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Chapter 1

Timed button presses activated the abilities on the game in perfect combos. Jessie twisted his neck to the side, popping his bones after he won the bout on Street Fighter. He spoke into the microphone, “You up for another round?” The headset pressed his short red hair back in a wild peacock display on top of his head. Shirtless he scratched his lean muscular abs.

“Sure,” Andrew answered through the microphone. The two queued up for another online match as the phone at his side on the couch vibrated. He set down the controller and glanced at the phone.

The name of the sender displayed Cunt Do Not answer, and the text said, “Can I call you for a minute?”

“Why not just text?” Jessie replied.

“It’s important.”

“Fine.” Jessie spoke into the microphone to his friend, “I need a sec. I’ll keep playing, but I need to mute my microphone and take a phone call.” He didn’t wait for his friend to reply before he switched it off and picked up the ringing phone.

“Hey,” spoke the cunt on the other end. Her name was Allison, and Jessie’s heart never fully recovered from their breakup.

Jessie pushed the memories from his mind and replied, “What do you want?”

“It doesn’t have to be weird between us,” she said in a comforting voice.

“You’re marrying my best friend tomorrow, and I’m really trying not to make it weird. What did you want?” The Street Fighter match started up again, and he spoke while fighting against his friend.

“I need help with a gift for Drew.”

Jessie sighed as Andrew pulled off a long combo on him, and he lost the first round. “Why do you need my help?” he asked after the long pause.

“It’s a surprise for after our honeymoon. I need you to help me carry it up into our apartment and set it up,” she breathed into the phone softly and it pulled up memories of her breath on Jessie’s neck.

A shiver ran up his spine and he shook his head no, “Why not ask your brother or dad?”

“They won't be in town in time to help me. Please, I need this,” she begged him as her voice raised in pitch.

The second round started, and he sighed, “I’ll do this for Andrew. Not for you.”

“Thank you. I’m sorry for how it ended between us,” she threw in the apology as an afterthought that only caused more irritation for Jessie.

“It’s in the past,” he mumbled, ready for the conversation to end. Andrew pulled off another win and ended the match. Jessie gritted his teeth, frustrated by the turn of events.

“OK. Can you swing by before the bachelor party tonight?”

“Sure,” Jessie said. He glanced at the phone and hung it up without saying goodbye. He switched the microphone back on his headset and said to Andrew, “I’m back.”

“What was that about? You never lose two rounds in a row. You must have been distracted,” his friend observed.

“Allison has a surprise for you for after you get back from the honeymoon. She wants me to head over there and set it up,” he said in a casual tone.

“Don’t be late to the party dude,” Andrew said.

“I won't be.”

“I gotta go. That was my last match,” Andrew said smugly into the headset.

Jessie teased back, “Sure leave after a match I was too distracted to win on.”

“You know it,” Andrew said, ending the conversation.

Left with his thoughts, Jessie sat on the couch, trying not to let jealousy fill his mind. Andrew would marry the woman of Jessie’s dreams tomorrow. Emotions battled for attention. Part of him was happy for his friend, but he still loved Allison, and maybe always would. After sitting in quiet contemplation for an hour, he pulled on a shirt and his green beanie and headed out to visit his ex-girlfriend.


Chapter 2

A short and stressful drive later, he walked up the steps to her apartment and knocked on the door.

“Thanks for coming,” Allison held the door open with one hand and waved with her other. The spaghetti strap yellow tank top hung loose on her shoulders. The nipples of her small breasts pressing out in tiny mounds against the fabric. She smiled up at him with her wide, full lips.

“Yeah,” Jessie spoke, trying not to look at her body. He adjusted the beanie on his head and a few clumps of red hair escaped the front and curled up around the bottom of the beanie.

“It’s in my car. This way,” she spoke leaving the door open she walked past Jessie down the stairs leading to the parking lot. The gentle breeze tousled her shoulder-length brown hair.

Jessie followed her wordlessly. Her blue Taurus served as both garbage can and vehicle, but most of the trash was in the passenger seat. In the back sat a television and a set of surround sound speakers. None of which could not be lifted by Allison on her own. Jessie shook his head and carried the pile of electronics up to her apartment in two loads.

“Thanks for doing this,” she said, closing the door behind her when he dropped off the second load. The small one-bedroom apartment would be a good starting place for the newly married couple, but Jessie could not help but compare his living situation to Andrew. Jessie owned a home and felt as though he would be a better provider for Allison, but he pressed the thoughts down and brushed some dust from his hands.

Jessie turned to face her and glanced at the closed door. He desperately wished for it to mean something, but he knew it didn’t. “I gotta go. I’ll be late for the bachelor party,” he said.

“Can you set it up for me as well? I don’t know how to do that,” she spoke, clasping her hands behind her back. Jessie sighed and did as instructed, unpacking the sound system and hooking it up. He tested blue tooth connections and made sure the whole thing ran before standing and letting out a long-frustrated sigh.

“I’d invite you to stay for a drink for a minute, but…” her voice trailed off.

“Don’t make this harder than it already is,” Jessie walked past her out of the living room through the kitchen. A pile of packages sat on the counter, and a granite statue caught his attention.

“OK,” Allison said, following him towards the front door.

Shaped like a large disk propped up on a wooden base, the granite statue bore two intertwining women locked in eternal lovemaking. Jessie stopped in his tracks, staring at the statue. It pulled his attention and begged for inspection. He asked picking up the disk from the wooden base, “What is that?”

Allison reached over to take the granite disk from him, but Jessie shifted it away from her as she replied, “I don’t know. I thought it was a wedding gift, but it was addressed to you and me instead of me and Drew.”

“Is that a sick joke? Why would you say that to me?” He tried to pull his eyes away from the statue, but he was drawn to the women. One was transgender and clearly bore a cock half thrust into the other woman. “Why would anyone send this to us?”

“No I swear,” she reached for it a second time and pulled it away, but Jessie would not let go. They struggled against each other. Allison pushed at his hand, trying to force Jessie to let go. A light grew from the eyes of both women, but neither noticed as they fought for control of the strange statue.

Lashing out with a punch aimed at his chest, Allison said, “I’m sorry for how things ended between us. I think about what I should have done differently every day.” The lights in the eyes of the statue glowed a soft green.

Jessie let the fist hit him and he pulled hard on the granite statue until it came free of Allison’s grasp. He yelled, “You broke up with me, and now you’re marrying my best friend tomorrow.” She punched him twice more, forcing him to step backward. Trevor stumbled on the garbage can behind him and dropped the statue. Both lunged downward to catch it. The granite smashed into the ground, shattering into two distinct pieces. Jessie and Allison lay in a heap on the ground. Her breasts pressed into his back as she lifted herself.

“You fucking broke it,” she said, picking up one piece of the broken statue.

Jessie picked up the other and saw that the whole form of the woman was intact. Allison held the transgender woman with a cock in her hands. Although the tip of the erect cock was not broken. Jessie tried to recall if the woman had been penetrating the other or not. It puzzled him, and he recalled the cock distinctly inside the woman. “If you just let me look at it for a second it wouldn’t have broken.” Jessie pressed his piece together against the other, and it slid into place forming a disk again. Light emitted from the eyes, and the granite melded into a solid piece.

Allison stared up at Jessie and asked, “What did you do?”

“I don’t know, I fixed it,” he said, stepping past her towards the door. “I’m going to the bachelor party. I’ll see you at the wedding tomorrow.”

“Fine,” she replied, staring at the faintly glowing statue in her hands.


Chapter 3

Women danced in various states of undress. Money hanging from thin straps of underwear as they slid around poles. Jessie sat with Andrew and a few of their friends drinking shots and watching the women. Jessie soon forgot the strange statue and sat staring at a dancer across the room. A woman hung upside down on a pole. Her black hair shaved on one side dangled down. Massive tits swayed as she turned around the pole. Large heart stickers covered her nipples.

Andrew slammed a shot and passed one to Jessie as he asked, “So what did you set up for me at the house?” Andrew was shorter than Jessie and slightly pudgy. The friendly-faced gamer raised an eyebrow at Jessie, awaiting a response.

“It’s a surprise. You’ll like it,” Jessie said, turning from the stripper to his friend.

“You’re not gonna tell me, huh?” Andrew said with a scowl. A blond stripper strode over to their side of the room shaking her ass at Andrew who placed some bills into her thong.

“Nope,” Jessie said, watching the ass bounce a few feet from his face. His dick hardened as he thought of penetrating the woman. He shifted in his chair and stared across the room at the woman swinging on the pole.

“You didn’t fuck my fiance while you were there right?” Andrew asked, sitting back in his chair after paying the dancer.

“Been there done that, not interested,” Jessie drank the shot and avoided eye contact with his friend. He had not slept with her, but in his heart he still loved her.

“Good. Dude, that chick has been staring at you all night,” Andrew pointed at the dark-haired woman on the pole. “Here’s some cash go get yourself a lap dance,” Andrew said, pushing his friend from the chair.

“I need that,” Jessie replied, walking towards the woman. He adjusted the stiff cock in his pants and hired her for a dance. She grinned and guided Jessie to a private room where she rocked her ass across his lap. Jessie’s cock hardened as she swayed with the music across him. Nausea swept over Jessie, and he struggled to stay in the chair. Pain filled his abdomen, and chest and his cock tingled. The granite sculpture flashed across his mind and he shook his head, pushing away the thought. He tried to enjoy the dancer on him, but he felt sickness rising in his stomach. Not the bile of throwing up, but the unease of seasickness.

The dancer leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Come find me after my shift and I’ll give you the full showing.” She slipped a paper into his pocket. Warmth spread between his legs below his dick, and his boxers moistened. His erect cock deflated, but a fire of passion welled in between his legs. Jessie blushed, embarrassed that his dick did not stay erect.

The stripper searched for his dick with her ass and turned around on his lap to face him. Her ass rocked back and forth and her tits mashed into his chest. Jessie placed his hands on her back as she worked, but his cock would not react to her. It sat flaccid unmoving. Panic shot through Jessie. Could it be erectile dysfunction? This had never happened before. The dancer offered him a questioning glance but continued her dance. Nausea still filled him, and a soft tingle burnt into his nipples. Jessie rubbed at his nipples, trying to stop the sensation, but quickly his nipples hardened to the touch. A soft moan escaped his lips, and the dancer raised an eyebrow at him.

The dance ended, and the dancer said, “If you can get that cock up, give me a call.” Jessie blushed, embarrassed at his situation and ran from the room. He fled the strip club, trying to avoid his friends.

Andrew saw him and followed him to the parking lot calling after Jessie, “Hey where are you going?”

Jessie turned to his friend. Pain welled in his abdomen and nipples. Something strange coursed through him and he felt damp in his boxers. He replied, rubbing sweat from his brow, “I don’t feel well. I gotta go home.”

“Alright, but you will be there tomorrow. You’re my best man,” Andrew called back.

“I’ll be there. I just need to sleep,” Jessie said, waving goodbye to his friend. In his red Pontiac, Jessie unzipped his pants and stared at his flaccid penis. It looked normal. His hand wrapped around the soft flesh and he tried to rub it to life thinking of fucking Allison, but nothing happened to his dick. He recalled a soft wet sensation between his legs while the stripper danced on him. Jessie probed between his legs to find the source of his moist boxer briefs. As he raised his balls, his index finger met the labia of a vagina. Jessie screamed in his car and drove home in a panic. He forgot all about the phone number in his pocket.


Chapter 4

Scared to reach down and inspect himself, Jessie lay awake in his bed well into the morning. Worry about the vagina he’d found the night before filled his mind. He ignored it and showered. His cock was firmly in place and he knew that he was a man. In the shower, he tried to masturbate again, but his dick offered no response to the attention. Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to deal with his predicament because of his best friend's wedding. He drove to the chapel and carried the tuxedo into the changing room. Andrew’s father greeted Jessie with a wave and left to welcome guests as he entered the small room. Normally a Sunday school room for children, pictures of Jesus hung on the walls along with cute uplifting sayings for kids.

Jessie greeted his friend with a wave and said, “Good luck, man. I’m happy for you.”

Andrew nodded and replied, “Thanks. Let me help you with that.” He took the tuxedo back from Jessie and hung it from a stack of child-sized chairs. Shirt unbuttoned, curly brown chest hair poked out from the long ‘V’ tracing down Andrew’s pudgy chest.

“Thanks,” Jessie unzipped the bag and pulled out the pressed white shirt. He pulled his shirt off and stared at his reflection in a standing mirror. Small mounds of breasts sat on his chest. Jessie cupped them in his hands in a panic. Sweat dripped down his forehead. The breasts were no larger than his friends, but since Jessie was no overweight, they should not have been there. Arms through the white shirt, he buttoned up the fabric. It had been fitted to his smaller chest size and his tiny breasts pressed out against the material.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath.

“Did you forget something?” Andrew asked, buttoning his shirt and glancing at his best man.

Jessie shook his head no and tied on the bow tie around his neck. “It’s fine, the shirt is just a little tight.

Andrew nodded his head and continued changing as he hummed a song. Jessie ignored him and unzipped his jeans. A tingling sensation ran up his spine and he lost his balance. Holding tight to a stack of chairs, Jessie shivered as a warm pleasure shot from his abdomen throughout his body. The tight-fitting white shirt stretched outward as his breasts grew. Pain welled in his nipples and he knew they were growing along with the stretching skin.

“Are you OK?” Andrew asked again.

Jessie shook his head no and steadied himself. He glanced in the mirror, and saw that his shirt was only tight around his chest, but tapered at his waist. Hands wrapped around his waist, he felt that his hips narrowed into a curve. The buttons threatened to burst from the shirt. The fabric stretched along with his breasts, revealing diamond-shaped gaps between the two sides of his shirt. Each gap displayed an angle at his cleavage below. He let out a soft breath of fright and pulled off his jeans. Slipping into the tuxedo pants, Jessie could not button them at his hips. The clip hung half an inch apart.

A quick glance at his friend to make sure Andrew was not watching, Jessie said, “I don’t feel well. I think I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Dude, you look different. What’s going on?” Andrew asked, walking over to stand next to his best man.

“I don’t know. I,” Jessie paused, grabbing the black tuxedo jacket. It swung around his shoulders and he slipped his arms through. When he buttoned it into place, it pressed into his breasts, accenting their curvature even more. Jessie panicked and wiped the sweat from his brow.

Andrew appeared behind him in the mirror, staring at his womanly figure, “What is going on?” Jessie tried to step away, but nausea spread along his limbs and he stumbled into his friend. Andrew caught him, but Jessie’s breasts pressed firmly into his friend's arms.

Terror shot through Jessie and he yelped, “I need to go to the bathroom,”

“Wait,” he called after Jessie, who darted out of the room. “Allison is in there,” he said when the door closed, but Jessie could not hear him.

One hand gripped his unbuttoned pants as Jessie glanced up and down the hall. None in sight. He crept towards the bathroom. Voices echoed from the foyer, moving in his direction. Jessie panicked and scurried the last steps to the bathroom, but it was too far down the hall. The nearest door opened to another small classroom. He opened the door and immediately turned around to close and press it shut behind him. Soft breaths escaped his lips. The voices on the other side of the door approached. “Shit,” he muttered, “What if they need to come in here?” He asked to himself while facing the door.

“Uh… I still need a little privacy,” Allison said. Her voice echoed through the small classroom. In his haste to flee the people outside the room, he never noticed that this one was already occupied.


Chapter 5

Jessie turned around and faced into the room for the first time. Allison stood in the corner facing away from the door. An elegant, simple white dress hung from her shoulders. The soft swirling embroidery danced along the dress leading down the hem. The blond hair atop her head was tied into an elegant bun decorated with pearls and flowers. She gripped the edges of the hem of the dress in her hands and raised the front portion into the air. The soft curves of her ass cheeks visible to Jessie. She stared down at herself in the mirror, distracted by what she saw there. Allison leaned to the side, and their eyes met through the mirror.

“Shit,” Jessie mumbled.

“Jessie, what are you doing here?” she asked, dropping the dress down. It caught on something hidden in front of her, and she pressed it down before turning around. Jessie tried to think of an answer but blushed red. Her eyes narrowed as she inspected his feminine features, “What the fuck happened to you?”

“I don’t know,” he walked up to her, tears welling up in his eyes. He was a man but stood in unfamiliar skin. “It was that thing on your counter. What did you do to me?” he accused, pointing a finger at her. She stepped away from the accusation and bumped into the mirror behind her.

“Something happened to me too,” she explained. “I don’t know what’s happening to me.” Red lidded her eyes and tears threatened to spill from them.

Jessie did not want her makeup to spill on her wedding day and he said, “We can figure this out.” Arms outstretched, he pulled her in for a hug. Their breasts pressed into each other. His pants fell to his ankles. Jessie blushed, worried that his attraction to the woman would give him an erection, but his cock refused to come to life. A firm tip pressed into his legs. It felt like a dick, but that did not make sense. Allison was a woman.

“Jessie,” she said, staring up at him. He held the woman he loved and stared back at her nodding for her to continue, “I’ve always loved you.” She lifted herself onto her toes and pressed their lips together in a soft kiss. Jessie expected his dick to react to that, but instead, he felt warm from in between his legs. He knew he was aroused, but only his pussy reacted. He probed with a finger towards his waist and felt for his dick, but it was not there.

Allison pulled away from the kiss and blushed. Jessie stared down at her, terrified that his cock was missing. She bit her lip and said, “I need to show you something.” Jessie tried to calm his nerves. Allison pulled up the dress until it raised above her waist. A firm cock hung between her legs, pointing upward. It bent with a slight curve and pulsing with life. An intense desire built inside Jessie.

“I’m not gay. I can’t,” he protested, backing away from the woman he loved.

She held the dress up and stepped towards him, “You’re clearly not a man anymore.” Arm around the back of his neck, she pulled him in for another kiss. Jessie lost control of his legs and he melted into her arms.

“I don’t even know what you are at this point,” Jessie said, trying in vain to pull away from Allison.

She purred into his ear, “We’re perfect for each other.”

Jessie let go of his reservations and leaned kissed Allison back. Their tongues danced and swirled. Allison pulled down the boxer briefs that hung on Jessie’s hips. They fell to the ground at his feet. The massive cock pressed its way between Jessie’s legs and grazed across the moist lips of his labia. He let out a soft coo and kissed the love of his life. The breath from her nose pressed across his cheek as they kissed passionately and the dick between his legs gently rocked back and forth.

Allison pulled away from the kiss and stripped off the tuxedo jacket that Jessie wore. The black coat lay in a heap atop his discarded pants. She asked, “I’ve never used one of these before. How do I get in you? I can’t seem to get it.”

Desperate to feel the cock penetrate him, Jessie smiled down at her, “I’m taller than you. This angle is bad.” Jessie turned around and leaned forward into a chair. Back arched, he said, “This should be easier.”

The tip of the cock pressed against his pussy. Allison thrust, but the cock failed to enter. Jessie reached down and guided the cock towards his vagina. Her hips swayed the tip eased into him. The moist opening folded around the cock, and the two connected. A soft knock on the door pulled their attention away from the pleasure of penetration.

“Uh, who is it?” Allison asked. Unmoving, her cock sat half inside Jessie, and he thought of the image of the granite sculpture.

Andrew responded, “Uh, Jessie turned into…” After a pause, he changed course and said, “Have you seen him? Jessie ran off suddenly.”

Unable to wait for the cock to penetrate him further, Jessie pressed his ass into the dick and the cock entered him fully. Allison let out a loud moan that filled the room. Catching her breath, Allison replied, “I haven’t seen him.”

“I’m coming in there,” Andrew said, twisting the door handle.

“Shit,” Jessie muttered.

“Wait, I’m in my dress. You can’t see me in my dress yet,” Allison protested. The door swung open, and she flipped the fabric of her wedding gown over Jessie. It dangled over his naked form, but only half covered him.

Andrew stormed into the room and Jessie tried to pull himself from the cock, but Allison placed firm hands on his hips keeping him in place. Jessie’s clothes on the floor and half of his body visible. The groom stared at the scene in confusion. If Jessie were fucking his fiancé, then Jessie should be the one standing.

“What the fuck?” he asked, unable to voice the accusation.

Allison blushed and thrust her hips into Jessie. The firm cock pressing deep into his virgin pussy. The chair in his grasp creaked with the sudden force. “I don’t think I can explain,” she said. Unable to control her hips, she rammed her cock into Jessie as her fiancé watched.

Shock froze Andrew in place. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. Jessie let out a long moan of pleasure as the cock filled him. Flowing nausea filled his stomach again. He knew the drill. His body would soon change again. Allison rammed her cock into him, and his breasts swayed with the motion. The wedding gown bunching on his back. He lifted it enough to lean over his shoulder and look at Allison as she fucked him.

His tight white shirt stretched as his breasts grew again. A button popped off the shirt, firing against the chair and soaring across the room. Andrew watched the button bounce and roll into the pile of Jessie clothes. Despair filled his eyes as he realized that it wasn’t Jessie fucking Allison, but Allison fucked Jessie. His wife to be had a dick. His best friend was now a woman.

Jessie let out a cooing moan as nausea subsided and shifted into intense pleasure. Rolling waves of emotion coursed through his vagina and spread throughout his body. Allison rammed her cock hard into him and grunted as she readied to blow her virgin cock into his virgin pussy. Andrew fell to his knees, watching her climax.

“Oh, god, Allison. It feels so good,” Jessie moaned as the cock stretched his insides.

Jessie wanted to speak to his best friend and apologize, but the cock moved in and out of him, pulling his mind towards the woman he loved. Allison’s hips slammed into his ass cheeks and his now-massive breasts swung wildly as she fucked him. She placed her hands on his hips and forced his vagina deeper into each thrust. The slapping sound of their sex filled the room and mingled with their groans of pleasure.

Allison bit her lip and gasped for air as she ejaculated into him. Cum erupted from her dick, filling his vagina and spilling into his uterus. Jessie closed his eyes and rode out the waves of intense pleasure. His breathing slowed, and he realized the gravity of what he just did. He cheated on his best friend with his ex-girlfriend. Allison pulled her dick from Jessie and the wedding gown fell from his back and draped down to the ground. Cum dripped down his legs spilling on the carpeted floor below them.

“I’m so sorry,” Jessie tried to explain.

Andrew wiped a tear from his eye and stared at his gender-swapped best friend, “What the fuck is going on?”

Allison drew in a deep breath and tucked a loose strand of hair that escaped from her bun back in among the rest of her hair. One of the small pearls fell from its place and bounced at her feet. “I don’t know what came over me, or even what happened to us, but…”

Andrew cut her off and said, “Jessie, when I saw you gender swap in front of my eyes I wanted to fuck you, but you went to my fiancé and fucked her first.”

“Excuse me?” Jessie asked, staring in shock at his best friend. Jessie pulled at the sides of his white shirt, but his massive bust prevented the shirt from covering him. The shirt pulled against the reaming few buttons holding his breasts in place but showing a massive amount of cleavage. `

“I’ll deal with both of you cheating on me later. Allison, Let’s both fuck him,” he said pulling down his pants and stepping towards his gender-swapped best friend.


If you’re interested in reading an extra sexy scene for this story, you can find it on my Patreon. Amazon won’t let me link directly to it though. You can find the link on my website. 


Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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