
        
            
                
            
        

    
Gender Swap Soccer Harem:

Transformed to Win

First Time Feminization Sports Romance

Leith Freeman

My team was so desperate to win, they gave up their manhood to become hot, busty, athletic co-ed women!

Will Coach Bryan be able to resist the slutty new team he created? Get ready for a dripping wet orgy of kinky encounters between a coach and his curvy, wet and ready team of men-turned-women. 
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Prologue

“Come closer, Coach… I promise we won’t hurt you if you give us your big, fat daddy cock.”

I panted and felt my cock grow harder and harder in my uniform pants as the two soccer sluts in front of me begged for my cum. They looked so different now that they were women. I couldn’t reconcile the image of the young, slutty whores in front of me, yearning to be plugged up with men’s seed, with the college jocks that had stunk up the men’s showers with their sweat the day before.

Their tits were plumped up as they jiggled them in their hands and begged me for my cock. They wanted to suck me, and I had to try not to give in.

That was proving especially difficult. I knew the consequences if I slept with one of the students on the soccer team that I coached. Even if they were in college, and I was head coach at a university, there were lines that I wasn’t supposed to cross.

“Please, Coach, I promise that I won’t tell anyone you transformed us into women…”

“Me too Coach, just give us your fat cock, that’s all that we need!”

“Haven’t we been good girls for you? We’re so much better than the guys we used to be. Didn’t we have a long, hard, practice today? Don’t we deserve all of your cum?”

Their voices echoed in my ears and I knew that my cock had to be purpled and heavily swollen.

There was a whole team of horny, slutty coed whores in front of me on their knees and I didn’t know how long I could resist them.

It was all my fault, too.

Just a few days earlier, I hadn’t been the coach of a women’s team.

I’d been the coach of a losing men’s team. And just like any coach, I’d done what I thought that I had to do to get them to the winning spot.

Just a week earlier, I’d put my gender swap plan into action…




Chapter 1

I blew my whistle as Jim, the goalie, failed to block yet another goal from the team’s worst forward player.

“Circle up, everyone!” I yelled out to the team.

I saw only disappointed, ashamed faces on the young men who ran up panting, cheeks red, to form a tight circle around me.

This was what I deserved for taking a position at a Division I university with a Division III-level soccer team, I thought to myself. I moved for my wife’s job, and now she’s my ex-wife, and what do I have?

A losing team. A divorce.

I looked at the faces of the young men I was coaching and saw their disappointment.

“Sorry, Coach,” The team leader, Matt, said. He was a good-looking guy, the kind that women usually flocked over. He had muscled legs and a great physique, just like the rest of the guys on the team, and his face was the boyish kind that college chicks usually loved.

We were at a D1 school, too, so the women were incredibly hot. I’m talking walking around our swelteringly hot city in short shorts and skirts, tops that showed off massive cleavage, and makeup that made them all look like young, amateur porn stars.

But Matt wasn’t having a great run of things either, and I could see the dejection in his face.

He’d confessed to me that his girlfriend left him for the quarterback of the winning football team recently.

“She just couldn’t stand to be with a loser,” Matt had said, with venom in his usually calm, kind voice. “That was what she said. Is there any way that we can win, Coach?”

“Maybe,” I told him.

I had been lying. There was little chance to win. Except… the nuclear option, basically. There was one strategic way, but I wasn’t going to do it. Not like that.

But that was a month ago. When we still stood a shot at winning. A slim one, but still.

Now it was more like a shot in the dark.

I looked at the sweaty co-eds, all of the raw masculine strength just not enough to overcome the rival team’s coordination and might.

I made a choice at that moment. They had to at least know their options, right?

“To be honest, we don’t have any chance of winning another game in this season with our team standing the way it is.” I was frank, but empathetic.

I could see the dejection in their eyes and mouths. Their broad shoulders slumped over. The team captain, Matt, gave me a forced smile that looked more like a grimace.

“There is one strategy we could use. It’s a long shot,” I said, not lying. “It would require great sacrifices from each and every one of you. But if you want to try, I can tell you how it would all go down.”

Their bodies and faces changed immediately, and I felt the satisfaction of motivating the team I coached for the first time in a long time.

The strategy wasn’t the normal, standard kind though. No, I had a much more twisted, naughty solution to get around the rules.

It was totally legal, but it would involve giving up their male bodies…

And exchanging them for athletic female bodies.


Chapter 2

If it involved transforming them all into gorgeous, athletic women, I was willing to do it…

“The women’s league is just getting started, and the competition in this area is not as fierce. I firmly believe that if you’re willing to transform into women, the gold cup can be ours.”

I paused and waited. But no one spoke. In fact, the group of guys didn’t look as shell-shocked as I had expected them to be.

Instead, I saw only the fire in their eyes and the determination in their bodies. But I had to know for sure.

“I understand that this is a large sacrifice for you. Some of you may have girlfriends, or friends who don’t understand that you want to change. Even if it’s only for one soccer season. So I will leave this choice completely up to you, and your captain, Matt.”

I could see Matt’s boyish, handsome face locked in decision-making mode. Meanwhile, other guys had similar reactions, although two in particular caught my attention.

Rod looked almost angy. He was a defense player, known for his burly strength. He was a big guy with sizable muscles and reddish hair, and the guys called him “Red” sometimes as a joke.

Alex was the goalie, and he looked strangely excited. His eyes glittered. His long hair, which was tied back from his face, was pushed back today making him look even more frail than usual. He wasn’t very popular among the members, being one of the smaller and skinnier players.

But no one else wanted to play goalie, so they had to accept Alex for what he was: one of the physically smaller, weaker players, and not a great goalie, if I had to be honest.

Matt said, “Coach, this is a lot to think about. Can you give us a minute? Actually, uh, maybe until next practice? Just to think about it and so I can talk to all the guys.”

I nodded. “I wouldn’t expect anything less. Come back and tell me your decision tomorrow.”

I had a sleepless night alone in my bed that night. I kept tossing and turning, thinking about what I’d be doing to these guys’ lives if I changed them in this way.

It wasn’t the worst thing in the world. I guessed, logically thinking through my dilemma, that it really was up to them what they wanted to do. I opened my bedside drawer and looked through it in a sleepless fit, making sure that I still had the pills.

A couple years ago, one of my buddies had tried to patent the Gswap pill, but it hadn’t worked out. For obvious reasons, thinking back, primarily the fact that the world just wasn’t ready for men to willingly transform into women at will. It sucked and was unfair.

But times were changing, and already there was more acceptance than there had been back then. Now, my buddy lived half his life as Alicia, and his patent was on the way, although the government office that handled them was moving pathetically slow as usual.

As for how that related to me, he had given me a full supply of the pills back when we were roommates. I have to admit that I’d tried one of the pills once and had been amazed at its effect. It was fun to be a hot chick for a day, but I’d mostly just stayed at home, in bed, furiously masturbating my clit and pussy.

Because no one came in my pussy, I transformed back into a guy not too long afterwards - that was how it worked. Something about the potential fertilization from semen caused the Gswap pill to become permanent if someone came in you while transformed.

After that, though, I’d decided that this just wasn’t for me to use personally. I didn’t care what other guys wanted to do, though.

It was a long time before I fell asleep, but I woke up in the morning and pocketed the pills in my duffel bag just in case I needed them at work today.

I arrived at the stadium eager to hear what my boys had decided on.

One look at their eager but nervous faces and I already knew.

Matt stepped forward and smiled at me genuinely for the first time in a long time.


Chapter 3

I clapped my hands roughly, raising my voice.

“Alright gu- I mean alright, girls, keep the hustle! I want to see you move!”

Behind me there was a cheering crowd of coeds from our university. It was the first game of the women’s season, and our team was already winning at half-time, up by 2 goals.

Matt turned on the field and winked at me as he did a victory lap. God, he looked so different now. After a month of training as a girl, his body had slimmed out and firmed up impressively.

He had kept the sandy blonde hair, which was up in a sexy ponytail for the game, and it was swinging back and forth on his head. Meanwhile, his tits were held up tightly in a sports bra, and the shorts he was wearing should have been illegal. He was getting plenty of attention from the guys in the crowd, too.

I heard them talking before the game about how all they wanted to do was watch hot, slutty soccer chicks running around the field. Well, that worked for me, and it certainly worked for my team of men-turned-women.

Matt wasn’t the only one who had gotten an upgrade in looks.

Rod lunged towards the ball, blocking an assist from the rival team. He stole the ball, his thick female thighs jiggling sensually as he ran forward and passed for once in his life.

His red hair was pushed back from his face as well, but its brilliant color was unmistakable. Although his features as a dude had been strong and masculine, as a woman they were a little softer, but still very harsh and striking, like a top model or actress. His body, too, maintained its earlier build, but with curves for days added on.

He had large, wobbly breasts that his teammates had been teasing him about for months. They were gigantic, and even more hot, his ass matched them while his waist was thin and feminine. He was the definition of a thick hottie, and running around the field in those tight shorts was making men go crazy watching.

Rod waved to the stands reluctantly, glaring at them as was his signature.

The other guys were similarly attractive, just like Rod and Matt. By the end of the game, we were up by four goals, and the rival team had been totally shut out ever since halftime.

Fwoom! The ball shot towards our goal in a last ditch attempt by the rival forward, a plain-looking brunette who seemed incredibly frustrated by the marvelous strength displayed by our university’s women’s team.

There was a dead thud as Alex, our goalie, collided with the ball. The other team’s fans groaned when they realized the goal had been blocked.

And then with a slutty, coquettish grin, Alex threw the ball into the goal just as time was called and the game was over. The rival team cheered for our sportsmanship, and Alex looked super pleased.

Alex’s transformation might have been the most perverted of all. As a small guy already, his female body was the definition of a tight spinner.

He was short and slim, with a perky bubble but small tits, and his hair was dark and brunette, shiny and perfect. He already knew how to take care of long hair as a guy, so as a woman his body was in top condition.

He’d grown so much in flexibility as a woman, able to block goals that the old male body could only have dreamed of.

My team swarmed around me, enveloping me in a group hug of sweaty, hot women. Literally and figuratively speaking.

“Thank you, Coach!” Matt said, hugging me. His blonde bombshell body felt good against my body. Almost too good… I could feel my cock starting to take an interest.

It was impossible not to start getting hard and aroused when I was surrounded by my own team of hot, sweaty, almost naked women.

But I was their coach. And that would be inappropriate, and so, so wrong.

I took a gulp of air and tried to figure out how to extricate myself from the team of eleven young women surrounding me before it was too late.


Chapter 4

“It’s okay, Coach! You can talk to us while we’re changing, it’s not a big deal.” My team told me with grins.

Somehow I had been pulled into the women’s locker room, which was deserted except for our team. It had been a home game, so it was even more satisfying.

I could feel the energy in the air as I sat around the corner from my team of men-now-women. It was an exciting frisson, almost like electricity. Their skin had been shining from sweat and exertion, and now most of them were heading to the showers, which were around the corner as well.

I felt horribly uncomfortable. Here I was, their coach, a man, in the women’s locker room… Sure, they had all been the guys that I coached until recently, until they decided to sacrifice their gender in order to win gold. But there was still something inside myself that felt deeply uncomfortable in this female space.

It didn’t help that most of them had stripped down to their sports bras and panties right in front of me. God, I hadn’t seen a 20-year-old woman naked since I was 20 years old myself, and they were all so athletic and hot and slutty looking, even, with those bulging, genetically-enhanced breasts and asses.

I knew that between their legs most of them had virgin cunts.

“So how do you feel today?” I called around the corner, hearing the hiss of the shower. “I know it’s probably been hard, not being men anymore…”

“No way, Coach!” I heard Alex call back. “It's so much better. Now that I’m a star athlete, my professors totally understand if I have to miss class for a game or practice. And I can like, control them… Just by wearing a really short skirt or a slutty tight tank top! It’s the best time of my life.”

“I wouldn’t say it’s the best,” Rod called back, in an irritated voice, as usual. Most of the guys agreed with Alex, though, and I heard one of them ask Rod if he’d gotten his slutty pussy fucked yet or if he was still using his ex-girlfriend’s dildo.

“Shut the fuck up!” Rod yelled back. Somehow his voice was much less intimidating when it sounded like a typical college sorority chick’s.

“Coach?”

“Yes?” I said. I recognized the voice as Matt’s.

“Can you do me a favor?” said Matt.

“Of course,” I said. “You’re the star captain, and you just won. You can have whatever you want, man. I mean-”

Matt laughed, which was a rich, pleasant feminine sound. “It’s okay. I, um, I left my towel out there. Can you bring it to me?”

“Wow, Matt,” One of the teammates said.

“Uh, I don’t know if that’s a good idea…” I said. “You’re in the shower, and I don’t want to be inappropriate with you, uh. You girls.”

Matt laughed again. “Come on, Coach, just do it. It’ll be fine. It’s just a towel, I know it’s right there on the bench next to you.”

I looked up at the wall of lockers that was all that separated me from 11 nubile, young college coeds, and then back down at the bench.

Yeah, there was a towel there all right.

It was striped pink and white, looking so girly that I wondered when Matt had changed their entire accessory wardrobe.

I picked it up, after I took off my coach’s jacket. It was getting swelteringly hot in here with all of the steam and condensation from the showers.

I shut my eyes and held out the towel as I walked towards the showers.

“Here!” I called, hoping that I wouldn’t have to open my eyes.

“Coach, come on. Just open your eyes already,” said Rod. “We’re all in university. There’s nothing weird about it.”

I opened my eyes.

Before me, it looked like a scene from a wet dream or an expensive porno.

There were 11 women, all with nice, round tits and dripping wet from the water, some of them showing off their asses, and all of their pussies exposed.

My cock immediately got ragingly hard in my pants.

“Fuck,” I said out loud. “Fuck me.”


Chapter 5

I had not expected to lust so thoroughly for the college soccer team that I coached.

“Guys, look at him,” said Rod, mockingly. “Look, Coach Bryan has a big boner in his track pants. That thing must be massive. Oh my god. Is it still growing?”

What started out as derision now sounded like appreciation, as Rod started to notice, his long red hair shining down his back and his big, juicy massive tits sticking out, that my cock was a pretty massive tool.

Matt was the girl closest to me, and she - or he - I didn’t know exactly what pronouns to use anymore for the gorgeous blonde bimbo approaching me so fast I couldn’t get away.

“No, you’re right, it is still growing…” Matt said in a sexy, high voice. I couldn’t believe that this was the former dejected team forward walking towards me with a soapy, sexy coed body.

“Here’s the towel,” I said. “Now you can get dry, and I’m, er, just going to walk away and go now…”

Matt took the towel from my hands. His female body was so close to me now. “I don’t want to get dry, anymore, Coach… Not after seeing how big your cock is… It must be long and also thick, so girthy and huge…”

I gulped. My cock was straining so hard I thought it might break the seams of my loose pants.

“I want you to get wet with me,” Matt breathed in my ear and then grabbed my cock through my pants.

“Oh god,” I said in a moan.

Matt’s hot body then put her hands on the wall, bending over so I could see the shaven, clean pink cunt that was glistening with her own wetness.

“Train me, Coach… Train me to take your cock!”

The other girls cheered when they heard Matt begging for my cock, clapping their hands together like he had scored a winning play.

Rod rolled his eyes and said, “Just fuck the slut already!”

My pants and boxers were off in about two seconds flat.

I couldn’t resist the soccer rsluts anymore.

They were my team, but they had total control of my aging libido and they knew it. They were going to take all of my sperm on their bodies today, all over the big tits and tight asses and pretty faces.

I ripped off my pants and all of my clothes and pushed Matt further into the wall, my cock lined up immediately with her tight, slutty pussy entrance.

I pushed forward, hearing the other team members whispering and telling me to “Fuck her!”

All of it spurred me on and made me harder and hornier than ever.

I pushed forward, my cock head feeling the wet tightness of a virgin college slut.

“Ohhhhhhhh Coach, that feels so good!” Matt moaned. “Please, more, give me your fat cock.”

Matt’s body was nubile, young perfection. As a woman, I could grab onto her big, ripe tits as I sdtated to fuck her hard.

My cock pushed in and out of that tight, newly female pussy, like it was bruising her, I pounded her so hard.

I was breathing so hard and grunting as I concentrated deeply on fucking the tight co-ed pussy in front of me. It felt like a ridged heaven on my cock, which was so big that it felt like I was ramming a big car down a tight little tunnel, and it barely fit inside.

When I looked up I realized that I was once again surrounded.

“Please Coach… You can’t give all the attention to Matt! He’s the captain, but that doesn’t mean he’s the only one who gets your sperm, right?”

“Yeah… give some to the rest of us,” Rod said gruffly, pouting his sexy female face and slinging red hair over his shoulder.

“We’re all sluts just like Matt, and we want to thank you for helping us win our first trophy!”

“You deserve it for being such a  good coach…” said Alex, her tiny, petite body undulating to show off her little cunt.

“Fuck…” I said, in between the tight, wet thrusts of my cock into Matt. “If you insist, girls!”


Chapter 6

It had been an hour, and I still wasn’t done yet.

The shower was steamed up with all of our exertion. Me and the women’s team that I coached, even though they used to be the men’s team…

My cock was lodged in Alex’s tight young pussy. God, she was the tightest of them all so far. She was so small, under 5 feet tall, and her ass was well shaped but so small that it barely fit my cock inside.

I’d had to train her to relax so I could fit my massive, bulging cock inside her all the way, and it was still a struggle.

“Mmmmmmmm YES Coach!” She yelled out, clearly loving it, though.

I’d fucked every girl except for one by now. I looked around me and felt my cock surging in Alex’s pussy. I hadn’t cum yet, they kept begging me to save it for all of them. But it was hard when there was a giant lesbian orgy happening all around me.

The soccer sluts were licking and fingering each other’s pussies, and making out with their wet nimble tongues, and rubbing their tits on each other like they couldn’t get enough of their hot bodies.

They looked like perfect college fuckdolls, all of them, and it made me hornier, I had to admit, knowing that I had caused all of the guys to become this way, just the sluttiest co-eds at the university.

Begging for older men’s cocks just like mine.

I withdrew my cock from Alex’s pussy with difficulty. Her pink, wet wals tried to cling onto me and make me stay inside, but I had one left to fuck.

Rod reluctantly came over and put her hands on the shower wall, but I pushed her lower and lower until she was basically on her hands and knees. I knew from her juicy, curvy body that she could really take a pounding and I wasn’t wrong.

Rod was such a little brat sometimes that the rest of the team absolutely cheered and shouted with glee when I pounded and fucked her out until she was drooling with pleasure.

Her big tits and ass jiggled around like a porn star as my thick, huge cock shoved into her relentlessly. I couldn’t give this up for anything.

“You like that?” I said with glee. “You want me to cum all over your ass, you little slut? You and this team, you’re all such soccer whores, just begging non stop for your Coach’s cum!”

Rod said something quietly, a little moan escaping her body as I smacked her ass hard, spanking her as hard as I could.

“What was that?” I said roughly.

“I said…” Rod said, louder this time. “Don’t cum on my ass… I want you to come inside me.”

That startled me for a moment and I snapped my hips forward until I was buried deep inside her.

Doggy style was such a  primal position that I couldn’t help but hear the need to breed roaring through my body.

“You want what, slut?”

“She wants you to cum inside!” Matt yelled, representing her team as the captain. “We all want you to cum inside us, Coach… Please make us girls forever!”

“Yeah, we don’t want to win just for one season,” added Alex, as she fingered Matt’s pussy. “We want to win every season! We could go pro in the women’s league like we are now, and we never want to change back!”

“Fuck!” I said. “You want to be cumsluts for the rest of your lives?”

“Yes!” Rod yelled, fucking her ass back on my thick cock like she needed it to live, which, she kind of did. “Cum in my pussy right now, Coach! Do it!”

She squeezed her pussy muscles like a practiced slut, even though she’d just learned how to use her new body recently, and I looked around at the amazing pairs of tits and asses and slutty cunts and started to cum inside.

I was giving them a gift, and this was my way of making all my proteges’ dreams come true forever.

“Fuck, you are such a slutty little bitch! Take all of my cum, oh yeahhhhhhhhh!” I yelled out roughly as I plunged deep inside Rod’s pussy, her ass jiggling to coax all of my hot, white creamy seed into her pussy as fast as possible.

“Yessss, oh my god, it’s so good,” said Rod. “All you sluts need to try this, right now…”

I finished cumming in Rod’s slutty cunt and fucked the cum inside her as much as possible.

I grinned.

“All right, who’s next?”




Epilogue

Weeks later, I beamed amidst a cheering crowd. The entire university had come to watch the women’s team play, which was unheard of, but they knew about the superstar players now.

The soccer team were all such huge sluts, and at the same time, they were such masterful players and teammates. Rumors around the university were that they were all lesbians, except for the fact that other rumors said they would sleep with any guy with a huge, fat cock.

The real truth lay somewhere in between.

So the stands were packed with fans of soccer and of slutty chicks running around with jiggling asses and thighs in short shorts and soccer cleats, which made the victory of the season, the gold trophy for Division I, all the much sweeter.

Matt, Rod, Alex, and the rest of the team were almost crying with joy.

They lifted me onto their shoulders with the combined strength of 11 hot, athletic co-eds and cheered wildly.

“Coach! Coach! Coach! Coach!” Their refrain went, and soon it caught on in the stands.

I basked in the glory of it all.

“Don’t worry, Coach…” Matt said to me with a sneaky grin across her pretty face. “We have our own reward surprise for you later.”

I grinned at her and pumped my fist in the air, and said:

“I can’t wait!” 
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