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Gender Bent Jock

Chapter 1

The kindle sat face up on the bedside table. Ollie sighed and swiped to close the book Leviathan by Thomas Hobbes. “I can’t do this,” he said, rising from the bed.

Janey stood in the door frame holding Ollie’s football. She passed the ball to Ollie and said, “Come on, we went over this already. You just need to get out of your head. I believe in you.” A wide smile split her cheerful lips. Wet brown hair flowed down to her shoulders. Lifelong friends, the two shared an apartment at their college. She stood wearing only a towel; the knot holding it together rested in between her ample bosom. The towel only covered her middle and left little to Ollie’s imagination.

The ball spun in the air and Ollie caught it one-handed, “No, I can’t. I’m not prepared, I’ll be up in front of the class all by myself.” Ollie pulled a red shirt over his bare chest, tousling his short blond hair.

“I’m here for you. Do you want me to skip my economics class and be there for support?” Janey walked into the room and sat at the bedside watching Ollie dress.

Uncomfortable with his friend watching him, Ollie turned his back to Janey and slipped on a pair of pants and cinched his belt. “It’s a small group thing. He wants us all to present to him in his office. Do you have to watch me get dressed when you’re naked?” He could feel her dark brown eyes boring into his back.

“You never said anything about groups. Just lean on your teammates just like you do in football.” Janey ignored the question about watching Ollie Dress and raised an eyebrow at her friend.

“No. I think I’ll email the professor and tell him I can’t do the presentation,” the words sank in with the realization that he would lose his scholarship and place on the football team. Ollie walked out of the room towards their kitchen. After pulling a protein shake out of the fridge, he sat down on the couch. Janey followed him out of the room and sat on the arm of the sofa. The towel slipped open in front, revealing the smooth tan skin of her legs. Janey acted as if being naked in front of him was nothing. Part of Ollie loved it, but the other part of him only wanted to be her best friend.

She explained to him with wide gestures that threatened to drop the towel from her chest, “You remember our senior year. You were my best wide receiver. You can do anything you set your mind to..” She ran a hand through her long brown hair and slicked it back over her head.

Ollie stared at his drink to avoid looking at his friend's nearly exposed pussy, “Thanks, but I just can’t grasp this philosophy stuff. It just flies over my head.” The last drop of the shake spilled onto his tongue. Janey watched him drink out of the corner of her eye.

“Ha, nothing flies over your head without you catching it. You’ve got this,” she said, standing. The towel fell to the ground as she turned to walk away. Ollie caught a glimpse of the dimples on her lower back and the smooth curvature of her hips, but the rest of her naked body disappeared down the hall. He turned away before she entered her room across from his.

“Ok, I’ll try,” he replied, crushing the canned shake in his fist.

“Now let's go get laid tonight,” she spoke from her bedroom. Janey laughed, filling the small apartment with her rich voice.

Ollie shook his head and replied, “I want to, but I’m gonna call my group first. I haven’t been able to get a hold of them.” With his phone in hand, he pulled up the group text chain. He idly swiped through the brief messages and considered his options.

“Suit yourself,” Janey replied through a sigh. “I know this real cutie that I think you’d like.”

“We walk around more clothed in the locker room than you do in this house,” Ollie complained to the smashed can in his hand. Why does she walk around naked, he wondered to himself?

Ollie dialed his friend Kylie from the group. She answered after a few rings in a sweet voice, “Hey, Oliver.” Ollie asked her out twice, but she shot him down both times. The tension between them grew each time they spoke, but he could not decide if it was in his head or not.

“Kylie, thanks for answering. When can we get together to prepare for our presentation?” he asked, immediately changing the subject to his needs. Janey hummed a song in the background while she dressed.

“I’m not doing the presentation in her office. I’ve heard rumors about Dr. Hardy. She’s such a bitch. I’ve heard she’ll grope us or try something stupid while we’re in there.” She shuddered and spoke in displeased tones.

“What? No. She’s great. Why would she do that?” Unaware of the struggles of women, Ollie could not see the world for how it truly is.

Kylie sighed into the phone and said, “There are rumors about her and these private group presentations.”

“I need to pass this class or I’ll lose my scholarship. You can’t leave me hanging.” Ollie rose from the couch and walked into the kitchen. Foot on the garbage can pedal, he lifted the lid and tossed the smashed protein shake can inside. Sound from Janey’s room caught his attention. Janey grunted softly and Ollie walked closer to the door to listen.

“There are only two ways to pass his class. You need to be smart and studious or a hot girl willing to put out,” words flowed quickly, and she emphasized them with a staccato cadence. Ollie blushed. Dr. Hardy was a woman. He had never heard that she was a lesbian before.

The matter-of-fact words caught Ollie off guard and he stopped listening to his friend, “Well I can’t manage to do either of those things so I’m fucked.”

“Then tough luck passing,” Kylie shifted the phone and added, “Hey, I’m going to fail this one and take it from a different professor next semester. You should do the same. If you retake the class and get a better grade, the better grade is the only one that shows up on your transcript.”

“I can’t I need to keep my grades up for the scholarship,” Ollie explained as he pressed his ear to Janey’s door. The soft sound of moist flesh flapping echoed out the door. Janey moaned softly and mumbled words too quiet for Ollie to hear. He knew his friend was masturbating. Crimson colored his cheeks, and he jumped up, running to his bedroom. He slid the door closed behind him and pictured Janey running her hand across her clitoris as she masturbated in the other room.

“Tough luck then. I’d consider studying pretty hard,” Kylie offered no suggestions or help even though she was part of the group as well.

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed and lay back down in his bed.

“I’ll see you in class tomorrow,” Kylie tried to end the conversation, but Ollie sat listening to his friend masturbate and forgot that he was on the phone with Kylie in the first place.

With his last opportunity, Ollie asked hopefully, “Hey, what are you doing later? We’re having a thing at the frat and I thought it would be fun to hang out with you.”

“Thanks, but no.” No more words, just rejection, and silence.

Ollie stared at the phone disappointed and spoke in a whisper, “Well, I’ll see you around.”

“What are you going to do about the presentation?” she asked.

“I need this grade. I’m going to ask him if they can put me into another group,” Ollie flipped open his MacBook and navigated to his professor’s page on the school site.

“Good luck.”

“Thanks,” he replied. Dr. Hardy had no office hours listed, but an email and a phone number sat next to a picture of the dark-haired woman in a suit. Ollie wrote an email appealing to her kindness.

Dr. Hardy,

This is Oliver from your Monday Wednesday at 10 am class. I have an upcoming presentation in a few days, but I need to be placed into another group. My current group is planning on skipping out on the presentation and leaving me alone. I need to pass this class, but I can’t do this whole thing alone. Can I either present it to you next week or be placed into another group? I appreciate all that you’ve taught me this semester. Thank you for considering this.

Oliver

Hopeful Ollie went about the rest of his morning and readied for the day’s classes. Janey stayed in her room until Ollie left for classes. He said goodbye to her through the door in a timid voice.


Chapter 2

Dr. Hardy’s response came that evening. Ollie sat on the couch with Janey reading a history textbook with a highlighter in hand. The laptop next to him chimed as the email arrived, pulling him out of the ancient middle east and back into the moment.

Ollie,

Thank you for your email. Unfortunately, I cannot accommodate fully. The groups have been finalized for a few weeks now and it would not be fair to make any adjustments at this point. I am sorry that your group has not been helpful. I will consider that when I grade you. I look forward to your presentation in a few days.

Dr. Ingrid Hardy

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, slamming his MacBook closed. He sat in the front room of the apartment next to Janey. The compact front room had no pictures on the walls. The only real decoration in the entire place was the tall cactus on the kitchen counter.

“What?” Janey asked, turning from her laptop. She wore her hair up in a bun and the thick-rimmed reading glasses slid down her nose as she turned to face him on the couch.

Ollie glanced at her and shook his head, “There’s no way I’m passing this class and it means I’m going to lose my scholarship. Then I won’t be on the team anymore.” Ollie sighed and lay his head back against the couch cushions, defeated.

“Damn, what can I do to help?” Janey offered, she flipped the television off by pressing a few buttons on her phone and offered Ollie her full attention.

“Nothing,” Ollie pressed his MacBook into his backpack and zipped it up. In his mood, he could not study any longer tonight.

“Come on. Let’s figure this out?” Janey leaned across the couch and pulled him in for a side hug. Her soft breasts pressed into his shoulder and she lay her head against the back of his neck and whispered, “We’ll figure this out. I might have an idea.”

Ollie waved a dismissive hand and said, “There’s nothing to figure out. I’m not smart enough to pass, and the only other option is to be a sexy woman and flirt with Dr. Hardy until she passes me.”

“You could pull that off,” Janey spoke without hesitation. She pulled out of the hug and a wicked grin split her face. “I know someone that could help.”

“Fuck you,” Ollie pushed Janey away from him. She fell backward onto the couch laughing. Her ‘T’ shirt slipped up to her navel.

Instead of sitting up, she spread her knees apart into a ‘V,’ and stared at Ollie through it, “No seriously. Hear me out,” Janey began, “I think you could do it. I have a friend that could help you pass for a woman.”

“Not an option,” he grabbed her knees and pressed them together, hiding his face from hers. She pulled them back to her chest and sat up next to him on her knees. “I’m a man. I’m not going to dress like a woman for some grade.”

Janey gripped her chin in her hand and tapped her cheek with her index finger. “Listen, dress up like a woman, flirt a little with her, and get a passing grade. When it's all done, we’ll have a good laugh about the whole thing.” Janey’s smile widened with each word and Ollie wondered where this whole idea came from.

After hearing her out, Ollie turned and crossed his arms, motioning his disgust with the idea, “No way. I couldn’t pass for a woman. It would never work.”

“Fuck, I bet you could,” she leaned her head against his again and stared at the blank TV screen.

Ollie looked at their reflection on the screen and felt a sense of comfort and love from his best friend. After a long stretch of silence he replied, “Besides, I won’t fuck this woman. She’d learn I’m not a girl quickly and then I would still be out a grade and scholarship.”

Janey draped a hand across Ollie’s chest and sighed, “Who said anything about having sex with her. Unless she’s super hot that is. Look, you just need to record the whole thing and accuse her of indecency. With the whole #metoo thing, I bet you could pull this off.”

Ollie placed a hand on Janey’s at his shoulder and interlaced his fingers into hers. Vulnerability and shame at the idea of cross-dressing filled his mind, “What makes you think I would be hot enough as a woman to pull this off?”

“Just trust me,” Janey smiled a wicked grin.

“Dammit, why do I listen to you?” Ollie shook his head, sighed. Janey pressed a finger against Ollie’s nose and turned him to face her. Her breath swept past his face and tickled his senses.

“Cause we’ve always made a great team,” Janey replied in a whisper. The warm words filled his heart, and Ollie wondered if Janey had feelings for him. The two had been neighbors from a very young age and best friends for as long as they could remember, but they never had a romantic relationship. 

“What does that mean?” Ollie asked staring into her dark brown eyes.

“We’ve been through so much together. You and I can accomplish anything,” Janey smiled up at Ollie. Her eyes darted from side to side as she decided which eye to stare into.

“Why are you so good to me?” Their loving friendship firm, Ollie wondered if Janey wanted something more from the relationship, but neither of them had ever voiced any words of attraction.

“I love you. You’re my best friend,” Janey tousled Ollie’s blond hair. She placed her head on his shoulder again and pulled out her phone. After a few clicks, she turned the television on and put flipped through the options on Netflix.

“I love you too, although I don’t think this is a good idea,” Ollie said nestling into their familiar cuddle.

Janey shushed him with a finger against his lips and said, “Trust me. I know someone that can help you get ready for it.” She turned on a show and for an instant while the TV turned to a black loading screen Ollie saw an eager grin on her face. The finality in her voice ended all discussion. Ollie was now on a collision course with cross-dressing.

“Fuck, fine. Give me this person’s number,” Ollie pointed to her phone and said, “Just share the contact I’ll get in touch with them.”

“I knew you had it in you,” Janey sent him the contact and gripped his arm tight as they settled into the couch to watch a comedy.

“What does that mean?” Ollie wondered as they spent the evening ignoring homework and hanging out. 


Chapter 3

After texting back and forth, Ollie got in touch with Heidi to find out about this cross-dressing situation. When Janey explained the service she described Heidi as a makeup and gender transformation savant. Ollie went through with the crazy idea because of Janey’s determination more than any desire on his part. He stood outside a small cottage at the edge of their college town. Nestled in a thicket of trees, it felt separate from the surrounding city. After a firm knock on the door, Ollie waited for an answer. The white and brown colored home looked as if it grew from the forest floor. Ollie adjusted his red collared shirt and stared at his reflection in the window.

A pretty redheaded woman with slender hips and small breasts opened the door. Ollie grinned at her and said, “Hi. My name is Oliver. Are you Heidi?” The television in the front room sat with a video game on pause. Ollie could not tell what it was from the pause menu, but familiar music played through the front room.

“I’m Heidi,” her voice came out in a rich melodic timbre. The sensuality in the way she spoke drove his hormones wild. The black mini skirt swayed at her hips as she turned to walk up the stairs. “You must be Oliver. Come in and have a seat. I’ll be right back.” She vanished up the stairs, leaving Ollie alone at the front door.

Footsteps upstairs showed where she walked, Ollie entered the front room and closed the door behind him. Heidi rummaged upstairs out of view, while anxiety built in Ollie. Doubt crept into his mind about the plan to crossdress for his teacher.

Long slender legs visible first, then the mini skirt, Ollie felt his dick stiffen in his jeans. A quick motion to adjust and he asked, “I’m not sure what this entails, but I think I’m committed.”

Heidi grinned at him, holding a small bottle in her hand. Ollie stared at it trying to discern what it was, but it held no markings. The small bottle was about the size of a travel-sized lotion container. “I’m sure I can convince you of it shortly,” she stepped down to the front room and asked, “Would you like something to drink?” Her red hair swayed behind her head as she sashayed her hips in his view.

“Sure, what do you have?” Ollie looked down the hall to the kitchen beyond.

“Heineken mostly,” she motioned for him to sit at the couch.

“It’s a little early for that, but I’ll take one.” The soft leather couch fitted to his body nicely, and he watched her ass as she stepped into the next room.

“What brings you to me?” she asked, opening the fridge.

“I want to run an idea past you to see if I could pull it off. I don’t think it will work, but my friend Janey does.” The sound of bottle caps falling to the counter and spinning echoed down the hall.

“What’s the idea?” She asked, walking back into the room with a beer in each hand. She offered one to Ollie and sat on the couch next to him.

Taking the first swig of alcohol to give him courage, he said, “Fuck, it’s gonna sound crazy, but I need to be a woman for a meeting with my professor so I can get a better grade.” He worded it poorly, but the idea came across to Heidi. He drank another sip and stared at the floor as his nerves worked him to silence.

“A transformation then?” she laughed and leaned close to Ollie, slapping him on the shoulder. Heidi sipped her drink and placed it down onto the end table next to her.

“This should do the trick then,” she announced. Heidi pulled out the bottle of unmarked lotion and twirled it in her hand. As it spun she said, “I just need to rub this on your dick.” Heidi reached for Ollie’s pants and unzipped them.

Ollie blushed and smiled at Heidi, unsure how rubbing his cock would help with cross-dressing, but he was attracted to her and the casual sex sounded nice. He fought a crimson blush that spread across his cheeks, and said, “This isn’t at all what I expected.”

Heidi worked her fingers around his gray boxers and pulled out his average-sized cock. Already hard with anticipation, the veins bulged out on the sides of his member. Heidi drained half of the lotion into her hand and rubbed up and down his shaft. The pink lotion spread around his dick. Heidi lathered it into every curve of his cock, rubbing softly as she worked around his flesh. After covering his dick, she squirted more into her hands and rubbed the lotion onto the balls, taking them into her hands in turn and rubbing the lotion into them. The sensation tickled Ollie, but he didn’t complain. This was not what he envisioned at all when he came here to dress up as a woman.

Heidi lowered herself on the floor at his feet and stared up at Ollie as she rubbed his cock faster. “You want me to transform you into a woman?” The phrase should not have aroused him as much as it did, but Olle wanted to fuck this woman. Hopefully, if he played his cards right, sex was on the table.

The soft-touch caught him off guard and he flirted back, turning on the sofa to face her better. His legs brushed against her and he said, “That’s the idea.” Ollie felt his cock edging towards release.

She made a tight circle with her finger and thumb and pinched the tip of his dick. With her other hand, she rubbed steadily, coaxing his cock to release. Ollie groaned and leaned his head back. Cum burst from his cock. Heidi grinned and placed his dick in her mouth. She drank his cum, sucking him dry.

“I think you could pull it off with my help,” she said lifting her head and laying it on his lap. She licked a stray bead of cum from her thin lips.

“When do we start?” Ollie asked, but he was thoroughly distracted from cross-dressing.

“I’ve already begun silly. The transformation should happen soon,” she said, standing up. Heidi sat on his lap and straddled him on the couch. His dick twitched to life again as she rubbed her ass across his lap. “I rubbed in the lotion. It’s only a matter of time now,” she said. Her soft breath danced along his cheek.

Ollie pressed his lips against hers in a delicate peck. His dick firmed against her ass cheeks on his lap. Heidi delved her tongue deep into Ollie’s throat. Her hands ran along his scalp, and her small breasts pressed firmly against his chest. Ollie reached around down her back and pressed his left hand into her mini skirt. A handful of her ass cheek in his palm, he spun her onto her back on the couch. As she spun the black mini skirt lifted revealing a thick cock. Ollie gasped and asked, “What is going on?” No balls hung from the thick shaft. Ollie stared at the beautiful slender woman, confused. He could see the outline of her pussy underneath the white panties. The top half of the erect cock stood out from the panties. Ollie felt more attracted to her than before and dove onto her. His dick pressed against hers, and he kissed her passionately.

Heidi pulled back and pressed a finger to Ollie’s lips and stopped their passionate necking with a sly grin. She pressed him off of her for a moment and said, “The transformation will take you any minute. Are you sure about this?”

“Wow, fuck, you’re so hot,” Ollie replied catching his breath. “You keep talking about a transformation don’t you mean just cutting my hair and dressing me as a woman?” he asked leaning in for another kiss.

Heidi reached down and gripped Ollie’s cock and squeezed, “You’re paying me to transform you into a woman.” Firm hands pressed Ollie back to a sitting position.

Ollie felt a warm ripple of tension spread from his cock through his entire body. He shivered, trying to contain the intense pleasure of the sensation. His toned pectoral muscles rippled and expanded, pressing out against his red collared shirt until the fabric tore at the seams.

Cold realization struck Ollie. He was not just dressing as a woman. He was turning into one. The ‘V’ in his neckline tore as his pectoral muscles expanded and mammary glands grew. His chest bulged and his newly grown breasts sagged down his chest with an unfamiliar weight. Heidi clapped her hands with glee and cupped the massive breasts in her hands. She pinched his expanding nipples. Ollie let out a gasp of pleasure, and he reeled back against the couch. He groped his breasts, massaging his hands over the still expanding flesh, and he let out a gasping moan. The shirt once tight on his wide shoulders and muscular chest now sagged at his waist but torn at the even wider bust.

Ollie groaned and leaned his head back against the sofa, enjoying the attention. “Fuck I need this.” Heidi motioned him to kneel on the floor and she switched positions sitting on the sofa with him at her feet. Heidi lifted her skirt and guided Ollie’s face down to her throbbing futanari cock.

With a soft kiss on the tip, Ollie took the circumcised cock into his mouth to the middle of the shaft. His tongue ran up and down the half-length and he sucked with precision. Heidi looked down at him and placed her hands on his shoulders to brace herself for ejaculating. Ollie wanted to scream. The intense pleasure of his shifting body was like nothing he’d ever felt. Never in his life had he once wanted to suck a cock, but this strange woman’s body was alluring in ways he never dreamed.

“Fuck, what’s happening?” Ollie could not deny his attraction to Heidi and he could not tell if it were because he was attracted to cocks or women or what. All he knew was that this dick needed to be inside him.

“Let me enjoy this,” she bit her lip and gripped her small breasts, pinching and massaging herself as Ollie sucked on her cock. The black mini skirt bounced on the top of his head as he moved. He lowered his head down until the tip touched the back of his throat. His lips lined up with the mushroom shape of the tip of her cock and he ran his tongue back and forth while sucking in deeper and deeper. Ollie wanted to reply to her but probed with his fingers into the pussy at the base of the shaft. He peeled back the flesh of her vagina and rubbed gently while he sucked her cock.

“Shit,” Heidi flexed her ass cheeks, preparing to unload cum into his mouth. Ollie read the familiar signs and rammed the cock deep into his mouth. The tip pressed against the far side of his cheek and he gagged, pulling it into the back of her throat. Heidi groaned, tilting her head backward. Pulsing energy surged in her cock, and cum burst from the tip, filling his mouth. He sucked harder as she emptied her load into him. Heidi closed her eyes. Conflicting emotions battled for Ollie’s attention, but all he wanted right now was this cock inside him.

Ollie rose from his kneeling position and pulled the red-collared shirt from his chest, revealing his large breasts. He squeezed the flesh against the wet throbbing cock and said, “What is coming over me?” Cum spilled from the cock over his breasts and onto the couch below them. Heidi gripped him by the hair and eased her breathing into a steady flow.

“How does Janey know you?” Ollie asked trying to change the subject away from his intense attraction to this woman.

“We’ve been friends for a while now,” Heidi winked. “She knew me back when I was James.”

“Wait were you a man before this?” Ollie asked raising an eyebrow. “I’m so confused. What is happening to me?” He gripped his groin, worried that his dick had vanished, but his hand came upon an erect cock. Relief washed over him and he asked, “What am I now? Am I like you?”

“Sexual identity is more fluid than people realize. You should understand that now. There isn’t such a thing as binary.” Heidi rubbed her small breasts through the white fabric of her shirt and moaned softly.

“I’m not gay though,” Ollie denied his hardening cock and looked at the paused video game trying to think of anything but the sexy futanari woman in front of him.

“We can be done if you want,” Heidi said with a pouting frown.

Ollie shook his head and said, “No, I want this too, but I’m concerned about cross-dressing still.” He rose and pulled down his pants. His once slender hips now flared out in wide curves. Olly kicked his pants to the side and walked to the couch and straddled his legs around Heidi. He pressed his ass down atop her firm cock and rubbed back and forth against it. He thought his cock was hardening, but sensation dimmed in his dick. Ollie leaned in a kissed Heidi, as their bodies rocked and their breasts rubbed as they kissed. Their tongues met, and Ollie’s breath caught in his throat at the passion between them.

“Oh, my methods are much more involved than cross-dressing. Those tits are real. Feel them,” she pressed his hands down onto his chest and she pressed his fingers into the flesh and tweaked his nipple with her finger. Ollies clothes hung on him as an echo of his old self, baggy in places, but too tight in the hips and bust.

“No, no-no-no. I can’t do this. I’m just going to fail the class and drop out of college,” he tried to stand up from the couch, but Heidi gripped him by with her hands on his waist. Her large futanari cock pressed firmly into his ass. He groaned, trying to ignore the pleasure.

“We’ve already started this,” Heidi grinned wickedly and ran a hand along the outline of muscles on his abdomen. “You have the toned grace of a distance runner. You would be so hot in panties and a silk dress.” Ollie felt a stretching and morphing ripple of flesh on his groin. His gray boxers dampened with perspiration.

“How could I walk around the locker room before games if I’m a woman? This will not happen.” He groaned. Her cock rubbed against his dick. But there was no dick in his groin. Ollie reached down and ran a hand along his flesh search for his dick, but all he could find was smooth skin. Panic set in and he reached further back. His fingers met the soft flaps of his newly growing labia. The warm moist flesh expanded and stretched under his probing fingers until it was normal-sized. Ollie realized the perspiration on his boxers was cum from his growing pussy.

Heidi’s futanari cock pressed against his hand, searching for his vagina. Heidi reached down and took Ollie’s hand in hers and stroked her cock with his help. Heidi’s black-painted fingernails ran along the edge of his ill-fitting boxers and pulled them down his legs. Naked straddling Heidi, Ollie rubbed his virgin pussy against the firm cock.

“It sounds like you are stuck in a Catch 22. Let me know what you decide,” Heidi rocked her hips, rubbing her cock against his sensitive new vagina. His breasts bounced with each thrust slapping against his abdomen sending ripples across the soft flesh.

A small peep escaped Ollie’s lips. He needed that cock in him. He spun around facing his back to her and aimed his pussy at her cock. Hips shaking in anticipation, he pulled her ass cheeks wide. “Come on in cutie,” he whispered leaning over his shoulder.

“Fuck yeah,” Heidi pressed the tip of her cock to his pussy. He groaned at the bulging pressure and pressed his ass down firmly onto him. The folds of his newly grown labia separated around the thick cock. Ollie wondered at the logistics of her newly grown vagina and realized that he was a virgin. This was his first sex as a woman. The tight pressure against his insides drove him wild. “I’m a virgin,” he squealed, thrusting his hips down onto the futanari cock.

Heidi clapped her hands and bounced his ass as she humped into him. “Fuck, yes. I’ll take your virginity.” Up and down the thick cock slid in and out of Ollie. Heidi gripped his left breast with one hand and rubbed his nipples, and with her right hand pulled on his hips, slamming him into her cock. Ollie gripped his knees with each hand and rocking his ass in time with the firm thrusting. Heidi groaned in a melodic voice and rocked her cock harder into him.

Ollie struggled to keep his eyes open. The pressure forced them shut, and he screamed out in pleasure. The voice that escaped his lips was not his own. It was a woman’s voice, but the detail passed by as Heidi fucked him. Ollie’s eyes rolled back in their sockets and his mouth sagged open. The orgasm building in his vagina spread in waves through his entire body. Heidi pinched his nipples and bounced him up and down on her cock.

Heidi moaned, arching her back. Ollie felt the white heat of pleasure inside of his vagina as cum exploded from the futanari cock filling his insides. Thrusting firmly into his pussy, penetrating as deeply as her dick could reach, she ejaculated into him. The thrusting slowed, and their breathing leveled.

Ollie lifted his ass from Heidi’s cock as confusion racked his mind. He was a woman now. His entire body had shifted in a matter of minutes. What was going on? Why would Janey want him to go through this and meet Heidi? Ollie slumped to the couch next to Heidi and stared up at her as he placed his head in her lap atop the black miniskirt. “I’m a woman now.”

“It suits you. That was incredible,” Heidi ran a hand through Ollie’s hair and smiled down at him. She picked up the empty bottle of lotion that initiated the gender swap and handed it to him. “I can get another that will turn you back into a man.”

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, taking the bottle from her outstretched hand. “I don’t know how I feel anymore.”

“Do you want me to dress you so you can pass that class? I can do your makeup and everything.” She winked and bit her lip sensually, “I can teach you everything I know.” When she spoke her cock twitched back to life.

“I think I’d like that. I wish I would have known this was what I was getting into. I have football practice tonight and I can’t very well go to that as a woman,” Ollie wondered why Janey knew Heidi. He wondered about her sexuality, not for the first time.

“You won't know until you try,” she bent forward and kissed him again. “We can try to hide your tits, but they’re pretty big. It might be better to turn you back to a man for that, then back to a woman for your meeting.” Heidi pulled a second bottle from the end table. It was pink but looked the same as the first bottle.

Ollie considered his options with awe. How could someone just switch genders at will? He stared at the unmarked bottle and nodded his head. “I think we’ll have to do that.”

The futanari woman stroked his hair comfortingly. Ollie reeled with emotions. He wanted to change back into himself, but the cock stirring his pussy left a mark on his psyche. He needed to feel Heidi’s touch again. He wanted her to fill him with cum again.

Heidi grinned down at him with hungry eyes and said, “Let’s enjoy this before we change you back again.” Ollie nodded his head and sat up on the couch. Leaning in to kiss her, his large breasts engulfed her smaller tits. Heidi giggled and kissed him on the cheek before shoving him into a better position on the couch.


Chapter 4

The wide shoulder pads fit around Ollie’s neck snugly. Confusion spread through Ollie’s mind as he recalled the intimate experience with Heidi. He stood in the locker room getting ready for football practice in a loose-fitting pair of exercise shorts. Teammates dressed in their gear and chatted around him. Ollie wanted to be present with them, but his plan to blackmail Dr. Hardy and dress as a woman had gotten out of hand. Ollie spent all last night as a woman. Not dressed as a woman, but Heidi had turned him into one and fucked him with her futanari cock.

“Ollie,” Andrew said, punching Ollie’s shoulder pad. “Where are you, man? I need you here.” Andrew wore his pads, but no shirt over them. Chiseled muscles on display everywhere his skin showed. The team’s star quarterback was a handsome man.

“I’m just thinking about my classes. I’m trying to up my grades so I can keep my scholarship,” Ollie bit his tongue before he explained too much. He recalled the grinding sensation of the futanari dick in his pussy and his cock grew erect as he stood facing his friend.

“You still have that hot roommate, right?” Andrew asked. The quarterback rubbed his nose and ignored Ollie’s cock bulging out of his shorts.

“Yeah, Janey is cute, but she’s more of a sister to me,” Ollie said sitting on a nearby bench. He adjusted his shoulder pads and hid the bulge in his pants as best he could. A blush ran across his face as he worried that Andrew would think he was attracted to him.

“When are you going to hook me up with her?” Andrew asked, hitting Ollie on the shoulder pad again.

Ollie bent over to tie his laces and hid the frustration from his face. Andrew begged every day for a date with Janey and he was sick of it. “I’ll ask her, but she’s never dated anyone before now. I think she might be a virgin.”

“Dude, don’t tell me that. It makes me want her even more,” Andrew grinned from ear to ear as he pulled a thin jersey over his uniform. “Come on. Let’s get to practice and you can tell me the plan to get me into her pants.” Andrew pulled Ollie up and dragged him from the locker room. Ollie grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head running behind Andrew.

As they exited the locker room and entered the long hallway to the football field, Janey stopped Ollie with a friendly wave. She stood leaning against the wall opposite the men’s locker room door. Janey wore cutoff jean shorts. The loose blue threads reached down to her mid-thigh. The reading glasses slipped down her nose and she adjusted them until her dark brown eyes rested in the center of the lenses.

Andrew pulled up short and smiled. All thoughts of practice gone from his mind, the jock walked up to Janey and said, “Janey, right?”

“Yes?” she asked with raised eyebrows. Confusion spread across her face and it stopped Andrew in his tracks. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight braid that flowed down her head and slung over her shoulder. She gripped it with both hands timidly. The yellow and white striped t-shirt hugged the curves of her waist and breasts, accenting her body with contrasting lines.

Andrew paused trying to catch his words and said, “Did you see me at the last game?” Ollie shook his head at the self-centered attempt to start a conversation.

Janey raised an eyebrow and said, “I watch any game that Ollie plays in. I saw you. Can you excuse me and Ollie for a sec? I need to ask him something in private.”

Offering her a half-grin and glazed eyes, Andrew smiled down at the beautiful woman, “Ollie’s a great receiver, but it takes a quarterback to get him the ball.” Ollie let out a quiet sigh and made awkward eye contact with Janey. Andrew continued, “We should hang out sometime. There’s this Netflix show I want to watch. We can order takeout.”

“You mean a date?”

“Yeah,” Andrew smiled, leaning against the wall next to her. “A date sounds nice. I’m glad you mentioned it.”

“No thanks,” Janey said in a quiet, polite voice.

Shocked, Andrew stared up and down the long hallway to the football field and shook his head. “Well, if you change your mind, let me know.” Defeated, he walked towards the distant field and waved goodbye.

Ollie pursed his lips and said, “Sorry about him. I…”

Janey cut him off with a hug. She squeezed her body against his tightly and said, “Don’t worry. How did last night go with Heidi? Did you get all dolled up to practice?” She referred to their plan to blackmail his teacher.

“I met with James. That was not what I expected.” Memories of his sexual encounter with Heidi filled his mind. Confusion spilled around as he tried to grapple with the idea that he enjoyed being a woman. Ollie cleared his throat and stared timidly at his best friend.

“Yeah. What did you think? Can she help you?” Janey’s eyes narrowed and Ollie blushed, trying not to give anything away.

“I think he can. I have no way of passing this class and staying on the team,” Ollie grimaced at the thought of giving up his dream of playing professional football. In all honesty, this was most likely the last few years he would ever get to play football in front of a crowd for the rest of his life. He needed to cherish this time for as long as he could.

Janey stared at her best friend with a wide grin as if she were imagining Ollie dressed as a woman. She replied after a long moment, “Look. If what your friend Kylie was true. This will work. You just need to catch Dr. Hardy in a compromising act and blackmail her for a better grade.”

Doubt filled his mind about the plan still. Ollie avoided his friend's awkward stare and said, “I know. I know. That’s the plan. I just hope I’m cute enough to make her take the bait.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about. You’re cute enough,” Janey grinned widely and winked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ollie asked, unsure if he heard what he thought. Janey was the most beautiful woman he knew, but their relationship was too great to risk damaging by admitting his attraction to her.

“I mean. I think with Heidi’s help you can pull this off,” Janey eyed Ollie up and down and said, “We’ll have to shave your legs and get you more presentable for it though.”

“OK,” Ollie wondered at the words he thought he heard, and a question formed in his head. Did Janey find him attractive? Her brown eyes stared at him with an admiration that he had never noticed. What if cross-dressing were enough to change their relationship to a more romantic one?

“You better get to practice. I’ll see you at home tonight,” Janey pushed Ollie towards the field and said, “We have to get you ready for tomorrow.”

After a sweaty practice, Ollie avoided Janey and worried about running into his friend at their apartment. On the short walk to his apartment, his phone vibrated, and he received a message from Heidi, “Meet me tomorrow morning at 8 and I’ll have you ready for your meeting.”

“I have a class at 8. Can we meet at 10?” Ollie typed back his response while walking down the cement path towards his dorm. The late afternoon sun above the distant treetops lit the world with yellow gold light.

“No. We need the entire morning to make sure you’re ready,” Heidi replied before Ollie could take more than a few steps.

“All right. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he replied and ditched his first class of the day. The plot to dress as a woman and blackmail his teacher in motion, but would he transform into a woman again for this? He had no idea what Heidi had in mind for him.


Chapter 5

Heidi’s small cottage sat at the edge of town. Ollie idled his truck in her driveway and dialed his long time crush, Kylie. His feelings for Janey confused him. He desperately wanted a romantic tryst with Kylie so he could return to the heterosexual nature of his sexuality, but Heidi had forever confused him. The phone rang twice before she answered.

“Hey, Ollie. What’s up?” her sweet voice reminded him of a simpler time when his sexuality was binary.

Ollie smiled into the phone and replied,  “Kylie, are you sure you’re not going to be there for the presentation?” He desperately wanted a way out of his plan, but deep down he knew that he wanted this.

“Yeah. Dr. Hardy is a creep. I’m not going anywhere near her office.” Kylie clicked her tongue at the end of her sentence and added, “Sorry to leave you hanging like this.” If she were sorry she would not leave him alone to fend for himself in the presentation, but he liked her and could not be mad at her.

“OK. Good,” Ollie replied before he could stop himself. The words confirmed that his subconscious wanted to experiment with cross-dressing and gender-swapping.

“Why? What did you decide to do?” Kylie asked, intrigued by his response.

“Nothing. I’ll see you in class.” Ollie said goodbye and tried to end the conversation.

“Alright,” she said, but she clicked her tongue again and asked before he could get off the phone, “You didn’t ask me out this time?”

“Yeah, I’ve got to go,” Ollie ended the call and opened his car door. The overgrown rocky path to the front door shifted under his feet in soft crunches. Ollie knocked on the door and waited for Heidi to answer.

Footsteps echoed from behind the door and after a moment it opened. Heidi opened the door with a wide smile. Short blond hair hung down to her shoulders. She waved and motioned for Ollie to come into the home.

“Hey Heidi,” Ollie greeted her as he stepped into the home and slipped off his shoes.

“Good morning. I’m glad you’re early,” she replied. Pointing to his tight-fitting polo and shorts, she said, “We’ll need to get you out of those.”

Ollie sighed and stared back at the open door and said, “Can we close the door first?”

“I’ll have you transformed in no time,” Heid grinned, placing her hands on Ollie’s shoulders. She led him further into the home.

Hours passed in Heidi’s kitchen as they worked on his image. Ollie stripped naked as Heid shaved his legs and curled his short wavy hair. It flipped across his left eye and flowed down the back of his head in soft curls. Next James applied makeup, rouge, eyeliner, and a variety of creams that Ollie had never heard of.

“How do I look?” Ollie asked a few hours while sitting naked on the chair. He leaned forward, gripping the chair with both hands on either side of his legs. His balls rested on the chair between his legs and he wondered when they would transform him back into a woman.

“I want to fuck you, but I can’t ruin all my hard work before your presentation.” Heidi grinned down at Ollie with a mascara pen in hand. Ollie wanted to kiss Heid but pushed the thought down.

“What if she’s not attracted to me?” Ollie asked. Heidi vanished around a corner without responding. Ollie shifted his hand to cover his groin, hiding the growing erection.

Heidi returned with an outfit in hand. Light pink blouse cut low and frilled with lace on the edges of the seams and a white skirt cut short enough to show his ass cheeks. Her face split with a wide grin, “Oh don’t worry. You’re hot as hell like this. She’ll be caught in your trap soon enough.” Heidi pulled a pink lace pair of panties and matching bra out from below the clothes and handed it across to Ollie.

“Alright. I can do this,” Ollie breathe in deeply and pulled the panties up over his erect cock.

“We need to do something about that.” Heidi pointed down at the firm dick with a sly grin.

Hands waved nervously Ollie pulled the pink lace panties over his firm cock. Two desires battled for attention. He wanted Heidi to suck his dick, to make it shrink back down, and transform him back into a woman. “What did you have in mind?”

“A little handjob with my special lotion,” Heidi smiled, pulling out the unmarked bottle of lotion from her makeup bag. She lathered the lotion into her hands and rubbed it into his cock. His balls bounced in her palm as she slathered the lotion onto his skin. Ollie groaned, gripping the back of the chair for support as she knelt below him and worked his shaft. The slow pace drove him crazy. Ollie pinched his nipple, wishing he had breasts to squeeze.

Heidi grinned up at him from her kneeling position and stroked his cock faster. “I can’t mess up your hair or get you too sweaty. You have to look perfect for this.” Ollie nodded his head and the curled tips of his hair swayed. His knuckle turned white as he gripped the chair tightly. Heidi placed both of her hands onto his cock and stroked it, forming two tight circles with her index finger and thumb of each hand. Her hands moved in opposite directions. Ollie gasped as cum shot from his dick. A tingling sensation of shifting skin and tissue surged through him. He leaned forward and his nipple stretched as breasts formed on his chest. Heidi stroked faster and giggled as she watched the transformation begin.

As the second load burst from his throbbing cock, his balls shrank into his groin, vanishing from sight. Ollie moaned as his body shifted in curvature and dimensions. A slit formed at the base of his shaft where a tender pussy blossomed. Heidi stroked his cock as a third stream of cum spilled to the hardwood floor below him. As the cum shot from him, his dick sucked into itself, folding into his skin and vanishing.

Head down on the chair, his breasts continued to grow. Ollie felt the intense pleasure of the male orgasm but needed his pussy filled. How could he pass the whole day waiting for Heidi to fill his pussy? Ollie decided he needed to masturbate again before meeting with Dr. Hardy.

Heidi clapped her hands with joy and said, “I never tire of seeing that.”

Ollie caught his breath, inspecting his womanly body with both hands. He groped at the large breasts and felt down the curved hips. His face was less angular than before as well. To any that knew him, he would appear to be a sister or relative. “Damn that happened much faster this time,” Ollie said pulling the white mini skirt over his legs. He slipped the pink bra around his chest and struggled to fasten it. Heid clasped it for him and extended the lengths of the straps until they fit better.

“I got a cup size too small for you, but it will have to do for now,” Heidi replied as she cinched up the straps and helped him into the bra comfortably. Heidi rubbed the pink bra and touched nipple poking out of the top of the cup.

“I’m exploding out of it,” Ollie stammered, trying to press his breasts down into the bra.

“Let’s finish up your makeup and you are ready for your presentation,” Heidi said helping Ollie into the light pink blouse. The cropped top sleeves hung low on his arms, leaving his shoulders bare and ample cleavage visible. Heidi pulled him into a nearby bathroom.

Ollie stared at himself in the mirror in shock. He was beautiful. Confidence full he felt ready for the presentation. “Thank you so much, Heidi,” Ollie blushed and stared at her reflection in the mirror. “What if I…” he paused the thought. He wanted to ask what if he wanted to stay a woman, but was embarrassed by the desire?

“Here is another bottle of the lotion that will turn you back into a man,” Heidi said passing him another unmarked pink bottle of lotion. Heidi grinned at him and said, “I can help you put it on tonight, but if you need to change before that’s fine.”

“Thanks so much for your help,” Ollie replied, offering her a hug.


Chapter 6

Panic blended with a mix of emotions. Ollie strode through the main entrance of the university and nobody offered him a second glance. He expected laughter or funny looks, but in its place, he received catcalls and whistles occasionally. This was his first time walking around as a woman, and it felt great. He wanted to get used to this feeling of being an attractive woman in a crowd. He pranced among the clouds, ecstatic that he might pull this off. Navigating the halls and walking between buildings, Ollie whistled excitedly about the prospect of sex with Heidi later in the evening. What about his feelings for Janey? How would Janey react if she knew that he slept with Heidi?

The corner up ahead led to the professor’s office. Ollie held his textbook firm under his bra and stared at the ground, pondering his plan. As he turned the corner he slammed into a tall man. Ollie crumpled to the ground, and the book shot out from under his arm, sliding across the floor. Ollie sat on the floor staring up at Andrew. His breasts threatened to spill from the blouse and he blushed at the very cliche interaction with his friend.

“Oh, excuse me. I didn’t see you there,” Andrew stared down Ollie and offered a hand to help him up.

Ollie blushed but said nothing, confused that his friend did not recognize him. He stammered, trying to explain why he was dressed as a woman.

“Are you OK? Let me help you up?”  Andrew asked, reaching his hand down further so Ollie could take it.

Ollie gripped the outstretched hand, and Andrew pulled him up. The sudden burst of the pull shot Ollie to his feet and sent him flying towards the muscular quarterback. Ollie slammed into his bulging muscles and his hands slid across the indents long his abdomen where his abs formed stiff ridges and curves. Ollie blushed and stared up at Andrew. His breath left his throat, and he struggled to say anything. He had never been attracted to men, but Andrew was clearly interested in him.

Andrew grinned down at him and said, “You should be careful walking around corners. You’ll bump into someone less handsome than me next time.”

Ollie jumped backward and grimaced at the conceited attempt at a pickup line. “Andrew…,” he tried to explain, but cut himself short realizing that Andrew did not recognize him and saying his name was a mistake.

“Do I know you? You look really familiar,” Andrew grinned and traced along the delicate frame of his friend with his eyes. Ollie felt Andrew’s eyes linger on him and he wanted to get away as quickly as he could.

“I don’t think so I have to go,” he stammered blushing crimson and stepping backward in the wrong direction from his teacher’s office, but it was the fastest way out of this conversation. Ollie brushed the curled hair back above his ear and looked up at Andrew timidly.

“Damn your hot,” Andrew grinned and picked up Ollie’s discarded textbook. He bent whispered, “I should have made you bend over for it.”

“Dude shut up,” Ollie blushed again and walked over to his friend, snatching the textbook from his hand. He blushed, realizing he had called Andrew dude. Another mistake giving away that he knew the quarterback. A group of students passed at a lazy pace towards the common room beyond them. Ollie waited to speak again after they passed.

“Can I have your number?” Andrew asked, stepping to within a few inches of Ollie. The two friends stared at each other. Ollie could feel his friend's breath on his forehead.

“You always come off like a sleazeball,” Ollie said, shifting his confused reaction into a glare. Andrew stood motionless, caught off guard by the comment. Ollie stomped past him and glared as he said, “You can’t have my number.”

Andrew raced after Ollie and replied, “I feel like I know you from somewhere. Do we have any classes together?”

Exasperated, Ollie walked faster, rounding another corner where Dr. Hardy’s office came into view. “No, just leave me alone. I have a meeting right now.”

After slowing his pace, Andrew stared at Ollie’s swaying ass and said, “Sorry to bother you I guess.” Defeat clear in his voice, Ollie had never heard him speak in such a tone.


Chapter 7

The hallway towards Dr. Hardy’s office was short and lined with doors on either side. Jimmy stood at the far corner watching Ollie with downcast, ashamed eyes. The early afternoon teachers’ lounge sat empty and few people walked down the hall. Ollie stood in front of Dr. Hardy’s office and timidly knocked on the door. This was his point of no return. He glanced once at Jimmy and the quarterback slumped around the corner out of sight.

A friendly voice called through the door, “Come in.”

Ollie opened the door and stepped into the small square office. The shelves were lined with textbooks and prominently displayed were a few written by Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s high heels clicked on the hallway outside the room, but as he stepped across the threshold, his ankle gave out and he lost his balance. Gripping the door frame, he looked up at his smiling teacher. Ollie blushed and sat in the chair opposite the professor.

“You’re the only one presenting?” she asked, leaned forward in her chair. Dr. Hardy ran a hand through her short blond hair and her blue eyes penetrated deep into Ollie’s. The handsome woman wore a tight-fitting button up light blue shirt. Ollie could see the outline of her bra and cleavage under the shirt. Ollie forced down thoughts of his teacher naked and nodded his head.

“You must be Kylie then. Where is the rest of your team?” she asked. Dr. Hardy rose from her chair and strode around the room. She picked up one of the books bearing her name across the spine and flipped through the pages. Blue eyes on Ollie as she circled.

Ollie shook his head and shrugged, “None of them wanted to help me. I tried reaching out to you about it, but you wouldn’t put me into another group.”

“Ollie?” Dr hardy asked as confusion split her expression. Her blue eyes stared up and down his feminine form. “I thought you were a boy.”

“Uh…” Ollie paused, trying to think of a quick lie. “Ollie is short for Olive.” He blushed, looked down, avoiding eye contact again.

“Well Olive, do you have your presentation ready?” she closed the door to her office and stepped up to her desk on Ollie’s side and leaned against it. Arms folded across her chest, she noted, “You don’t have anything but a textbook with you.” Her arms rested below her ample bosom, pressing it up.

Smiling, Ollie stood from his chair and placed the textbook on the desk. He bent low as he placed it and tried to angle his ass towards his teacher. Dr. Hardy stood on his side of the desk and could not see the display easily. Ollie’s terrible attempt at seduction wasted, he blushed and sat back down the chair.

Dr. Hardy grinned and shook her head, “Are you going to start sometime soon.” The sides of her head were shaved tight against her scalp, but she wore it about two inches long on top and gelled up and at an angle to the side.

Ollie bit his lip and stared up at his teacher as timidly as he could. He performed his best impression of a girl from the porn that he watched and stepped towards the professor. His ankle rolled on the high heels, sending him forward into Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s face smashed into the woman’s breasts and his leg pressed into a firm cock between her legs. Ollie gasped and stared up at Dr. Hardy with wide eyes.

Dr. Hardy gripped Ollie by the shoulder and helped him back to his feet. She eyed Ollie with an odd tilt to her gaze and said, “You don’t have to be nervous. Here, you can lay out your materials on my desk or even pull out notes. I’m surprised that you came by yourself. This would be daunting without help.”

“Thanks,” Ollie said, trying to calm his nerves. He expected Dr. Hardy to come onto him, but she made no move or advance. Ollie stared at her groin, trying to discern if he actually felt a cock down there between the professor’s legs.

“Look, I can fail your teammates and give you a pass. Let’s just go over the material together for a minute.” Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her sleeves and walked around Ollie’s chair to stand behind the student. Ollie followed the teacher with his eyes as far as he could, but when Dr. Hardy stood directly behind him, doubt and worry flashed in his mind. Could he pull this off? What if the teacher wanted to have sex? Wasn’t that his plan all along?

Firm fingers pressed into the flesh on Ollie’s shoulders. The knots in his neck softened with the forceful rubbing up and down his neck and along with his shoulder blades. “Wow, you’re tense. Is everything OK?” Dr. Hardy asked as she rubbed against the tension. Ollie felt his mind drifting. He wanted Dr. Hardy to fuck him. He did not care if she were a futanari or not. He wanted this woman to explore his vagina.

“Olive?” Dr. Hardy asked, cutting off Ollie’s thoughts. Her hands drifted from his back to the tops of his breasts as she massaged his shoulders.

“Huh?” Ollie shrugged, turning in the chair. Firm hands held him in place and a twist of his neck forced him to face forward. Ollie gripped his legs. The shoulder massage quickly turned into the professor rubbing his cleavage spilling from the light pink crop top shirt.

Warm breath danced across Ollie’s ear and Dr. Hardy placed her lips against his earlobe, whispering, “I want you to relax. You’re so tense.” She rubbed up and down Ollie’s neck and then kneaded into the tops of his breasts before massaging his neck again. Ollie lay his head back against the chair and let out a soft groan of pleasure. A stray hand rubbed down his chest into the light pink blouse. Dr. Hardy gripped his left breasts and explored below the pink bra, feeling for his nipple. 

“Tense?” Ollie asked, opening his eyes. The professor's hand gripped his nipple in between her fingers and she pinched. Ollie let out a loud peep. This was supposed to be blackmail, but what if Ollie wanted to fuck her too?

“Let me work out the tension in your body,” the professor demanded staring down at the gender-swapped Ollie.

“OK,” Ollie stammered, trying to decide if he wanted this or not. The forceful pinching melted his insides. Ollie rose from the chair and faced his teacher leaning into her. Dr. Hardy’s dick firm in her pants pressed against Ollie’s groin. Ollie stared up at his teacher and brushed the curled hair back over his ear out of his left eye.

Dr. Hardy leaned down and pressed her lips against Ollie’s. Their breath intertwined and their tongues fought a battle, each defending their mouth pressing the other out without letting either gain ground. Ollie gasped and lost his ability to stand. He crumbled in Dr. Hardy’s embrace and kiss, and the taller woman gripped him under the shoulder and lifted him in the air. Ollie wrapped his legs around Dr. Hardy’s waist to hold himself up.

“This won’t get you a grade,” the professor said placing Ollie on her desk.

Ollie reached down and unzipped his professor’s pants. “I don’t want a grade. I want your dick in me.” He pressed aside the boxer briefs and freed the massive dick from confinement. It was slightly smaller than Heidi’s cock, but this one was uncircumcised and the unfamiliar sight excited Ollie. Dr. Hardy leaned her head forward until their foreheads touched. She watched the student grip his dick and rub it up and down. Ollie lifted the white skirt until his pink panties were visible. He held her cock in his hands and rubbed up and down.

A hand lifted Ollie’s face to stare up at the professor. The line of the palm rode along the ridge of Ollie’s chin. Dr. Hardy pressed her lips into a passionate kiss. Ollie lost focus on his hands over her cock and shivered. Dr. Hardy placed her left hand on her dick and together they masturbated her cock while kissing. Ollie lost focus on the world, but a single thought crept up in his mind. He wanted to do this with Janey. Best friends turning into lovers over the course of a lifetime. Ollie felt attracted to Dr. Hardy and felt that his pussy call out for the cock in his hands. Dr. Hardy grunted, holding back a guttural growl of pleasure.

Ollie’s heart was firmly set on his best friend. The thought sent shivers down his spine and Ollie arched his back, pulling out of the kiss as cum shot from her dick, covering his hands in the sticky liquid. Dr. Hardy flexed her abdomen and groaned. Ollie continued to pump the professor’s cock until the professor shot her load of cum into Ollie’s hand.

“What about my test? I need to pass this class,” Ollie said, staring up at the panting Dr. Hardy.

The professor glared down at her student, “I don’t fuck students for grades.” She pressed Ollie onto his back on the table and lifted his legs into the air, doubling them forward.

“What is this then?” Ollie asked gripping his ankles in each hand pulling his ass up.

“This is a pleasure. We can talk extra credit and business afterward,” Dr. Hardy ran a finger around Ollie’s asshole. It was moist with the cum from their masturbation make out. Dr. Hardy pressed her dick against the asshole. Ollie winced, preparing for penetration from the massive cock, but a finger delved deep into his cavity. The finger was soft and covered in their cum lubricant. When Ollie’s breathing returned to normal, Dr. Hardy pressed her dick into the hole. The tip entered first, and she worked back-and-forth inch by inch until Ollie’s ass took the entirety of his massive dick.

The pain faded quickly and shifted to pleasure. Ollie expected it to be regular sex, but anal was a pleasant surprise. Ollie gasped and let go of his ankles. His hands rubbed up and down along his chest over the pink blouse. Pleasure coursed through his body as the professor rammed her cock into him. Ollie’s head bobbed against the desk until it fell off the other side. Dr. Hardy placed a hand on his thighs and pulled Ollie back across the desk to her. Ollie’s pussy twitched with pleasure. Dr. Hardy worked her cock back and forth into Ollie’s ass and reached down with her left hand and rubbed up and down his clitoris.

Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her blue shirt, pulling it from his chest, revealing her breasts and soft gray bra. Her tits bounced as she rammed her cock into his ass. Ollie stared at the woman, hungry for him. He wanted her cum inside his ass. Ollie began taking off his clothes, but Dr. Hardy stopped him by placing a hand over Ollie’s labia and rubbing gently as she fucked him. Ollie’s hand drifted down to hers and together they rubbed his clitoris. Ollie’s fingers tangled with hers.

“I like you dressed,” they held hands a moment. Echoing sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled their ears and Ollie panted, moaning in pleasure. Dr. Hardy delved into Ollie’s pussy with her index finger while holding his hand with her pinky finger.

Ollie felt beautiful dressed like this. He felt needed and wanted. Dr. Hardy slapped his ass cheeks twice. The red outline of her fingers forming on the soft pale flesh. Pleasure grew and coursed through Ollie’s body. Cum squirted from his pussy, shooting past his fingers and spraying onto Dr. Hardy’s abdomen.

Dr. Hardy grinned, staring down at the student. The pumping cock ramped up the speed and pressure slamming into Ollie’s ass. The professor’s breasts bounced against her bra and she reached around behind her back and unclasped it. Her tits spilled free from confinement. Ollie gasped, trying to rub his clitoris, but he needed the cock to ram him harder. Ollie gripped the desk with both hands and forced his ass against each thrust of the cock.

Ollie’s breasts spilled from the light pink blouse, bouncing wildly as the professor rammed him harder and harder. Milk dripped from his nipples. He wanted to massage more of the liquid from his breasts, but Dr. Hardy ramped up the pace and he needed to brace himself against the fierce thrusting.

Dr. Hardy groaned and leaned her head back. Their movement stopped and Ollie could feel the soft throb of the cock in his ass. The professor shot her first load of cum into the student and began pumping slowly as she shot a second, third, and fourth stream of cum. The futanari teacher bent forward, kissing Ollie’s breasts and sucking the sweet milk from his tits.

Breathing normalized and Ollie lowered his legs until they dangled over the edge of the desk. Dr. Hardy pulled her dick out of the student and grinned down at the mess of cum and milk his desk.

“What about my grade?” Ollie asked, concerned that he would get kicked off the football team.

Dr. Hardy picked up her blue shirt from the ground and slipped his arms into it. Blue eyes stared down at Ollie. The pink lace bra pressed down under his large breasts. His nipples dripping milk freely onto the desk. Ollie’s white skirt rumpled up revealing the pink lace panties and cum stained ass. “Fuck I want a picture of you just like this,” the professor held her hands up making a rectangle out of her fingers with Ollie in the center of the frame. “If you can prepare your presentation for next week and come by on your own. I’ll let you have another attempt at this.”

“Thank you,” Ollie sat up on the desk and felt beautiful. He wondered what it would be like to stay a woman forever.

“Bring your notes and have everything you need at hand. It will be an open book for you,” Dr. Hardy offered a hand to Ollie and pulled him to his feet off the table. Ollie stumbled, still shaky on the high heels.

“Is there anything else I need?” he asked adjusting the bra tucking his breasts back into the pink lace.

“Cute skimpy clothes again. Maybe a camera. It wouldn’t hurt your evaluation,” a grin split the beautiful professor’s face. “I have another appointment soon so you need to go. I’ll schedule you a longer period for our next meeting.” Dr. Hardy flipped open a leather day planner and scribbled a quick note.

Ollie looked forward to their next meeting, but his mind drifted back to Janey. He needed to confess his feelings for his best friend. If the two could commit themselves to a relationship what would Ollie do about Heidi or Dr. Hardy now? Questions bounced around his skull as he waved goodbye, “Uh thanks for….” He paused, trying to think of the right words, and blushed.

Dr. Hardy wiped the cum from her cock with a towel and said, “No. Thank you. Fuck, I needed that today.”

“I’ll see you soon,” Ollie said, opening the door. He ran down the halls and out of the building as fast as he could. Ollie never wanted to be a man again, but what would that do to his football career? Concerns for another day. He needed to talk to his best friend. Janey needed to know about all of this. How will she take it? How would this affect their relationship?


Chapter 8

The door to the bathroom creaked open and Ollie turned to see Janey poke her head through the narrow crack. He blushed and zipped up his pants before turning away from her, “I’m trying to wash my hands. Damn, can’t I get a little privacy.” Ollie wore a tight-fitting collared shirt tucked into a pair of khakis. It was his normal attire before his gender-swapping adventures began a few weeks ago.

Janey pressed her way into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. She turned Ollie’s face from side to side and a brief frown spit her lips as she asked, “You changed back into yourself?”

Ollie shrugged and tossed the empty gender-swapping lotion bottle into the garbage can. This afternoon he met with Dr. Hardy for the third time. She tutored him on his philosophy only very briefly before they were consumed by passion. In the last three weeks since Ollie started turning into a woman, his relationship with Janey changed. There was an awkward air in between them and he struggled to express his feelings to her.

“I wanted to see you all dolled up as a woman,” Janey said hopping onto the counter next to the sink. The short blue jeans ended at her mid-thigh. Water on the counter dampened her left ass cheek, and she felt at it with her hands before shrugging it off.

“I do make a cute girl. Maybe I’ll show you sometime,” Ollie admitted with a sheepish grin. He turned back to face Janey, but her legs dangled in his way. He could not leave the small bathroom without moving her. He wanted to show her his body as a woman, but it worried him that she might react poorly or reject this alternative version of him.

Janey flipped the long brown braided hair from one shoulder to the next and replied, “I really want to see you gender-swapped sometime.”

“I don’t know,” Ollie said casting his eyes down and away from her. He was both ashamed at how much he enjoyed being a woman and worried that he could never have an actual relationship with Janey.

“Come on. We could get into so much trouble as two women,” Janey grinned at Ollie. He was firmly in the friend zone and turning into a woman permanently would eliminate any chance he had at a relationship with her.

“I passed my class. I can stay on the team,” Ollie said, changing the subject. He tried to push her knees to the side so he could exit the bathroom, but Janey pushed back against him.

Janey hopped down from the counter and stood in front of the door. Hands on her hips, she said, “Why don’t you sound happy about it?” She stepped towards Ollie, blocking off more of the bathroom.

“I don’t know. I don’t feel right like this,” Ollie stammered. He had nowhere else to retreat to. The toilet was inches behind him and the bathtub was the only viable escape route. Pushing back the shower curtain, Ollie stepped into the bathtub and tried to step past Janey.

“What do you mean?” Janey jumped into the bathtub with him and pushed him against the wall. Ollie sighed, trying to hide his arousal. He desperately wanted this to turn sexual. Janey grinned at her prisoner and said, “Answer me honestly, and I’ll let you out of the bathroom.”

“I’m not sure. All this back and forth with my gender is getting pretty confusing,” Ollie sighed and sank into the bathtub. He sat staring up at Janey. “I’m not sure I want to play football anymore. I might want to be a woman full time.”

“Did Heidi fuck you?” Janey asked with a knowing smile.

“What?” Ollie stammered a response, “No… well… yes. She did. Did you know she was a futanari?”

“I always wanted her to fuck me,” Janey admitted sitting on the edge of the bathtub. She sighed, staring down at Ollie with her deep blue eyes.

“What? Really? I thought you were into guys,” Ollie wondered not for the first time if there was a chance he could get with Janey.

“I’m pansexual. You know that,” she teased as if this were information he already had. Ollie could not remember a time when she had ever admitted anything about her sexuality.

“You’ve told me this, but I don’t get it,” he lied about already knowing it. He did not want to give her the impression that he forgot a previous conversation.

“That’s OK. I still love you.” Janey leaned forward and kissed Ollie on top of his head. “Do you enjoy being a man or a woman more? You can decide there’s no wrong answer,” Janey stood from the bathtub and turned to face the mirror. She wiped at some mascara and puckered her lips.

“I don’t know. I never envisioned myself in this situation,” Ollie stood from the tub, but she still prevented him from leaving the bathroom.

“I don’t know if Heidi can turn you into a woman permanently, but you could ask her,” Janey offered a possible solution and opened the door and stepped out into their apartment. She strode towards the front room without a second glance back to her blushing friend.

Ollie followed her out into the hallway leading to their adjoining rooms but stopped at the intersection. Childhood neighbors and now college roommates the two had been best friends from a very young age. Ollie wanted to share his life with Janey, but did not know what that would look like after he settled his tumultuous thoughts. He said walking into his bedroom, “I think I will. I don’t know what to do.”

Janey turned around, surprised that he had not followed her into the front room. She walked back to his bedroom door and leaned against the wall saying,  “Whatever you decide, I will always love you.”

“I love you too,” a long awkward pause stretched between them. Neither made a move, but both wondered what the other meant by their declaration of love. Was it sibling love, friend love, or romantic love? Ollie grinned sheepishly and pulled out his phone. “I’m going to call Heidi.”

Janey smiled at him and walked away. There was a brief sadness in her eyes that never met the rest of her face. Ollie dialed Heidi’s number.

It rang twice before she answered, “Ollie. Are you out of my gender swap lotion already?” Her rich voice carried a hit of sensuality through the phone line.

Ollie replied as he sat on his bed, “Yeah. I am. Can I swing by tomorrow? I’m feeling confused and I want to talk things through with you.” He collapsed onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling.

“Sure. I’ve got another customer tomorrow. Maybe you can convince her it will all be worth it,” Heidi said in cheerful tones.

“Yeah. I can chat with someone for you.” Ollie wondered what he would say to convince another guy to gender swap. He pursed his lips and blushed. If he tried to convince anybody to gender swap, he would have to give in to his desires and admit that he loved it.

“What did you want to talk about?” Heidi asked.

“I’m feeling strange in my skin. I want to talk through it and see what we can do,” Ollie explained. He rolled onto his side and whispered, “I’m not feeling comfortable as my old self and I don’t know what to do.”

“Sure. Come over around noon,” Heidi said, “I’m happy to work things through with you.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Ollie said goodbye and hung up the phone. He lay in bed ignoring homework as he wondered if he would be happy as a woman for the rest of his life.


Chapter 9

Hours of stewing over his gender dysphoria left Ollie in an emotional knot. Ollie drove up to the small cottage at the edge of their college town. The brown and white ranch-style home sat nestled in a thicket of trees surrounding it on all four sides. Ollie parked his car next to a red truck. It looked familiar to Ollie, but he could not place the owner in his mind. He rang the doorbell and starred back at the truck, wondering if he knew Heidi’s new client.

Heidi answered the door with a friendly smile and a wide hug. The pretty redheaded woman with slender hips and small breasts opened the door wide and motioned for Ollie to enter, “Ollie, I’m so glad you’re here.” The Playstation logo shifted around the television screen where Heidi’s console sat on pause.

Ollie stepped into the room and took off his shoes. In a nearby bathroom, the faucet ran. Ollie glanced at the bathroom door and asked, “New client?”

Short red hair bobbed up and down, “Yes. She’ll be out shortly.”

A woman? Ollie wondered why a woman would want to be a man, but his mind was filled with #metoo and the rampant sexism in his culture made it abundantly clear why some would want to change gender. He nodded his head and said, “Heidi Hey, I need to ask you something.”

“Come in come in,” she motioned him to sit down on the couch. Ollie recalled their first encounter on this couch a few weeks ago. Heidi’s futanari cock filling his pussy as they wrestled on the couch. A shiver ran up his spine. Ollie followed her to the couch. Three coasters sat on the coffee table. Three bottles of beer sat on the coasters. Two were open, Heidi popped the cap on the third and passed it to Ollie.

“Thanks,” he replied, taking a small sip and placing the drink onto the table. Ollie sat in a recliner a few feet away from Heidi. He wanted to speak his peace before their interaction turned sexual.

“I’ve got another client in the front room. Her name is Kylie,” Heidi said, taking a sip of her drink.

The red truck clicked in his mind and Ollie knew that it was his friend Kylie. He had tried to take her on a few dates in the past, but she had rebuffed his attempts. “Kylie no way. What are you doing here?” he asked.

The bathroom door opened and a short girl with brown hair tilted her head, confused. Kylie squinted at Ollie, shocked that he was in the room. The black spandex pants hugged her legs tightly, but her loose-fitting orange shirt hid her hips and small breasts from view. “Ollie? How do you know Heidi?” Kylie asked, walking around the couch towards him. She held her arms out wide for a hug.

Ollie stood and hugged his friend. She squeezed his sides firmly and retreated to the couch next to Heidi. “A mutual friend introduced us,” Oliver explained. “What are you doing here?”

“Well. I heard about Heidi and I’ve always wondered what it's like to have a dick,” Kylie said without missing a beat. Ollie stared at Heidi in shock. He never expected this cute girl to say anything of the sort.

“Wondering what its like and actually growing one are two very different things,” Ollie said blushing.

Heidi placed a hand on Kylie’s knee. She rubbed the other woman’s thigh gingerly. She said squeezing her toned leg, “Kylie doesn’t trust that it works. Ollie here can attest to my methods. He has been using my lotion for a few weeks now.”

“Wait why would you need to grow a dick?” Kylie raised an eyebrow at Ollie confused.

“No, I’ve been turning into a woman and back to myself,” Ollie explained. “I did it for my presentation with Dr. Hardy. It’s been working too well, you could say.”

“Wait what?” Kylie turned from Heidi to Ollie with her mouth hanging open in shock.

“Well. I’ve been having an affair with Dr. Hardy. She’s tutoring me and helping me get better grades,” Ollie said, blushing bright red. He pictured the dominant woman forcing her cock into his ass and sucking on his breasts and let out a soft sigh.

“It sounds like that worked out nicely for you,” Kylie said with a half-grin.

Heidi slapped her leg and said, “Naughty girl. Don’t tease Ollie. He’s trying to figure out his sexuality.”

“Yeah. Now I have to turn into a woman for all of her classes and our weekly tutoring sessions,” Ollie tried to explain his feelings, but he sighed. He had always been a man, but given the choice, he wasn’t certain what he wanted to be anymore.

“He’s a repeat customer,” Heidi grinned.

“It sounds like it.” Kylie turned to face Heidi and said, “That means it works.”

“Yeah its unbelievable, but it does work,” Oliver replied.

“Well, I want to try it out then.” Kylie pulled down her spandex pants, revealing her trimmed pubic hair shaped into a small triangle above her pussy. Ollie blushed at the sudden revelation of the girl's intimate parts. Heidi bit her lip and crossed her legs to hide the growing erection under her skirt. “I want to grow a dick,” Kylie demanded.

Heidi pulled out a white bottle of lotion and opened the lid. She motioned for Ollie to come help. He sat on the coffee table in front of Kylie and said, “Whenever I come to your house the best things happen.”

Kylie blushed at him and said, “What do you have to do?”

Heidi spilled the lotion into Ollie’s hand and then into her own and said, “You get her pussy, but when that cock grows it's all mine.”

Ollie blushed but nodded his head. He knelt on the floor below Kylie and said, “Uh… I never expected to be in this position, but here goes.” Lathered in lotion, he rubbed his hands across the edges of Kylie’s pussy. The skin was a few shades darker tan than her olive flesh. Ollie parted the lips with his fingers and ran his finger along the circumference.

Kylie’s breath lengthened, and she said, “Sorry, I never took you up on your offers for dates, Ollie.” She gripped the couch cushion below her and leaned her head back, enjoying the touch.

Heidi let out a soft giggle and said, “I didn’t realize that you two had a history.” She rubbed the lotion into the skin above Kylie’s clitoris. Heidi pinched her clitoris and rubbed gently across the flesh. Ollie probed his fingers into Kylie’s pussy.

“What did you need?” Heidi asked Ollie. She worked the lotion into Kylie’s skin. Her hands brushed against Ollies as the two pleasured Kylie. Kylie’s breath became labored and short. The muscles in her abdomen flexed. She gripped her small breasts, rubbing her tits through the fabric.

Ollie’s cock grew erect as he listened to Kylie’s breath shift into moans. He dipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed in and out as he asked, “Heidi, I really feel confused. I think I want to be a woman full time. Is that something you can do?”

Kylie’s vagina twitched and the flesh of her clitoris bulged under Heidi’s massaging fingers. Kylie groaned and shifted her legs. Ollie pulled her spandex pants down and off, allowing Kylie to spread her legs wide. Heidi bent forwards and took the tiny bump of a cock into her mouth. She sucked on the flesh, flicking her tongue along the bulge. Ollie pulled his hands out unable to finger fuck Kylie while Heidi sucked on the growing dick. Inside Heidi’s mouth, the small cock grew and shifted until it pressed against her cheek. Heidi pulled her mouth from the growing cock with a grin.

“We can try,” she said to Ollie. She licked her lips and said, “I’ve never had a customer change completely. We can try it.” Kylie let out a moan and stared down at her vagina. A thick futanari cock stretched from her vagina and stood up straight. Heidi grinned at Ollie and said, “Damn, I love this part.”

Cum dripped from the growing cock. Kylie reached down and gripped the small four in cock and bit her lip. “Oh god, this is amazing.” Ollie adjusted his khaki pants, allowing his cock to grow erect unhindered by the fabric of his pants. Heidi squirted more lotion onto her hands and slathered it onto the cock rubbing along the firm shaft. She formed a circle with her index finger and thumb and pinched the tip while she rubbed the lotion in with her other hand.

“What would happen if I never put on the lotion that turns me back into a man?” Ollie asked.

Heidi ignored his question and shifted into place on top of Kylie. She lifted her skirt and lowered her vagina onto the small cock. Kylie shuddered when her firm cock penetrated Heidi’s vagina. Ollie sat back on his knees watching the two futanari fuck. Heidi rocked her hips along Kylie’s cock. Kylie groaned and lifted her legs as cum shot from her small cock. It dripped down Heidi’s vagina and onto the couch below. Ollie licked his lips, wishing he could be in the center of this. He sat in between Kylie’s legs and placed one hand on Kylie’s vagina and the other he placed on Heidi’s. Heidi rocked her hips, encouraging more growth. The movement rubbed the lotion deeper into the growing futanari cock. Heidi’s cock bulged out of her jean skirt, creating a canopy with the fabric. Her small breasts bounced tight against her chest as she fucked the growing cock.

Ollie reached around and stroked Heidi’s cock with his left hand and finger fucked Kylie’s pussy with his right. His hands still held the lotion from earlier and he rubbed it into Heid’s cock. It lathered into her flesh and her thick member grew, tearing through the jean skirt. Kylie’s cock grew inside Heidi with each thrust. It shifted and bulged wide and larger until it filled Heidi’s pussy.

Kylie moaned and shifted her head from side to side as intense pleasure filled her. Ollie pushed his fingers into her pussy fast and rubbed the base of her cock, then shifted back to her pussy. Cum squirted out from her vagina, spraying him in the face. Ollie licked the nectar from his lips and pressed his mouth to her pussy. His face sat below Heidi’s ass and he penetrated Kylie with his tongue. He sucked on her flesh and gripped Heidi’s cock with both hands. As it bulged larger cum shot from her cock spraying across Kylie. Cum burst from Heidi’s cock, streaming into Kylie’s hair and onto the couch. Her cock grew two inches and burst with another shot of cum. Heidi screamed out and twitched on top of Kylie. She shifted her weight forward and pressed her chest against Kylie. The two futanari women screamed out in unison. Cum burst from Kylie’s futanari cock, filling Heidi’s pussy then dripping onto Ollie’s face. He lapped up the cum with his tongue as they fucked through her ejaculation.

Breathing slowed, and Ollie pulled his face out from Kylie’s pussy. He wiped the cum from his nose and lips and sat on the coffee table staring at Heidi and Kylie. Their cocks throbbing, the two futanari women were not even close to finished. Ollie cleared his throat and called Heidi’s attention, “I want to be a woman forever, or maybe a futanari.”

Heidi pulled her torn skirt from her waist and slid it down her legs. Afterward, she sat on Kylie’s cock again and rubbed her clitoris against the thick shaft. She spoke over her shoulder at Ollie. “I’ve seen people slowly turn back into their original gender and I’ve seen them stay in their swapped form. It’s different every time.”

“What if I kept coming back every time I changed back?” Ollie asked. “I need to be a woman for the rest of my life.”

“It might work eventually. I can’t control how your body reacts,” Heidi panted and reached a hand down. She guided Kylie’s cock into her pussy again and placed her hands on the top of the couch for support. With better support, she rocked her hips hard against the cock. Kylie lifted her orange shirt, revealing a black sports bra. She gripped her small breasts and rubbed them as Heidi bent down to kiss her.

“OK. Let’s try it and see,” Ollie said. He wanted to join in the fun but knew that his heart was meant for someone else. Ollie pinched Heidi’s ass and said, “Thank you so much.”

“Whatever you want. I’m happy to help,” Heidi panted in between thrusts. She pointed to a bag near the front door. “Take the purple bottle. I made it special for you.” Kylie gripped Heidi by the hips, forcing the firm thrusts onto her cock as she moaned.

“How much do I owe you?” Ollie asked, pulling out his wallet. Heidi shook her head and motioned for him to leave. Ollie watched them fuck and rubbed his cock gently. “Thanks so much, Heidi.” Ollie waved goodbye, “See you later Kylie. I hope you enjoy that cock of yours.”

“You don’t have to leave yet,” Heidi said as Ollie walked to the door. He turned to face Heidi and all he could think about was fucking his best friend. Ollie shook his head and said, “Part of me wants to, but I want to be with Janey.” Precum dripped from his cock, staining a wet spot in his khaki pants.

“Good luck,” Heidi mouthed before leaning down to kiss Kylie again. Kylie gripped Heidi by the shoulders and twisted her onto the couch. Kylie mounted the other futanari with an eager growl. Ollie opened the door and exited the house, wishing he could share his life with Janey.

In the driveway, Ollie pulled out his phone and sent a text to Janey, “I got another dose of the gender swap lotion. I’m going to show you what I look like tonight when you’re out of class. I’m sorry I haven’t shown myself to you yet. I hope you like what you see. I might stay that way. I guess I just want your opinion on it.” Ollie listened to the moaning sounds of Kylie and Heidi coming from the small cottage. He imagined himself sleeping with Janey and bit his lip knowing it could never be. He sat in his car and turned it on when his phone vibrated.

“OMG. I’m so excited. I want to do your makeup so badly,” Janey replied a minute later.

“That sounds fun. Let’s do it,” Ollie replied before pulling out of the driveway and heading home. Ollie wondered if he could ever truly be happy if Janey was not part of his life. She was his best friend, but he wanted her to be more than that. If he confessed to her, it could end their lifelong friendship.


Chapter 10

“What time will you be home later?” Ollie typed the question into his phone and sent the message to Janey. He placed the phone on the kitchen counter and unzipped his pants. The front window let light in through the thin shades, sending rhombus-shaped shadows across the room. Ollie pulled the purple lotion bottle from his pocket and spun it in his hands as he considered the implications of his choice to transform into a woman for the rest of his life. He would have to give up his spot on the football team. All of his relationships would change, but his only concern there was his relationship with Janey. 

Ollie stripped himself free of his khakis and tossed them over the back of the couch. The keys in his pocket jangled as it settled into place. He pinched himself on the cheek and said, “Alright Oliver, this is it. I’m doing this for the last time.” Ollie pulled down his gray boxers and stood naked from the waist down in his living room inspecting the bottle of gender-swapping lotion. He ran a hand through his short blond hair. He never used any product in it and the blond hair spilled to the left of his scalp, hanging idly over his left eyebrow.

The white lotion spilled into his open palm. Ollie gripped his flaccid cock with his hand and rubbed the lotion into his skin. The cool liquid seeped into his flesh. A tingle of prickling needs spread from his toes up to his head. The lotion dissolved into the flesh of his cock and balls as he worked his hands on his member. The tingling sensation grew more intense. Ollie shivered and glanced at the half-full purple bottle. He wiped his hands clean on his cock and shivered. The shaved legs stood out against his finely muscled thighs. After a few weeks of turning into a woman every other day for his tutoring sessions with Dr. Hardy, Ollie began shaving his legs every day.

“That never happened before.” Panic set in and Ollie rushed to the sink. Chilly water rinsed the remaining lotion from his hands down the drain. Ollie splashed the water into his face, but the tingling sensation lingered. “Fuck,” Ollie cursed, running into the other room towards his phone. “I need to call Heidi.”

Lunging across the room, he lost his balance and tumbled to the ground. Tingling prickles of pain welled up in his ankles. The sensation was acute at first but spread in intensity throughout his legs. Ollie struggled to stand and reach for his phone on the counter, but his legs would not hold him. He muttered a slew of curses and pulled himself up onto a pinewood chair. Ollie glanced down at his legs as he pulled himself up. The finely toned muscles on his thighs and calves softened into round curves. Ollie grabbed his phone and let out a long breath trying to calm his nerves.

Janey’s response to his message waited for when he checked the phone, “I’m getting out of class now. You don’t meet with Dr. Hardy on Wednesdays. Why are you swapping to a woman today? You like being a cute girl, huh?”

Ollie blushed at the accusation but dropped the phone when the tingling sensation spread from his legs to his groin. Here the feeling shifted from prickling needles to spinning water under his skin. A whirlpool of sensation meandered around his groin and into his balls. Ollie gripped the chair with both hands, trying to ride out the intense pressure on his insides. His ball sack shriveled and shrank in onto itself. Ollie reeled forward and placed his forehead on the counter. The sensation of swirling liquid moved into his cock. He expected cum to burst free. All sensation vanished. Sweat beaded on Ollie’s brow. He glanced down at his groin. No cock rested in between his legs. He probed with gentle fingers and found the soft flaps of his labia intact. He was a woman now. Ollie was finally himself again.

Ollie sat up and adjusted his light blue collared shirt. It bulged out where newly grown breasts pressed against the fabric. They were smaller than before. Ollie frowned, “Why didn’t they grow as big this time?” Disappointment clear on his face, Ollie stood and forgot to send a reply to Janey. “Maybe they’ll grow bigger if I use the rest of the bottle.” He emptied the rest of the lotion into his hands. A soft sensation of tingling formed on his skin. Ollie pulled off his shirt and rubbed the lotion into his breasts and neck. He lost most of his muscles whenever he shifted into a woman, but on his narrow physique, they still stood out and defined his abs and arms. He worked the lotion into his skin and hummed a tune. He left no part of his body untouched by the liquid.

With the bottle empty, Ollie offered it a satisfied nod, “Alright, let's see if this will be permanent this time.” Ollie left his khakis and shirt discarded on the floor and couch while he walked into his bedroom. In a neat pile on the nightstand sat a new outfit. Ollie pulled the tag from the new teal sundress and slipped it over his head. The flowery fabric reached down to the bottom of his ass. “Damn, he muttered. The cut is too short.” He pulled on the dress, trying to make it reach his thigh. It was cute but designed for a slightly larger bust. “I could keep it as a blouse and wear shorts with them.” He tilted his head, considering his options.

A knock sounded at the door. Ollie jumped out of his thoughts and spun out of his room. He walked up and pulled it open. Andrew, the quarterback from his football team, stood at the door with a cocky grin on his face. Surprised eyebrows shot up and he leaned forward, “It’s you from a few weeks ago. You were that girl in the hallway.” He Ollie’s sexy female body and nodded his head. Ollie remembered that the sundress did not cover his ass. The embroidered fringe of the teal dress barely covered his pussy.

Ollie gripped the door and pressed it closed until his face was the only part of him visible. “Andrew right? What do you need?”

“How do you know Oliver or are you Janey’s friend?” Andrew shifted his weight to the side until he could see into the room again. He stared down at Ollie’s breasts from above.

“Uh, I…” Ollie tried to think of a lie or a better response to the question, but Andrew cut him off.

“Are those Ollie’s pants on the couch? Ollie, where are you, bro? How the fuck do you get with these chicks?” Andrew pressed the door open and searched the room for his friend. “Where are you?” The quarterback pressed Ollie backward and dipped his head further into the room. Ollie ducked behind the door and pressed his shoulder into the wood, forcing it closed. Andrew set his shoulders and stood his ground on the threshold.


Chapter 11

“Is Janey home?” Andrew turned his face around to the door and stared at the half-naked Ollie.  His cargo shorts swung with the weight of his wallet in the front baggy pocket as he walked and the white shirt clung to his muscular chest, defining the ridges and angles of his chiseled body.

Ollie pressed into the door a second time. The teal dress caught on the door handle, pulling the fabric out into a triangle shape away from his body. Andrew stared at Ollie’s slender legs and gently curving body. “Shit,” Ollie muttered as he jumped back away from the door to pull his dress back into place. Ollie darted across the room and grabbed his khakis. He did not realize that they no longer fit his gender-swapped body.

“How is Ollie so lucky? He lives with two fucking cuties,” Andrew stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. The deadbolt clicked into place, locking them together in the small apartment.

“Uh..,” Ollie stared at the door shocked. He walked to the other side of the couch placing it between him and Andrew.

“Can I come in and wait for him?” Andrew asked walking towards Ollie. The couch directly in his path, Andrew swerved around it. Ollie paced backward bumping into the pinewood table behind him. Andrew leaned against the back of the couch staring at the bumbling Ollie. He spoke through a  half smirk, “You ran away so fast last time I saw you. I wanted to get your number, but now that I’ve got you here…” He trailed off and stared at Ollie’s legs.

“You don’t have me here. I’m uh… Janey will be home soon,” Ollie explained, pulling the khakis low and dipping his left leg into the hole. He 

“There are only two bedrooms in this dorm. Do you live here or are you just visiting?” Andrew watched Ollie pulled the pants up to his thighs.

“Yeah…?” Ollie said with a lilt to the word, phrasing it as a question. The pants hung loosely around his waist and billowed out awkwardly on his slender curved frame. He gripped the front of the khakis in a fist, holding them in place over his legs. The dress slid into the khakis and draped down the front in folds.

“Why are you putting on Ollie’s pants?” Andrew crossed his arms, confused.

“Because they were here,” Ollie pointed to the couch and said, “Also I was naked and you walked into the room.”

“You could get naked again,” Andrew said stepping up to Ollie. He gripped the khakis in his hand and pulled them down. Strong, calloused fingers brushed against Ollie’s thigh as he pulled.

“Andrew stop it. I’m not interested,” Ollie shouted, slapping his hand away. The khakis fell to the floor around his ankles. Ollie wanted to punch the irritating man. How could women put up with this?

“It bothered me that you knew my name before I introduced myself the other day. Do I know you from somewhere?” Andrew said, pulling Ollie close to him. His cock pressed against the cargo shorts and into Ollie’s abdomen.

Ollie could not determine the size of the cock through the shorts. He needed this to end. Andrew had to leave the apartment. Ollie prepared to confess his feelings for Janey, and he did not want Andrew to mess it up. He decided to risk telling the truth, “It’s me, Ollie. I’m a woman now.”

“Shut up,” Andrew laughed, glancing at Ollie’s room in the back of the apartment. “That’s a dumb joke. I can tell you’re not him. I chatted with Ollie yesterday and he was not a woman.”

“No, I’m being serious,” Ollie pleaded with Andrew. “I’m Ollie, your wide receiver. We’ve been on the same team a few years now.” Ollie pulled himself away from Andrew, but the stronger quarterback held him firmly in place against his cock.

“How is that possible?” Andrew asked, narrowing his eyes. “I don’t believe you.” He stared down at Ollie and wrapped his arms around his back.

“I don’t know how this is possible. It just is,” Ollie wondered how Heidi made the lotion, not for the first time. “Andrew I want you to leave.” Ollie slipped down out from the other man’s embrace and stepped away.

“Shit, even if you are Ollie transformed into a woman, still fuck you. You’re super cute,” Andrew said as he walked toward Ollie until there was nowhere else to run.

Cornered in between the couch, wall, and Andrew, Ollie shouted, “Andrew I want you to leave.”

“Ollie if it's really you, then you should show me your tits and pussy. You know, for science. I need to see if you turned into a woman or if your crossdressing.” He stared at the edge of the teal sundress and reached down to pull it up.

“Andrew get out,” Ollie shouted again.

Strong hands pulled the dress up over Ollie’s face. Andrew laughed and groped at Ollie’s breasts. The hands moved around his soft flesh, massaging the nipples and squeezing the plump but small breasts. “These look smaller than I remembered from the other day in the hall. Were you wearing a push-up bra?” Andrew moved his attention down, but Ollie lashed out with a swift knee to the groin. Andrew blocked the movement by twisting his hips to the side.

“Get out now,” Ollie shouted, tugging on the dress to pull it from his face. With a cleared vision, he saw Andrew pull out his cock. The taller quarterback leaned in to kiss Ollie, but Ollie slapped him across the face.

“You know you want this,” Andrew said pushing Ollie into the wall.

The deadbolt clicked unlocked and both Andrew and Ollie turned to the door in unison. Ollie slapped Andrew and pushed him away. “What the fuck Andrew this is rape,” he screamed. His voice carried out of the apartment and through the hall. Janey stood in the doorway, shocked. She wore cutoff jean shorts. The loose blue threads reached down to her mid-thigh. The bags of groceries in her hands slipped to the ground and crashed in a pile.

“Get off me,” Ollie shouted, pushing Andrew off of him again.

“Shit. Fine, I’m leaving,” he said in frustrated clipped words. Andrew turned to face Janey, his cock firm and throbbing, flailed about as he shifted his weight from side to side. “Hey, Janey. We should get together sometime.” Andrew walked away from Ollie but kept his cock out in the open.

“I’m calling the cops if you don’t leave right now,” Janey replied in cool, quiet words. She reached into her back pocket and pulled out her phone. At eye level, she snapped a picture and said, “This is the face of a rapist.  I’ll be sure to post it and your tiny dick for the whole world to see.” Janey entered the room and stood perpendicular to the door and pointed for Andrew to leave.

“When you change your mind you have my number,” he folded his cock back into his pants and stared at Janey. The thick-rimmed glasses framed her penetrating blue eyes. The blank expression on her face forced Andrew to leave the room.

Ollie panted and fell to the ground behind the couch. He could see the top of Janey’s head from his position. Face in his hands, he cried.


Chapter 12

The groceries in the doorway propped the door from closing all the way. Janey left her mess on the ground to attend to her best friend. Darting around the couch, she knelt in front of Ollie and took his hands into her own and said, “Are you all right?”

A tear escaped Ollie’s eyelid and ran a zigzag down his cheek as he replied through a shaky voice, “I don’t know. That was upsetting.” The teal sundress draped over his crossed legs and rested on the floor. He stared at his discarded Khaki pants and regretted his decision to transform into a woman. He kept thinking over and over that this terrible treatment would be the norm for the rest of his life.

“Yeah some men are pigs, but not all. You’ve always been one of the good ones, but it seems now your not a man anymore,” Janey fixed the disheveled dress and flattened out a few folds, pressing Ollie into a more presentable look. The blue of her eyes moistened, and she teared up with sympathy for her friend.

“Yeah. I wanted to surprise you in a cute outfit, but that was ruined,” Ollie leaned his head against the wall and closed his eyes. “I don’t know what I was thinking with all this gender-swapping. I…” He wanted to change back into a man, but he was too tired and shaken to think properly.

“It’s OK. Let’s get you freshened up. I can do your hair and makeup. You’ll feel better soon,” Janey rose to her feet and pulled Ollie up after.

Ollie rose on trembling legs and said, “Thanks.”

“You’re super cute by the way,” Janey pushed Ollie towards her bedroom. “Go wait for me there,” she said as she picked up the discarded groceries. Ollie stepped into her room. Pink bedsheets and purple picture frames decorated the white room. He sat on the edge of the bed and sighed, trying to rid his mind of the image of Andrew’s cock.

Janey entered the room with her makeup case and sat on the bed next to Ollie. She scooted across the bed and rested her back against the wall. Legs crossed, she pulled Ollie to face her and opened up the makeup case. Ollie sat in silence as she worked on him. She applied eyeliner, eyeshadow, rouge, and creams that Ollie had never heard of. As she pampered him his nerves vanish. He stared into her blue eyes

“Janey, I need to confess something,” Ollie said as Janey rifled through the shelves in her case.

“What? You want to stay a woman?” Janey accused as she pulled out a lipstick container.

Ollie eyed the container, excited for the lipstick, but even more eager for Janey to touch his lips. “Well yeah, but…,” he trailed off.

The cap came off, revealing a soft red color that accented Ollie’s skin nicely. Janey said, pressing the lipstick to Ollie’s lips, “I figured you might. It’s so fun getting makeup on and dressing cute. I love showing off my body.”

Ollie puckered his lip out, allowing her to apply it better. He waited for her to finish before he spoke, “I know right. You have so much to teach me. I’m so bad at it still.”

“In time my young padawan,” Janey laughed, placing the cap back onto the lipstick.

“Janey, this isn’t what I wanted to tell you,” Ollie said, pressing through his nerves to finally confess his feelings for her.

“What?” she asked, closing the lid to her makeup box.

“I love you,” Ollie admitted. He stared into her eyes intently.

Janey shifted her gaze from his left eye to his right a few times and replied, “I love you too.” She smiled and scooted to the edge of the bed and grabbed the container.

Ollie gripped her by the arm and said, “No Janey. I love you, and I want to be with you.”

She stared down at his hand around her wrist and said, “We are together.”

“You’re being intentionally dense,” Ollie accused, pressing his full lips out in a pouting expression.

“Yeah. I like seeing you squirm,” Janey said through a fit of giggles.

“Meanie,” Ollie said, pushing Janey backward. She fell onto the bed and laughed. Her head landed on the pillow as she kicked out and pushed Ollie down with her feet. He landed perpendicular to her and inches from hitting the wall next to her bed. A picture on the wall shook as he scrambled up to his knees.

Janey wrapped her legs around his waist and tossed him backward onto the bed again. She rose on top of him, holding her hands up in a victory pose. “I’m still waiting for you to explain yourself,” she said, staring down at Ollie underneath her.

Ollie struggled to get free from her, but she held him in place with a sly grin. After a few minutes of struggle he explained, “We have been best friends for as long as I can remember, but never in a romantic way. Yeah, I’ve thought about it occasionally, but I never wanted to ruin the friendship we share. Now I can’t hold back. Janey, I want to be your girlfriend. I want to come home after school and cuddle you all night while watching dumb movies and working on homework.” Ollie bit his lip waiting for her response.

Janey stared down at him with an unreadable expression. She sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. Ollie sat next to her, waiting. Silence filled the room and Janey finally replied, “I’d like that too.” She turned to face Ollie and narrowed her eyes. “I don’t experience an attraction like many other people. I always felt like a stranger around my peers. I never felt attracted to anyone until I knew them.” She paused her thoughts, but Ollie waited for her to continue. She needed to express her feelings and work through them. She shifted on the bed and stared at Ollie’s naked legs. “I never identified as lesbian, or bisexual or anything really, but I can say I am attracted to you. I think I’ve loved you for a long time.”

Ollie leaned back onto his hands behind his back on the bed. He waited to make sure she was finished before speaking, “Was that hard for you? Not identifying as any sexual orientation?”

“Yeah,” she said shifting on the bed until her hips rested against Ollie’s, “It was when I was younger, but I’ve come to terms with it now.”

“You don’t care that I’m a woman now?” Ollie asked to make sure she was fine with his decision to stay as a woman. “I don’t think I’ll ever go back to being a man.”

“As long as I’m with you I don’t care what you are,” Janey said placing an arm around Ollie’s shoulder.

Their lips touched, and Ollie breathed in her scent as if for the first time. Janey’s nose pressed into his cheek as she turned her face down, kissing him from above. He purred in response to her tongue probing into his mouth. The needle prick sensation of the lotion returned as soon as Ollie felt himself moisten with arousal. It coursed through his vagina and formed a small lump on his clitoris. Janey twisted until she straddled over Ollie’s lap. Her legs wrapped around his back and she hooked her ankles together behind his back. Her blue jean shorts rubbed against Ollie’s teal dress, riding it up with each movement. Ollie reached behind himself and unlocked Janey’s ankles so he could move her leg. Ollie shifted his left leg over Janey’s right until each had a leg over and under the other. Their pussies angled against each other, only thinly veiled by the dress and jeans.

Janey gripped Ollie around the neck, lacing her fingers together behind his ears. She released him from their passionate kiss and rubbed her pussy back and forth against him. The jeans rubbed his inner thigh uncomfortably, but he ignored the irritant and pressed his chest against hers, grabbing Janey’s ass placing a hand in each back pocket. He massaged her plump ass and pressed her vagina harder against him. Forgetting the tingling sensation in his groin. Janey pulled Ollie’s dress down until his breasts spilled over the top of the neckline. They bounced with the forceful thrusting of their scissoring. Ollie moaned in pleasure, feeling an orgasm sweep through his body.

The tip of Ollie’s clitoris twitched and shifted. The slight lump of growth elongated and pressed out against the dress. A cock grew from his clit, arcing upward at an angle along the fabric of the dress. Ollie blushed staring into Janey’s blue eyes, “I think I’m turning back into a man.” They scissored each other hard, both enjoying the pressure on their pussies and breathing hard as they orgasmed.

“What does that mean?” Janey moaned in between breaths.

Ollie shook his head uncertainly. He used more lotion than ever before when he first shifted to a female but then took a second dose before Andrew arrived. The cock throbbing against the teal dress shot cum up against his chest, spraying over his tits. Ollie groaned and fell forward against Janey’s breasts. The cum stained his dress and dampened her tank top. “You need to be naked,” Ollie demanded, pulling up Janey’s shirt. It came over her head, revealing a plain gray bra. Her large breasts filled the cup and spilled out in a nice ‘V’ shaped down her chest. Ollie tore at the straps and groped her breasts with gentle fingers and cupped hands. Janey moaned at his touch and fell backward on the bed, enjoying the attention. Ollie unzipped Janey’s shorts and pulled them down to her knees. The jeans held her legs about a foot apart. He lifted her legs and held her feet on either side of his head. Ollie pushed Janey’s gray panties aside but left them on her as he penetrated her pussy with his futanari cock.

Janey’s eyes widened as the thick cock delved into her cavity. Moist from their scissoring, she was ready for him. She tried to spread her legs, but the jeans held her in place. Ollie pressed her legs down until she bent at a forty-five-degree angle. He lay over her, fucking her from above. The cock thrust firmly into her, digging deep into her vagina. Ollie groaned, unable to control himself, but he worried that the transformation would end soon and he would be a man again. He desperately wanted to stay a woman. Janey’s tight ass cheeks spread wide as he pounded down into her.

Ollie felt the tingling sensation build in his newly grown cock and panicked trying to enjoy this moment. Janey screamed as she dripped with cum. It pooled on the blanket below her. Ollie’s cock grew two more inches as he fucked her. His cock stretched until fully erect it reached twelve inches long. It was twice the size of his original male dick. Thick veins wrapped around the cock, thrumming with energy. The tip twitched, ready to unload cum into Janey’s womb. The gray panties covered her trimmed hair, but with each thrust of his cock, they moved down revealing more of her. The thin strap in between her legs bunched up to the left of the futanari cock.

The teal dress flailed as they fucked. It bunched up between Ollie’s waist and Janey’s raised legs. Each thrust sent it tickling his ass and floating out again. Janey massaged her nipples and bit her lip as she held her breath. All the muscles in her abdomen flexed, showing the faint outline of her abs and biceps. She gripped the blanket, pulling it up an inch.

Janey tried to speak, but her words came out minced by her screaming. Her eyes shot wide open and her mouth hung low. Janey lost herself at the moment, screaming as her eyes rolled back in her head. Ollie’s cock erupted. Cum shot from his dick, filling her vagina. Each pump down into her pussy sent a torrent of semen into Janey. She gripped the bedsheets, shivering as cum spilled down the shaft, dripping and mixing with her juices. Ollie gasped for air groaning as he gripped his breasts, pinching his nipples. The tingling sensation of his transformation subsided and his futanari cock fell flaccid. Ollie pulled his cock out of Janey and collapsed on the bed next to her.

Panting, Ollie felt his breasts and body, wondering if the transformation stopped. “I don’t feel like my body is changing anymore.”

Janey took a moment to catch her breath and replied, “Damn that was weird, but I loved it.” She pulled her jean shorts off and tossed them into the dirty laundry hamper. “Your body is just like Heidi’s now, but sexier,” Janey smiled.

“You never told me how you knew Heidi in the first place,” Ollie reached for Janey’s hand and held it close. Janey stared at it and smiled as Ollie continued, “I’m not sure if this gender swap is permanent, but I think I like it the best. I have the best of both worlds. I get to be a sexy woman, and I have a thick cock.”

“Was your dick always this big?” Janey asked, pinching the large futanari cock. Cum stuck to her fingers, and she licked them clean.

“No, I was not this well endowed until today,” Ollie admitted.

“Let's clean up and cuddle on the couch,” Janey said sitting up. Ollie stopped her with a hand to her breasts. Janey raised an eyebrow and her blue eyes twinkled. “Not done with me?” she asked. Ollie shook his head now and kissed her hand, licking his sticky cum from her fingers.
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