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Note: This is a short story of around 5000 words. If you would like longer, kinkier works then check out Sophie Sin’s
short story collections at Sophie Sin's Book
List or her gay erotica at Dick Powers Book
List.

 


Short
disclaimer: All individuals represented within this text are over the
age of 21 and full and completely are shown to consent in all ways
to the sexual activities that take place within this collection of
short works.


Editor’s Note:

 


You
can find this story with the others listed below in
‘Well Hung Erotica Vol.
1’.

 


That collection contains the following
stories:

Doing It Large, The Big Officer, Plus Size Exec,
Magnum Linebacker.

 


The ‘Well
Hung Erotica Vol. 1’ collection can be found at any of your favorite
e-stores.


Joanna (19): The
Cheerleader

 


The girls wiggle and wobble about on their
feet as the large men in front of them come together, crunching,
grabbing, and smashing each other to the ground in a solid play
that gets them a dozen yards.

"Come on, guys," Cindy urges next to Joanna in
the cheerleader waiting area near where the reserve players are
camped out waiting their turn.

Cindy is a small, petite blond with large
breasts and a great love of American football. Unfortunately, she's
not rooting for the team that she cheers for, but her favorite
team, which just happens to be the one getting smashed in the
playoff game right in front of her.

"Get ready," the stage manager sends through
their earpieces. "Half time is coming up."

They don't need a reminder. The massive
scoreboard, which is showing a huge victory for their team, is
ticking down the time on the large digital clock as they wait. It's
going to be a landslide victory - top of the league level - if this
continues. That is exciting for the cheerleaders because it means
that they will get airtime on local and major TV networks, which
could lead to modeling jobs and other work if one of them is
spotted by a talent scout or photographer.

Winning a nice field goal, the players head in
as the girls rush out, waving their pom-poms and leaping about. One
of the linebackers, Lawrence Biggs, straight up stares Joanna down
as he jogs past, looking like he wants to eat her alive by the
looks of things. She brings her eyes down as he comes near him.
Lawrence is a massive, hulking white man in the prime of his years
(37) and probably on a metric ton of steroids (and worse) by the
sheer size of him. Joanna only likes black, skinny arty guys, but
she's heard talk around the locker room that he is 'into' her and
wants more than just a smile and simple compliment - enough to get
most of the single members of the team out of her hair.

The girls come together in their usual
formation and bend over. Joanna is at the back because she is
taller than most of the girls. She comes back up with the others,
throwing back her long blond curly hair to reveal her rosy red
Texan looks and smiles like she cares what the leering crowd of
(mostly) men think of her. The skimpy cheerleader costume the team
uses is a constant issue between the girls and team management. The
organizers, recently have started making them wear t-back underwear
- with threats of no contract renewal to make the, uniformly, poor
girls do their bidding. It has the desired effect of stirring up
the men in the crowd this time, but is a constant issue for the
girls, who by and large are pretty, down-to-earth, modest women and
nothing like what most men would think that professional
cheerleaders are like at all.

The routine takes a good 10 minutes to get
done. It's not particularly complicated and involves quite a lot of
moves that lift the skirts of the girls for the fan service aspect
of things. The opposing team's cheerleaders come on for the second
set of the half time break - wearing much less skimpy attire - and
the girls head back to their waiting area, enduring the catcalls
from the crowd as they do.

"I got to get another job," Joanna moans to
Erica, her best friend and a long time sufferer of the job they
do.

"I hear ya," she drawls out in her Southern
accent.

They wait as the game continues. Their team
wins by a huge number of points. Cindy ends up crying as the game
finishes.

"I'm glad that's over," Erica says as they
head off the green pitch of the large stadium into the players
entrance area and down the hallway towards where their locker rooms
is located next to the press area.

Someone jogging up behind Cindy, Erica and
Joanna at the back makes the three turn their heads.

"You girls going drinking tonight?" the
quarterback calls as he stops up behind them.

The girls look to one another and smile. His
name is Jeff and he's VERY gay. Weird thing is that, even though
the tabloids give him a ton of grief over it, the general public
absolutely cannot accept that such a manly guy could ever be into
other guys. He's never been caught with his pants down, so to
speak, even though everyone on the team knows that he drops them
regularly before and after games they win. It is one of the many
wonders of the football world that this man can get away with
something that most others couldn't.

"You taking us out?" Erica asks, leaning a
hand up against the wall and tossing her long black hair out of the
way.

"Maybe. You girls want to hit a gay
bar?"

Everyone giggles. It was pretty good last
time. Going out with Jeff can get pretty wild. This might be a lot
of fun.

"Alright," Erica says. "Who else is
coming?"

Jeff shrugs.

"I'm just seeing who is up for it. You are the
first people I've asked."

Melina the head cheerleader leans in and
grins.

"Ok then, handsome. Text Erica the details
later and she'll share it out among the girls," she says. "They can
come if they want."

The young blond woman slaps him on the
cheek.

"I'll be looking forward to drinking with you
later, but for now I need a shower."

With a wave over her shoulder, the woman
strides off, leaving Erica behind with Jeff and some others as the
majority of the cheerleaders follow their leader.

"Looks like Lawrence is finally getting some
press," Cindy notes, somewhat recovered after sobbing on the
redhead Amber's shoulder.

Joanna looks over. He glances her way. It is
the same look he always gives her: Lewd and full of desire. The
young woman looks away and strides past as he turns back to the
interviewer, his eyes never leaving her body, who has a full camera
crew doing the interview with him. Joanna wishes he would stop
looking at her like that. It's uncomfortable.

The locker room is loaded with girls. They
share it with the other team's cheerleaders and today everyone
wants to get in and out and off to meet up with their boyfriends,
husbands or just meet their friends. It's Saturday night after all.
These girls have lives.

Joanna sighs and sits down. There is an
unspoken rule that the single girls have to wait. She's only one of
three among over 30 girls sitting and waiting. It's going to be a
long night.


Mr. Dong's

 


"Classy," Joanna notes
sarcastically.

Jeff, dressed in the weirdest green shirt that
Joanna has ever seen, reaches over her and Erica's shoulder, giving
both girls’ breasts a slight squeeze as he does.

"What, babes, you don't like massive dongs? I
thought you girls were trashy sluts."

Erica slaps away his hand and gives him a
look. The two of them are probably the chastest on the team. Heck,
when the girls are talking about their boyfriends’ you-know-whats,
Joanna mostly ends up blushing. Slut is not a word that fits either
of them.

Joanna turns and points at the bar.

"There is a gigantic glowing penis hanging
over it, Jeff," she says, "Couldn't you have at least found
somewhere a little less lewd to hang out at?"

He chuckles. It reminds Joanna of a
hyena.

"I like the big dig - it's charmingly curved.
Plus, the action can get pretty good here." He points to some
reddish high backed booths along the side of the moderate sized
nearly empty dance floor. "See they even have make out
booths."

"Make out booths?" Joanna asks.

"Yeah, for people to get down in. They are
very comfortable and private, I assure you."

"Speaking from experience?" Erica
asks.

Jeff gives them both a lewd gesture, hand to
mouth.

"A gentleman never tells."

He probably will. A few drinks later, they'll
be hearing all about it.

Melina squeezes past a very fat gay man in a
singlet and jeans, who is trying to charm the in-bar bouncer, who
doesn't look interested. The head cheerleader looks less pleased
when she sees the dick over the bar.

"Why is the guy putting a coin into that slot
thing next to the booths?" Erica asks as two men run off the dance
floor and hop into one.

"You have to pay, darling. The bouncer over
there makes sure no one is 'disturbed'. It keeps things
fun."

"Oh. Isn't that kind of sleazy? I mean people
could... you know... do stuff."

Jeff grins widely. It looks like he is amused
at naive the girls are about these sorts of things. Everyone thinks
cheerleaders are nutty sex fiends. It really isn't the case. Joanna
has never even heard of this booth system that the bar has going
on.

"That's the idea, brown chocolate. We gay men
are quicker to act than you straight people."

They stare for a little at the booths. Cindy
joins them as Amber files in with her, looking unamused. They ogle
until Jeff informs them that happy hour is 75% off all cocktails.
After hearing that the girls descend on the bar like vultures on a
dying antelope. They don't get paid much with the cheerleading and
model jobs they have and this will have to last them out most of
the night as it is very unlikely that any of the men are going to
buy them any drinks tonight as they are uninterested in the female
gender; They'll probably have to steal Jeff's later in the night
just to stay mildly drunk.

Joanna lines up by the girls that came. So far
it's only five of them: Amber, Cindy, Joanna, Erica and Melina. A
few others have said they will come, but it depends on if their
boyfriends or husbands (who are all pretty sweet, understanding
guys for the most part) are willing to come along and be molested
by gay guys for a few hours.

The first cocktail is orange flavored, tastes
of cheap vodka, but goes down nicely enough. The bar manager,
Terry, knows Jeff pretty well by the way that he is caressing the
man's hand and pouring doubles for everyone. If only she didn't
have to stare at that massive dick sign, which is glowing an
immodest pink behind the bar, that would make the evening a little
more comfortable.

One drink becomes many as the happy hour gets
into full swing and the girls pool their resources to line up a few
shakers, which go as quickly as they come. A few of the players
make appearances, looking very uncomfortable as they realize what
type of place this is (as if the big sign outside saying Mr. Dongs
wasn't a good enough clue), and leave pretty promptly after as the
several dozen gay men in the bar that have mob them for autographs
and so much more.

"What a night," Erica slurs as she leans up
against Jeff, who is drunkenly making out with the bar
manager.

"Yeah. I'm
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