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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 refurbishings.

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 dribbed 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!?
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