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EXCERPT

A sharp pain then spiked from Kurt’s erect
cock, causing him to fall forward onto all fours, nails digging
into the other torn arm of the couch. Kurt’s shoulders cracked and
buckled closer together, and just like that, his jacket was too big
for him. The strawberry smell grew stronger as he moved, puffing up
from the collar of his shirt as his perky, pointy breasts pulled
his shirt even higher, revealing a softening midriff. He whimpered
as his hips pulled themselves apart, his blossoming ass testing the
strength of what were once loose-fitting jeans.

The more Kurt’s ass grew, the tighter his
briefs felt, and as the edges were yanked between his buttocks, his
cock began to jam back inside of him. It shunted back inside him in
short, halting strokes, but somehow, each shunt felt better than
the one before it. His whole body felt more sensitive, more alive
to the world around it, and his crotch proved the most alert - and
the most damp. With one final squeeze, his cock sank beneath his
changing flesh, leaving a warm, tingling wetness at the spot where
it once was.
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STORY

Maybe he shouldn’t have eaten that last slice
of pizza. Maybe he sucked down too much beer during that keg stand.
Or maybe it was just the excitement of everything that happened
after he left the party at the beach. Whatever the reason, by the
time he returned to the Chi Sigma Delta house, Kurt Wampner felt
like shit.

With great difficulty, Kurt managed to open
the solid oak doors and stepped inside. Anticipating a crowd, he
puffed his chest and feigned a smile, but his face and posture fell
slack when he saw through blurry eyes that there was nothing left
to greet him but a mess. Thank God, he thought, I don’t
want anyone seeing me like this.

His big hands gripped over his aching
stomach, Kurt stumbled toward the kitchen, thinking only of the
medicine cabinet and the promise of something that would stop the
world from spinning. Instead, he tripped over his untied sneakers
and fell like a six-foot-eight-inch tree across the living room
couch. In those disorienting few seconds, Kurt’s body spawned an
updraft of magazines, tissues, and candy wrappers and crushed a
pair of empty beer cans. Then, with a thump, the back of his head
smacked the thinly-cushioned armrest, nearly dislodging the pair of
pink panties cinched down atop his head. His headache throbbed
harder, punching his eardrums from inside.

Kurt rolled to a stop on the couch, but his
stomach continued to churn itself into an acidic tempest of
nonconforming foods. As the brew foamed up his throat, Kurt looked
around him for some kind of container - a plastic bag, or maybe
some freshman’s shoe, but none was to be found. Instead, he heaved
over and gave the discarded centerfold of Miss September a slimy
green dress.

Kurt spat, wiped his mouth, and flopped onto
his back as fast as he could. He held his breath, not wanting to
smell what just came out of him. He tried his best to think of
something else, the bar near the beach, the rack on that new
cheerleader, or his three touchdowns against the Baytown Berettas.
He thought he succeeded. When he finally exhaled, he smelled only
fresh strawberries.

The strange scent allowed Kurt to re-organize
his thoughts. Priority number one, he decided, was to get the hell
up as soon as he could. He had a reputation to maintain, not only
as the most feared running back on Travis Forland University’s
football team, but as the guy who two hours earlier called his frat
brothers a bunch of pussies for not joining him on the panty raid
of those uppity bitches at Kappa Kappa. He avoided disaster with a
narrow escape from the girls’ house, but he now feared the ration
of shit he was certain to get if the guys found out he couldn’t
hold his liquor.

While he lay there, the strawberry scent grew
stronger, and Kurt couldn’t help but wonder what was causing it. He
knew it wasn’t him - his deodorant failed hours ago. It certainly
wasn’t the house, either - air fresheners cut into the weekly beer
fund. Nevertheless, it felt like someone was bringing Kurt fruit on
a plate, serving it to him right under his nose. His stomach
grumbled at the thought, but it relaxed him, too. With each passing
second, his head throbbed less and less, and he began to feel the
twitch of his short blond hairs on the back of his head as they
brushed gently against the armrest with every breath.

When the headache finally went away, Kurt
took another breath and stretched, allowing the breasts of his
letterman jacket to part at his sides. He smiled and hummed under
his breath as the white t-shirt pulled tight against his muscular
chest, yanking the three printed gold characters another half-inch
apart from one another. It felt good to stretch, and as he exhaled,
he contemplated falling asleep right then and there.

That is, until his chest felt even
tighter.

Kurt blinked open his eyes and watched his
chest begin to rise on its own. He could feel his flat pecs began
to expand beneath his shirt, fattening and separating as they
lifted up the bottom of his shirt. The shapes grew slowly at first,
but, when sighted, seemed to pick up speed, stretching the
lettering on his shirt even more until the foil lettering began to
crack. He grabbed onto the mounds and felt a pair of soft, squishy
breasts, the nipples hardening beneath his palms. His cock bucked
up beneath his jeans, tricked into action by the familiar
sensation.

Startled, Kurt sat up and got to his knees,
feeling something drag behind his head, then bat gently against the
back of his jacket. He reached back and, in his hands, were long
strands of blonde hair - strawberry-blonde hair. Kurt froze
when he felt the strands slip out of his shrinking hands, more
hairs tickling his forehead as his fingers narrowed and softened.
He felt his nails creep further from each digit, their dull color
turning bright pink. When he raised his hands higher, his arms
tingled to a soothing warmth, the tangle of hairs shrinking, then
disappearing, replaced with a patina of glitter across smooth,
white skin. He was frightened, but peculiarly soothed when the same
tingling sensation swirled over his face like water from a warm
shower.

A sharp pain then spiked from Kurt’s erect
cock, causing him to fall forward onto all fours, nails digging
into the other torn arm of the couch. Kurt’s shoulders cracked and
buckled closer together, and just like that, his jacket was too big
for him. The strawberry smell grew stronger as he moved, puffing up
from the collar of his shirt as his perky, pointy breasts pulled
his shirt even higher, revealing a softening midriff. He whimpered
as his hips pulled themselves apart, his blossoming ass testing the
strength of what were once loose-fitting jeans.

The more Kurt’s ass grew, the tighter his
briefs felt, and as the edges were yanked between his buttocks, his
cock began to jam back inside of him. It shunted back inside him in
short, halting strokes, but somehow, each shunt felt better than
the one before it. His whole body felt more sensitive, more alive
to the world around it, and his crotch proved the most alert - and
the most damp. With one final squeeze, his cock sank beneath his
changing flesh, leaving a warm, tingling wetness at the spot where
it once was.

When the changes began to subside, Kurt
rolled onto her side once more, her breasts rubbing their soft
shapes against one another. Her hips now ached, her jeans several
sizes too small, and she set to work removing them. Shuffling from
beneath her massive jacket, she managed to slip her right hand into
her pocket and rip free some obstructions, her duct tape-covered
wallet and her keychain. Her long nails then set to work on the
button until, at last, it came undone. When she unzipped her fly
and twisted her hips out of her pants, she felt relief and a soft
satin-like sheen.

There, wrapped around her new genitals, were
a pair of soft pink panties.

Kurt recognized the garment’s color, but for
the first time marveled at its bikini-cut shape, its tiny pink bow,
and how perfectly it hugged and stroked her oozing pussy. She
rubbed the top of her head. Her prize was no longer there - she was
wearing it now. Trembling, she breathed in deeply. The changes
done, the strawberry scent subsided, becoming one with the new
womanly odor that rose from the damp spot on her pretty pink
panties.

Kurt was actually kind of okay with this.
After all, she thought, this is a dream, right? Nothing
this fucked-up would ever actually happen. Yet, even as she
thought this, she couldn’t get over how acutely she felt her soft
hands slide up and down her curves. It didn’t take her long to peek
under the collar of her shirt, marveling at the smooth breasts that
swayed and slapped together to her every move. She didn’t have to
look for the nipples - they were pushing so hard against the thin
fabric of her shirt that the tiniest graze of her nails set them
ablaze. The more she rubbed herself there, the wetter she felt
between her exposed thighs, a new most intriguing sensation.

She caught sight of herself in the
fingerprint-riddled beer mirror on the other end of the room and
admired herself in profile. The woman who stared back wasn’t Kurt’s
type, but she certainly liked the way she was touching herself. The
woman grabbed the crotch of her tiny pink panties and Kurt moaned,
feeling her swollen clit rub against the mushy fabric and awakened
nerves. I’m not dreaming, Kurt thought to himself. As her
fingers stirred her cunt more aggressively, she moaned louder,
watching the woman’s mouth yank open to set it free. Aw, fuck
it, I don’t care!

Kurt’s left hand pulled away the fabric from
her crotch and her right hand set to work. Her middle finger rooted
up and down her moist cleft, and her remaining fingers quickly
discovered how much better it felt when they pulled apart the
doughy outer lips. She began to grind herself against the couch,
rolling forward onto her smooth stomach until it sizzled against
her working hands and forearms. Soon, her middle finger pivoted
inward and shoved deep inside, just in time for her palm to mash
her clit. She moaned louder, rubbing her palm in counterclockwise
circles, letting more fingers inside her succulent cunt.

At last, she knew what her ex-girlfriend was
always asking her to do in bed. She was losing control, and loving
every minute of it.

“UNH!” Kurt cried. “Oh, God, I’m
gonna—”

That’s when the door banged open. Kurt
jumped, slapping her wet fingers over her crotch as she shuffled up
the couch. With nowhere to hide, she suddenly remembered herself
and watched in terror as three shadows crept up the facing wall.
The door slammed shut, and a sharp, incredulous voice yelled from
behind the couch.

“What the fuck?”

Kurt watched as three of her younger frat
brothers and football teammates walked into view. They stood
together at the foot of the couch, forming a wall of identical
purple-and-gold letterman jackets.

On the left was Phil, the dark-skinned
running back from Alabama, the light from the nearby kitchen
glinting off his smooth bald head. On the right stood Jack, the
round body of the brown-haired defensive tackle pressed into the
side of the couch, his lips sucking idly at the straw of his large
soda. Between the two men stood Rick, a head shorter than his
confederates, the wild-eyed kicker with the short red peach fuzz on
his chin and the massive chip on his shoulder. While Jack and Phil
stood dumbfounded, Rick stared straight at Kurt with the fury of a
scorned Chihuahua. Kurt sat up.

“G-guys!” Kurt squeaked in a voice far higher than his own. She cleared her throat and tried to speak deeper. “Guys—it’s—”

“Who the hell are you?” said Rick. “Aw, shit! She threw up in here, goddammit!” Phil put his hand on his shoulder..

“Hey, be cool, man,” said Phil in a deep voice. Rick twitched.

“Don’t fucking touch me like that, goddammit,” said Rick, who with difficulty pushed Phil’s big right hand off of him.

“Look!” said Phil, gesturing an open hand Kurt’s direction. “She’s wearing Kurt’s jacket. See? He got back here fine, just like I told you. He just picked up a little something on the way, that’s all.”

“Oh? Well, where the fuck is he, Phil? Huh? And why didn’t he clear this with us?”

“I don’t know! He’s probably taking a shit or something.” Phil turned to the stairwell and yelled upstairs. “Hey, Kurt! Kurt, you in here?” In the ensuing silence, Kurt bit her lips. She was a prisoner in this new body of hers, and there was no way they’d believe her. To make matters worse, she didn’t like the way Jack was looking at her. She knew the kind of guy he was.

“Yeah. He’s not here, now is he?” said Rick. “And why’s she wearing his jacket and his shirt?”

“What are you getting at?” asked Phil. As the tension mounted, Kurt began to wonder whether her frat brothers actually witnessed her change. She shook her head, reminding herself of the sequence. She struggled to think of something to say, but the words eluded her, overwhelmed by the beating of her heart. She didn’t even see Rick step forward and pick up her keys. The sound of their jingling drew her attention upward. Her silver keychain with the silhouette of a naked girl twinkled in the light.

“I think those Kappa bitches got the drop on him. I think they jumped him and took his shit. And I think this little bitch broke into our place with her boyfriend or some shit, didn’t think that we’d come back and catch ‘em in the act.”

“Do you hear what the fuck you’re saying?” said Phil. Kurt jumped to her feet, reminded of her nudity by the way the air swirled around her long hairless legs. As her breasts shook to a stop, she immediately realized she was a few inches shorter than before, just barely taller than Rick.

“Knock it off!” yelled Kurt, giving up on imitating his old voice. Rick’s eyes widened as the woman pointed to herself. “Come on, Rick, it’s me! I’m Kurt!” Jack dropped his soda.

“What?”

“I’m Kurt. Look, I don’t know what happened, either, but—”

“How’d you know my name?” asked Rick. “I don’t fucking know you.”

“Yes you do, goddammit! Phil, Jack, back me up here!” Phil and Jack just looked at each other.

“Dude, that kind of sounds like Kurt,” said Phil. “And she knows who we are.” Rick’s face was pulled tight with anger.

“See? Now listen, I busted into the Kappa house and stole these panties. The ones—” Kurt paused and shook her head, still taking in how well the garment fit. “—the ones I’m wearing. But then, they - they changed me. Hell, I don’t know how the fuck it happened, but you gotta believe me!”

“Bullshit!” yelled Rick. “You see? See what I’m saying? Those Kappas are fucking with us, and I bet you anything this little bitch knows where Kurt is!”

“I am Kurt!”

“How stupid do you think I am, you little slut?” Kurt balled up her fists.

“Pretty goddamned stupid, you sawed-off little fuck.” Rick recognized the insult and choked back what he was about to say. Instead, he waved his hand at her.

“Grab her.”

“What?” asked Phil.

“Grab her! Fucking hold her. Her arms, goddammit!” The two shuffled over to her and held her arms behind her back. Kurt tried to push Jack away, but ended up falling into Phil. Both men held her arms behind her back.

“Let me go, goddammit!” yelled Kurt. She tried to twist free of their grip, but both were hanging onto her wrists. Rick shook his head and walked up to her.

“Keep a hold of her, guys.” he said with a smirk. Rick lifted the keys up to Kurt’s face and jingled them slowly. He was so close now that she could smell the alcohol on his breath. “Now, I’m going to ask you this nicely. But I’m only going to ask you once. Do you understand me?”

“You fucking asshole—” In a flash, Rick’s open palm slapped her right cheek, snapping her head to her right. Kurt froze. In that moment, as her right cheek throbbed, the reality of her situation finally became clear, and her sensations overwhelmed her. The jiggle of her breasts to her rapid breaths. The soft sheen of the panties against her damp crotch. The scent of strawberries. She wasn’t losing control of the situation. It was already lost.

“The fuck are you doing?” yelled Phil.

“Stay out of this,” said Rick. He turned back to Kurt. “Do you understand me?” Kurt’s eyes filled with readied tears. She bit her lip harder, then nodded. “Where is Kurt?”

“I told you,” she squeaked. “I’m Kurt.”

Rick raised his hands and let the keys fall out of his grip. He took a step back and crossed his arms. Kurt’s heart was beating even faster now.

“Strip her,” he said. Kurt’s heart sank. Phil couldn’t get a word out this time. “Now.”

Kurt was paralyzed. She knew exactly what was going to happen, and knew full well there was nothing she could do about it. Jack reached his thick white hand under the edge of her jacket, then eased it off her shoulder. Phil grabbed the other side, and it slipped down her back. As Jack tossed the jacket aside, his moist hand grazed up her left arm, sending a chill up her spine. Rick read aloud the two sentences that were already running through Kurt’s mind.

“Chi Sigma Delta Rule 23-B,” he said. Phil and Jack grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and began to slowly pull it over her head. “No one - especially no woman - is allowed to wear the fraternity’s logo or colors except members of the fraternity.” As the shirt turned inside-out over her face, the scent of strawberries intensified, as did her gathering musk. Her hair swept through the hole and her breasts flopped down, completely exposed. When the shirt was gone, Rick was standing there, breathing deeply as he lowered his hand to her shoulder. “A violation is punishable by subjugation.” Kurt’s eyes followed his hand, examining her milky-white breasts in the open for the first time. Slowly, Rick felt his way around the curve of her right breast. She shuddered as he cupped the shape in his palm, then pinched the hard nipple. Kurt moaned, then licked her lips.

Rick stood on his toes and kissed her, jamming his thick, bitter tongue deep inside her mouth. She whimpered and felt herself falling into him. Then he stepped back and Jack shoved he forward.

Phil shook his head as he watched the woman fall to her knees in front of Rick, who was unzipping his fly and reaching inside. Kurt looked back, but Rick grabbed her jaw and turned her head back toward the glutted tip of his throbbing five inches. She was horrified as much from seeing his frat brother’s cock as she was by how it actually looked. She couldn’t get over how large and menacing it looked up close, its throbbing red length surrounded by a bush of tangled copper pubes.

But, at the same time, Kurt felt her body yearn for it, urging him to move closer. She sniffed his scent of stale sex, and though it sickened her at first, she soon desired more. She wanted to taste it. She wanted his dick. Her panties soaked in approval. Rick grabbed the back of her head, his sweaty fingers threaded through her hair. He didn’t have to push very hard.

“Suck it,” said Rick. “And if you try anything funny, I will end you.”

Kurt barely heard the words over the sound of her mouth filling with cock. She drew a breath, savoring his salty, pungent musk as the head slipped behind her teeth. Her lips closed around the shaft, and she grimaced as she pulled back. She didn’t move far before Rick pushed his hands down again. More cock filled her mouth - too much - and she gagged when his wedge punched her throat. More acid swirled in her mouth, and she swallowed in a hurry as she pulled back.

“That’s it,” whispered Rick, raising his head. “Just like that.” He eased his grip, and slowly, Kurt began to learn.

The more Kurt sucked, the more she felt another presence behind her. A kiss poked the middle of her back, then another a few inches lower. Jack’s thick fingers then pulled beneath the edges of her panties. The crotch pulled tighter against her weeping cleft, then began to fall away as he eased it down her smooth thighs. When Jack kissed her left asscheek, the scent of strawberries grew stronger, and her exposure was reality. His hands gripped her ass, and a face, then a tongue, slipped inside. Kurt moaned as she was devoured, and her frantic hands grabbed Rick’s bluejeaned ass in response. She rammed her face forward much harder than before, letting his balls slap against her chin.

Phil thought about leaving and calling for help, but all he did was ease himself down to the couch and watch the woman do her work. Phil’s legs wagged slowly in and out, and it wasn’t long before he began to caress the thick bulge that shoved up the crotch of his jeans. He watched through glazed eyes as Jack stood up and unbuttoned his jeans, letting his large, thick cock thrust free of its hairy prison. When Jack got to his knees, Phil undid his own pants, and a towering shape of brown flesh stood proudly from his lap. He licked his palm, then, as Jack fell into her ass, wrapped his moist fingers around his cock.

Kurt shuddered as she was filled by Jack. She shoved her ass against his hips until, with a slap, his heavy balls swung against her moist petals. She hummed low and long, all the while savoring the bead of pre that dribbled from Rick’s glutted tip. As she tasted him, she grew curious. She pulled back further to tease his hole with her tip, then swirled it around his shaft as she sucked his length back down. She looked up at Rick, who was now groaning under his breath. Then, Jack started thrusting on his own, her round ass clapping with every thrust of Jack’s hot cock. She held tighter to Rick’s pants until they fell down around his ankles. She then fought her hands up his tight legs until, at last, she could swallow his cock once more.

Phil’s pants were around his ankles as well, each pump of his wrist accompanied by the rustle of a magazine being ripped to shreds beneath his tight, square ass. He ignored the discomfort and continued to watch his two friends pump harder and faster into the woman’s wet holes. Snarling under his breath as the friction mounted, he lifted his stroking hand to his face, leaving the other to tease his throbbing balls. He stuck out his tongue, but when he licked it once more, he was perplexed by how strange it tasted. It wasn’t as salty or smelly as he anticipated.

Instead, it tasted like strawberries.

Phil was about to grab his cock again when it twitched harder than before, so hard that a stab of pain shot through his loins. He choked back a cry and, when he stared at his lap, his cock was no longer throbbing. Instead, the brown monolith was pointing straight at the ceiling, and it both looked and felt as though his body were being suspended from a length of piano wire tied to that most sensitive flesh. The fantasy broken, he was afraid to touch it, fearful that the pain would worsen, but eventually he could no longer resist. He extended his damp hand over his lap.

Phil’s cock twitched again, much harder than before, and this time all three frat boys stopped their movements, all of them making the same noise. Kurt felt both cocks inside of her begin to pulse and twist. She thought they were going to cum, and she readied her throat, but nothing came out. Instead, only the heads of Rick and Jack’s cocks were pulsing, and each felt like they were growing larger, swelling inside her mouth and cunt.

Back on the couch, Phil watched as four thick veins suddenly appeared in an “X” around his fleshy tip. Several smaller pulses followed, and with each of them, the veins grew darker and spread higher. By the time the veins met at his hole, all three men were groaning, moaning incomprehensible words and trembling uncontrollably. Intrigued, Kurt slowly pulled Rick’s cock out of her mouth. The more she pulled it back, the larger the head felt, the more her jaw strained, and the more she tasted strawberries, until at last, it popped out.

That’s when Rick’s cock bloomed.

It was a strangely beautiful sight. While holding the shaft in her hands, the sides of Rick’s giant tip popped, then literally pulled apart like a fleshy bud, one which, in a few wrenching twists, unfurled into a muted pink flower of more than a dozen fleshy rose-like petals. There was no blood, nor much of any sign of its original form. Instead, the pink petals were covered in a patina of sticky-sweet juice. Kurt leaned forward and drank in the scent. It smelled just like her, only with an even greater flourish of fresh strawberries. Curious, she stuck out her tongue and wriggled it over the center of the flower.

“What the fuck, man?!” yelled Phil as his own tip burst, then spun into a dark brown flower. Kurt soon felt another puff waft against her cunt as a terrified Jack pulled out just in time to see his rich red flower blow apart. She glanced up at Rick, who was completely beside himself.

“What - did you - do?!” he stammered. He wanted to grab her, but he soon became entranced by the hair retreating from his arms, and the lengthening of his nails.

Kurt then felt Rick’s shaft suck back out of her grip, the petals folding in, then popping back out as they retreated between her fingers. His shaft was retreating, sinking into his body, and Rick trembled as his flower-tipped cock began to distort. Phil and Jack watched their own lengths do the same as they became flushed with an overwhelming warmth. Phil’s chest expanded first while Jack fell on his ass, feeling his cheeks pull apart against the high-traffic carpet. Terrified, the three men began to shed their own clothes, watching in amazement as each other’s breasts filled out, their clouds of body hair dissipated, and their muscles became hidden beneath sensual curves of flesh.

Phil retained some of his athletic build, though he grew a humble pair of dark hand-sized breasts while his expanding ass lifted him from the couch. Her hair frizzed out several times larger, forming a beautiful black sphere nearly two feet in diameter. Jake’s nipples widened, then slid down the front of his round body, and as his tangle of body hair disappeared, his massive tits and lengthening brown hair made him resemble an ivory cut out of a fertility goddess. When Rick took off his shirt, he discovered an advance of freckles across her chest, where her breasts stopped growing two sizes smaller than Kurt’s. Kurt and Rick locked eyes as Rick’s face softened, her anger muted into a curiously adorable expression beneath creeping lengths of bright red hair.

By the time all this had happened, the cock-flowers of all three men stretched and distorted further into velvety-soft lips of their new labia, which tucked back and eased into the resulting clefts between their supple thighs. Kurt only saw these for a moment before a bright light swirled around the laps of all three women. When it subsided, all three were wearing the same pair of pink panties as Kurt.

Kurt smiled and, slowly, stood to her feet. As she hoisted her own damp panties back up her legs, she breathed in deeply, drawing in the scent of strawberries and sex that was stronger now than ever before.

Two hands grasped Kurt’s hair and pulled her down.

“Ow!” yelled Kurt as she shoved Rick back.

“What did you do to us, you bitch?” squeaked Rick. Kurt couldn’t stop herself from giggling. Rick’s voice was even higher than hers.

“Dude,” said a sensual-sounding Phil, “maybe she is Kurt.”

“She is,” said another voice. Kurt thought it was Jack, but the round woman with her hands over her crotch shook her head and pointed the other direction. The group turned and watched a pair of knee-high white boots walk down the stairs. A short blue skirt followed, then a tight white shirt and lengths of long blonde hair that fell at her back. Finally, Kurt saw a face she recognized, one she barely eluded just an hour earlier. Standing on the landing, the woman leaned against the banister and crossed her arms. Her breasts shoved up the two red characters on her shirt, exposing her midriff. All three of them saw up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing any panties. “So, how do they feel, girls?” Kurt blushed as she rocked back and forth on her feet, feeling her panties rub gently across her crotch. Rick broke the mood.

“You did this to us?!” said Rick.

“No, no. You did this to you,” she answered. “Or, more accurately, your friend Kurt there.” Rick lunged at Kurt, but he jumped out of the way in time. Rick tripped and fell flat on her face. Phil tried to help her up, but Rick shoved her hands away again. The woman stepped off the landing and walked up to them. “Oh my God, you’re all so cute! I love a good penis raid!” Jack finally decided to talk.

“Penis raid?”

“Yes, my dear. A time-honored tradition back at Kappa house to keep naughty little boys like you in order.”

“Whoa, whoa, look, miss—” started Phil.

“Mistress,” the woman answered. “You girls haven’t earned my name yet.” Phil, visibly annoyed, took a deep breath.

“Mistress,” said Phil. “Look, me, Rick, Jack, we weren’t with him. Hell, we told Kurt not to go!”

“What difference does that make to me?” said the mistress. Phil stepped back. “I don’t control the curse; it’s been passed down for generations.”

“Curse?” asked Rick. The mistress ignored her and turned to Kurt, helping her up from the floor. She brushed her hair aside and gently rubbed her palm.

“Did you make them hard, my dear?” the mistress asked. Kurt blushed brighter and nodded. The mistress became even more excited. “You did! Oh, then you saw it!” The mistress slid her hand over Kurt’s cheek.

“Saw what? What the fuck—” Rick started before Phil jabbed her in the ribs. Rick mumbled something, but Phil clapped a hand over her mouth. Both watched as the mistress continued to caress a very confused Kurt.

“My, my, you’ve learned so much already,” said the mistress. “That deserves a reward.” The blonde snapped her fingers and Kurt was surrounded by white light. The light dissipated and re-formed into narrow white strands that felt silky-smooth as they caressed her shoulders, her chest, and her back. The darker they became, the more they coalesced into a dress, one that stopped just above her knees. It was a simple, but elegant summer dress - the pink fabric twinkled with specks of glitter, and white ruffles adorned her shoulders. Kurt felt warm wearing it. Somehow, it felt right.

“T-thank you—mistress—” said Kurt. The mistress eased forward and kissed her deeply, letting her tongue wander inside her mouth. She then breathed over her ear.

“You’re welcome,” she whispered. Kurt felt a small sting at her earlobes. Just like that, she now had a pair of earrings with small pink gems.

“Hey!” said Rick, clutching her small chest with one hand and tapping the mistress’ shoulder with the other. “Turn us back, goddammit!” The mistress ignored her again.

“Doesn’t she look lovely?” she said. Kurt blushed as the mistress played with her hair. “You girls could learn a thing or two from your friend here.”

“Fuck you,” said Rick. The mistress giggled. She waved her hand gently in the air and Rick felt something tingle around her neck. The energy tightened, then revealed itself as a pink leather collar. Rick struggled to take it off, but when a long pink leash extended up to her hand, the mistress wrenched it toward her, dropping Rick on all fours.

“Oh, I’m going to have fun with you,” said the mistress. Rick started to get to his feet when the mistress tugged the leash once more, bringing her back on all fours. “Nuh-uh, bad doggie. You stay just like that.” Rick grumbled, confused by how wet her cunt felt in that position. The mistress turned to the Phil and Jack. “Come now, girls, we don’t want to be late.”

“Where are we going?” asked Phil. The mistress didn’t answer. She walked over to the door, her hand in Kurt’s, pulling her along. Rick resisted, then shuffled forward on all fours behind them. “Where are we going, mistress?” The woman smiled.

“Why, back to the Kappa house, of course,” she said, yanking open the door. Phil and Jack clapped their hands over their bodies. “We don’t let just anybody into our sorority. There are rules. Now, come along.” Phil and Jack made their way toward their jackets and pants. “No, no, no. You two leave those clothes there.”

“We can’t just walk out there naked!” blurted Jack. Rick was about to join in, but she already knew what the mistress’ answer would be.

“Well, I wouldn’t recommend staying here,” said the mistress. “Aren’t the rest of the boys coming back from that little party of yours?”

She didn’t need to say another word. The two women stumbled over each other to get to the door, nearly trampling Rick as they raced each other into the night. The mistress giggled, then looked back at Kurt, standing next to her in the doorway.

“Shall we?” she asked. Kurt nodded.

“Yes, mistress.”

As Rick crawled by her feet on all fours, Kurt grasped the doorhandle and stared into the messy house one more time. When the door shut, the stench of the room had gone. There was only the smell of strawberries.



###


Thank you for purchasing a book from my collection. I’ve always enjoyed a good gender swap fantasy, and it thrills me to hear from readers who share that enthusiasm. So don’t be shy - post a comment on my Twitter @BlairBuford and stop by my shop at http://blairbuford.blogspot.com!



My name is Blair Buford. It isn’t a man’s name, nor that of a woman. It is that of a human who knows that gender is a choice. I dream of a world where sex is a choice as well, one where men and women alike can both experience how the other half lives for as long as they desire, free to know each other’s pleasure. I write in order to make known to the world that no one should fear what makes them happy - or horny.



More Erotica From “Blair Buford’s Gender Swap Shop”

Becoming Beautiful

Refucktion

The Sexymorphosis

The Sexymorphosis 2: The Sexymorphosis Takes Hold

The Sexymorphosis 3: The Sexymorphosis Intensifies

The Sexymorphosis 4: The Sexymorphosis Conquers All

The Sexymorphosis Adventure (Bundle of Parts 1-4)

Swaperella
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