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Futanari Stage Fright

Chapter 1

Tied up on a hotel bed covered in cum from two different futanari women, Steve watched the clock tick closer to his upcoming presentation. In a crazy turn of events, he started the day as a man pining for his lesbian girlfriend. Now only half-past two, he transformed into a woman and had been fucked by beautiful futanari women. Not even in his wildest fantasies could he envision this would happen to him. Steve’s slender body once lanky and awkward shifted into a curvy fit woman with large breasts. His voice raised in pitch and everything except his hairstyle fit his new womanly body. He wore short brown hair shaved close to his scalp on the sides and a few inches long on the top.

More than escape from the handcuffs holding his wrists to ankles, Steve wanted a drink of water and to scratch an itch on his nose. He twisted on the bed and placed his hands and feet together, forming the vague shape of a triangle with his body. Pressing his nose into the cum soiled sheets, he rubbed the itch on his nose. Chills spread over his cold, naked body. Steve stared at the black screen on the TV, wishing for some form of entertainment while he waited for Jean to return.

The lock clicked on the distant doorway with a metallic switch. The door swung open, and Jean strode in with her tight business jacket slung over her shoulder. The white buttoned dress blouse had a low neckline. Red hair curled down her soft face to her chin. She stared into the room at Steve with penetrating blue eyes. Steve rolled onto his back and the bonds forced him to spread his legs wide. Jean closed the door behind her and leaned against it with her hands behind her back.

Jean grinned at him and said, “I see you’ve in a new position. Hopefully, it was your girl Gina and not a stranger.” Jean let out a soft chuckle and stepped into the room. The handbag tucked under her left arm slid down and fell to the floor. She picked it up and placed it on the dresser next to the TV across from Steve. Navy blue painted fingernails tapped on the dresser. Small white flowers decorated the corners of each fingernail.

“What did you text her? I still haven’t been able to check my phone,” Steve asked, following her around the room with his eyes.

“I got her attention it seems. I left you covered in cum, but not as much as I see on you now. Is this Gina a futanari?” Jean asked, sitting on the edge of the bed. She picked up the silver key and twirled it in between her fingers.

“I need you to untie me. I have to get ready for my presentation,” Steve pleaded from the bed. Jean nodded her head and unlatched the handcuffs. Steve rubbed his wrists and stretched the sore muscles on his legs. “Thank you.” Dry cum flaked from his breasts and stomach as he moved.

“I took care of that. I changed the name of the presenter to Andrea. You’ll be fine, we just need to get you all dolled up.” Jean rose from the bed and stepped towards her suitcase on the floor next to the dresser. Inside, she pulled out a hot pink bra and thong.  “Here put these on. We need to adjust the bra slightly to fit you, but our cup size looks similar enough.” She tossed the underwear across the room to Steve and turned back to her suitcase.

“I prepared for this a long time ago. I want to present, but if I have to do it like this I’m not sure,” Steve held the pink thong between his fingers and dangled them in front of his eyes. He stared at his reflection in the mirror and could not recognize himself. He was beautiful, and it took his breath away that this was his body. Part of him never wanted to change back, but he knew that would send his whole life into a spiral of unforeseen changes.

“You would look so cute this little black dress,” Jean rose from the suitcase and unrolled a black silk dress.

“I’m covered in cum. I need to shower before I put anything on,” Steve said, placing the underwear on the bed and walking toward the shower.

Jean followed him into the bathroom and leaned against the doorframe, watching Steve walk into the shower. “I see you took the pill,” she said as the water turned on.

“I took the pill, but I don’t know what happened. I was supposed to turn back into a man,” Steve said as water cascaded down his breasts and spilled into the drain.

Steve could not see the wicked grin that Jean offered him from outside the shower. She replied, “I’ll fuck you again tonight if it hasn’t happened yet.”

“Really?” Steve asked excitedly. He wanted to be himself again, but the coursing pleasure of the female orgasm was incredible. He wanted to have as many orgasms as he could before changing back into a man.

“Yes, of course,” Jean said as she checked her makeup and reapplied some light pink lipstick.

Washed clean from the cum that covered his body, Steve washed his hair and replied,  “Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me yet your weekend retreat is still in for a wild transformation,” Jean said twisting the cap onto her lipstick again.

“When will I turn back into a man?” Steve asked, turning off the water. He opened the shower curtain and picked up a towel. Steve dried himself and walked out of the bathroom past Jean. She pinched his ass as he passed. Steve swatted at her groping hand and walked to the bed.

The red-headed businesswoman grinned at him and commented, “We’ll see.”


Chapter 2

The thin black dress hung down to Steve’s mid-thigh. A lace hem hung down an additional inch. A black belt hung high on the waist causing the lower half of the dress to billow outward, hiding the wide shape of his curved hips. The belt was two inches wide and sat under his breasts. Thin straps held the black dress in place. The neckline draped an inch below his neck, covering his ample cleavage in dark embroidery. Steve held a small black remote in his left hand that would advance the slides on his presentation. Steve was not nervous about the content of his presentation, but the men’s eyes watching him and checking him out as he stood in the hallway outside the conference room.

Jean waved goodbye and wished him good luck. His eyes drifted to her groin and his mind envisioned the futanari cock hidden below her pants suit. Steve wondered where she was headed. The hallways led away from the conference rooms towards a back exit.

Before he could think about her any further, Gina greeted him with a wave, “Hey, Steve… or uh.” She trailed off. Her flat-soled shoes shuffled along the carpet as she considered what to call him. Gina still wore the blue billowing mini skirt, but she had changed her top to a light cream blouse with a high neckline and capped sleeves over her shoulders. The blond bun was neatly tied on her head again, and only two strands of her short hair fell down the side.

“Gina hey,” Steve replied. He held out his arms for a wide hug. Gina slipped her arms under his and clenched him tight around the waist. His larger breasts pressed into her. The hug lingered longer than he expected and he wondered if this could be the start of a relationship with her. What would turning back into a man do to this change in their relationship? A growing part of Steve wanted to be a woman instead of a man.

“Oh, my god you look so cute,” Gina said stepping back and checking out Steve. He wore a light smattering of makeup on his eyes and cheeks, but he wanted to wear dark red lipstick. Gina stared at his full lips. “I’m sorry if I got carried away earlier.”

Steve leaned forward and whispered, “My legs are sore. You rode me so hard.”

“Sorry, I got carried away,” she blushed and leaned against the wall next to him. An awkward air filled the space between them. Steve love her and she knew it. Sex changed the dynamic of their relationship, but the unspoken question they both wondered was if this was a permanent change.

“It’s OK. I enjoyed it,” Steve ran a hand through his brown hair and brushed the long bangs to the side. “I have to get ready for this presentation,” he unfolded his arms and walked to the open door. Businessmen and women filed into the room. Soon the compact conference room would be at its one hundred person capacity. Steve glanced at the room number. The conference was much larger than one hundred people, but in this breakout meeting he only had a small portion of the attendees.

Gina bounced on her heels and said, “I’ll be at the bar after your done. I’ll see you then. Hopefully, this situation hasn’t changed.” She motioned to his sexy female body and grinned.

“I hope so too.” Steve genuinely wanted to be a woman right now. This had been the best day of his life.

A small stage stood on the left side of the room. Steve walked up the steps and placed the remote on the table next to the laptop with his PowerPoint presentation. The low hum of countless conversations filled the room. Butterflies filled his stomach. He double-checked the slides and smiled out at the audience. A large podium stood next to the table. The table was covered in a low hanging black tablecloth. Steve wiped a bead of sweat from his brow and walked up to the podium. Atop it stood a microphone with a clip for his dress. Steve hooked the clip to the top of his neckline and flipped the ‘on’ switch. He clipped the black receiver to his wide belt and felt the nerves vanish as he spoke.

“Welcome everyone,” Steve felt different from any presentation before this. More people watched him than normal and he instantly had everyone’s attention. Being a woman offered him more attention than he was used to, but it had its benefits. “How is your weekend going up until this point? I hope you’re all having fun and learning a lot. Today we are covering the back half of our profit-and-loss reports.” Steve stepped back towards the laptop and picked up his remote. His left leg brushed against the tablecloth and something firm below it. With furrowed brows, he gingerly kicked forward with his left leg. It came firmly against a person hiding below the table.

“Excuse me. I,” Steve began, but a hand shot out from below the cloth and gripped his leg. Steve could not see who was down there. The tablecloth draped over the arm, hiding the identity. Steve tried to back away from the person but they gripped his dress in one hand and his inner thigh with the other.  “Sorry, I’m not feeling myself right now.” Steve leaned against the table and swatted at the hands gripping him. Navy blue nails and white-flowered patterns hinted at the identity of the woman below the table. Intrigued, Steve stepped toward the table and stood in front of the laptop.

“Today I’m covering tips and tricks on reading a profit-and-loss report. I have a series of slides prepared,” Steve began his presentation and advanced the slide. Groping fingers tickled the inside of his thighs, tracing spirals upward toward his delicate pussy. Anticipation for the impending touch to his sensitive skin filled his mind.

Steve took in a deep breath and began speaking. He memorized the words long ago and hurried through the introduction and proceeding a few slides without incident. The hand teasing his thighs groped upward. A finger pulled on the pink thong he wore and traced along the line of the material grazing against his labia. Steve gasped a few times and drank from a nearby bottle of water to catch his breath. Never penetrating, the fingers massaged and rubbed against his soft moist skin.

“On your Profit and loss report there are a few key lines that you need to watch. Line 12 will look like this. From this line you see all of your net sales from all the previous lines. If you,” Steve let out a soft moan. His face lit with red embarrassment. He looked out at the audience with wide eyes, hoping that they had not noticed. He gripped the water in his hand and took a long drink.  “Excuse me.” Steve reached down and switched the microphone off and said to the woman below the table, “Please I need to finish this.”

“Don’t mind me,” Jean whispered up at him. Her fingers moved quicker and rubbed at his clitoris, pressing his labia to the side as her fingers pressed firmly into him.

Steve felt the pit of his stomach lurch with an impending orgasm. He wanted to run and hide. He needed to ride out this pleasure in private, but he needed to finish his presentation. He cleared his throat and smiled out to the gathered men and women, “From line 13 through 20 are all of your expenses, both those marked as controlled and uncontrolled. We can break each of these lines down to individual expenses.”

This orgasm differed from his previous ones as a woman. It felt stronger and in the wrong place. In his clitoris a twitch surged to life. Steve’s voice cracked as he spoke, “Line 21 totals all of your expenses, and line 22 takes your line 21 and deducts it from line 12 giving you your net profit after all expenses.”

Jean’s hands rubbed against his clit faster. A lump formed where her fingers rubbed and Steve gasped loud into the microphone and stepped backward. Jean was left with her hands stretching out from under the table groping for him, but Steve stumbled away trying to gather his composure. Into the microphone he apologized, “I think I’m coming down with something. I need to excuse myself.” Steve tried to walk off the stage, but the building pressure in his clitoris grew more intense with each step. He stumbled and gripped the podium to hold himself upright.

A man ran up from the audience to help. He was older and his suit was ill-fitting, but the friendly man quickly placed an arm around Steve and helped him to stand. Steve leaned into the man and lost the strength in his legs. His newly grown clitoris stretched and elongated. Steve panicked and stared into the brown-eyed man next to him and grunted out a low moan. The growing and stretching filled his senses. He was changing back into a man at the worst possible place. He glanced at the audience and cursed.

“What the fuck?” muttered the older man, holding him upright. From his groin a growing dick pressed out against the little black dress. The man tilted his head, confused at the revelation that the beautiful presenter was a man or woman. Steve stared at his groin. The four-inch dick was back to his normal length, but the rest of his body remained the same. Steve gripped his breasts, worried that he would lose his womanly body and therefore any chance to be with Gina.

“Are you OK?” the man asked, trying to ignore the throbbing dick below the dress. He began guiding Steve off the stage to the far right towards the exit. All strength gave way below his legs, and cum erupted from his dick, squirting through the black dress. Filtered through the material, it spilled onto the stage. The man stared at Steve with hungry eyes. Steve moaned as he tried to walk off the stage and flee this nightmare.

“Oh shit. It’s happening now,” Jean said, stepping out from below the table. She ran up to Steve and whisked him away from the older man. She placed an arm over Steve’s other shoulder and urged him off the stage.

“Where did she come from?” the older man asked, staring at Jean with confused eyes.

Steve stared at Jean and asked, “Why didn’t I change back all the way?”

“I don’t think you’re done shifting,” she said.

As the words left her mouth, a torrent of pleasure coursed through Steve and his groin shifted and lurched. The transformation back to a man was taking much longer than his shift into a woman. None of his other features had changed. Instead, he stumbled out of the conference room as a futanari with a tiny dick. Jean’s dick was at least two times his and Gina’s was even bigger than that. An indistinct murmur of confusion spread around the room. Jean guided him through the lobby. His raging boner stood out against the dress for anyone to see, but Steve’s mind was fixed on the orgasm and intense shifting of his anatomy that racked his body.

Eyes and hushed conversation followed Jean and Steve as they made their way through from the conference rooms towards the lobby and hotel proper. Coursing pleasure surged through Steve with each step and he let out soft moans. No balls grew below his dick. Stumbling through the crowded lobby, Steve’s small cock dripped cum as they moved to the elevator.

Jean smiled at the trial of cum they left behind and whispered, “Anyone with eyes will be able to follow us through the hotel.” Steve leaned into her side, and she guided him to the elevator.

A soft grumble escaped Steve’s lips as he replied, “We’re back to where this all began.”

“It’s not over yet,” Jean chuckled.

The metallic elevator doors opened up. Gina leaned against the far wall, holding the handrail behind her. Surprise filled her face at the sight of Jean and Steve. When her eyes trailed to the small dick dripping cum on the floor she shuffled to the side and said, “What’s going on? Is he turning back to himself?”

Jean guided him into the elevator and shook her head, “He wasn’t supposed to take the second pill for a few days. I thought I told him that earlier, but maybe I forgot.”

Steve groaned, “What is happening to me, Jean?”

“Both of the pills I gave you are trying to work on your body at the same time. Estrogen and Testosterone are competing in your body to change you on a cellular level,” Jean pressed the button for floor seventeen and said, “We need to help him ride through this. I don’t know what will happen.”

Gina ran a hand along Steve’s cheek and whispered, “It’s OK. I’m here.” Gina introduced herself to Jean, “Hey, Steve told me a bit about what you did to him. It seems we’re both futanari. Is Steve a futanari now?”

Jean clicked her heels against the tile floor in the elevator and pressed the close door button. “I’m not sure, but it’s very possible. We’ll see when this is all over.”


Chapter 3

The door clicked closed behind the three as they entered Jean’s room again. During their time in the presentation, a maid came into the room and cleaned. Fresh sheets tucked in tight around the mattress. Jean guided Steve onto the bed and lay him down on his back. Gina filled a glass with water and pressed it to Steve’s lips. He sipped the water, but his mind was fully focused on the throbbing cock between his legs. Steve sat up on the edge of the bed and pulled the dress up until his futanari cock stood free from the delicate covering.

“It’s so cute and tiny,” Gina commented. placing her hands on her cheeks, she squealed with delight.

Jean pinched the tip in between her fingers and agreed with a nod. Steve groaned. He always knew he had a small dick, but under the scrutiny of the two futanari with larger cocks than his made him feel embarrassed. Jean licked the dripping cum from his small dick from her fingers and said, “I love how small it is.”

“What are we going to do?” Gina asked. She brushed a hand through Steve’s short hair.

“If we milk his cock, he should finish the transformation soon,” Jean explained.

“I’m right here,” Steve said calling attention to the women speaking over him and fawning over his small dick.

“I know,” Gina said before pressing her lips to Steve’s cheek. She kissed him gently. The soft-touch soothed his nerves.

“You’ve been talking over me. What if I want to be a futanari from here on out?” Steve announced to the two women with him.

“I’m not sure what is going to happen to you,” Jean said shrugging her shoulders.

Gina knelt on the floor in front of Steve. Jean raised an eyebrow and knelt with her. The two women stared up at Steve. Gina took the small cock into her mouth and sucked up and down the short shaft. Jean reached below Gina’s head and explored the pussy at the base of the cock. Steve struggled to stay upright as intense pleasure filled him. His cock continued to erupt with bursts of cum as Gina milked it from him. Steve spread his legs wide, allowing both women more space to work on him.

Gina moved her hands to Jean and tore the blazer from the redhead. Jean lowered her head to the cock. She took Gina’s face in her hands and kissed her. Gina stripped Jean’s blouse off, groped at the woman’s large breasts. Jean gripped the small cock and placed it in between the two kissing futanari. Their tongues swirled around the small shaft as they made out. Gina and Jean fought overtaking the dick into their mouths. Steve’s eyes rolled back into his head as his wildest dreams became reality.

“Oh God, I can’t handle much more,” Steve moaned and fell backward on the bed. He ran his hands across his breasts and pinched himself over the black dress. Liquid sounds of the kissing futanari filled his ears. Pressure grew in his cock. Steve worried that the moment would end if he transformed back to a man in the middle of this. Would they ignore him?

Jean stripped the cream shirt from Gina. Her pale skin matched the pale-skinned redhead. Soon both of the women were naked, groping and kissing over the cock. Steve groaned as pressure grew inside his dick. He felt his body shifting. Jean stopped kissing Gina and sucked on the small dick. Gina twisted behind her and aimed her cock at the redhead. Leaning on her back, Gina guided Jean down onto her futanari cock. Gina penetrated the woman while Jean sucked on the small cock. Gina reached around and grabbed the woman’s tits while Jean slid up and down.

The small dick in Jean’s mouth surged and grew steadily. She widened her eyes as cum burst from the cock. It spilled from her mouth, dripping down the lengthening shaft. Jean gagged on Steve’s growing dick. Steve screamed as his entire body burned with tingling pleasure. Jean’s cheeks bulged out as Steve’s cock extended. The cock surged upward, pressing Jean higher. Soon she couldn’t slam her ass down on Gina’s dick and sick the cock. Jean stood up from the ground, leaving Gina’s throbbing cock unfinished. Jean took as much of the cock into her mouth as she could and stroked the shaft with both hands, but still could not cover the entire cock.

Gina complained, “Hey, where are you going?” Gina rose from the floor and gasped, “Oh my god. It’s huge.”

Gasping around the fifteen-inch cock, Jean replied, “This has never happened before.”

Steve moaned as his cock stretched ever further. Jean straddled over the moaning Steve and lowered her pussy onto the cock. The thick cock stretched her labia apart. Jean lowered herself down the shaft, but it was too big for her to lower her pussy down to the base of the shaft. Jean moaned and fell to Steve’s chest, laying her naked body against him. The cock was too large for her, but it felt incredible. She was worried it would grow longer, but she needed to be filled. After a short time to catch her breath, Jean lifted herself and rocked her hips, forcing the cock to slide in and out of her pussy.

Gina raised Steve’s legs until she could slide underneath and line her cock up to his pussy. Gina eased her cock into his vagina and stood at the foot of the bed. Jean’s futanari cock bounced as she slid up and down Steve’s shaft. Steve tore at his black dress, groping his breasts. His eyes unfocused and he screamed. Gina filled his vagina and let out a low growl as she neared a climax. Jean’s cock shot out streams of cum onto the black dress. It sprayed across the bed, covering Steve’s face and short hair.

The three moaned and groaned as they climaxed together. Steve’s cock thrummed and flexed inside Jean. She screamed as she slammed her pussy against the cock as far as it would fit. Warm cum burst from his massive cock sprayed out in as a geyser of ecstasy. Steve’s eyes rolled back in his head and his mouth lulled open. He lost all control of himself and he screamed as his massive cock exploded inside Jean. After filing her womb, there was no more room for his cum, as he continued to erupt is burst out down from her pussy spraying out the sides and dripping down his cock onto the bed. Gina sighed, unable to thrust. She collapsed onto the bed next to Steve and brushed his hair as he rode out the fulfilling orgasm. When his cock stopped filling her, Jean lay on the other side of Steve and lay her head onto his large breasts.

Steve panted as his futanari cock throbbed against his abdomen. Cum stained the black dress and covered his face and hair. “I never want to go back to my old self.”

Gina ran her hand along his enormous cock and replied, “I never want you to either.”


Chapter 4

After a long weekend of skipping meetings and exploring his new body with Jean and Gina, Steve eased into his new life as a futanari. Soon he went by the name Andrea and settled into his new body and life. Hand in hand Gina and Andrea walked out of the hotel pulling their luggage behind them. Jean waved goodbye from the opposite end of the lobby. Andrea wore tight-fitting pants that failed to hide the thick member in between her legs. The large flaccid cock lay down her leg against her thigh.

“Is the cab here?” Gina asked, gripping Andrea’s arm tight and sighed.

“It’s an Uber, and it says it’ll be here soon,” Andrea glanced at her phone and checked the arrival time. The airport was a brief ride from the hotel. Andrea knew she loved Gina but was unsure if she felt the same way or if it was lust for her new body.

“You were always my best friend, but now that you’re Andrea, I’m so attracted to your body too,” Gina led him out the door to the curb outside the hotel. A light breeze passed across their faces and tousled their short hair. Gina’s blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

Andrea tugged on the ponytail and replied, “I’ve loved you for a long time. I’m just worried that your feelings are just for my body.”

“We get along so well. Now that you’re a futanari, I can see this becoming much more than friends,” Gina glanced at Andrea’s barely concealed cock.

“I’d like that,” Andrea replied. A small black car pulled up to the curb and honked at the couple. Andrea smiled down at Gina and stepped out toward the car, eager to start her new life as a futanari.
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