting forcefully through the chastity cage slit onto the floor in heavy, visible jets. Pulse after pulse drained from his locked cock as his asshole clenched wildly around the thick strap-on. Sable continued railing him through the orgasm, drawing out every spurt and shudder until he was whimpering and empty.

She finally slowed, pulling the toy out slowly. Ridge's hole gaped, twitching and slick. He collapsed against the bench, breathing hard, body trembling with aftershocks. Sable helped him turn around and sit on the bench, then straddled his lap, facing him. She removed the strap-on and guided his face between her thighs.

"Finish me," she ordered.

Ridge licked her eagerly, tongue diving deep into her wet cunt. Her thighs tightened around his head as she ground against his face. Her satisfied smile never faded as she rode his tongue to a powerful orgasm, flooding his mouth with her release.

When she finally stood, she cupped his chin and looked into his eyes.

"Welcome to the rest of your life, my perfect pretty cheerleader."

Ridge gazed up at her, fully owned, the distant victory cheers still echoing. The final hook settled into his soul with warm acceptance. His new life as her permanent sissy mascot had truly begun. No more contracts to sign. No more resistance. Only endless service, endless humiliation, and endless pleasure in his complete surrender. The championship lights still glowed outside, but his real victory lay at Sable's feet.


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Polly Bane has many more stories waiting for you, spanning the worlds of dark romance, kink, and surrender. Discover the full library on Amazon or visit pollybane.com. 

If this book made you feel something raw, hungry, or breathless… there's more like it where this one came from. 

Continue exploring on Amazon — pollybane.comBuy it here 

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcHW.jpg
The Plfetty X

A "./ A\
(/A k ﬁ XN

‘e\rlﬁe a*de

/





OEBPS/image_rsrcHX.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: The Fine Print

		Chapter 2: First Skirt

		Chapter 3: Learning the Steps

		Chapter 4: Hidden Performance

		Chapter 5: Blonde Curls

		Chapter 6: Field Exposure

		Chapter 7: Half-Time Lights

		Chapter 8: Apartment Commands

		Chapter 9: Campus Sissy

		Chapter 10: Locked and Trained

		Chapter 11: Bus Ride Humiliation

		Chapter 12: Permanent Contract

		Chapter 13: Playoff Surrender




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68






