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Initiation

I was almost in, I’d almost been accepted into the fraternity. I’d tried every year and failed; this was my final chance. It began with close to twenty of us and now it was down to six. A range of different, strange and embarrassing tasks had been laid out for us and now only the choice few remained. There was only one step left in the initiation process, a test that showed that we, that I, was truly man enough to be accepted into this brotherhood. I had to get myself laid by the end of the day.

There were rules though, we just weren’t allowed to choose just any girl though, we’d be having our targets picked for us. We were not allowed to go and find the hottest girls we could to hook up with, this was another test of endurance, a final chance to humiliate. We had to go ahead and pick up the misfits.

When one of my future brothers set out with me to choose a target I was afraid that I’d be tasked with sleeping with some pig, a girl wider than she was tall. When I saw the target I was given I actually felt relieved, she wasn’t bad looking, simply a weirdo.

Stick thin in build, long black hair almost hanging down to her feet with large bags under her eyes like she never got a wink of sleep. She was Alison Frankenstein, she claims, one of those people who were well known all around campus just because of how much of a weirdo they were. She was the occult chick who was always talking to herself in tongues. Still at least she wasn’t objectively ugly, seeing as I had the day to hook up with her.

There was no point wasting any time, some freak would jump at the chance to sleep with a guy like me. I was Scott Green. Six foot tall, muscular football player, handsome, good grades, charming, popular; I didn’t mean to toot my own horn but I was quite a catch, more than enough for a freak like her.

While she was busy carving markings into a tree, god knows what she was after, I made my approach to the goth weirdo.

“Hey there babe,” I said in my most charming voice as I leant up against the trunk of the tree she was vandalizing. “I couldn’t help but notice you from across the way and I was hoping to get to know you a little better.”

No response, I was totally blanked as her dark, weary, eyes kept staring at the markings she was making. How insulting.

“Hey? Didn’t you hear me? I’m talking to you?”

Finally I managed to get her attention, her icy stare flicking in my general direction.

“Oh? You were talking to me?” Even her voice was dripping in creep. I didn’t know it was possible for a girl to have such a slimy tone.

“That’s right. I couldn’t help but find myself enchanted with you. I was hoping we could go somewhere and learn a little more about each other.”

“No.” Instant rejection. She wasn’t even looking at me anymore, she wasn’t interested in me whatsoever. Who did she think she was, turning me down. Didn’t she know her place?

“There must be some kind of mistake. I just asked you out.”

“And?”

“Well you were supposed to say yes.”

“Was I? Oh.” Her face was blank, void of any emotion. It was insulting how little she cared about me. I couldn’t help but feel my anger start to boil.

“Hey! I’m offering a girl like you a chance to go with a guy like me. You should be grateful that someone like me would ever give someone like you the time of day.”

“Should I? Oh.”

She still wouldn’t look back to me, she still wouldn’t answer me with any more emotion than her completely monotone droll. My hands curled up into tight fists and shook in rage. I thumped a hand against the bark of the tree, who did this bitch think she was.

“Listen here you little bi-”

I was preparing to unleash a full rant at the ungrateful swine but just as I was starting she turned around and walked away. She walked away from me as I was talking. Never before had I been insulted by a girl so harshly before. Sure I’d been turned down in the past but I’d been turned by beauties, by the nines and tens of the world. This girl was lucky if she even managed to hit a five, who was she to turn down a hunk like me?

This was not simply about passing my initiation, I would not allow myself to be insulted so harshly by a freak like her.


I followed after that weird girl as she ambled over to the science building and down to one of the old labs on the West wing. The East side of the building seemed to have been constructed later with better resources so was now the main hub for lessons, leaving the West side a much more isolated place until it got similar refurnishings.

The lab she entered, marked as the Occult Homeroom, was filled with strange scents and glowing mixtures. The windows had been cheaply covered up with black card to keep most of the light out, the room annoying eerie. I wasn’t here to kid around, I flicked the lights on to get her attention.

That weird girl flicked her head around and drolled out, “Oh, it’s you again,” before slowly trailing over to flick the switch back off. “Please don’t turn the lights on, it interferes with my research.”

Of course once she got a few paces away I turned them back on, I was not going to allow this bitch to ignore me again.

She turned it back off. I turned it back on. Off. On. Off. On. It was like some poor comedy routine. I grasped at her wrist as she tried to pass me and ignore me again.

“I will not take no for an answer,” I said firmly, my eyes staring into her as my face was stern. She remained unmoved.

“What if that’s the answer I give?” Even with me grasping her she didn’t change the tone of her voice.

“Then I-”

“What? Are you going to force yourself on me?”

“No that wasn’t-”

“Should I scream for help?”

This girl was so annoying. I thought I’d be in luck that I wasn’t being forced to sleep with a pig but even those monsters wouldn’t be as annoying as this creep.

While I was hesitant she managed to free her arm from my grasp, turning the light back off in the lab and slowly plodding back over to whatever she was doing in the first place.

“Well if you’re done can you leave. I have work to finish.”

“Y-you don’t understand!” I growled out. I didn’t want to do anything like forcing myself onto her, but I needed this to happen. My only choice left was to tell her exactly what was going on.

I opened up about it all. About the initiation, why I needed to sleep with her, what being a part of the brotherhood meant to me. I explained it all so thoroughly and passionately that only a devil would be able to turn down my pleas.

“Oh. What part of that am I supposed to care about?” I forgot she was a devil. “Can you please go away now, I’m trying to perform a ritual.”

Her uncaring attitude, the way she rejected me so coldly. I wasn’t going to take it anymore. I marched over and grasped a hold of her arm again.

“Listen here!”

She sighed, “You aren’t going to leave me alone as long as you’re thinking with that dick, will you?”

“Well…” I wouldn’t exactly put it like that but think I didn’t need to as a bottle filled with a pink liquid was passed to me.

“Drink this then and I’ll help you.”

Suddenly the answer had been passed to me. I didn’t even consider what the drink could be and I placed it to my lips and chugged it down. A stupid move I was well aware but I was desperate here; I hadn’t come this far just to be turned away due to the stubbornness of some witch.

As I drunk down the liquid, which had a strong strawberry taste to it, the creep started to read something out of one of her thick books. Was she trying to cast a spell on me? She was more than just creepy, she was insane or so I thought until I felt a strange surge of energy rush through my body, the air being filled with a sudden explosion of smoke.

I coughed as my vision was blurred and the smoke filled my lungs, using my hands to waft away the purple colored cloud which was now lingering in the air. I didn’t know what trick she was using but I didn’t like it. I presumed she used it to get away but when the smoke did finally begin to dilute I found she was still standing there, watching me.

“Oh, it worked. That’s preferable.”

“W-what worked?” I asked as I still struggled to speak properly, the smoke forcing my words to splutter out in croaked coughs.

“My spell. What else?”

“What did you do to me!?” I barked out in a sudden irrational panic, grasping at my face. There was no way things like magic could be real but when my hands touched my face something was very wrong indeed. Everything was just too soft.

I didn’t have anything like a beard but I was still a guy so when I rubbed over my chin there was some stubble but now it was so smooth and soft. As I rubbed along my jawline my fingers were tickled with something flowing down. It was hair, my hair?

She could see I was panicked and pointed over to the side of the room, my eyes following her guidance. Her mirror, just what I needed! I rushed over quickly and looked in to see just what damage that creep had done to me; it was worse than I thought.

There was no sign of that good looking guy I was used to seeing staring back at me in the mirror, that sporty hunk who sent the ladies wild. What was staring back at me was a lady. The reflection I was seeing was for a good looking girl.

My hands trembled as I grasped firmly onto the sink in front of me, shaking my head from side to side to see if the reflection followed. It did. Every movement I made she made it as well. There was no way the spell could have worked was there? But then she did say.

“Impossible,” I muttered to myself. Now that I was thinking about it even my voice was different. It was a lot softer, like a girl. I flicked my head back towards the creepy witch who was wandering back around her lab. “What did you do to me!?”

“Turn you into a woman.”

Even though it was obvious just looking at it actually hearing her say it, hearing her confirm it so casually.

“Why? How?”

“Because you were annoying me. Because now you don’t have a dick to try and rape me with. Because I wanted to see if it would work.” She was counting them off her fingers, eyes rolling around like she was deep in thought.

“Then turn me back!”

“Erm, no.”

This was the darkest timeline. I didn’t even know this was a timeline at all. I rushed over to her, my entire body shaking, grasping hold of her shoulders tightly. Before I towered over her small body but now we were almost the same size.

“Why!? You did this, turn me back at once!”

“Even if I wanted to turn you back, which I don’t, I would need to make another potion first which takes time. Seriously don’t you know the first thing about this kind of stuff? If you just checked my website then you’d be an expert on this sort of stuff too.”

“You can’t be serious!”

“Do I look serious to you?” Never has a person looked so permanently serious as her. There was no way I could seriously be stuck like this, was there?

“Please,” I begged her, my eyes getting close to filling up with tears. “Please help me, please turn me back. I beg you.”

She sighed loudly, “I guess it’ll help my research.”

“Thank you!” I squealed out happily. I’d do anything to get out of this ridiculous predicament.

“Well I pretty much have every ingredient I need for the return potion here in the lab, I’m just missing one and then I can get brewing.”

“What’s missing?”

“Just some sperm.”

My heart sunk at her words. Sperm? Was she serious? If she’d been needing sperm ten minutes ago this entire mess could have been avoided in the first place!

“Then go get some! Hurry!”

“Me? Erm, no. I could get some but it’ll take time. If you want it so bad then you go and get some.”

“How am I supposed to do that?”

“You know.” Alison lifted up her hands, curling a finger and thumb into a ring and invading it with another of her fingers. Her pumping action made it quite clear what she was suggesting I go and do.

“You can’t expect me to do that!”

“Well then no potion until I get my shipment.”

“But there must be another way…”

“Either wait for me to get my shipment or go and get it yourself,” that hand movement as well. I didn’t even want to think about it, or the fact she was right and that was the best chance I had at getting this over quickly.

Nobody would know it was me, other than the creep, so would it really be that bad?


I felt like such a pervert. I couldn’t go around campus dressed in my usual oversized clothes so I had to sneak into the girl’s campus to steal some clothes off them. Now not only was I a guy in the body of a girl I was a panty thief. My school life was totally crumbling apart and I hadn’t even done what I needed to yet.

Even though nobody would know it was me, who I was, I still couldn’t get my head around what I needed to do. I needed to go and get some sperm which meant fooling around with a guy. I knew some guys were into other guys but I was one hundred percent straight, it wasn’t my thing. Doing stuff with other guys was a no go zone, but now I had no choice.

With my stolen outfit now on I checked myself out. Luckily for me I wasn’t an ugly girl, I was something of a looker. Nice fit curvy body, a good looking face and quite the impressive rack; the fact the bra I took didn’t fit and I was commando up top only helped show that off.

The only signs that this was me were my hazel eyes and my sandy brown hair were both the same colour, even if the latter now hung down around my shoulders. But without knowing it’d be impossible to tell, I looked like a woman because I was one, magic transformation wasn’t even in the realm of possibility; or it shouldn’t have been.

I knew what I had to do if I wanted to go back to normal but it was hard to actually bring myself to do it. A part of me wondered if I’d be better off waiting around as a woman. I wanted to go back as soon as possible but to have to do that to get it, it was hard to get my head around.

Not sure of what course to take I paced around outside the science lab, seemingly at a crossroads of being stuck like this or disgracing myself.

“Where did he get to? Does he want to fail his final chance at an initiation?” That voice that I heard coming from behind me, it wasn’t good at all. It was the voice of my big brother, the member who had set me the task of getting laid with that damn witch girl, Jackson.

Usually we were quite similar in height and build, his hair being much darker than mine and his skin more tanned, but now he towered over my female body. I didn’t want to be seen by someone like him but it was too late, I was already in his crosshairs.

“Hey babe,” he said directly to me, making his way down the steps from the science department, “Never seen you before. You a freshman?”

“Y-yes!” I lied, desperate to hide my identity. As long as I didn’t say anything to give myself away I’d be safe. I should have taken my time and got a less revealing outfit. My top was too low cut.

“Hmm well aren’t we lucky to have another angel on campus. I’m Jackson, what’s your name beautiful?”

Crap, I hadn’t thought up a fake name yet. I felt him looming over me as I suddenly forgot every female name in the english language.

“My name, my name is S… S… Sandy!”

Sandy? What a stupid fucking name. Couldn’t I come up with anything better than Sandy?

“Sandy? Hmm no need to be so shy, that’s a beautiful name, it suits you perfectly.”

I never thought I’d know the feeling of what it was like to get hit on by a guy, totally gross; how do girls put up with this crap. Jackson draped his arm around my shoulder as he moved into my side.

“Maybe me and you can go somewhere else to get to know each other, a little better.”

There was no way I was going to be able to live like this. I grasped at his hand as his fingers started rubbing along my jaw, dragging him along after me as I made my way behind the science lab.

“Follow me!”

“Woah, where did this come from?”

Doing simple things were so much more exhausting in this body. I couldn’t be wait to get back into my own body I was used to having big muscles, not big melons.

The science lab was on the edge of campus, protected by high bushes from the back which meant it was rather isolated behind the building. It was a place that me and Jackson would be able to get some privacy.

“I need a favor,” I asked of him, steeling myself for the act I had to perform.

“A favor? Already? We’ve only just met.”

“I need some cum.”

His lips curled into a smirk, “Oh it’s that kind of favor is it? You should have said so right away. You’re a freaky girl.”

Jackson unbuckled his cargo shorts and let them drop down to the floor, followed by his boxers. It wasn’t like I’d never seen another guy’s junk before I’d played football, I’d been to the gym but the point was I wasn’t a guy right now and I’d actually have to be touching that thing.

Slowly I moved my hand forward, fingers shaking, as I was about to commit an act I’d take with me to the grave. I felt our skin connecting, sending shivers coursing through my body. I couldn’t believe I was actually doing such a thing. Slowly my palm was resting around his limp member.

In practice jerking off a cock was nothing knew to me, I’d rubbed one out myself plenty of times. In principles this wasn’t mine and every time I made even the slightest movement of my hand I felt disgusted in myself. I could feel Jackson’s length getting erect in my hand, it was making my skin crawl.

“Oh babe, that feels so good,” he moaned as his cock grew larger and fatter from my touches. I didn’t need him complimenting me!

Even if I didn’t want to touch him at all I realized the faster I could actually make him cum the quicker I’d be out of her. Knowing that I took a firm hold and began to jerk his shaft even faster, making his entire body shake in pleasure. I knew the basic movement after all, even if I was applying it at the wrong angle and with the wrong body, I knew exactly how to make him blow his load.

“Fuck I thought this was your first time but this feels amazing!”

I wasn’t going to get involved in no smutty talk. I was doing this for my very survival, not for pleasure or satisfaction. With my goal in sight I continued to rub my soft hand up and down his shaft, feeling him throb under my touch.

“Warn me when you’re about to cum,” I made clear to him, I needed to collect it after all and that was when it struck me. How the hell was I going to collect it.

Quickly I began to look around for something, anything, that I could use to collect the cum in. A bottle, a jar, a bucket, anything. I didn’t have anything with me and I couldn’t see anything in sight.

“Babe it’s time, I’m cumming!”

Shit, it was the worst case scenario even compared to the worst case scenario. I’d taken the plunge to collect the sample but now I had no way to actually store it. I made a split second decision, balancing up my options of having to do this all over again or taking the next step in my survival. Reluctantly yet with no time to lose I opened my mouth up and wrapped my lips to the head of his shaft, giving him a place to unload.

Shivers raced through me as I felt his cum being released into my mouth. The cum was hot, it was sticky and it was bitter and it was packed into my mouth. If anybody ever found about this I knew I’d die, this would be the end of me.

I held in place while he continued to cum, waiting for him to squeeze out every drop or that was the plan anyway; I wasn’t as strong as my determined mind. The awful taste of cum on my tongue made my body jerk back and spit all of that bitter spunk out with a cough, having my hair and head pasted with the final ropes of cum as I dropped the bounty on the ground.

Seeing all my hard work wasted I began to whine. I tried to scoop it up with my fingers but it was soaked into the grass, I’d been such an idiot.

Suddenly I felt something press down from behind me, my body jerking as Jackson had made his mood on me, pressing his hand down and rubbing between my thighs.

“Don’t worry babe, I’ll make you feel good too.”

His fingers touching between my legs, onto my mound, it sent a surge through my body. A pussy was new to me, the sensations I was feeling were completely alien. They were much stronger than what I was used to.

“No, don’t touch me there!” I cried out as he held me in my vulnerable position, grinding his touch against my pussy lips, outlined by my clinging panties.

“Come on babe don’t be like that. I’m a gent you know.”

Every rub sent electricity shooting through my nerves. My body rocked in place, squeals slipping from my lips as this new sensation attacked me. I was already struggling with the decreased strength of my body and now this, it was sapping all the energy away from me. My arms gave away and sent my face and chest toppling down against the floor as Jackson’s fingers slipped under the fabric of my panties and spread them to the side, exposing where my cock should have been; now a tender pussy.

“No please,” I whimpered softly as he made the bare connection with me, making me squeal again. I’d only ever known the pleasures of a cock, a pussy was too much for me to handle.

Something hot and thick pushed up against my wetness, sending a shiver rushing through me. I had a bad feeling what it was, my fingers grasping into the lawn below as it began to press inwards and spread my slit apart. He was seriously going to fuck me!

I no longer had the time to resist, it was too far gone as I felt his huge rod sink into my insides, making a squeal gasp from my insides as my sensitivity body was filled with fat dick.

A moan rolled out from behind me as the shaft began to stare in and out along my hot, tight, tunnel. My fingers shivered as my toes curled. Was this what sex felt like for a woman? It was incredible.

“Hmm so tight. Oh babe you’re squeezing me dry.”

I didn’t need to hear that from him, I couldn’t help what my body was doing. When my insides throbbed and tightened down around his girth there was nothing I could do to stop or control that, my body had gone into business for itself.

What began as just a slow, steady, rock of the hips soon became something more as the speed and intensity both rose as his lust took over and led him to fuck my pussy with an added enthusiastic roughness. I bit down firmly onto my plump bottom lip, not wanting to let out any noises that would leave me in shame. How could I be close to moaning from something like this? I was a guy, deep down I was a guy, not this girl he was fucking.

Even though I tried to fight it every action felt incredible. Every rock of his hips, every pulse of his veins, his sack slapping between my legs right onto that sensitive button which was peeking from its hood; all of it was driving my body wild.

Finally I couldn’t fight any longer, my teeth slipping from its grip as a hot moan flowed freely into the air. It was so shameful but I couldn’t help it, being fucked just felt too good. Girls had no idea just how lucky they were.

“You getting into it at last?” he asked me as his hands reached down under me and began to rub around my chest. My breasts were still covered by the top I borrowed but with no bra my nipples were an easy target for his fingers to caress. “No bra? You naughty minx.”

My nipples were so sensitive, did all woman feel this good when they were rubbed? My moaning, my breathing, it grew hotter and heavier the more he touched me and took me from behind, the juices gushing from my pussy. This was blissful, I couldn’t believe how amazing it felt.

I felt his shaft throb in my insides, was he getting close to cumming? Even in my state I could remember why I had come here, what I needed to collect.

“Please,” I moaned up to him, “Please cum inside.”

I could almost see the smoke steam from his nostrils at my confession.

“Damn you really are freaky girl. Alright if that’s what you want, I’m gonna fill you up good.”

So not sexy at all but at least he was promising me what I needed. My body trembled in bliss as he hit me in just the right spots, his girth pulsing as he approached release and the surge which ran through my veins alerted me that I was close too.

I felt the warmth unleashing into my body which triggered that surge from deep within my loins. I squealed out as my orgasm raced through my body, the sensation nothing like that of the usual pleasure I felt. This orgasm ran from head to toe and made my insides turn to mush, turning my whole world white in pleasure.

My body trembled as I started to come down off the intoxicating high of his hotness unleashing within my body, all of the tenses in my joints melted away in an instant.

“That was amazing,” I softly mumbled to myself in a ditzy spell.

“I said I was good,” Jackson interrupted, hearing my cries. I couldn’t retort that. I didn’t know if it was thanks to him or not but it felt great.

That was when I began to feel something hot trickling down my inner thighs. Oh crap, the cum was dripping back out, I needed that if I didn’t want to stay a girl!

I jumped up to my feet, tugging those panties back up to help keep the sperm inside as I quickly began to run away, back towards Alison’s science lab. I didn’t have time to be lying around thinking lovey-dovey thoughts. I needed to get myself changed back!


“That’s a lot,” the creepy Alison said, stirring the mixing wand around the beaker I’d filled full. At least she allowed me to go into the storage cupboard to fill the pot. I didn’t want that witch watching me squat, squeezing the cum out of my body; I’d been humiliated enough for one day.

“So will you be able to make the potion now or not?”

“Of course,” she said as she dribbled the contents of the beaker down into the bottle she’d been working on, mixing it with the wand, “I think that will just about do… it.”

Her words were dragged out by the way I snatched the potion from her hand and quickly and eagerly chugged it down. Finally an end to this nightmare.

Another explosion, the air being filled with smoke as energy surged through my body. That was right, make me normal again.

I opened my eyes as the smoke started to ease up, looking down to my hands eagerly. They still looked feminine. I touched my face desperately, something was wrong, I was still stuck like this.

“My that was unexpected,” Alison drolled out in that same, uncaring, monotone voice.

“It didn’t work!?”

“Apparently not. That’s strange.”

“W-what are we going to do?”

She peeked at me from between her long dark locks, shrugging her shoulders.

“Get used to it?”

This was the worst. By the end of the day I was supposed to have gotten the girl and finished my initiation into the fraternity. Now I was lucky if I’d ever be a guy again. What was I going to do!?


Home Invasion

It had been the worst day of my life. When it began everything had looked so promising. I was one test away from completing my initiation and finally being accepted into the frat, my ideal scenario finally fulfilled. All I had to do was hook up with the weird occult girl who always mumbled to herself around campus, how did everything go so wrong?

First I was turned into a woman by that damn witch, then she made me go and collect the cum of one of my frat brothers to create the antidote which didn’t even work! I was stuck like this! Annoyingly there was only one person I could count on for help as well, the same bitch who’d done this to me to begin with.

“I’ll try and find out why the potion didn’t work,” Alison, the long, greasy, creepy, occult girl said to me in her same slimy, monotone voice as always.

“Well how long will that take!?”

Sure I may have seemed impatient but if there was anybody who had the right to it at the moment then it was me. I was Scott Green, athletic, good looking, charming; not a damn girl! Right now I was Sandy who put out behind the science lab before the first date.

Alison shrugged her shoulders as she watched me with her beady eyes, peeking from behind her jet black hair.

“I only said I’ll try. I will probably succeed eventually but I cannot put a certainty on success or an approximate sum for eventually.”

She had such a weird way of speaking, it really sent shivers down my spine. Could she be any less weird?

“Well what am I supposed to do until then?”

Again she shrugged her shoulders at me, “Do you like chess?”

“I don’t even know why I bothered asking,” I said with a click of the tongue.

“I don’t either.” This girl really gave me the creeps, I couldn’t get my head around her at all. If I could then maybe she would have accepted my advances in the first place and we wouldn’t have gotten into this mess.

Being stuck with the witch wasn’t anything enjoyable but I also didn’t want to be hanging around on campus with the scent of sex still lingering on my body. I smelt of sweat, cum, musk; it wasn’t the aura I wanted to be carrying around, especially in the body of a sexy girl. The boys would be circling me like vultures.

“Hey there wouldn’t happen to be a shower around this lab would there?” I’d have preferred to head back to the dorms to do it but being a cute girl trying to shower in the boy’s dorm? That was a risk I was not willing to take, even if it meant having to turn to the creep witch again.

“Outside, turn right, end of the hall, left side, blue door.”

They really did have a shower? That was a small piece of good news at least. With all the chemicals they would be handling in a science lab I guess that having a place to shower wouldn’t actually be the worst idea.

I followed her instructions and found the room rather easily. Even weirdos like her knew how to give proper directions it seemed. This being the quiet end of the complex it was quiet; I was the only one here which meant I could use the shower in peace.

Slowly I stripped myself out of the outfit I stole, letting the fabric tumble down around me until I was left completely exposed in this body which I refused to accept as mine.

There was a mirror in the room which gave me my first look at just how this body looked completely naked. If I was a guy with a girl like this I’d be counting myself lucky. The body was immaculate, with a flat stomach, great curves and a decent rack. I’d already seen up top, how those cute features were complemented with my own blue eyes and sandy blonde hair, now much longer, but seeing the whole thing really brought together just how sexy I was right now; no wonder my frat brother had been so easily enticed by me.

This was no time to be staring into a mirror admiring myself, I only came here to get washed so that I didn’t have to carry the scent of sex around me all day. I didn’t want guys coming onto me and girls harassing me, this was trouble enough without drawing extra attention.

Once the cold water of the shower finally got itself up to a temperature that humans could cope with without fear of frostbite I made myself under the sprinkle.

Showering had never been a bad feeling but it felt extra relaxing at this moment. I wasn’t sure if it was because of all the stresses I’d been building up during this day or if it was something to do with this body, after all I’d felt a lot more sensitive doing the deed than I ever had as a guy.

Those thoughts reminded me, I didn’t actually know how to properly clean myself as a woman. The main source of cum had been pumped inside of me and even though I dripped out what I could there was sure to be some left clinging inside. Was I supposed to wash it out? Guys don’t get told these things!

Once I’d finished washing through my hair, getting out the stickiness that had been sprayed inside earlier, I took a hold of the shower nozzle and slowly moved it down from above, dragging it down beneath me to aim into my newly formed pussy. It was the first time I’d be doing anything like this but if I didn’t do it now I’d have to spend the whole day smelling like a jockstrap; it was worth the risk.

I aimed the nozzle up between my legs and felt the spray of water strike me right on the button. A small squeal popped from my lips as I pursed them up tightly, feeling the water continue to hit me between my thighs.

There it was again, that sensitivity which had plagued me when Jackson had rubbed me behind the science lab, the sensitivity which had melted away my resistances and made me easy pickings for him to work his sexual charms on.

My legs shook in place as my shivering hand kept the nozzle held firmly, pointing it upwards as the water gushed into me and against me, washing over my sensitive pussy.

Small hot breaths rolled from my lips as I felt myself heating up under the warm water in the way that one wouldn’t imagine; it was a heat coming from deep within which was stiffening my nipples, making the small nubs harden and erect.

I began to feel excited from the pleasure which was radiating between my thighs. Thoughts about what I was here to accomplice were melting away under the force of my current actions, bathing myself in the hotness which melted my frustrations away.

Hot breaths became moans as my head pushed back against the wall of the shower, my hand closing in on my pussy to make the impact of the spray against my sweetness that much more intense.

A hand swam its way up my soft body and began to roll around on one of those firm, hard, nipples which had gotten so excited. I gave a small pinch down and make a sensation shoot through my nerves. Girls really did have it lucky being able to play around in this way.

That thought brought me back to reality. That’s right I was a girl right now, this shouldn’t be normal, I shouldn’t be doing this!


I threw the nozzle away, even if the result was only to let it swing around in the cubicle. Getting carried away and bordering on the edge of masturbation, all while trying to wash myself? Just what was wrong with me?

My cheeks glowed a hot red as I took a hold of the nozzle again. I had to keep my cool, I couldn’t let this body get the best of me. I carried on washing myself, making sure this time I wouldn’t allow myself to get carried away in feeling.


I managed to survive the rest of the shower without too much in the way of incident. Anytime I felt my insides began to pound I used all my willpower to ignore it. I couldn’t get carried away.

After stopping off to see if Alison had found a solution, to find she’d spent the time since my exit procrastinating on the internet, I decided to head back to my room. I wasn’t sure what my plan was from here on out but if there was one place it was going to start it was my room in the dorms.

It was still too early for my roommate to be back which was very handy. I didn’t want to have to make up an excuse about what I was doing in the room. I’d probably just spin it about me being my girlfriend but then as soon as I go back I’ll have tons of questions about it. Better to just stay under the radar. Going into the boy’s dorms as a girl was tricky enough.

Finding the room was empty of any life brought a big sigh of relief from my lips; awkward moment averted. It probably wasn’t safe to stay in the room for the night but I at least had to go and collect my things before making plans.

Even being in a location that I knew so well as my own room on campus felt alien when I was in a different body. This should have been something of a safe haven for me but being here as a girl, it just felt weird.

One thing that really stood out was the smell. The room had such a strong, male, musky scent about it, one that had been cultivated by two guys living together for years. I’d never noticed before how powerful the odor was, maybe because it was mine or I’d grown used to it, but in my current body it was burning into my nostrils and the most concerning thing of all, it wasn’t unpleasant.

I may not have wanted to go out smelling of sex but for some reason being in a room where the scent lingered, it was tickling my nostrils.

My nipples began to stiffen once more, pressing into my top from within. Was I going to have to go and get a bra as well? I couldn’t be seen walking around with my shirt tenting, people would take me for a slut, especially if they knew what I did with Jackson behind the science lab and knowing how he and the other guys act, how I’d normally be acting, word would have gotten around about it.

It wasn’t just my nipples which were reacting to the scent, between my legs began to tingle. Was this because I didn’t allow myself to finish off in the shower? Why did this body have to be so slutty? How did women manage to handle these sensations or was it because I was simply inhabiting one's body? It wasn’t important, the key detail was I was getting horny again.

I tried to concentrate on my task, collecting my things, but my body was screaming for attention. I shouldn’t have worked myself up with that nozzle, now I was begging for more.

When I really thought about it, this was my room, my private space. Surely if there is one place masturbation can’t be frowned upon it’s within your own room; it’s a safe haven for sexual acts. If there was one place that it was okay for me to properly explore myself it was in here.

There was nobody here but me. My roommate wasn’t here yet and wouldn’t be back for quite some time. Being alone I allowed my fingers to innocently caress down the front of my flat stomach, slowly trailing to the small patch of fabric I had hiding my modesty.

My fingers slipped inside, invading the barrier created to hide the sweet spot away, my touches crawling closer until it was caressed under my touch. I braced myself for the moment of contact but still it made me shiver and send a soothing coo from my quivering lips.

A pussy was so much more intense than than having a cock. Nobody but me truly knew just how different it felt, how every rub of my finger tips gently rubbing over my slit sent shudders racing through me, and if I dared to touch my peeking clit I wouldn’t be able to hold back my squeaks.

I circled my touch around my most sensitive spot, the bundle of nerves which ached for attention, my hips rolling to help savor the feeling. I bit down firmly onto my thick bottom lip as I stood rubbing myself, letting my body sink into the pleasure.

Slowly I lowered myself down onto my bed, dropping onto my back so I could push my hips upwards and really stir my juices up with my molesting fingers, driving my insides wild, making the butterflies flutter furiously in my depths.

When my head twisted to the side I caught the scent of musk in the sheets. Perhaps I should have changed them more, I could smell the scent of a man’s body which had been stained into the fabric. It was my scent but now in this body it felt alien, different, separate from me. What should have been my smell now just reminded me of men in all their purity, and it only helped to make my body race. Why was the scent of a man turning me on? I wasn’t gay, even if I was a woman. Or would that make me straight? It didn’t matter to me, I simply couldn’t deny the hot scent was turning me on.

My hand traced down from my stomach, guiding my top upwards to reveal my soft, freshly cleaned skin, pulling the clothing up over my chest so that my pink nipples could reveal themselves, standing tall and erect in the air.

With one hand pressed tightly between my legs, locked under the fabric of my panties, and my chest now exposed, I circled my free hand around one of those sensitive nipples, quivering at the sensation. My body rocked in circles as the excitement moaned free from my lips. A female’s body just felt so amazing.

I was slipping into a strong sensation of lust and fantasy as I pleasured myself with the hot aura of manliness swarming around me. My entire head was swimming; little did I know that I’d sunk too deep.

“Well what do we have here?”

Those words snapped me out of my whitewash. My eyes popped open and snapped up to see the image to my side. It was my roommate, Aaron. He wasn’t supposed to be back this early.

“What are you doing here!” I squealed out as I saw the intruder standing before he. I’d been so deep in masturbation I hadn’t heard him come in. How long had he been watching me?

“What am I doing here? This is my room. What are you doing here?”

Shit he was right. As far as he was concerned I was just some intruder, I’d let it slip my mind. Sure it was weird to me that he was here so early but to him I was some strange girl masturbating on his roommate's bed.

“S-Scott said that I… could stay here for a bit.”

“So you decided to take the chance to rub one out on his bed?”

He moved closer to me, sitting down next to me on the bed as I tried to recoil away. He placed his hand onto my leg, forcing a squeak from my lips. Why did my body feel so sensitive? It wasn’t just my nipples or my pussy, my entire body felt like a bundle of nerves.

I saw his eyes eagerly wandering over me. If he’d been taking his time to burn my body into his mind while I was distracted he was using this chance to get a second helping.

“You’re not too bad on the eye though,” he said as his fingers traced up along my legs, “You know masturbating feels much better with a partner.”

Why was my body reacting to this? I wasn’t gay, I wasn’t interested in guys but my body accepted his touch and craved more. This was the second time today I’d built myself only for orgasm to be denied. I was feeling too horny to let is happen again; now I needed to finish the act.

My resistance was slipping away the closer his fingers got to my pussy, trailing up along my soft legs, moving to my inner thighs.

“W-why did you come here?” I gasped out, breathing heavy.

“This is my room.”

“No I mean… erm, Scott said you wouldn’t be back until late.”

“Oh I just forgot something and came to get it. Unlucky you, or maybe, lucky girl.”

His fingers finally reached their spot, crawling all the way up my inner thighs and finally stroking against my soaked panties, clinging into my pussy which was still throbbing with intense sensitivity.

Was I unlucky or lucky? The fact that my mind was pondering that question showed just how dangerous this body was. It was making me think things, feel things, that should have been completely alien to me.

Aaron pushed up along the bed with me and pushed his fingers tight into my lips, rolling his fingertips around to make my juices gush. Had he done this before? It felt so much more intense than when I was doing it myself, and that was already incredible.

He curled his fingers up to invade under my panties, pressing his fingertips upwards to squeeze against my g-spot, caressing it with well targeted assault, making my entire body arch upwards. He pushed his thumb against the underside of my throbbing clit, compressing it inwards to make me pulse in bliss.

I could feel something bubbling within me, I knew exactly what it was. It was sweet release, welling up inside of me, being pumped to the surface. There was no way I would be able to resist his careful touches and skilled rubs; Aaron was going to milk out my gushing orgasm.

My fingers dragged along my bed covers, fingers curling into the sheets as I grasped down tightly, a loud moan rocking from my gaped mouth as I released an echo of pleasures around the room and felt the bliss race through me and release in a gush of juices. I convulsed as his touches made my orgasm squirt from my throbbing pussy.

I collapsed back, panting heavily when I came down from the high, my face burning up as my eyes fluttered, the aftershocks still hitting me. I saw that Aaron was pushing himself over me, mounting me with his pants slipping down around his knees. My eyes went wide, I had to fight it. My body was so sensitive, if he put it inside of me there would be no way for me to resist.

“Please, don’t…” I tried to say, tried to plead with but my words were too late as I felt his fat dick press into my soft wetness and spread me open, forcing my squeals to ripple free again.

My chest rocked upwards as he sunk deeper and deeper within me, my legs curling up and wrapping around his waist as his throbbing manhood embraced the pleasures of my dripping mound. My lips trembled and eyes watered, having this body was too much for me to bare.

“Are you okay?” he asked me, seeing the tears streaming from my eyes, seeing the way I shook. He was concerned naturally, I looked in pain but it was the opposite; the pleasure was simply too much.

“So good!” I suddenly moaned, not able to control myself. “Your cock is amazing!”

“You scared me for a minute. I thought you were a virgin but it turns out you’re just a slut.”

His fears melted away, as did his concerns to take it slowly and to ease me into this. His hands sunk to either side of my head, fingers curling up and grasping the sheets tightly as he began to rock and pound himself down into my gushing pussy, making my entire body shake and forcing my moans to spread out, filling the room. The walls weren’t too thick here, anybody in the adjacent rooms would probably be able to hear my cries of pleasure.

My toes curled up and dragged along his lower back as he slammed me in a mating press, making my bed creak below from the force of his pounding body. Every thrust sent his dick plummeting into the depths of my sensitive pussy, sending wave after wave coursing through me.

“So good!” I cried out again, my mind seemingly going crazy from every thrust. “It’s so good! Too good! You’re going to make me go mad!”

He was, my mind was slipping away. I was a guy I wasn’t meant to know these pleasures and it was having an effect on my mind. It was turning my brain, my resistance, into mush.

In this body I was so small, so weak. Aaron used to be slightly taller than me but now he was a giant, sandwiching me between his large body and the creaking bed effortlessly, making me cling into him as he stirred up my juicy insides.

The air was being flooded with that powerful aura which had turned me on so much to begin with. It was the hot, pure, musky scent of a man but this time it was that much more intense. It wasn’t the brew that had been built up, festered in the fabrics, it was the real thing live.

I’d already been made to orgasm once but he was building me back up. His amazing cock was making my insides go crazy and in the process taking me back to the edge, the limit which my poor body could handle.

I was not the only one who was getting close. I could feel it, his fat cock throbbing as he took me, as he claimed me. My juicy, soft, velvet insides which clung to his length were being throbbed against. It was a sign, those twitches, a sign that his orgasm was close. This time I didn’t need this cum for any sort of potion, my body simply craved for it no longer what I should have wanted, my body had taken over. I could not contest with this femininity.

“I’m going to cum now. It’s not dangerous for you is it? I don’t need to pull out do I?”

The thoughts raced through me. I didn’t know, I’d not even considered it yet. Could this body get pregnant? I didn’t ask Alison, she probably wouldn’t know either, I just knew I could not take that risk.

If I could not take the risk then why did I want it so badly? Why did I want to take the plunge and let him cum within me? Why did my body crave that hot warmth plastering my womb so badly? Was I really becoming a slut?

“It’s fine!” I lied, not knowing either way. “Please cum inside me, please fill my pussy with your hot seed.”

My resistances had crumbled. Nevermind losing to him I couldn’t even win against myself anymore. He didn’t seem to mind as he went into overdrive, making his last few thrusts really count with added intensity and speed before he pushed down to the very limits of what my body could handle.

“I’m cumming!” he cried out as he grasped me tightly, and I in turn clung around him, allowing him to unleash his full load into me.

I matched his orgasm with my own, crying out as that shudder of bliss ran from the very tips of my toes to the ends of my fingers, racing through every nerve in my body as I writhed around, feeling his hotness filling up my insides. It felt so heavenly to be filled up, to be packed with cum. My body trembled in joy; this sensation was the greatest.

He rolled his weight from on top of me after he was done, letting his cream trickle from my trembling slit, the whiteness pouring down around my soft behind into the bed below. I should have felt shame or regret but in the immediate aftereffects of that amazing session I only felt bliss.


“I feel so shameful!” I whined in regret. Why did I let myself get carried away like that? I let my roommate have sex with me, and cum inside of me too. What was wrong with me? It was all this body's fault.

“Didn’t you already have sex with someone? What’s the difference this time?” Alison asked, only half listening to my plight as she tinkered with her damn toys. Why did I even tell this witch about it anyway? Probably because she was the only one I could actually talk about this stuff with.

“You’re not helping.”

“I didn’t know I was supposed to be helping.” This girl was hopeless, I may as well have been talking to a brick wall. “I did find out why the potion didn’t work though.”

“What!? Why didn’t you tell me that straight away!”

“Because you started complaining how you couldn’t stay at your room after what you did. It would be rude to interrupt.”

Like she gave a damn about being rude.

“J-just tell me why!”

“Well the potion I used worked by turning you into the gender you were supposed to be which was done by reacting to what gender your body felt like it should be.”

“Which means?”

“When you took the potion your body must have wanted to be a girl.”

Those words sent a shiver racing up my spine. That couldn’t be true, could it? The reason I was still a girl was because I wanted to be one?

“I-Impossible!” I protested strongly, “There is no way that could be possible!”

“Well, maybe because you had sex as a woman it made you feel womanly.”

She did have a point. Maybe that was the solution after all. I just had to make myself feel like a guy again. I had to stop touching myself, I had to do act more manly and most of all I had to stop sleeping around, all which compacted more on my original problem.

“Still I need to find somewhere to stay. I can’t go back to my dorm room in case Aaron sets his sights on me again, but I don’t know where I could find someone with a spare bed in their room.”

“I have a spare bed in my room.”

“What, you don’t have a roommate?”

“Not anymore. Why, is that weird?” She asked, tilting her head at me, black locks hanging down. Looking at her it wasn’t weird at all. The word weird featured strongly but not as the answer to that question.

I took a deep breath, not believing what I was about to ask. “So, can I stay with you?”

“No.”

“But, you owe me for all this trouble!”

“Do I? Oh.”

This damn creepy witch. She was seriously going to be the end of me. If I had any other option than to stay with her I’d take it but there was only one way I was going to be able to go back to normal and that was with her help whether I liked it or not.


Man Up

After sleeping with my roommate Aaron there was no way I’d be able to stay in my dorm room while I was still trying to turn myself back into a guy, especially now I knew the reason why the antidote didn’t work last time. I needed to make my body think of itself as a mans again which meant no more giving in to temptation, no more sex. Sadly there was only one person I could turn to to put a temporary roof over my head, the one who caused all of this to begin with.

It wasn’t surprising to find out that the creepy occult girl Alison, the one who transformed me into a woman to start with, didn’t have a roommate. I couldn’t stand being in her company and it seemed nobody else could. Visiting her room didn’t suddenly open up new pathways of embrace towards her.

The room was pretty much the same as her lab. Dark, dusty, filled with tons of weird contraptions and objects while a strange smell lingered in the air. If I was a girl who’d been given this room upon moving in I’d have dropped out a long time ago.

Sadly for me this was the lesser of two evils. Staying in this gothic paradise beat going back to my room and getting molested by my roommate, especially with how sensitive this body was; too sensitive for me to be able to fight back against its desires.

It had not been a comfortable night staying with Alison. As the bags under her eyes should have informed me she didn’t exactly conform to any standard sleeping arrangements, still making noise and shuffling around as I tried to sleep. It was lucky I eventually passed out from exhaustion or I may not have gotten a wink.

Seeing as I was asleep long before her I expected that by the time I awoke she’d still be out cold. No cigar. On my awaking she was back at it. Did she even sleep at all? I was already get punished by having to cope in this body, what did I do to deserve this punishment as well?

Before I’d came to stay with Alison I’d gotten myself some things. If I was going to be making myself feel more masculine I couldn’t be going around with girls clothes and panties. My normal clothing was far too big for my much smaller female body but as long as I picked the right clothing I could get away with it.

The pair of shorts which I’d picked up had practically become full length trousers and the tight fitting hooded top I usually wore now seemed like the baggiest thing I’d ever seen, but it was better than nothing and certainly better than feeling feminine.

“So what are you going to do now?” Alison asked in a rare showing, actually going to the miniscule effort to humour me rather than just putting me down sharply like usual. How sweet of her.

“Now that I look the part,” I said, rolling my long hair upwards so I could hide it under a baseball cap, “I just need to go out and enjoy some of the things I used to do before you did this.”

“Did what?”

I sighed, pinching the bridge of my noise. How could someone be so thick headed?

“You know, nevermind. I’m just going to go do some guy stuff. The less time I have to spend trying to explain stuff to you the better.”

“Oh. Okay.”

If I wasn’t being so stubborn I actually would have liked to explain it to her as I didn’t actually have much clue what I was going to do or how I was going to go about doing it I mean what exactly counted as manly things to start with? Once I’d figured that out would I even be able to do those manly things in this body?

What sort of things do I do in the first place that were pretty boyish? The main one would probably be football. I played football. Sport, what could be more manly than that especially football, the most manly of all sports.

I couldn’t exactly go around playing it in this body. I’d be a foot smaller than the rest of the team and any tackle would put me in the hospital but that didn’t mean I couldn’t go ahead and watch.


Thanks to my new outfit I wasn’t being called out to anymore for being a good looking girl by guys who wanted to try and get into my knickers. However I was not getting mistaken for an underage kid wandering around campus. Still a slight improvement from being hit on in my current situation.

The football team had midday practice today which meant it’d be perfect for observing. It wouldn’t be the same as putting on the gear and going out there myself but at the moment it was the best I could do.

Not wanting to draw much attention I quietly occupied one of the stands, observing the action of my teammates training without me. I was no longer the ace I used to be back in high school, more than meeting my match here, but I was still usually in the squad. It was kinda sad to see everyone going at it and me not being able to take part.

When I spotted Jackson on the field I felt my cheeks start to burn up. Stupid body remembering the things we did together. It was a crisis it couldn’t be helped, I didn’t want to retain pleasant memories about the incident. I was going to need to find out if Alison’s wicked magic knew how to erase memories; I had some that I really wanted to get rid of.

I was hoping that watching the football would instantly get my male juices flowing and I’d feel like one of the lads again. Not this time. It felt a bit lonely to be left out but it wasn’t like I was craving to join. I’d be quitting football soon anyway and hadn’t been teary eyed about it. Maybe I just wasn’t that into it anymore?

This was a bust, a total failure. I sighed and made my way down from the bleachers. If watching football wasn’t going to get my male side showing again then what would? Then I saw my answer; cheerleaders.

Cheerleading was as feminine as one could get in comparison to football but then it had a different meaning. Instead of trying to feel like one of the guys through sport I could ogle the cheerleading practice and get my raw male instincts flowing.

I watched the good looking girls bouncing around in their small, revealing outfits from a distance, waiting for the arousal to come flooding into me yet it just wasn’t the same. It wasn’t that I suddenly wasn’t attracted to girls anymore, I totally was, it’s just usually I’d feel all the blood racing down between my thighs. That sensation didn’t happen, it was irritating.

Was this plan a bust as well? Was I going to have to return to the drawing board and start again from scratch? Those thoughts raced through my mind before the answer was taken out of my hand as a sudden snatch grasped my cap from my head.

“Hey kid what are you doing peeping on… oh you’re a girl. Sorry I thought you were a peeper.” It was the cheerleading coach, she’d managed to sneak up on me. Being caught like this did look rather suspicious, mainly because it was. I was peeking after all. “Wait, you’re not one of those girls are you? What are you doing here?”

“Those girls?”

“You’re not a lesbian are you?” I almost gagged on my own breaths. Was I technically a lesbian right now? That wasn’t important.

“N-no, no. I wasn’t looking for those reasons, or anything.”

“Then why were you looking?”

That was a good question, one that I’m a boy stuck in a girl’s body trying to get back to normal wasn’t going to solve. Nervously I rubbed at my arm, quickly trying to think of an excuse.

“Well… I… erm…”

“You weren’t thinking about joining up were you?”

“Y-yes!” I lied, “I was just interested in the club.”

She almost pulled my arm out of its socket after that, grasping a hold of my wrist and starting to drag me across the field.

“Best news I’ve heard all week. Most of my girls have pulled out or quit altogether, we’re desperate for recruits at the moment. Come on I’ll give you a try out.”

“Y-you’re hurting me.”

I came here to feel more masculine. Parading around as a cheerleader was not going to do anything to help with that!


Cheerleading was a very unique, difficult and altogether uncomfortable experience, the latter of which I think was just specific to me.

I’d never had much interaction with the coach, only ever having admired her from afar for her good looks so I never knew how pushy or forceful she could be. No wonder so many of the cheerleading club had left. When she took me to the changing room and told me to get dressed into a uniform she wasn’t taking no for an answer.

Being dressed up into a light blue cheerleading outfit, the sporting color for this university, didn’t do a lot to make me feel more like a guy. The fact that I wasn’t wearing any panties as well and didn’t have any provided with the outfit was also a large case for concern, especially in an activity that involves a lot of throwing around.

Needless to say I did not have a natural talent for cheerleading. I was a football player, of course I did not, and I wasn’t even wearing any panties which meant my entire afternoon was spent trying to stop anyone from seeing.

My lack of ability also served to be my saving grace. Being so bad it wasn’t long before the coach lose all hope in me; the fact I was good looking and had a nice body meant nothing if I didn’t seem to understand anything about cheering. Her lack of faith meant I was free to return to the changing room a lot quicker than expected, saving me from a long drawn out session of acting like a girl.

I returned back to the locker room, finally able to change back into my normal clothing and get out of here. As soon as I walked into the room my nose was instantly hit with just how hot and heavy the scent in the air was, my cheeks slowly starting to flush. Why didn’t I notice just how strong the girl’s locker room smelt before?

Looking around for my clothing I noticed something. Where I should have been seeing skirts and other feminine clothing their were scrunched up jeans and jackets. There was a reason I hadn’t noticed the smell, this was the wrong locker room. I was that used to coming in here I’d gone into the wrong locker room by mistake.

If the scent of my bed, my dorm room, had been strong then this was like something else. There would be no room in the entire university that would carry a strong scent of manliness than the male locker room, it was burning my nostrils with the lewd smell.

I had to get out of here fast before somebody saw me. Little did I know that I was already too late.

“Hey, what are you doing in here!?”

It was the worst case scenario, somebody had caught me. Quickly I had to salvage this, I had to just tell them I came in by mistake.

I turned to meet the eyes of the club member who had called out to me. It was Elvis, the young, fast, black, wide-receiver who had only began last year but made himself an instant starter thanks to his bags of speed. I was about to explain my story to him when I saw another familiar figure move out from behind him.

“Yo is that Sandy?” It was Jackson, the guy I’d let take my virginity away. Nevermind the previous worst case, this was the worser case scenario.

“Sandy, you mean that slut who blew you behind the science lab?” The two of them weren’t alone, they were also joined by Preston, a second tier linebacker.

“And much more.”


“Well what’s she doing here?”

“Isn’t it obvious?” Jackson began his approach towards me. “I saw the way she was begging for cum last time. She probably came here hoping the entire football team would want a turn.”

There was only way way out of the locker room and it was through them. There was nowhere I could run to, they had me cornered. My body shivered as Jackson traced his fingers across my jawline, even following when I jerked my head away from his touch. This is what I was trying to avoid but they were making it so hard.

“Hey she didn’t deny it,” Preston said from the back, suddenly making me realize staying quiet, deep in thought, wasn’t the thing I needed to be doing right now.

“No!” I squealed out as I tugged my full body back to escape from Jackson, “I said it was an accid- ah!”

As I was backing away slowly my foot got caught on one of the pieces of clothing which had just been draped over the ground, causing my body to tumble backwards onto my ass.

“Oh shit are you okay?” Jackson asked quickly, trying to make sure I hadn’t hurt myself while Elvis snickered in the background.

“Hey man I think you were right about this girl being a slut.”

“Why, what do you mean?”

“Well who does cheerleading while going commando?”

My cheeks began to burn fiercely. I’d spent all that time jumping around like a fool with the cheerleaders trying to protect that modesty and now I’d just let is all slip out because of my carelessness. I tried to quickly shut my legs to cover my pussy but the trio had moved in close to take a better look.

“Wow you’re not kidding.”

“You hit this man? Nice.”

Their eyes had a hunger in them as they stared into me, fingers stroking along my bare legs. I’d set myself with such a strong mindset that I was going to stop anything like this and regain my manliness but as soon as their touches hit me I felt my sensitivity reacting, forcing small gasps to pop from my lips.

The air was still heavy with sweat and it making my entire body feel warm, their piercing eyes not doing anything to lower the temperature. Why was I starting to feel arousal now of all times? Was I really a slut?

Elvis laughed again at my predicament, “Check it out she’s getting wet.”

I couldn’t help it, it was this damn body doing things without my consent. How was I supposed to control myself if I got aroused so easily? How was I supposed to stop them from taking everything from me?

“It’s not my fault!” I protested, feeling my body tingling inside.

“Sure it isn’t. You can’t help being a slut, can you?”

Elvis moved his way behind me, hooking a hand into the bottom of my cheerleading top, tugging it upwards to expose my chest. If I wasn’t wearing any panties it was only natural I didn’t have a bra either; that wouldn’t help me feel more manly. My breasts were exposed in an instant and cupped in his ebony hands which began to fondle my plump softness and my stiff nipples.

I bit down firmly onto my bottom lip to try and stifle the moan which wanted to slip free, my body squirming around under his touches. Why did I react to this? Why did my nipples throb so intensely?

“Hey she’s really getting into it.”

“Oh you don’t know the half of it,” Jackson said with a wide grin, spreading my legs open so he could get a good look at my sweet pink slit, softly glistening with wetness.

In he pushed his hands, letting his thumb rest on my sweet, plump, mound. He pressed in firmly and began to stroke up and down, dragging out that tingling sensation which made my toes curl and my fingers grasp along the ground. It shouldn’t feel this good but it was turning my stomach around and around.

“You know I think she really did come in here for some fun,” Elvis berated as he enjoyed himself, squeezing and grinding around my firm nubs, oh so tense in his hands. The more he rubbed along with Jackson, pressing an index finger down onto my clit to send pleasure pulsing through it, the more I got worked up and the more I leaked out my juices.

My eyes fluttered, my lips quivered and my cheeks remained dyed in red as I looked up to Preston, the only one not touching me, with a naturally alluring look. I wasn’t trying to entice him, my body simply couldn’t help it.

He couldn’t take it either, he didn’t want to be left out. He grasped at his uniform and tugged down the bottoms, letting his large package free. He was a big guy, one of the biggest on the team, and he had a cock to match. It forced a gasp of shock to pour from me.

Preston moved closer to me, dick in hand, presenting it to my plump lips. He’d only just came here from practice and had yet to shower, the smell of fresh sweat lingered from his body and tickled my nostrils, intoxicating my brain. All the conditions were being set for my arousal and it made softly parting my lips open and engulfing the thick mushroom head of his cock oh so easy.

“Hey Preston already has his dick out. Look at her go, she’s eating that bad boy up.”

“Well no reason for us to be left out either.”

The advance of the one led the others to follow. Jackson tugged his own uniform down to reveal the cock I was already familiar with while Elvis did the same from behind.

I could see Jackson moving in as my lips suckled on Preston, glossing his shaft in my drool. My teammate held onto my hips as he pressed his cock into my waiting mound, kissing his head to my wet lips. I’d gotten so wet so easily again it offered plenty of lubricant for him to use in order to squeeze his fat dick into my tight insides. Even though I’d felt it before it didn’t stop me from being surprised something so big would fit inside of me.

“Still so tight,” Jackson moaned as he buried into my hotness, “Come on Elvis, if you don’t hurry you won’t get a turn.”

“Hold your horses, gotta lube up first.” There was a certain stereotype about black guys and what they had in the trouser department; Elvis fitted that stereotype. From the corner of my eyes I caught him applying lotion to his shaft, one that even put the python in my lips to shame.

After seeing that big black cock being prepared it took me a moment to realize where it was going to go. I only had one more hole free after all, my eyes bulging wide when the thought hit me. I tried to squirm or protest but I was being filled and gagged, I couldn’t say a word!

Elvis returned behind me, having to fit himself under my body, slapping that beast against my ass as he began to grind, squeezing my behind open, my last virginity in this female body.

“Sure she’ll be able to take it?” Preston asked, working his hips forward and back, filling my mouth up, bulging out my cheeks to his size.

“Of course. This one is a slut, she’s probably done this hundred of times.”

Never before, never before! It was too late for me to fight it, he was already pressing the head of his lubed anaconda against my tight ring, making it spread to accommodate his giant size. Was there anyway I was going to be able to come back from something like this?

He pushed his hips upwards into me, packing my behind with his long cock. My squeals were muffled around Preston’s cock as my insides tightened and my whole body tensed up, causing moans from the rest of the group.

“Oh when you put it in she tightened up. I think she really likes it.”

These guys were brutes, so why didn’t I hate it? It was my first time being taken in the ass but for some reason I didn’t hate it, in fact it made my body feel even hotter. I was taking part in an orgy with the football team but still my body seemed to crave this.

Once they all got used to my tightness they began to thrust themselves into me, all of my holes being taken at the same time by their large cocks, all bigger than the one I was used to seeing in the mirror just a few days back. Had it really been such a short amount of time since I’d been changed? How had I became a slut so quickly!?

My eyes rolled up as I was taken from all sides, their thrusting eager as they lusted to use my slutty body to sate their desires. My holes were being stretched but slowly accommodating as the slurry, drool laced moans poured from around Preston’s cock which packed my throat and bulged my neck. The scent of musk and sweat was so strong, I could seriously see myself getting addicted to it.

I felt my insides getting excited by their thrusting. My heart pulsed, my blood rushed and soon my orgasm would be doing the same. I was being turned to mush being used as a toy by three handsome guys. My entire body began to throb as they pounded into me with young vigor, showing my sensations and pleasures I’d never have known if I’d stayed as a guy. Was being a girl really that bad?

“This bitch is so tight, she’s gonna make me bust a nut!” Elvis brutishly growled out from behind.

“Same here,” shared Jackson, “She’s so good, I’m gonna fill her up with my cum.”

“Yeah me too. I don’t think I can last any longer.”

Their words made my body tremble. It wasn’t in fear, it was in desire. I wanted them to cum inside of me, I couldn’t help it, I needed it. Nothing I did as a guy felt as good as this did, only as a woman could I feel true pleasure.

Almost in unison I felt their cocks trembling and throbbing as they all screamed out those magical words.

“I’m cumming!”

It was the late warning I didn’t need as warmth washed out of them and into me in each of my holes. There was so much, it was so hot and it was so thick. My body was being clogged with their molten white jizz, my body convulsing around their squirting dicks as my own orgasm was triggered by the action, rushing through me and out of me in a rush. I was going to go completely crazy from this, there was no helping it.

We stopped in motion for what seemed like hours but was truly less than minutes, the trio of guys unloading all of their hot, sticky, orgasms deep into my craving body, feeding my slutty desires. My eyelids fluttered as I had a dumb fucked expression burned into my face. Why would I ever want to give this up? It was so good.

“What’s going on in here?”

It was a voice from the door. There were more than just three members of the football team and they were starting to appear. Practice must have been officially ending which meant the rest of the team was about to return. I was going to be caught like this by the entire team, why did that turn me on so much?

My trembling eyes glanced to their faces and then rolled down to their bottoms, seeing the thick bulges outlined in their uniforms. It didn’t look like my work was done yet.


“I thought you were trying to be manly, or something. I wasn’t really paying attention,” Alison confessed as I came back to the room later that night, wearing a new outfit that I’d picked up, along with bags filled with some other changes of clothing.

The outfit in question was a black skirt along with a tight red top. Not to mention I was wearing a bra and panties too. For someone wanting to be manly it would be a very poor choice; however not poor for me anymore.

“Well I decided to put that being manly thing on hold. I mean I’ve got a rare chance to see what it’s like to be a girl. I guess it’d be a shame not to give it a try and keep an open mind.”

Alison stared at me blankly from through her long, thin locks of black hair.

“Oh. Okay.”

That was a redeeming feature of hers. At least she wasn’t going to judge or ask many questions. She was an uncaring weirdo who only had interest in her own things.

If I changed my mind later on I could always ask her for some more help with potions and stuff but for now I was happy enough being a girl. If I went back now I’d miss out on so many unique experiences and positions.

“I’m just gonna go put this stuff away,” I said as I turned around sharply, biting firmly on my bottom lip as I felt another of my new purchases buzzing away between my legs, safely hidden in my panties. Yep this situation was going to work out just fine.
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