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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 buzzling away between my legs, safely hidden in my panties. Yep this situation was going to work out just fine.
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