

Gender Swap with the Jock Part 1

“Hey loser!”


I ducked instinctively. Usually when I hear those words, something would come flying at me like food or a wad of wet toilet paper. There was giggling behind me when I ducked and covered. Slowly, I turned around to see who was mocking me now.


Taylor was standing there, very proud of herself. She was gorgeous even though she was a bitch. With auburn hair that fell around her shoulders coupled with smoldering brown eyes, there were many nights I thought about her while I was up in my bed. Her curvy chest stuck out in comparison to the girls on her left and right. Real life mean girls pretty much pulled right from a movie.


Nadia was on the left. A Russian chick that was modeling and became instantly popular once Taylor decided that she was going to be her partner in torturing people lower than her in the social structure.


On the right was Brittney. Typical blonde with a head that could be filled with a bicycle pump. Brittney almost had a body that could compete with Taylor, but the fact that she was so dumb was a turn off for a lot of guys. In class the other day, she asked who Stalin was. Not exactly confidence inspiring. 


At times I got the impression Taylor didn’t even like the girls that she ran with but she just wanted people to boss around and use. I could ponder all those ideas later though. Right now, Taylor was pissed at me and looking to lash out anyway that she could.


“Where did you get those clothes from Frank? Looks like you pulled them off the shelf of a thrift store or something.”


I looked down at my ripped jeans and wrinkled shirt. She wasn’t wrong. I didn’t exactly put a lot of time into my appearance. 


“You can save money and just get clothes right from the trash. Maybe you want to go through my trash and take some of the clothes I throw out on a regular basis.”


It didn’t seem like Taylor was going to let up anytime soon. I could just roll with it. My class was a few doors down and it might be funny to needle her a bit.


“Normally, I would go through your trash, but I heard there are so many used condoms in there from the men you screw, I wouldn’t want to catch a STD.”


Taylor froze in her tracks and the girls at her sides gasped. Nadia put her hand over her mouth in an expression that said to me that nobody had ever talked back to Taylor like this.


I didn’t care if she was the Queen of England. I was tired of being talked down to. If this is what it took, then I was willing to go there.


Taylor didn’t say a word and spun in her shiny, black heels, charging away from me with her two flunkies in hot pursuit. Was it really that simple? She had been harassing me since I got here. Did you just have to fight back and then the bitches of the world turn and flee?


I smirked. If I had known all it took was a slick comeback and a grin, I would have told her off the very first day. The walk to my next class was a short one. I quickly grabbed a seat behind a cheerleader that was dressed in her outfit for the big game tonight. It was always a turn on to be near a girl that was in uniform. 


The cheerleader in front of me looked back briefly as I sat down so I flashed her a quick smile. She rolled her eyes and spun back around. It was difficult to get girls to give a guy the time of day. Cliques were already tightly knit and people didn’t want anything to do with the new guy.


Technically, I was not even the new guy anymore. I was forced to move here four months ago. The military could be a real bitch when it came to setting down roots. A move was pretty much expected almost every year now. 


Maybe I would have been better socialized if it wasn’t for the constant moves. It is hard to become the cool and confident type when you are always getting thrown into new situations.


I looked around the class a bit more and caught one of the more…alternative girls eyeing me. Dark eye make-up and a bright purple shade of lipstick. Now this chick was cool. I gave her a brief wave and she blushed a little and turned away. I made a note to introduce myself to her after class. How did I manage to miss her after all these months? I must have been sleep walking around to miss catching a look from this girl.


The class was as boring as ever. I was never good at math so you could put me in a thousand classes and I would never excel. It just wasn’t my thing. The people around me seemed to have no issues with the material. That was fine with me. I would probably have to copy off them for the test. That was how I could scrape by each time.


I scribbled on my page, drawing different designs. Art was an escape for me. Skulls, surfers, hot-rods. Anything that was cool, I was into it. Once I started, the class seemed to pass quickly. Plus, I got a few cool sketches out of it.


The bell rang and I sat up, stuffing my drawing into my textbook.


“That is pretty cool. Where do you get your ideas from?”


It was the cool girl I saw in class. She was talking to me!


I turned and mustered by best smile, running my fingers through my long hair.


“Anything that catches my eye becomes a subject.”


She smiled at me. “Do I catch your eye?”


I was taken back by how bold she was. This beautiful woman was hitting on me. How did I go from worrying about getting insulted by a bitch cheerleader to interacting with such a great looking girl?


I didn’t answer her question right away. It was obvious she was interested. 


“What is your next class?” I asked heading toward one of the exits for the building.


“Psychology,” she said with a laugh. “It is actually my favorite class.”


“It is an easy class,” I responded with a laugh. “How about we skip our next classes? You don’t really need to go to that class and I don’t really need to go to history. It already happened. Not important now. Why do they make us memorize dates for things anyway?”


This got a chuckle from her. Excellent. She looked great when she was smiling and happy.


“My name is Amber by the way. I know you wanted to know that.”


“Frank,” I said, holding the door open for her.


“A gentleman I see,” she said, waltzing outside. 


We headed for the woods in the back of the school. It was the one area that you didn’t have to worry about people finding you. The dense bushes and thick tree line provided the perfect camouflage for young people that needed a break from the rigors of the academic world.


The trek into the woods only lasted a few minutes. Neither of us wanted to venture too far into the woods. Without any markers, it would be easy to get turned around and just wander for hours looking for a road if your cell couldn’t get a signal.


“Well Frank,” said Amber with a huge grin as she sat down cross-legged. “Why don’t you sketch me if I catch your eye?”


“I will. First though, I need to know something. Why is it I never noticed you before in class? You kind of stand out in the pack with that lipstick and eye shadow. It is like this cool punk rocker type, mean streets kind of girl vibe I get from you.”


“I am so far from that,” she muttered picking up a stick and stabbing it into the dirt. “I moved here just a month ago. It is funny because I noticed you right away. You always seemed distracted in class like you weren’t paying attention. Always scribbling away in your notebook like you didn’t have a care in the world.”


My eyes ran over her body, taking in her delicate features and beautiful eyes. I began my sketch, my pencil tracing over each line of her body. As I sketched, I continued to talk to her, assuring her that my life was still full of problems despite my calm demeanor as the teacher went over page after page of formulas.


“The only reason I don’t freak out in that class is because I know I can cheat my way through the test. I hate number. Numbers hate me. The line has been drawn and it looks like a division sign.”


She giggled. “You are pretty funny Frank.” Her eyes peered at my page as I sketched her out. “You are pretty good at drawing as well. That looks just like me.”


“There is plenty of time to practice in math class,” I said nonchalantly. “It is the other things in my life that piss me off.”


“Like what?” she questioned, her fists on her chin as she leaned forward to hear more. She seemed actually interested in my issues. That was a first. Most people didn’t really want to hear all about what was going wrong. They just wanted to dump off what was bothering them and move on like that somehow made them feel better.


“Do you know Taylor? Total bitch cheerleader. Walks around with a couple of parrots on each shoulder to repeat everything that she says. You could say that she makes it a point to try and make this place a living hell for everyone not in her close knit circle of jocks and jack offs.”


Amber nodded, pressing her lips together in a tight line. “I know the slut you are talking about. There was a guy that I was interested in and she knew it. We were at a party and she pretty much threw herself at him. They messed around and then she paraded her trophy around that party right in my face. She wanted me to know what he had done.”


“So what happened between you and the guy?” My pencil scribbled over the page faster now, picking up speed as the graphite smudged into the page to create a shading effect. I had to pick up the pace. According to my phone we had been out here for almost thirty minutes already. It seemed like time was just flying by as I was talking to this beautiful girl.
  

“Nothing. Nothing happened. He never even found out that I liked him and I was too ashamed to go up and introduce myself at that point. I told myself I would never make that same mistake again. I wasn’t going to leave it up to somebody else. That is why I went over to talk to you.”


It pondered over that for a minute as I continued to put the finishing touches on the drawing in front of me. I spun it around and presented it to Amber.


She gushed and leaned over to hug me tight. I could feel her firm breasts press into my chest and I hoped that she would just hold on for another five minutes straight. When she broke off, I handed the drawing to her, telling her that she could keep it so that she could remember our venture into the woods.


“What can I do to even out the score?” she asked. “I don’t remember the last time a guy gave me anything.”


“How about we get back at Taylor once and for all?”


Amber had a huge smile spread across her face. “She screwed me over and she seems obsessed with screwing up your stay here. I say we do it. So what is the plan???”


It took me a few seconds and then I snapped my fingers. My next class was chemistry. I could whip something up quickly and have it dumped all over Taylor. If she had to walk around all day dyed green that would be an amazing showing of justice.


“What if we put something together in chemistry and then put her in a position so that we could dump it on her?”


Amber nodded, thinking about the idea and mulling it over. “That could work but there is an issue.”


“What is the issue?”


“I don’t have chemistry next period. You would have to throw it together yourself.”


I pulled myself up from the ground and extended my hand down to Amber. She accepted it and held tight as I pulled her up to me. I pulled a little too hard and she collided with me, her soft breasts pressing into my chest again. It was the best feeling having a warm girl rubbing against you. 


She blushed a little and turned away from me, starting off toward the school again. I followed close behind.


“Even if you aren’t there in the chemistry class it will be fine. I can handle it on my own. Do you know a way to make blue dye or something that won’t be toxic? I just want to humiliate her. I don’t want her to get sick from it or anything.”


Amber pulled out her phone as we walked along, swiping left and right and typing up a few things on the virtual keyboard. 


“How about this?” she stated, presenting her smartphone to me. “This should do the trick.”


I agreed and copied the link. If this worked…it was going to be epic!


“How about we link up later after school?” I said nonchalantly. “Why don’t you give me your number?”


She giggled and grabbed my phone to add her contact info. It actually worked! She was giving me her number. The warning bell went off to signal that all students had one minute left to get to their respective classes. I couldn’t afford to be late again. My tardy limit was three and I was already pushing it with two. 


Amber handed my phone back to me. “Make sure you text me. If you forget, I might track you down and that would be really embarrassing for me.”


I gave her the thumbs up and began to weave my way to chemistry. The class was as boring as ever until it was finally time for the lab portion. Now was my chance to strike. I rushed through the assignment, working five times faster than I normally would. The teacher strolled by and saw that I had already logged results for every test with twenty minutes still left. She seemed happy with my sudden interest in chemistry.


Once she had moved on, I checked my phone briefly to make sure I had all the proportions correct. A few minutes later and I had my solution. The liquid sloshed around in the beaker a bright green color. Taylor would look like a lizard person until this stuff finally faded. 


I slipped the stuff in my backpack when the coast was clear and sat back down at my desk. Lunch was coming up and that was when I could take advantage of the commotion and crowds.


Slipping through the halls, I picked Taylor out at her favorite lunchroom spot. She hugged a few girls in super fake manner and then began to work her way over to the bathroom to wash her hands. She didn’t have either of her parrots in tow so it was the perfect time to enact my revenge.


I tried to play it cool as I moved through the groups of people toward the small hall where both bathrooms were located. If I didn’t want to get caught, I had to make sure she couldn’t pin this on me. 


Once Taylor was in the bathroom, I pulled the solution from my pack. A thought struck me. Stick it on top of the door so that when she opens the door to leave, she gets doused. Just like pulling a prank on a friend. This was going to be good.


I looked around quickly to make sure nobody was watching. I was in the clear so I had to take the opportunity right now. A chair provided a convenient step stool and my trap was laid. She wouldn’t know what hit her.


I hid close by and I waited, and then I waited even more. How long did this chick take in there? It had been five minutes now and nothing. Not a scream or a gasp of surprise. 


Something was wrong. I needed to check on what I set up. Did I somehow jam the door? Was she even able to get out of there? When I got a closer look, I couldn’t even see the solution up there anymore. What was going on? Where was the green liquid I made?


The door was slightly ajar. She must have noticed that something was amiss. That was why she wasn’t opening the door. I got closer and that was when all hell broke loose. At that exact point, I could look back and figure out that was when when life as a woman started.


Taylor opened the door at that exact moment, but instead of the stuff falling on her, it splashed all over me.


“What the hell are you doing by the girl’s bathroom?” she screeched at me. “You are a pervert and a loser.”


I tried to cover my face but that just resulted in even more of the weird liquid getting all over me. I was totally screwed. Taylor was yelling and shouting for security. Expulsion was pretty much a definite now. I just had to wait for my punishment now.


“Get this gross guy out here,” Taylor shrieked, pointing right at my chest. I looked down and noticed something was wrong. Why was my chest so large now?


A bald security guard arrived on the scene, his face a grim reminder that he wanted to crack some heads. When he saw me, he just laughed and smiled.


“Taylor, she is allowed in the girls bathroom. This is a woman, just like you.”


The guards words were confusing. I was a girl? Was he blind? I was just me, Frank. Another look at my chest revealed though that the chemical intended for Taylor was having some unintended consequences for myself. I was a girl now! I couldn’t feel my dick anymore. My chest was huge and my cock had been replaced with a moist pussy. What the hell?


Taylor seemed more shocked than anyone, still pointing toward me and calling me a pervert and a twisted man. Brad, her stud boyfriend showed up when he heard all the yelling.


“Is she bothering you?” asked Brad with a smile and a nod toward Taylor. “She can be such a bitch at times.”


I nodded, surprised one of the star players from the team would care about my well-being. “She is being a bit of a brat,” I said, my fingers twirling in my suddenly long and shiny hair. Why did I want to fuck a guy right now? So weird. Still, the thought of cock right now was hot. I wanted some sausage.


Brad took me by the hand. “Let me get you out of here. She shouldn’t keep saying all those nasty things about such a beautiful girl.”


I took his hand, letting his strong grip guide me away from the crowd and Taylor who was still screeching behind me. This was it. This was my chance to really piss her off. I leaned over and gave Brad a huge kiss on the cheek.


“You are my hero,” I stated loudly, pouting out my lips and fluttering my lashes at him. If those chemicals turned me into a woman, the least I could do was use it to my advantage. I could try and steal away Brad from Taylor and totally ruin her life. 


Keeping my lips pouty and full, I asked Brad if there was anything I could do to thank him for being so nice. I ran my finger down the middle of his broad chest, stopping just a few inches away from the top of his pants. Would he take the bait so I could satisfy my unnatural urge for hot dick?


“I wouldn’t mind going to your truck for a few minutes so I can properly thank you. We need some privacy after all.”


Brad froze in place for a second as he realized what I was suggesting. It didn’t take long for him to agree to my suggestion. Young men could be so horny at times. I should know….


We slipped through the parking lot together, Brad taking a look at my backside from behind. It felt like I had a lot more weight back there now. It was throwing me off as I walked since I also no longer had a cock between my legs. None of that mattered though. I was going to give Brad a quick blowjob, spit, and then rub the fact Brad cheated in Taylor’s face until she left me alone permanently. 


It took a second to climb up into Brad’s lifted vehicle. He had tinted all the windows so we would have privacy. He didn’t waste any time yanking down his pants and boxers simultaneously. His dick came into view and it was huge. No wonder this guy was so popular. He was easily as thick around the base as my wrist right now. The length was just as impressive. He topped out at a hefty eight inches and it seemed to still be growing at a fast pace. How the hell did this guy keep his dick contained in his boxers? It must be banging up against his thighs all the time. My mouth watered.


Brad looked over at me and smiled, nodding down toward his prick. This was it. I had never given head before so this would be interesting. I just had to think of what felt good when I was giving myself a hand job in my bed. I should be able to really give this dude an amazing blow job right now. I knew how to get myself off...


Once I ducked down and was at eye level with his huge prick, the thing seemed even bigger. Would this even fit in my small mouth? Long hair fell down in front of my face and it took me a second to realize that it was mine! When those chemicals turned me into a woman, it looked like it altered everything about me. My mouth wanted this dick inside it.


Brad swept my hair back and tied it up into a loose bun with a rubber band that he had handy giving me the ability to really examine him. I gripped the base of his dick, the girth filling up my tiny fist. My tongue came out and gave his head a little lick. He groaned and gripped the back of my head. Brad wanted more. I wanted to taste more of his dick!


I licked him again, running my tongue all over the top of his penis. It was driving him wild. I guess he was used to girls just jumping in and immediately starting up a rhythm of up and down with their lips. My technique was more of a tease. I was building up to bobbing on his cock. Now that I had a star football player alone, I wanted him begging me to suck his cock. It made me feel powerful. It made me feel good! Still, it was hard not to just start swallowing his length.


My tongue came out again and lapped at his thick cock head. Brad shuddered and groaned again. The sounds were so loud that I was nervous we might get caught. He wasn’t shy at all when he was making noise! This guy was crazy.


“Shhhh,” I said softly as my fingers dipped lower and stroked at his nuts. His balls felt so big and full. 


“When was the last time you got to cum?” I asked innocently as my tongue continued to circle around his massive dick. 


Brad pushed down on the back of my head, trying to get my mouth to suck his length in. I resisted, putting up a fight and continuing to just tease his little piss slit, tonguing my way into the small gap at the top of his huge cock head.


“That bitch Taylor never gives it up to me. I have to beg just to get head from her. You come along and almost demand that we get some action. I think I am in love with you already and I don’t even know your name.”


“Don’t worry about it right now big guy,” I say slowly, still licking around the underside of his cock head. I wanted him to take control of me and take control of the situation. I wanted Brad to take the pleasure from my mouth and tongue like a real man would. In the meantime, I would keep teasing him, pushing him to the edge with everything at my disposal. 


My front teeth scraped along the ridge created by the head, nothing serious, just enough to get his attention before I curl my tongue around his throbbing manhood. Brad’s legs start shaking and I smile as I continue to swirl my tongue all over just the tip, pretending I am taking my time to devour a popsicle. Damn. How could you not want to suck dick when it tasted this good?


Pre-cum spills out, just enough to give me a taste and I like it. I had never been one to taste my own loads, but it was like a salty little snack. I wanted more. I continued to tongue his head until another drip appeared. I gobbled it down, sucking it in and down into my stomach. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to eat this guys load. I know I would like it if a hot chick cornered me and then demanded to swallow everything. My stomach roared for semen.


A few licks under the head and he is moaning so loud that I am sure people walking by can hear everything. I put my hand over his mouth as I put my mouth over his head and apply a little suction. The bobbing begins, just an inch or two at first. Brad is loving it and telling me how he likes to have his cock sucked. My mouth is so wet and full of spit as I suck.


“Harder slut. Suck on that cock harder. Really use those lips on me until I pop.”


He was already talking about cumming. This guy was worse off than I thought. It seemed Taylor really never slept with him ever. That wasn’t my problem though. I just had to get him to cum and throw it in Taylor’s face later and make her pay. Still, it was nice to have a little fun with my revenge.


I began to bob up and down faster than before. This was going to be two classes I missed now and I couldn’t do a third. Brad had other things in mind. My pussy was getting so wet just going down on him and he could not hold back the lust anymore.


Holding the back of my head, he began to thrust up, taking my mouth like he would take a woman’s pussy. I couldn’t move my head as I felt myself giving the first deepthroat in my short lived cock sucking career. I tried to swallow but that didn’t seem to matter. Gagging sounds came out of my throat as he continued to hammer up into my face. Saliva began to drip out everywhere. This guy was just fucking my mouth raw now, getting closer and closer to that final pop. 


I increase the amount of pressure I am applying with my lips. He is getting closer and I want to spur him on, get him nice and hot and ready to pop. My hand tucks up under his legs and begins to play with his balls again. They feel nice and large in my warm hands and I stroke them sensuously using just my finger tips to tickle at the sparse hair down there.


Spit from my mouth begins to trail down the long shaft and spill out all over the balls that are in my hand. It feels strange to have my hand get covered in my own spit, but then again, it is even more strange knowing that you are about to take a load in the mouth when you have never given head before.


All of those years of watching porn cum in handy and I tighten my lips up as much as I can and relax my throat so that he can get in as deep as he wants. Brad takes full advantages and begins to thrust with wild abandon. My lips are bouncing off his crotch with each hard thrust he takes. My nose is mashed in by his hard abs as the thrusting gets more frantic. His hips are jumping all over the place as his climax begins to overtake him. It feels like he is out of control and I love it.


“I am going to cum down you throat.”


Those were the only words that I could make out. Everything else after that was too hard to hear as my face is pressed tight to his dick. I didn’t even get close to fully deep throating his monster as the jizz begins to flow into my waiting mouth. Brad lets out a guttural yell as his balls continue to empty into my mouth and he continues to thrust into me like he is riding my face. Wow this was like my own little fantasy coming true. How often did I want this to happen to me when I was a guy? The semen tasted amazing. I already wanted more.


Shot after shot of warm semen graces my mouth and I can feel that my whole tongue is just coated in his warm bath of whiteness. The load is thick and full. My tongue moves around a little with the heavy load swishing around before I swallow it down. The taste isn’t as bad as I imagined. Would I start to become a real cum hoe that would suck a ton of dicks just for this taste again? It was just strange having the first taste of cum be from another guy, but my pussy was so wet, I would do this ten more times right now.


Brad was satisfied with the performance and let my head up when I began to feel weird. Were my boobs shrinking? Was my hair going back to normal? Something wasn’t right even though I just got a full belly of cum from such a good looking guy. I couldn’t be here if I was about to change back. Brad would freak out. What was happening?


Quickly moving out of the truck, I ducked into the parking lot, taking off toward my own car. I had to sit down for a while since it felt like I was no longer going to be in my female form. Brad called out after me, wanting to know when he could see me again. My plan worked and I could probably steal him away from his girlfriend, but what was I going to do now? Would I keep dating this hot football player and let him fuck me when he wanted?


A look in the rearview mirror proved that it was all in my mind. My tits were still there. I was still a woman. Was it all some mental thing? I didn’t know, but what I just did with Brad was so hot, I didn’t want to get turned back into a man right now. I had some other things I wanted to try. My pussy was wet and with the sex drive of a young man, I was going to get a whole lot of dick inside of my virgin pussy now.


TO BE CONTINUED


That was a great story that really got my motor running. How great would it be to fuck over the head cheerleader and sleep with those hot jocks at the same time? It is a real fantasy for me thinking about all those hot and strong men, pinning me up against a locker and using me over and over while they are breathing in my ear. The next part for our Gender Swap story is even more intense as Frank discovers that some women are also swapping sides and ready to swap spit with him. Gender Swap Jock Part 2 written by Victoria Midnight is going to be exciting. Check out the preview below. 

Before I could respond, two fingers were pushed back into me, stretching me, stroking along my trembling pink walls. That was when she twisted her fingers around inside of me so that her thumb was now directly over my inflamed clit. Amber curved her fingers inside of me, over and over stoking the fire that was burning in my core. Then her thumb went to work on my already wet and sensitive clit.

It only took seconds of stimulation on my clit for me to cum. The build up and foreplay had me ready to explode and the direct stimulation sent me into the convulsions of my first orgasm with a woman. It was such a special moment that I will never forget.

As my pink walls began to vibrate wildly, Amber never once stopped fucking me with her fingers or grinding her thumb on my clit. The orgasm spilled out of me, stretching out for a full minute, threatening to exhaust me for the rest of the day as my body wouldn’t stop shaking.
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