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Emasculated Alpha

Chapter 1

Foggy minded from an early morning, Clive walked into a local coffee shop called Arbor Cafe. A small local crowd of students sat at the tables working on laptops and tablets while sipping drinks and eating handmade pastries. A soft hum of quiet chatter filled the room. A sign over the pastries read, “Handmade Pastries, and Freshly Ground Coffee.” The room held the poppy air of urban gentrification.

This was his first time in the shop, and Clive already knew he loved it. He counted two cute girls behind the counter and at least four seated at the various tables. He waited for his turn in line and sent out his flirtatious vibe to as many of the women in the room as he could with smiles and winks. Most ignored him, but a few outright scowled at him. The muscular baseball player wore his team cap backward and his black hair spilled down from under the cap on the left side. He glanced around the room, puffing out his muscular chest and subconsciously trying to assert his dominance as the peak male in the cafe.

The rich aroma of freshly brewed coffee filled the room. Light pine wood decorated most of the visible space. A half-inch thick lacquer protected the wooden counter and coins of all denominations sat inside the clear coating. Clive waited in line to order while flexing his bulging muscles and making sure people were watching him.

A small menu sat to the left where a pretty girl with dark brown hair took orders and called them out to her coworker at the coffeemaker. Thick-rimmed glasses framed her light green eyes. She glanced up at Clive and asked, “What can I get for you?” Her gaze drifted from his face to his bare muscular arms and back up. Hair spilled over her glasses on the sides by her ears in a mess of a hurried morning.

Clive reveled in the attention and folded his arms flexing his biceps making them as large as possible. “I’ll take your phone number for one thing.” Clive glanced at the name tag on her shirt and added, “Kati.” He said it with all the confidence that she would offer it to him without question.

The barista blinked and pointed at the menu. “My phone number is not on the menu, but I can get you coffee or a scone,” she said in a sweet voice. Her practiced customer service smile widened, and she waited for him to respond. She wore a dark brown apron over a white shirt. The square cut of the apron hung covered most of her slender form.

The unperturbed baseball player matched her smile, unaware that it was fake. He glanced over the menu and selected a coffee blend. “Do you make all the pastries by hand?” He leaned on his toes and glanced down the other side of the counter, checking out the lower half of the brown-haired girl. He wanted to rip off her clothes and inspect the plump ass.

“It does say hand made pastries on our sign,” she said with a sarcastic grin. Kati’s fake smile faded to a neutral grin as she added, “What’s the name for the order?”

“I’ll give you my name if you give me your number,” Clive replied, leaning on the counter with both hands. Visibly uncomfortable, the people in line behind him cleared their throats and shuffled their feet. He raised his eyebrow when she delayed her response. Offering her a sensual grin, he said, “It’ll be the best decision you ever make.”

Katie glanced at the blond barista behind her. The two exchanged exasperated looks. When Kati turned back to Clive her composure was refreshed. Offering him a wide smile, she said, “That’s funny, Clive, but I doubt it would even make the top decision of my day.”

“Wait, you already knew my name,” he blew straight past her dismissal of his advances. Clive narrowed his eyes. He wondered why she was teasing him if she knew who he was this whole time. Confidence boosted that the cute girl already knew his name. He winked at her because of course, she knew him.

“No, I didn’t,” she said through a straight face. The blond girl behind her giggled as she placed a scone onto a small plate. Passing it across the table, the girl called out to a customer. A customer eyed Clive warily as she took her coffee and scone and walked to a nearby table. All present stared at the awkward encounter, hoping for the moment to pass quickly and without incident.

“You just said my name was Clive,” he said, frustrated that she didn’t believe him.

“No, you did. Just now,” the barista grinned widely, enjoying his frustration.

Face red with anger and confusion, Clive shook his head, “No, you said it first.” Clive considered yelling at the girl, but the surrounding crowd forced him to keep his cool. He wanted desperately to put her in her place and make her tell the truth. His hands clenched into fists and he pounded the counter adding, “Why are you lying?”

“Did I?” the girl tilted her head. A stray strand of long brown hair fell over her eye and dangled at her mouth. She blew it to the side, and it swayed, catching on her glasses again. “I’ll let you know when your order is ready,” after speaking she turned to face the next customer in line.

In a huff, Clive glared at her, but when she paid him no mind, he stormed off to a nearby table. Fuming, he ran through the conversation in his mind over and again. “She said my name first,” he muttered. Clive tried to calm his nerves, but by the time his coffee arrived, his control over the anger welling inside him faltered. He slammed his fist down as the blond barista placed his coffee on the small round table.

The girl was prettier than the brown-haired one, but Clive could not get Kati out of his mind. Where normally he would have hit on both women, he was unable to acknowledge the beasts only a few feet from his face. She offered him a concerned look and opened her mouth to speak. She held it open a moment, but shook her head and turned around to leave.

On the small saucer sat a folded piece of paper. Clive picked it up and opened it. It was a note card that read, “Be nice to women or you will regret it for the rest of your life.” He crumpled the paper and drank his coffee in angry silence. As he left the coffee shop he muttered, “I’ll never fucking come here again.”


Chapter 2

Faint music drifted into the dark bedroom from the party outside. Light flashed through the curtained windows in muted reds and greens, sending two shadows across the wall. Clive fumbled with dizzy fingers at the belt at the girl's waist. He could not recall her name or her face. All either could see were dark silhouettes in a faintly flashing green and blue room. She swatted at his hand and pushed him away from her. Clive grinned at the most likely feigned attempt at refusing him. For an instant, the green light flashed across her face and he saw the terror in her eyes. Clive stood naked from the waist down with his small cock erect, eager to penetrate the girl in front of him.

“I said stop it,” she yelled, pushing his hands away from her pants. The party outside raged quietly through the closed window.

Confused, Clive kept moving forward with unbuckling her belt. He pulled the leather free from the loops and sent it flying across the room. It crashed behind him somewhere, but in his drunken haze, he could not determine where. He mumbled, “Come on. You know you want my cock in you.” She pushed away from him, but he looped his fingers into her jeans, holding her close to him. One hand slid in between her jeans and the panties below while his other struggled to unbutton the large brass button holding her jeans in place around her hips. He wondered if the girl had asked him to stop before and then he could not remember who she was or how he met her. Thoughts slid through the morass of his drunken stupor and he refocused on the task of fucking the unknown woman.

The girl tried to free herself, but terror froze her in place. “Clive, that’s enough. You’re drunk. Leave me alone,” she yelled, punching his chest. Clive loosed the button and pulled her pants down. He rammed his hips against her and his small dick pressed into her groin, smashing against her purple panties. The girl slapped him across the face. Undeterred, Clive pressed his face into hers, kissing her tightly sealed lips. The girl shot a hand down, punching him in the cock.

Clive winced and stumbled backward. His hand still down the back of her pants he tripped over his feet pulling her down onto the ground with him. His small dick burned with tingling fire from her punch. The girl gripped his cock and slapped him across the face. Daring to struggle his way free, he pulled away from her, but the tight grip only allowed a few inches of movement. Clear thoughts penetrated his cloudy mind, and he wondered how he got into this situation. The woman let go of his cock and he let out a long sigh. She punched it again, and he fell onto his back, groaning in pain.

“Fuck you,” Clive said, scrambling away from the terrifying woman. She tried to punch his cock again, but he scooted across the floor away from her. The girl stood on shaky feet. Green light from outside glistened across her angry eyes. Disheveled brown hair and spilled down her shoulders. The girl pulled her pants and spat on Clive.

Groaning from the pain in his cock, Clive wiped the spit from his forehead and sat up as the girl fled the room, pulling her pants up. He sat in the darkness wondering where he went wrong in the situation, but could not recall all the details. Searched the room for his pants. Giving up after a few minutes, he walked to the closet and opened the door. A belt sat on the ground next to his foot. He bent low and picked it up. “Is this mine? Where are my pants?” He glanced around the dark room again and turned back to the closet. After opening the door, he perused the clothes available, “Where am I again? These are women’s clothes.” He found a pair of running shorts and slid them over his naked legs. The tight spandex gripped his cock snugly to his groin. All three inches of his erect penis bulged out of the pants.

While navigating the empty, memories returned as his hazy mind cleared. Clive flipped a light switch and glanced gripped the railing of the stairs while he descended. Muscles bulged out of the ‘V’ neck shirt from hours in the gym each day. Lean and muscular, Clive was the second baseman for their college baseball team. He ran a hand through his short black hair and pressed it over his left ear in a messy part. He turned down the last step and jumped back, started that his friend, Devin, was leaning against a nearby wall.

“I take it you didn’t score,” he chuckled and offered Clive an IPA. Clive took the beer and read the unfamiliar label. Devin inspected Clive’s messy hair and missing clothes and asked, “Where are your pants?”

“I can’t remember,” he held up the belt and added, “I found my belt though.”

“That’s not your belt,” Devin said, taking a sip from his drink. The first baseman pursed his thin lips. Clive’s bald and bearded best friend stretched his arms wide and took the belt from Clive’s hand and said, “Here I’ll take care of it.”

Clive blinked at the pink studs running along the top and bottom edges of the leather. When did he buy this belt, he wondered? “Maybe I’m trying out a new look. Leave me alone.” The ‘V’ neck purple shirt dangled a few inches above his cock. Clive stared out the tall windows on either side of the front door. Street lights illuminated cars lining the street. He pulled out his phone and considered calling an Uber, but decided he needed sex and then wondered where he got his phone.

“No that was Helen’s,” Devin explained. “I watched her run past a minute ago, as she muttered about a belt and a small cock.” Devin eyed the erect penis protruding from the spandex shorts.

“Was I holding my phone this whole time?” He tried to put the phone in his pocket, then recalled that he was wearing women’s spandex shorts. His eyes focussed on the shorts and he realized that they were bright pink with a purple stripe running down the sides. Sighing, he tucked the phone into the spandex at his hip.

“Yes,” Devin answered, barely containing his laughter.

“Where’s my wallet?” Clive sipped the beer.

“I’ll go find your pants,” Devin walked up the stairs to help his drunk friend.

“Can you believe that cunt?” Clive yelled in a voice louder than necessary. His beer spilled as she shifted his weight and leaned against the wall for support.

“I know right,” Devin called down over the wooden banister.

“I know she wanted my dick. Who wouldn’t?” he growled into his beer, letting his frustration escape with each sip of his IPA.

“I don’t,” said laughing as he grabbed Clive’s discarded pants from the hallway. His bald friend walked down the steps, slinging the pants over his shoulder.

“That’s good cause I would not fuck you.”

“Good,” Devin grinned and added, “I have half a mind to make you spend the rest of the night in those pants.”

“I need pussy tonight. I’m going to get someone. You want to back me up?” Clive said, forgetting why his pants should affect his ability to hit on women. He turned away from Devin and walked around the hallway to the party outside.

“No, you got this,” Devin laughed, following his friend out to the raucous laughter and dancing in the backyard. The bearded redhead sipped his beer, watching his friend struggled to put out coherent thoughts and sentences.

Clive walked to the dancing near the pool and stepped in between a group of women. Hips moving with the beat, he grinned at a tall brunet. The girl stood an inch shorter than Clive’s six feet one inch. The IPA in his hand bobbed, dripping beer as he moved. The brunette grinned at him and held, and Clive mistook her making fun of his outfit for interest in him. She held a beer of her own in a red plastic cup and stopped dancing long enough to sip it.

“Hey, careful not to spill on my shirt. This cost more than your entire outfit,” Clive said in a matter-of-fact tone.

The brunette narrowed her eyes and asked, “Excuse me?” She held the cup at her waist between outstretched fingers. The other hand planted firmly on her hip, she glared at Clive. Clive stumbled over his feet and his beer fell from loose fingers. The glass bottle bounced off of the brunette’s breasts and spilled across her yellow shirt. Amber-colored beer staining the fabric as the outline of her bra became visible. The woman glared daggers at Clive.

“If you’re interested, I’ll trade shirts with you. Mine’s dry,” explained. He pulled off his shirt and tossed it to her. Standing only in a pink pair of spandex in the middle of the dance floor, Clive shifted with the beat of the song, unaware of how absurd he looked and acted.

The girl cursed at him, “Fuck you.” She turned to leave and flipped Clive off over her shoulder.

“Yes, please,” Clive said to her back. Devin moved through the crowd and took Clive by the shoulder, guiding him out of the throng of dancing people. The eyes of many people stared at the drunken display, but most kept to their fun. A few phones recorded the encounter, but Clive grinned for them, waving instead of acting embarrassed. Whisking him away, Devin pulled Clive out to the street to his car. Wordlessly, the two drove home to their frat house.


Chapter 3

The scent of fresh-cut grass filled Clive’s nose as he stood fidgeting with his baseball glove. Fitting it into his right hand, he patted the dust from his uniform. The coach lobbed balls to various parts of the field, testing each player and running through the motions of each play. Drilling into them the basics, their coach worked each player to his limit. Sprinters from the track team acted as runners for their practice, moving as quickly as they could between bases while the team did their best to act in perfect precision.

The backward baseball cap on Clive’s head hung down to his neck as he stared up at the ball fast approaching his glove. Muscle memory in effect, he caught the grabbed it out of his glove and threw it with his left hand to the third baseman. The ball soared from base to base as the players ran through different scenarios. Their first game of the season was only two weeks away. Clive and his team felt ready, but their coach drilled them into the ground with hours of practice to make sure each move became second nature.

The events from the party over the weekend a dim blur, Clive did his best to ignore the video of him floating around the Internet. Devin kept the pink spandex in their frat as a reminder of his drunken stupor. The trophy is his disgrace now, hangs above the fireplace mantel in place of the picture of the baseball team. Running, catching, and throwing, he sent the ball to Devin at first base. They made it in time to stop the sprinter, and the coach congratulated them on their precision. The movement and exercise freed Clive’s mind from his troubling thoughts.

A small group of fans cheered from the bleachers, encouraging the team during their practice. Sweaty and ready for a break, the coach dismissed the players after hours of running drills. Clive and Devin walked from the field chatting about classes and weekend plans. A cute blond girl from the bleachers walked down to the field. Her path would intersect Clive’s in a few feet and offered her a sly grin. Devin stared from the girl to him and shook his head as he ran a hand through his trim beard.

“You going to hit that?” Devin asked, punching Clive in the shoulder. Clive grinned and nodded his head.

Blond hair flowed down the girl’s head in soft waves. She waved at the two baseball players and planted herself in their path to the locker room. Clive and Devin slowed their pace and stood a few feet in front of her. The girl grinned and spoke in a timid voice, “Are you guys excited for the game in two weeks?”

Devin was asexual and disinterested in either gender. He deferred to Clive and kept walking past the girl. Clive puffed out his muscular chest, flexing his pecs as he replied, “I’m sure we’ll win. We’ve got a great team.”

“You're so good at reading the field and hitting. I’m so glad we have you on the team this year,” she said as she nervously wrung her hands together behind her back.

Clive stepped up to her and looped his arm around hers, pulling her with him. They walked toward the locker room and she stared at him, perplexed. With a sensual grin on his face, he said, “If you really want to see what I’m the best at…”

“Can you sign my baseball?” she asked, cutting him off. She did not pull away from his arm. Her hand moved to his bicep, and she squeezed it gently.

“Of course,” he replied, flexing his arm for her. Years of training in the gym and a careful diet made his body a specimen of masculinity.

“What were you going to say? If I want to see what?” she asked, following him around a corner.

Clive turned her away from the locker room and walked with her down the long hall of the gym to the weightlifting room. He opened the door and poked his head in. The dark empty room suited his needs, and he ushered the pretty girl in as he said, “I’m the best at sex. Let's fuck.” It was a lie, but he needed to tell himself that to maintain his air of masculinity. Ushering the girl to a nearby weightlifting bench, he pushed her onto her back and groped at her breasts. As he pulled out his cock, she stared at it in shock but made no comment about its small stature. Stamina was never an issue for him, but his small penis made it difficult for his partners to climax.

After a fumbling exchange of saliva and intimacy, the two stopped fucking and went their separate ways. Devin and Clive’s other teammates cheered him on for another conquest, and he reveled in the attention, but none knew the reality of his tiny dick and inferiority complex. In an attempt at overcompensation, he went into great detail about how great their sex was as his friends changed and left the locker room.


Chapter 4

Unable to focus his eyes on the world around him, Clive sat on a chair in the middle of his childhood bedroom. Everything was in its place exactly as he left it two years ago when he came to college. The television in the corner sat above a small entertainment center with his video games. Posters on his walls displayed famous baseball and basketball players. The blue and gold comforter sat in a crumpled pile at the foot of his bed as usual. Clive stood from the chair and asked, “Mom, Dad? When did I get home?” He wondered aloud.

Silence met his question, and he ran through the last memories he had, trying to figure out how he got to his old bedroom. “I was in my room chatting with Devin. I told him about that cunt from the Arbor Cafe.” He lied to Devin in their conversation and said he forgot her name, but Kati burned a place in his mind and he could not stop thinking about her. “Devin? Did you slip something in my drink again? I’m tripping right now.”

“Don’t call women cunts,” a voice echoed through the room. Clive turned around and came face to face with a girl that was not in the room moments ago.  Blond hair spiraled down the girl's back in ringlets. Hands placed on her hips, she stood staring up at him aggressively. The girl wore a baseball shirt that dangled over her bare legs. It hung unbuttoned on the first three buttons, revealing the soft pale skin on her cleavage. The shirt was too large for her and it hung straight down from her breasts, hiding her curvy form below the billowing cloth.

Blood pumped to Clive’s dick, and he placed a hand on her shoulder and smiled at the girl. “Lots of girls lost their virginity in here.” He glanced down at his legs and noticed that he was naked from the waist down. He wore a pink plain shirt that fit tight around his biceps and his large pecs bulged out of the chest.

“I am not interested in your micropenis,” the blond girl said in a nonchalant tone. She pushed his hand from her shoulder and slapped him across the face in one swift motion.

Clive stumbled backward and gripped the edge of his bed for support. “This is a dream. No bitch would dare slap me.” He grunted, standing tall. Reeling hand back to punch the girl back, he charged forward.

The girl spun in a circle away from his punch and spanked his bare ass as he went past. “You are correct. This is a dream,” she explained.

“Shit, you’re hot. I’m going to fucking put your in your place,” he growled walking up to her. He stared down his nose at the girl.

“Does that get you off? Beating on women and putting them in their place?” she asked, raising one of her dark brown eyebrows at him. She unbuttoned the next button on her shirt and pulled it forward. The edges of her pink nipples poked out the sides of the shirt. She pressed her tits together and wiggled them at him. “This is just a dream, Clive.”

“Dream or not, I will fuck you,” he said, reaching for her breasts. Clive fondled the left one and stared into her brown eyes.

“You’re funny. I’m here to fuck you,” she said through a giggle as she slapped his hand away from her tits.

Clive rubbed at his hand that she slapped and glared at her, “You can be on top if that’s your kink.” Clive pushed her toward the bed, but she held her ground and grabbed his hands swirling him around and tossing him to the bed. He bounced once and settled on his side, staring up at her with a raised eyebrow.

“On top? You still don’t get what’s happening, do you?” she asked, stepping to the edge of the bed. The dream girl unbuttoned the next part of her shirt. Now the inner sides of her breasts displayed through the long ‘V’ open in the shirt.

“Shit, this will be spank material for a while. I have an awesome imagination,” Clive tore at his shirt and pulled it over his head. As it landed on the floor of his old bedroom, it disappeared from his perception and perhaps from the dream entirely.

“I’m in control of this dream. Not you,” she said, undoing the next button. A faint bulge showed through the lower fabric of the shirt, and Clive wondered what surprise she might have in store for him.

“Regardless, let's do this,” he replied.

She undid the last button and the bulge from her shirt shifted, twitching as she spoke, “I’m almost ready.” The dream girl removed the baseball shirt from her entirely. At her groin hung a massive erect cock. It dwarfed his tiny dick and instantly he felt emasculated by the woman hovering over him. The large cock swayed pulling his eyes with each movement. Clive wondered where in his imagination this crazy bitch came from.


Chapter 5

“What the fuck?” he asked, pointing to her twelve-inch dick. Thick veins wrapped around the shaft, pulsing with the blood flowing through her. Clive shifted on the bed and tried to slide away from her.

“I told you already. I’m doing the fucking,” she said, kneeling on the edge of the bed. She crawled over to Clive. The massive cock swaying with each step. It brushed against his leg as she straddled over him.

“Shit. You can’t put that in me,” he squealed, desperate to get away from her, but the futanari woman gripped him by the waist and wrangled him until Clive lay on his back under her. She sat with the base of her cock touching his. Shifting her hips, she rubbed the two dicks against each other. A soft moan escaped her lips as she settled into place atop him.

“One, two, three wake up,” he called out closing his eyes. The gentle rhythmic grinding of their cocks excited Clive in every way that he did not want it to.

“Now let's get you ready,” she said spitting into her hands. She rubbed them together and placed them onto his chest. The warm spit rubbed into his skin and she worked his large muscles with powerful hands.

“One, two, three wake up,” he said again in a soft whisper.

“You’re funny,” she offered a coy grin and bent low, licking his abs and up to his chin. As her mouth slid up his body, the muscles in his stomach shifted and shrank. His robust form melded into soft curves. The futanari licked his nipples. As her tongue passed across his chest, his pecs shifted and expanded. Softening into full breasts. The brown nipples stretched as his skin expanded at her touch. Wherever she licked him, his body shifted into a more feminine version of him.

“What the fuck is happening?” he yelled, trying to squirm out from under her, but the futanari held him in place with superhuman strength. She giggled but offered no reply as she licked every inch of his chest. Moving to his arms, she licked across his biceps and palms. As she worked her tongue around his body, she rocked her hips, rubbing their penises together.

Clive’s cock twitched and sprayed cum up to his newly grown breasts and he cursed, “What the fuck?” The futanari giggled again and kissed him passionately. Her mouth enveloped his as she rubbed his cum across his chest. He wanted to resist her, but part of him enjoyed the attention and wanted her to keep licking him all over. The breath from her nose breezed across his cheek as she lifted her face from the kiss.

The futanari reached down and gripped his tiny dick pumping the small shaft encouraging it to cum again. As she worked his cock, she licked up and down his legs feeling every inch of his body with her tongue. When his cock ejaculated again, his whole body shifted into a woman except for his genitalia.

“I’m giving you a taste of my cock. Perhaps it will help you treat girls nicely,” she explained as she licked his cum from her fingers.

“Why won’t I wake up,” he muttered. He gripped the blanket below himself trying to force himself out of the strange dream.

“Beg for my cock,” she demanded.

“No,” he said, shaking his head twice.

The futanari slapped him across the face. A red welt formed on his cheek in a clear impression of her hand. Clive rubbed at his cheek. He realized that he felt the pain and wondered if this was real or not. The idea of becoming a woman in real life terrified him. “Ouch,” he said finally.

“Beg me,” she said, holding her hand up to slap him again.

“If I do will my dream end?” Clive asked timidly.

“I don’t hear you begging,” she slapped him again across the other cheek. Clive winced and pulled away from her, but she dominated over him straddling the gender-swapped alpha. The futanari massaged Clive’s breasts and pinched his nipples as she rubbed her cock against his. 

“I want your cock,” he said in a quiet whisper.

A thin smile split the woman’s full lips, and she slid lower than Clive on the bed. Her mouth inches from his cock, she answered, “That was pathetic.”

“Please, can I have your cock?” Clive said, hoping that the futanari would suck his dick.

“Better, but not quite,” she moaned as she took his cock into her mouth. Clive forgot what her tongue did to the rest of his body, but when she opened her mouth again and his dick was gone, he screamed. Clive shot out, slapping her face away from his groin, but the woman grabbed his wrist and held him down. Where his dick once stood was now bare flesh and a pussy sat between his legs. Clive groaned and shook his head. He mumbled incoherently. The futanari slapped him across the face again and glared down at him. “Never hit a woman again,” she said with fire in her eyes. “In fact, never say an ill word to a woman again or I will make this permanent.”

“I’m done with this shit. One, two, three wake up,” Clive said, closing his eyes and covering his face with his hands.

The massive futanari cock pressed against his pussy and the woman’s fingers pried open the lips of his labia. She grinned wickedly down at him. She pinched his left nipple and pressed her cock into his vagina. The first three inches penetrated Clive, and she rocked in and out with the smallest section of her dick laughing. “How does it feel with a tiny cock inside you? Can you even feel it?” She laughed, teasing him. Tears welled up in Clive’s eyes as he felt horrible about his masculinity. He wanted the woman to stop teasing him and laughing at the size of his dick. As she moved inside him, Clive felt his insides tingle to life. An unfamiliar sensation of pleasure burned within his pussy. Each time the cock rubbed against him, he wanted it to go deeper. As if the futanari could read his mind, she thrust her cock all the way inside Clive.

“Oh god it's huge,” he screamed as the cock thrust in and out of him. Clive moaned in quick breaths. He gripped his waist and his breasts bounced with each thrust. The woman slapped him across the face again. Clive ignored it and reached down to his vagina. He rubbed at the top of his clitoris and masturbated himself as best he could while the woman fucked him.

“Shit that feels incredible,” he said through panting moans.

The futanari slapped him again and glared down at him. Her breasts swayed with each thrust and bounced against her abs as she rocked her hips into him. “You didn’t beg. You don’t get to talk,” she said. Clive nodded his head and bit his lip to keep from talking. The woman looked vaguely familiar to Clive. As his head bobbed with each thrust, he stared at her narrow nose and cute face. For a moment he thought of the barista, but this was not Kati. He could not think of any reason he would think of that damn Arbor Cafe at a sexy moment like this. Clive purred out a long moan and filled the room with his orgasm voice.

“If you moan, I’ll stop fucking you,” the woman said, shifting Clive onto his side. She lifted his left leg in between her breasts and sat straddling his right as she fucked him sideways.

“How can I not? This feels so good,” he said between loud moans. Clive wailed as his pussy exploded with sensation. He felt every inch of the cock and it drove his mind wild with pleasure. He felt pleasure all the way to the tips of his toes. He gripped his breasts, squeezing them tight as she penetrated him.

“I said no talking,” the futanari slapped his ass. In between each thrust, she slapped him over and over as her cock slammed into him. Thrust slap in a slow rhythm.

Clive tried to hold in his joy, but it burst from his lips in a loud wail. His eyes rolled back in his face and he pinched his nipples as she thrust into him. The futanari flexed her abdomen, but pulled her cock out of Clive and stood over him on the bed. He turned up to face her and offered a confused expression. The woman shook her head and stepped down from the bed. Angry brown eyes stared down at Clive. He rubbed his pussy trying to keep the moment going, but try as he might all he wanted was the futanari cock inside him. The woman waved goodbye and smiled condescendingly at the naked gender-swapped man on the bed.

“When do I turn back? When will the dream end?” Clive asked, but when he blinked the futanari vanished from his room. Alone in his childhood bed gender-swapped and confused Clive masturbated imagining the massive cock inside him. It took longer than normal, but eventually, he came to the images burned into his mind from the strange dream encounter.

After he lay in his childhood bed for ten minutes after masturbating, he asked aloud, “Wait, was this a dream?”


Training the Alpha

Chapter 1

The truck door slammed with a satisfying click, as Clive stepped down from his tall Ford truck and greeted his friend Devin in the parking lot. Clive wore his baseball shirt unbuttoned in the front. A pair of girls walked past their cars and he made a show of stretching his arms, lifting his shirt wide open for them. Lean muscles glistened in the afternoon sun, casting narrow shadows along his skin with their indentations. His pecs were large and bulged out of his shirt. A wooden baseball bat rested on his shoulder as he leaned against his truck.

Clive followed the girls with his eyes and catcalled at them, “Come find me after the game. I’ll show both of you a good time.” The wind tousled Clive’s mess of black hair, and he ran a hand through it, taming the wild strands back into an uneven part along the side of his head.

Devin shook his head and weaved in between the cars separating the two friends. “Does that ever work?” He held a long black bag over his shoulder that carried his baseball supplies. His uniform was in place and neatly tucked in contrasting Clive’s disheveled appearance.

“Sometimes,” Clive replied.

“I’m pumped to play today,” Devin said, stretching his shoulders as they walked from their cars toward the distant stadium and adjoining gym at their college.

“Can I chat with you a sec before we head out there?” Clive said in a voice more timid than his normal tone.

“Sure what’s up?” Devin pulled up short next to a light post and placed his black bag on the ground. An afternoon breeze darted in between the cars from east to west. Devin ran a hand over his bald head, raised an eyebrow at his friend.

“I can’t get this girl out of my head,” Clive replied. The wind pushed his shirt open, and he ran a hand across the toned abs and rested his thumb on the top of his pants.

“Why is that bothering you? You can have any chick you want,” Devin said in a confused tone. He stared up at Clive, seeing a new side of his friend.

“I don’t know. She turned me down at the coffee shop yesterday. I tried out that new place called Arbor Cafe,” Clive said, reminding Devin about the coffee shop they planned to visit tomorrow morning before class. “There’s a girl there named Kati, but she totally blew me off.”

“Apparently you can’t get with any chick you want,” Devin teased while brushing a hand through his trim beard.

“Shut up,” Clive said, but his eyes belied the confusion he felt deep in his soul. “I had a bizarre dream the other night.”

“OK. Is it this chick or a dream that’s messing with you?” Devin asked.

Clive’s sudden change of subject startled jumbled the motives of the two things on his mind. After a moment of sighing and shuffling his feet, he said, “I don’t know man. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say someone put a curse on me.”

Laughter burst out of Devin’s mouth before he could stop himself, “A curse? What are you talking about?” He bent low and picked up his baseball gear and slung it over his shoulder again. “You’re fucking with me. Let’s get to the game.”

“I got this note while at the cafe the other day,” Clive said, pulling out the folded sheet of paper he found on his table at the cafe. His hands shook nervously as Devin took the paper and read it. Clive watched Devin’s eyes scan the note and hand it back.

“You are a dick sometimes. I’m surprised nobody wrote you something like this sooner,” Devin turned from his friend and walked toward the gym and locker room.

Clive folded the paper and stuffed it in his pocket, “Fuck you. This is serious.” He ran to catch up with Devin and matched his friend's brisk pace.

“What happened in your dream?” Devin asked, stepping from the asphalt to the sidewalk.

“It’s too embarrassing. Let's go play,” Clive replied. His face turned crimson, and he avoided looking at Devin. In the dream, a beautiful woman confronted Clive and turned him into a woman. The woman was a futanari, and she fucked him and then vanished. Clive masturbated his tiny dick to the memory of that dream five times in the last week. It felt more a memory than a dream. He could almost recall the sensation of the thick cock penetrating him.

Devin waved a hand trying to grab Clive’s attention, and said, “You can’t bring it up then drop it like that. Not a cool man.”

“The fuck I can’t. Dreams are weird. Let’s drop it,” he blushed again and held the door open for his friend to enter. The long hallway housed the school’s gym locker rooms and on the far side led to the stadium beyond. Clive closed the door behind them and sighed, trying to shake the memory from his mind.

“Whatever. As long as your head is in the game I’m good,” Devin said, clapping Clive on the shoulder.

The first few innings of the game played out as their coach expected. Clive tried to stay focused on the game, but his mind drifted often to the strange gender-swapped dream. Playing with an erect penis made it awkward to run and throw, but Clive had a micropenis so he managed it by tucking the three-inch dick to the left. Images of the sexy dream filled his mind until he nearly ejaculated in his pants. A bead of cum dripped from his dick. As it dampened his pants, he felt a surge of nausea sweep over his body.

As the game played out, he missed a few important passes and cost the team two points. Nausea never left, but he managed it by breathing slowly. Filling in for his slack, their team scored twice, tying up the match by the end of the fourth inning. Sweaty and confused, Clive was eager to cool off during a short break in between the fourth and fifth innings. Their team jogged off of the field and walked through the ground floor of the stadium to the locker rooms.

A blond girl leaned over the railing and called down to Clive as he passed, “Great job, Clive.” Her large breasts swayed as she waved at him.

“Hey cutie, are you going to be at the after-game party?” he asked, stopping a few feet below her. Hands-on his hips, Clive tried to ignore swirling nausea pumping through his stomach. On the verge of throwing up, he failed to offer the girl his signature smile.

“I go sometimes,” she replied. The girl wore their team colors on her shirt and had them painted on her high cheekbones. A bright gleam crossed her eyes, and Clive wondered if she could fuck him instead.

“I’ll fuck you so hard if you show up. You should be there. I’ll make sure you have a good time,” Clive said a little louder than he intended. His teammates cheered him on with fist bumps, but the girl shook her head at him and walked away.

“Damn Clive, you’re so forward. How do you get so many cuties?” asked Rod the pitcher on their team. His friend patted him on the shoulder and the Clive turned away from the girl.

“I can take you under my wing, but I can’t promise you’ll get the same results as me,” Clive replied, turning away from the girl and walking into the locker room down the hall.


Chapter 2

Banter and small talk filled the room with a low rumble of voices. Nerves were high, and they all wanted to win. Too early to call, the game could go either way. Clive sat on a bench next to his locker with an arm wrapped around his waist. He wanted to throw up. Their coach entered the room from the bathroom and motioned with a clipboard for everyone in the room to quiet down.

“Are you all right?” Devin whispered over Clive’s shoulder. Devin stood behind him and to the left, leaning against a locker. Rod the pitcher stood on the other side of the gym staring at Clive with a concerned look on his face.

“Yeah. I’m good. Well, not really, but I’m hanging in there,” Clive whispered back to Devin.

“Is the curse flaring up?” he teased, gripping Clive on the shoulder and squeezing.

Clive slapped his friend's hand away, and the world reeled around him, but he said, “Fuck you. Someone cursed me.”

“Let’s talk about it after the game. You’ll be all right,” Devin replied in a more comforting tone than before.

“Thanks,” Clive said, finally turning to listen to their coach.

Coach Evan’s was a short man with long mustaches. He played professional baseball twenty years prior and had coached their college team for ten years. He greeted each player and offered encouragement and advice. After a brief pep talk quoting one line platitudes, he pulled the team in and said, “Great job out there, guys. Clive, get your head on straight. You’re not yourself today. We can still do this. We didn’t come this far to only come this far.”

“Sorry coach,” Clive replied, and added, “I’m here. I can do this.”

“Devin, thanks for picking up the slack. We can still win this,” Coach Evan’s continued without responding to Clive. Their pep talk continued, and he patted them each on the shoulder and told them to piss and get back on the field. The coach walked back out of the locker room and pointed to the clock. “Five minutes.”

Clive leaned against the locker behind him and closed his eyes. The world spun and his nausea worsened when he tried to stand up. Shaking his head, he remembered the last time he felt this. The strange dream flashed across his mind and at first, he was excited to turn into a woman, but the feeling fled and he panicked, stumbling to the ground. He gripped the wooden bench for support and stood on shaking legs.

“Hey, are you all right?” Devin asked, gripping him under the arm. He hoisted Clive to his feet and supported his weight.

“I might throw up,” Clive said, motioning to the nearby bathroom stall.

Rod walked across the room and took Clive by the other shoulder and guided him toward the stall. “Dude take it easy. Grab some water,” he said in a comforting tone. “If you need a break, we can get you back in when you’re feeling better.”

Clive nodded his head and opened his mouth to answer, but his voice cracked and came out in a higher timbre than normal. It sounded like a woman when he said, “I just need to walk it off.” The entire locker room turned to stare at him. The sudden shifting of his masculine, low voice called attention to the strange affliction. Clive blushed, but could not say anything else before his body suddenly shifted. Where once he had large pecs, breasts grew bulging out of his tight uniform. The buttons stretched against the fabric, creating diamond-shaped openings in the shirt in between each button. The breasts grew until they filled his shirt and ample cleavage poked out through the new openings.

“What is happening?” Rod asked, peeking down Clive’s shirt. “This guy just grew a pair of tits.” Mumbles followed the announcement and the entire team crowded around in a small circle inspecting Clive’s breasts.

“Why are you grabbing my chest?” Clive said, swatting away an inquisitive hand from the crowd. He let out a scream as his body shifted again. As he doubled over, his frame narrowed into a pear shape and he coughed into the ground, gripping his knees. “It hurts so bad,” he said, puffing out long gasping breaths. Clive stared around the circle of his friends. Men that looked up to him as an alpha male, but suddenly he was a woman among powerful men. Prey among sexual predators. He panicked and tried to push out of the crowd.

Devin grabbed his arm and pulled him free of the circle asking, “Should we take you to the hospital?”

“Hey, Devin, what’s up with Clive?” Rod asked, following them to the far door that led out of the gym. Devin paused and motioned for the team to wait, but curiosity urged them to the strange transformation to the end. Clive groaned as his stomach lurched. The baseball uniform fit him very poorly now that his shape was much different. Saggy on the legs and abs, but tight on his hips and chest, he looked more like a woman wearing a sexy baseball costume than a woman in man’s clothes.

“I don’t know, go tell coach we need a minute,” Clive said, urging the curious teammates back.

Clive reached a hand down his pants, but they were too tight to fit his hand down. He unzipped them and felt inside for his cock. Shaved smooth skin led down to a moist pussy between his legs. He became acutely away of a few cocks pressing out of the uniforms of his teammates and he cursed, “Fuck. Fuck fuck.” Darting free of Devin’s grasp, Clive ran out of the locker room. The door slammed against the wall as he pushed it open and sprinted out of the locker room.

“Clive the game is about to start,” called Rod from the open door.

Devin darted past him, chasing Clive down the hall.

Turning a corner, Clive needed to be alone. He opened the door leading to a small racquetball court and pulled the door shut behind him. A ball bounced off the far wall and flew across the room. Clive turned around in time to see the blue sphere smash him in the face. Vision blurred and he let go of the door handle and slumped to the ground.


Chapter 3

“Oh my god,” a woman’s voice spoke from a few feet away from Clive. He groaned and tried to open his eyes, but they refused to focus on the surrounding room. Colors and shapes swirled in a dizzying pattern. He lay on the cold racquetball court floor, rubbing at the welt on his eye where the ball hit him. The woman spoke again, “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to hit you.”

The girl’s knees poked into his side as she scooted closer and he said, “It’s that damn curse.”

“There’s no such thing as curses, just poor attitudes. Come on. Let me help you up,” she said, helping Clive into a sitting position.

When his eyes focussed, he saw the woman staring at his full bosom. He folded his arms around his chest and said, “Thanks for helping me up. It was dumb luck that you hit me.” The blue ball rolled across the floor, discarded by the girl.

Thick rimmed black glasses framed light green eyes. The girl smiled and said, “Did you steal some guy’s uniform? They’re playing a game right now, I think.”

“It’s you,” Clive said, pointing a finger at the dorky girl from the cafe. “You did this to me.” His face shifted from anger to excitement and back. He wondered if she put the curse on him.

Confusion wiped away the wide smile from her lips and she asked, “Do I know you?” She wore a plain white shirt and billowing exercise shorts. Her lean body hidden below layers of clothes that did not fit her body well.

Clive thought the girl would be cute if she only dressed differently and did her hair better, but instead of insulting her he said, “You work at the cafe.”

“Oh. Yeah. I have a lot of customers. I don’t recognize you though,” she said, standing up. The shorts bulged at her groin in a funny pattern, but Clive ignored it and stared at her small breasts. She asked again, “Did you steal that uniform?”

“What? No,” Clive said, standing. He pulled the shirt at his breasts, willing it to cover him better. The diamond-shaped gaps offered the bookish Kati an unobstructed view of his ample bosom.

“You don’t fit it very well,” Kati laughed and her sweaty brown hair swayed behind her head in the ponytail.

“It’s complicated. I’m normally a lot stronger than this. I promise I work out so much,” as he spoke he tried to flex his pecs and make them dance. As he arched his back a button on the shirt shot free. It spun in the air and bounced off of Kati’s glasses. She blinked once and swatted at the button, but it moved too fast for her to react.

“That makes us even, I guess,” she chuckled and glanced at the door.

“Not even close,” Clive protested. “When you hit me, I fell and this might bruise.” He pointed to the welt where the blue ball hit him in the face. “All you got was a better peek at my tits.”

Kati laughed, spinning the racquet in her hand, “All right. Maybe I still owe you something.”

The door fidgeted behind her and Clive’s face went pale. The handle spun and Clive darted to the opposite side of the opening to hide behind it when it opened into the room. “Are you hiding from someone,” Kati whispered as the door swung open. She caught it with her hand before it smashed into Clive and greeted Devin with a smile.

“Clive. Where are you?” Devin spoke into the room past Katie. “The game is about to start.” A moment later he glanced at Kati and said, “Hi. Are you alone in here?”

The brown-haired girl smiled and motioned into the room, “I think the person you are looking for is behind this door.”

Clive groaned and collapsed onto the ground in his hiding spot. Devin pulled the door closed, revealing his gender-swapped friend. After kneeling over him, Devin said, “What the hell happened to you in there. It looked like you turned…” Devin’s voice trailed off as he noticed the bookish girl in gym clothes. He offered her a hand and said,  “Hi. I’m Devin, Clive’s friend. He’s sort of going through something. Don’t mind him if he said anything weird.”

“A pleasure, Devin, but you just referred to her as him. I’m not judging. I’m just confused and I want to make sure I use the right pronouns.” Kati smiled down at Clive. Every time he looked at her, Clive fell deeper in love, but she was not his normal type. Even worse, how could he have a relationship with her now that he’s a woman? He buried his face in his lap and tears streamed down his cheeks.

“I think there might be something to this curse you mentioned.” He placed a comforting hand on Clive’s shoulder and asked, “What should we do?”

“Curse?” Kati asked, glancing from Devin to Clive. “I’m not sure I follow, but if you two need the room. I can go.” She twirled the racquet in her hand and lowered it to her side.

“I just need to clear my head and find out what is causing all of this,” Clive stood up and walked past Kati. He wanted to talk to her again, but his mind was not in it. Dejected and embarrassed, he opened the door while Devin spoke briefly to Kati. Clive could not listen he walked the halls confused about his situation. Now, as a woman, he was still attracted to women. He needed to fix this problem and sort out his gender. A hand touched his shoulder, and he turned around to see the futanari from his dreams. Large brown eyes glared up at Clive. Her hand gripped his shoulder firmly, and she pushed him down the hall.

“Wait, where did Clive go?” Devin asked from the racquetball court. Clive heard their brief exchange before they turned another corner and vanished out of sight.

“I don’t know. Good luck finding him,” Kati said goodbye and waved at him out the door. Devin glanced up and down the hall, but Clive vanished around the corner.


Chapter 4

The short, futanari woman closed the door behind her. Shadows stretched from under the door and through a small vent on the door. Curly blond hair trailed down the woman’s back. She wore a plain white shirt and plaid overall shorts. This brown plaid straps framed her small breasts and laced in an ‘X’ pattern below her chest. She leaned against the door and held it closed behind her.

Clive panted, catching his breath. He felt nervous to be alone with her, but the other part of him was relieved to be away from the prying eyes of his team. The pale-skinned woman smiled wickedly at him, and her dark brown eyes assessed his feminine features with glee.

“What the hell happened to me? This is a dream again right?” Clive asked, hopeful that it was not real again. He glanced around the small room and sat on a large plastic bin full of tennis balls. The blue lid of the bin bowed under his weight but did not crack.

“Not this time,” she replied, smiling down at her prey.

“Turn me back into a man right now,” he demanded, but his voice came out pitiful and desperate. Trying to assert his dominance, he slammed a fist into the bin. A small crack formed where he hit, but it did not affect the woman.

The futanari laughed, filling the small room with her echoing pleasure at his discomfort. The laughter stopped, and she slapped him across the face. Her eyes narrowed at him. Clive held his cheek where her open-handed slap smashed into him. Pain welled up in his cheek and he knew it would leave a mark.

“You are so naughty,” she laughed as she patted him on the head. “Such a naughty girl.” She folded her arms across her check and tapped the side of her nose, thinking.

“Stop hitting me,” Clive demanded. His voice cracked, and he lowered his head and stared at the ground in front of her.

The woman reeled a hand back and slapped him across the other cheek. The sound filled the room and Clive stared up at her with blood-shot tear-filled eyed. He opened his mouth to talk, but the woman cut him off, “You can only speak when I tell you.” She patted him on the head again.

Anger welled up in his chest and he shouted, “Fuck that. I’m an alpha male. I dominate women. Not women dominating me.”

A third slap echoed through the room. The woman sighed and scrunched her nose at him. She clicked her tongue and said, “There was no dominating with that tiny dick you had, besides, if you want to turn back into a man you will listen to me.” Clive blinked back the tears from his eyelids and forced his emotions downs.

“Good.” The woman stepped up to Clive. Her breasts at his eye level from his seated position. She patted him on the head again, “You’ll finish your game. It will be good for you to be out in public like this. I want you to revel in your new lewd body.”

Clive opened his mouth to protest. How could he play in the game as a woman? His hair was the same, but the rest of his body was feminine. The futanari smiled at him, satisfied that he held his tongue for once. She grinned at him and pulled his face up with her pointer finger on the bottom of his chin. Clive blinked back all the anger and fear and focussed on her eyes. He needed to be himself again, and listening to the crazy futanari was his only chance.

“I have one condition in exchange for me helping you,” the evil grin returned as she spoke. The woman produced a pair of lacy panties and a bra in one hand and a bright pink vibrator in the other. Clive stared at the objects and his mouth dropped open. “You will wear this underneath your uniform, and you will hold this in your vagina until the end of the game. I promise you’ll get used to the vibration, eventually.”

“No way,” Clive said, standing from the box and trying to walk past the woman. “I can’t just walk around with a vibrator in my pussy.”

The futanari slapped him again, this time on his breasts. Her open palm struck his left breast and swatted it. The stinging sensation lingered as he rubbed the sensitive flesh.

“I said no talking,” the futanari admonished. Clive let out a long sigh and nodded his head. The woman grinned up at him and began unbuttoning his shirt. Clive wanted her to fuck him but quickly pushed the thought from his mind. Standing naked in the small utility closet, Clive shivered. The woman unzipped her pants and pulled out her throbbing cock. Cum dripped from the tip and she coated the pink vibrator with her semen. Clive shivered at the shadowy sight of her cock, and his pussy wanted desperately for it to fill him.

“Bend over,” she said, guiding Clive into a bent position in front of her. With all the indelicacy of an excited toddler, she rammed the vibrator into his pussy. The narrow pink vibrator was curved at the end and the tip sat a small ball. The shape felt foreign inside him, but not unpleasant. It did not press his insides like the futanari cock, but it floated in him, ticking his senses with each movement on his legs.

He let out a soft peep and bit his tongue, expecting another slap. The woman giggled at his discomfort and spanked his ass. She gripped her throbbing cock and glanced at the door. Her eyes calculated the situation, and she nodded her head. Her cock lined up to his ass, and she pressed it against the puckered entrance. She spat on it, moistening his asshole with her saliva and pressing a finger against it. She pulled it wide until a small opening formed.

Clive turned over his shoulder and asked, “What are you doing? I thought you wanted me to play my game with the vibrator in me.” He noticed that the vibration had not started. It sat inside him, motionless.

A sly grin crossed her face, and she said, “You’ll have time to play. I’m only going to prime you right now. The real fun will begin soon.”

The thick futanari cock pressed against his ass and the soft skin opened around the tip of her dick. He bent low, gripping onto the blue bin as the cock delved deep into his ass. She moved slowly and pressed her hips forward until her thighs pressed into his ass. The only opening to her cock was the unzipped overalls, and the zipper scratched his ass with each thrust. Clive bent his head low, heaving in deep breaths as the cock slid in and out of him. He did not resist. He knew this was exactly what he wanted from the beginning of their encounter.

As she rocked her hips forward, the woman reached around and flipped a switch on the vibrator. Clive shivered and his legs twitched at the rapid motion inside him. The ball of the pink vibrator shook wildly inside him. Twitching legs barely held him in place. The futanari slammed her cock in and out of him and he lost his ability to stand. Clive fell forward onto the blue bin and lay with his breasts smashed over the far edge of the crate. The woman lowered herself into a crouched position, giggling with glee as she slammed her cock into his ass. The plastic bin groaned with each thrust. Clive gripped the edge of it, arching his back into the woman. Sensation melted into a churning passion. His toes curled.

The woman let out a groan and her cock thrummed, surging to life and filling him with cum. Clive was close, but he needed more. The cock in his ass pulsed as she thrust into him. He let out a cooing moan and bit his tongue, remembering that the woman told him not to talk. Biting back his orgasm and voice pushed him over the edge. He fondled his smashed breasts and tweaked his nipples as the futanari pumped her cock. She moaned with each thrust, gaining momentum. Clive wondered how much cum she had in her. He expected each thrust to be the last, but she only gained intensity. Cum spilled out his ass and dripped past the pink vibrator as she pulled her cock out of him.

“Good. Now let's get you dressed and ready for your big game. We don’t want you to be late.”

Clive panted and tried to catch his breath. How could she stop so suddenly? He needed her cock inside him to help him finish. The thought crossed his mind that perhaps his tiny dick was never enough for the women he slept with. His breath evened, and he caught a glimmer of pleasure in the woman’s eyes as she stared down at him. He recognized her for a moment and said, “I know you from somewhere.”

“I’m surprised you haven’t put it together yet. Perhaps you’ll figure it out soon,” she spanked his ass again and pulled him to a standing position.

“Where have I met you before?” he asked, trying to clear his mind. Nothing came to him, but the cute blond girl folded her arms again, waiting for him to respond.

She spanked his pear-shaped ass again and bit her lip, squeezing the firm rump. The woman smiled, satisfied with her handiwork, and pointed to the clothes on the ground. “You better get dressed. You have a game to play.”

Clive tried to stand, but the vibrator sending pleasing ripples through his vagina made it hard to keep his balance. He gripped the wall for support and asked, “Can I at least get your name? We’ve barely spoken.”

“I’ve told you my name once already. I’ll let you figure it out.” The futanari woman helped him dress while occasionally tweaking his nipples or spanking him. She fitted the pink lingerie over his breasts and kissed up his legs as she pulled on his matching panties. Clive wanted her to penetrate him so badly, but the game was going on. How much time had passed since they hid out in this closet? He wondered if he’d even get to play again if he showed up.

“Wait, I can’t go out on the field as a woman,” Clive said, finally addressing the concern on the back of his mind. “How can I play ball if I’m a girl?”

“First of all, gender has nothing to do with skill,” the woman shook a finger at him. “You’re right though. I may have gotten out of hand with those breasts and curves.” She mumbled something under her breath and gripped him by the shoulder. “This should do it.” As she ran a finger across his body, his form shifted again. This time it was painless. In a matter of moments, he shifted from a busty skinny woman to a slender athletic form with small breasts and gentler curves.

“This will be easier to hide, but less fun to tease,” she said with a pouting lip sticking out. The woman helped him dress into his uniform and Clive felt his body assessing the changes. Some he liked, others he did not. His ass was not as large and his breasts barely filled a ‘B’ cup now.

Dressed and ready for the game, Clive stood at the door and stared back at the futanari woman. A question bounced around his mind, but he let it slip and he opened the door.

The futanari stepped up to him and said, “I know you have a crush on Kati, but if you want a good girl like that, you need to be a better person. I won’t let you have her.”

Jaw wide open, Clive tried to ask a few questions, but all he managed to say was, “Kati?” The futanari giggled with glee and pushed him out of the small utility closet. Walking arm in arm down the hall, she led him out to the field. When the baseball diamond sat in the distance, she stopped him and said, “After the game I want you to change in front of your team while they watch what you’re wearing underneath.” Clive blushed and his muscles went rigid. He mouthed the words she spoke, tasting their shape, but said nothing audibly. The woman added in a sensual whisper, “When you’re done with that, come find me back in the same room. If you deviate from this, I’ll leave you as a woman forever.”

Clive nodded his head and jogged out to the baseball diamond. The vibrator in his pants pressing against his insides with each step. He worried it would fall free and spill down the leg of his pants, but he ignored the fear and ran to the dugout with his team.


Futanari Troubles

Chapter 1

Cum dripped down Clive’s vagina, squeezing its way past the vibrator in his pussy. Leg’s shaking, he tried to focus on the baseball game. His mind reeled, trying to figure out how he landed in this position. Gender swapped at the baseball game with a vibrator in his pussy. After wiping the sweat from his brow, Clive cleared his throat and punched his left hand into the glove on his right. Knees bent, he waited for the next pitch.

“I’ll sort this whole gender swap thing out after the game,” he muttered. He ran a hand through his messy black hair and gritted his teeth, trying to stay focussed on the moment. Unfortunately, this moment was full of distractions. The vibrator tickled his insides. He forced down a moan and danced from foot to foot to distract himself from the constant motion.

Once a strapping, strong young man, Clive’s muscles were replaced by soft curves and small breasts. Earlier in the day, he filled out his uniform with bulging arms and a thick neck, but now his feminine form swam in all the extra fabric. Luckily, the unnamed futanari woman made his breasts smaller. At first glance, he looked androgynous, but upon closer inspection, he was clearly a woman. Right down to his higher-pitched voice.

Rod stood on the pitcher's mound, glancing back at Clive. He heard the muttered statement and raised an eyebrow. Clive stared at the ground, embarrassed by his situation. The pitcher scratched his nose and turned around to throw the ball. A loud crack echoed through the field and the baseball shot into the air above Clive. Practiced motions moved Clive’s feet without thinking. He darted to the second base, and the shortstop ran into the field. The ball hit the ground once, and the shortstop threw it to Clive. The ball smashed into his glove with a satisfying slap and Clive grabbed it and threw it to his best friend Devin on first base.

Devin caught the ball and stood with one foot on the first base. A successful play. The crowd cheered, calling out to their favorite players. The game played out for another five pitches and a few more successful throws. Blushing and fighting the urge to moan and scream, Clive’s jaw ached from clenching it tightly. Devin’s bald head glistened in the sunlight. He wore a trim red beard that covered his thin lips.

After the inning, Clive walked into the dugout and blushed, trying to hide the fact that his body was more feminine than normal. He hoped nobody noticed, but the stares from his teammates told him otherwise. Clive sat at the far end, avoiding the stares and unasked questions. As his ass touched the bench, he bumped the vibrator in his pants and pushed it deeper into himself. A soft moan escaped his lips. Clive blushed and buried his face in his hands.

“Dude, are you alright?” Devin whispered. He sat down next to Clive and placed his wooden bat on the bench in between them. The rest of the team did their best not to stare at Clive.

“I’m not sure. I’m just trying to make it through the day,” Clive cleared his throat. He pulled off his baseball cap and stared at the team logo for their school.

“Let’s get you to a doctor,” his eyes fixed on Clive’s small breasts he added, “Unless you want to stay like this.”

“Fuck that,” he mumbled.

The rest of the game played out and their team won. Clive cheered with his teammates. Their coach led them in a cheer, and they filed off of the field in clumps of excited players. They all drifted ahead of Clive toward the locker room. Stepping took considerable effort. The game ended, but Clive struggled to move his legs. He wanted to get the lacy panties off his ass and pull out the pink Vibrator. An idle thought crossed his mind, and he wanted to orgasm before taking it out. After dripping wet and ready for fun, Clive wanted a cock inside him. He shivered and leaned against bleachers for support as he walked.

A blond girl in a ponytail glared down from the bleachers at Clive. He glanced up at her, biting his lip and holding in a soft moan. Earlier in the game, he sexually harassed her and propositioned her for sex. The woman mistook his blushing and timid expression and stared at him with a concerned look. She gripped a baseball cap in one hand and a small purse in the other and darted down the bleachers.

Unable to run away from his pursuer, Clive hobbled away as fast as he could. Stepping gingerly, he took two paces before the woman accosted him and grabbed him by the shoulder.

“Hey, Clive,” she stared up at him with dark brown eyes that pulled his attention away from the rest of her pretty face. Frightened, he walked away and took an awkward step. The woman gripped him under the arm and said, “Are you feeling OK? I can help you walk to the locker room.”

“Why are you helping me?” he stared at her, confused that she would offer him a kindness after he treated her poorly. The sound of the vibrator hummed lightly in the background as the cheering crowd disappeared and the commotion of the game came to an end.

“Do you hear that?” the woman asked, glancing around them. “There’s a humming sound.” Her eyes searched the vicinity, but she could not find the source of the sound.

Clive shrugged and took another step. His breath caught as he tried to speak and it came out in a soft sensual tone, “Thanks for helping me. I need to get going.”

“You can barely walk,” she urged him forward and Clive tried to follow her pace, but he barely controlled his breathing.

Waves of warm pleasure surged from his vagina and coursed through his body. He would not be able to hold back his orgasm for much longer. Clive leaned against the woman and clenched her shoulder as he let out a soft moan. His breasts brushed against her side and he pulled her body close to his. Wet with his cum, the vibrator shifted in his vagina fell free from him. The pink device slid down his pant leg and bounced onto the ground in front of them.

Clive jumped on top of it and grabbed it with both hands. He flipped it over trying to turn it off, but the switch was wet and his fingers slipped twice before the woman next to him grabbed it from his hands. Clive pushed her hands away and pulled at the pink vibrator trying to get it back, but she flipped the switch turning it off and stared up at Clive on the verge of laughing.

She leaned in close and whispered, “Are you secretly a woman?”

Panicked, Clive blushed and ran away from her. The blond woman held the vibrator in one hand and laughed as he ran away. Clive needed to find the futanari woman that cursed him and put an end to this whole mess.


Chapter 2

The instructions to change his clothes in front of his team frightened Clive. To lift the curse, he needed to keep the vibrator in his pussy and change clothes in front of his teammates, revealing that he is now a woman to them. Only after that can he turn back into a man. Clive walked the halls outside the locker room with sweat dripping down his forehead. He adjusted the baseball uniform and debated going through with the second part of his instructions, but he no longer had the vibrator.

Clive walked into the locker room and glanced around nervously. Men in various states of undress joked and chatted in the after game hype of their win. Devin sat on a bench with a towel around his waist, flipping through his phone.

Rod stood in front of him asking, “What happened to Clive?”

Devin combed his beard with an idle hand and replied, “Dude, I have no idea. He must be hitting on some chick.”

“He turned into a chick in front of us,” Rod replied. “What was that all about?” Clive hid around the corner watching them.

Devin shrugged and said, “He mentioned a curse or something. I don’t know.”

“Whatever it is, he’s fucking hot now. Or she or whatever,” Rod said, adjusting his cock in his jockstrap. Devin shook his head and turned to face the door. He met Clive’s eyes and offered a thin smile.

Clive raised his shoulders in a slight shrug in response. He needed his phone and things from his locker, but the room was full of strapping men and Clive could not control his curiosity about the sizes of their dicks. He had a vague desire to be filled by them, but he pushed it down and walked to his locker. Head down, he avoided the stares of his teammates and opened his locker.

Rod leaned against the wall next to him and said, “If you need help with your situation,” his eyes appraised Clive’s feminine form and he made an audible groan as he said, “I’m sure we can get to the bottom of it.”

Blushing, Clive said, “I’m fine thanks. I’m going to get it all sorted out and back to normal soon.”

“Take off your top,” Rod demanded, groping at Clive’s chest. Clive gasped, startled by the sudden invasion of his privacy. He stepped back and slapped Rod across the face. “You can fight back if it makes it more fun,” Rod said, encouraged by the physical reaction.

Clive slapped him again and grabbed his bag and slung it over his shoulder. As he walked away he said, “Pig.”

Rod followed behind, pulling on Clive’s bag to slow him down. “Don’t be like that.”

Devin stood up and ran to Clive’s side, placing an arm around his shoulder. Glancing at Rod, Devin said, “Dude, lay off him.”

A quick jab at Devin’s waist and Rod pulled the first baseman’s towel from him. He flung it across the room. It landed in a bunched pile near the distant showers. Devin blushed and covered his cock with both hands. The red bush above it poked out from around his hands and the tip of his uncircumcised dick hung below his fingers.

“Fuck you,” Devin shouted, running to his distant towel.

Now alone with Rod, Clive ran out of the room to escape the horny pitcher. Rod ran after him in hot pursuit. Slowed by the bouncing bag on his back, Clive only made it halfway down the hall to the parking lot before Rod tackled him onto the ground. A ball escaped the black bag and rolled away from the two. Sprawled on the floor, Clive punched and kicked Rod off of him. Rod’s face contorted in eager lust as his hands explored Clive’s gender-swapped body.

A pair of high heels clicked down the hallway and the futanari woman responsible for the messy situation stood over Rod and Clive. She clicked her tongue and kicked Rod in the face. Her pointed shoe slammed into his cheek, drawing blood. The pitcher rolled off of Clive, gripping his cheek and groaning. Barely aware of the futanari, Clive got to his feet and ran out of the hallway toward his car.

Adrenaline slowed as he opened his car and locked the door. Face in the steering wheel, he let out a long sigh.

“I can’t go through with this,” Clive said.

Speaking through the window, the futanari woman replied, “Then you’ve decided to be a woman for the rest of your life.” Curly blond hair spilled down her head in ringlets. Dark brown eyes appraised Clive and the tears streaming down his cheeks.

“I know who you are now, and I’m sorry. I thought you were into me,” Clive admitted in a sudden moment of clarity. When Rod groped him, Clive recalled the girl at the party and knew that she was his unknown tormentor, but he still did not know her name.

“Your confidence is nice until I realized you’re an ass,” she shouted into the window. The woman made a circular motion with her hand, requesting that he lower the window.

Clive pressed the button and said,  “Fuck you.” His word came out stronger than his tone. Deflated by the experience, he knew that he was far worse than Rod. He deserved the treatment he received.

“It seems you just can’t learn a lesson,” she said, clicking her tongue. The woman held out a hand and said, “I would like my vibrator back.”

“I don’t have it anymore,” Clive admitted. He blushed and recalled the woman from the stands and wondered what her name was. “It fell out in front of someone and… well, I doubt you’ll be getting it back.” He shook his head and wipe the last tear from his cheek.

“You didn’t follow my instructions. I doubt you’ll ever change,” she said, turning away from the car.

Clive panicked, fearing that his last chance to turn back into himself would disappear with her if she left. He shouted, “No, I swear. I’ll change. I need you to turn me back.”

The woman placed a hand on her waist and Clive could see her bulging cock through her pants. After a long pause, she said, “I’ll come to check on you in a week or two. If you’re no different from before, there’s nothing I can do.”

“Wait,” Clive protested.

“See you, Clive.”

“I never caught your name. I’m sorry for what I did to you,” he mumbled as she walked away. No response came back from the woman, but he could hear her laughing as she vanished from view.

Devin walked up from the gym and eyed Clive with inquisitive eyes. “Are you OK? What happened with Rod? I saw him bleeding. Did you take a bite out of him?” Ever the best friend, Devin walked up to Clive’s open window and patted him on the shoulder.

Clive lifted his face from the steering wheel and shrugged. “No, the girl that started all of this kicked him in the face.”

“What that’s crazy. Wait, you know who did this to you?” Devin asked, surprised by the revelation.

“No, not really. I mean, kind of. It's the girl I almost slept with at that party,” Clive explained through red-lidded eyes. Unable to shed any more tears, he shook with frustration and grief. Devin offered no response, but he patted Clive on the shoulder again. Clive added after a long silence, “I need to prove to her I’m a changed man.”

Devin cleared his throat and said, “I’d say you almost raped her. The way she ran out on you at the party and the way you described it to me makes it pretty clear she didn’t want it.”

“Come on. You know all women want a piece of me,” Clive said with no confidence. It came out a hollow reminder of the cocky man he once was.

“I doubt that. Have you seen yourself in the mirror lately? I’d say your more the type of our teammates than the women you hit on,” Devin said the words, but immediately regretted them. He bit his tongue and winced at the hurt expression on Clive’s face.

“Shut up,” Clive whispered half-heartedly.

“Did you ever think that maybe that girl is right and you need to change?” Devin pushed the idea and tried to help Clive see reason.

“No. She just doesn't understand me,” Clive replied, unable to see the flaws in his character.

“You’re body your call, but when the curse isn’t lifted in two weeks, maybe you should consider what I said,” Devin said with a sad look on his face. “Are you coming to the after-party?”

The game over and the day nearing its end, Clive replied, “No. I think I need to think about my situation and figure out what to do.” Devin waved goodbye and Clive sat in the parking lot well after dark thinking about his situation and how to get out of it.


Chapter 3

Agonizing days passed and Clive’s gender-swapped body never returned to normal. Hiding his body in large sweaters and baggy pants, he went about his life a timid shell of the man he once was. College classes and life continued as if nothing changed, but to Clive, the world was a strange new place. He watched people interact with each other. Anxiety crippled him from talking to anyone except Devin, and he was running out of excuses to miss his baseball practice.

As a woman, he only had one bra. The same one he had now worn for three days straight. It felt moist and sweaty from overuse, and Clive decided to buy a new one. He ventured out in public to the mall and visited a Forever 21 store. The dark gray hoodie hid his face and shape. Clive walked the aisles and read the sizing for the bras and stared blankly at the numbers. Unsure which size would fit, he grabbed a handful of plain white bra’s in as many sizes as he could and walked to the dressing room.

As he approached the counter a woman’s voice called out from his left stopping Clive in his tracks, “I looked for you at the after-party. You said you wanted to show me a good time.” A pile of disorganized clothes sat waiting for a worker to put them back on the racks. No attendant sat near the changing room.

Clive blushed at the sight of the girl from the stadium. “Hey, I didn’t go. I uh. I’m not feeling like myself right now,” he admitted hiding the bras behind his back.

“I’m Anna by the way,” she said offering a hand out in greeting. Anna wore a light blue shirt and a baseball cap. Her ponytail hung out the hole above the latch on the hat.

He stared at the hand and took it on his own. Shaking it he said, “Hi Anna.” As he edged toward the changing room, he smiled letting go of her hand. “Good to see you.” He tried to say goodbye and step backward at the same time.

Anna followed him step for step and stood a foot away. She smiled sweetly as she spoke, “I looked for you at the after-party.” She stepped closer and whispered, “I needed to give back your vibrator. You ran away so fast and left if on the ground.” Clive took a step backward and bumped into the counter behind him.

No words came to Clive’s mind. He wanted to run away from the situation but had nowhere to go. He darted around the counter in the small alcove for the changing room and placed both hands on it, hoping that the small table would block her from approaching any closer. He wondered why he was running away.

After an awkward long pause, he said, “I didn’t go.” Clive tossed the bras on the ground below him and offered Anna a small smile.

“I know you. I looked for you, and your friend Devin said you weren’t there,” Anna walked up to the counter and eyed him quizzically. “Why are you standing on that side? Do you work here?”

“No. I… I’m…” he could not tell her that he was trying to put space between her and him. He struggled to think of anything to say.

“I was blown away that you’re secretly a woman. Do you identify as a man? Is that why you dress like one?” Anna leaned against the counter, brushing her hand against his. 

“No, I…” Clive stared up at her, surprised by the touch. “It’s complicated.” The curse and his goals of changing into a nicer man were hard to explain, so he shrugged. A line of tags displaying the numbers one through five sat on the wall. Clive counted the bras below him and grabbed a tag reading “Four.” He smiled at Anna, unable to think of a better response. “I’ll see you later.”

Anna walked around the counter while his back was turned and reached a hand to his groin. She slid her fingers down the gray sweatpants and felt his smooth legs. Her hand traced around his groin and down to his pussy.

Clive jumped backward, but her arm in his pants prevented him from getting too far away without pushing her. He clamored, “Whoa, what are you doing?”

“Nothing,” she said sweetly, feeling the folds of his sensitive skin with her fingers. “You really are a girl. There’s a rumor around the school that you have a tiny dick, but you don’t even have one.”

Clive held in his arousal at the probing fingers and said defensively, “Hey, I had a dick. I’m going through something right now and my dick was taken away from me.”

The inquisitive fingers fished their way around the opening in his boxers and twirled around the lips of his labia. Anna grinned at the moistening skin and kissed Clive on the neck, pressing her body against his. Clive tried to back away again, but he gasped as Anna pressed a finger into his pussy. Stopping in his place, Clive leaned against the counter gasping for air as she pinched his pussy and twirled her fingers. Anna knelt on the ground next to Clive and pulled his pants down to his ankles. Clive stared around the store, watching for any eyes on the two of them. From her crouched position Anna was hidden from public view, but Clive’s blushing reaction to her finger fucking him was very public.

Hands across the counter, he gripped the edge until his knuckles turned white. Anna pressed her middle and ring finger into his pussy and curled her index finger so the knuckle pressed into Clive’s clit with each press into him. Sweat beaded on Clive’s brow as he held back the labored, sensual breathing that accompanied the pleasure he felt.

“Oh shit,” Clive whispered. A brown-haired girl rounded a corner and her light green eyes met Clive’s. Kati, the girl he desperately wanted to date, walked down the aisle toward Clive at the changing room alcove.


Chapter 4

“What?” Anna whispered. Her hands kept moving, but her voice came out concerned.

“Keep quiet. Someone is coming,” Clive whispered out of the corner of his mouth. He pulled the hood down from his face and smiled sweetly at Kati. He met her a few times over the last few weeks, and when he was a man she paid him no mind, but when she met him as a woman she was much kinder to him. Clive wondered as she approached that perhaps she liked him better because he wasn’t so cocky anymore.

Thick-rimmed glasses framed Kati’s light green eyes. She held a sundress slung over an arm and smiled at Clive as she walked up. She glanced around the changing rooms and stared up at Clive with a raised eyebrow. She asked, “Do you work here?”

“No. I…” As he tried to talk, Anna rammed her hand harder into him, spinning her fingers as she slid in and out. Clive shivered and caught his breath, “No. I’m going to try on a few things.” An unfamiliar sensation grew from his clit as Anna rubbed him. His heart sank, and he worried that his body was about to transform again. The last time it happened, the curse made him bulge out of his clothes.

“Clive, it looks like you still haven’t figured out your situation,” Kati said with a concerned look. “Are you OK? You’re sweating and you look winded.” Kati took a step to walk to the other side of the counter.

He shouted trying to stop her from rounding the corner, “No. Wait.” Anna jumped at the sudden shout and pinched his ass with her left hand in response, but her right continued to fuck him.

Kati stared at him, and her concern grew proportional to his shifting tone. “What? Wait for what?”

“I haven’t figured out my situation yet. I’m trying to get some clothes to get me through the next two weeks.” He explained with even breaths trying to calm his nerves. Anna’s hand worked tirelessly inside him, but she paused briefly and pressed her finger against his clit. Her hand came to a firm bump.

“Two weeks?” Kati asked.

Clive tried to respond, but his attention was drawn to the bump on his clitoris. He stared down at it. A small cock sat above his pussy. Clive mumbled a response to Kati, “Yeah, my curse is only supposed to last until then.” He trailed off as Anna pinched his tiny cock. At her touch it shot forward, exploding with sweat and sticky cum. Anna fell backward, bumping into the table, and she let out a startled peep. Kati tried to glance over the counter and Clive pressed his hands against the counter and let out a soft moan as Anna gripped his cock in her hand.

“Are you sure you’re OK?” she asked, staring at the sweat dripping down his forehead.

“I’m trying to handle this as best I can,” he said, biting his lip. Anna’s left hand stroked his cock and her right filled his pussy with three fingers. Soft squishing sounds echoed up to Clive’s ears, and he spoke up, trying to mask them. “I appreciate your kindness to me through this.”

“Hey, do you want to go out for dinner?” Kati asked suddenly. She placed a hand atop his on the counter and stared up at him through her thick-rimmed glasses.

“Yeah. I’d like that, but you’re OK with my body like this?” he asked nervously that she might not like him as a man if she liked him as a woman. Anna’s hand stroked his cock and Clive wondered how large it had grown. Her hand could not cover the length of it. He risked a glance down at it and gasped. It was nearly fifteen inches long. Anna took the tip into her mouth and licked the tip as she sucked gently on it.

“I prefer it that way,” she said, but after a moment she added, “Either way is fine as long as you’re a pleasant person.”

“OK,” Clive responded through a cracking voice. His cock pulsed and erupted a stream of cum into Anna’s mouth. He stumbled on shaky legs and leaned against the counter keeping his balance as Anna sucked his cock swallowing the streams that flooded into her mouth.

“Here’s my number. Let’s go out this weekend,” she leaned over the counter and stared at his bare ass. She raised an eyebrow and said, “you should put some pants on before someone notices that you’re not wearing any.” She wrote her phone number on a nearby sheet of paper and smiled at Clive.

Amazed that Kati did not notice Anna below him on the ground, Clive stammered, “I’m looking forward to it.” He pocketed the phone number and waved at Kati.

“I’m going to find an attendant to help us into these changing rooms,” Kati walked away bouncing on her heels.

Anna rose to her feet and licked her sticky fingers. The girl stared at the retreating Kati and said, “I didn’t understand all that about a curse or gender-swapping, but I need that cock inside me.” Clive nodded his head and led Anna into the changing room. The door swung open, and the pair stepped inside.

Clive flicked the metal switch and locked the door. Anna unzipped her pants, and they slid to the floor below her. A thin pink thong covered her pussy with a long narrow triangle. Anna bit her lip, eying the massive cock dripping cum onto the tiled floor.

Before Clive could say anything to her, Anna jumped into his arms and straddled her legs around him. He wanted to protest at least to explain that although he was attracted to her, he wanted to be with Kati. Anna’s tongue delved into his mouth. Her fingers interlocked behind his neck and she pressed her breasts against his chest. The thick sweatshirt blocked their skin from touching on their tops. Clive’s massive cock ran between Anna’s legs. Her ass cheeks spread to either side of it. She rocked her hips against the thick cock as they made out in the changing room.

Kati’s voice called into the changing room, interrupting their passion. “Clive are you still here?” Clive wanted to call out to her, but Anna would not stop kissing him. Clive spun her around and pressed Anna’s back against the wall. She arched her back and gripped his cock, lining it up to her pussy. Clive slammed the thick member into her pussy. The thin walls bowed against the force of his thrust.

“Is that you in there?” she asked.

Clive mumbled over the open-mouthed kiss, but all that came out was a garbled moan. Anna arched her back, leaning her head against the wall. She let out a soft moan and gripped her breasts. Clive held her aloft with a hand on each of her ass cheeks. His cock rammed in and out of the girl.

“I’m trying on clothes,” he said through gasping breath. He bit his tongue to stop from moaning. Anna’s breasts bounced with each thrust and the wall creaked as they fucked. Cum dripped down from his pussy, trailing his legs and pooling on the floor below him. His cock surged, pulsing with each heartbeat, and he knew it would erupt inside Anna soon.

Anna whispered to him, “I love your cock.” Clive glanced down and saw that it was only halfway into her. He thrust hard spreading her pussy wide filling it with his thick cock to the base of the shaft. She let out a loud moan that filled the small alcove.

“Is someone in there with you?” Kati asked, knocking on the door.

Clive grinned at the praise of his new futanari cock and leaned forward. His legs quivered as his cock readied to unload inside her. Warm cum shot from his cock, filling her. He thrust his hips into her and his cock pumped semen into her until her body could no longer hold any more.

“No,” he admitted.

Anna screamed, “Oh god, it's filling my insides.” Her moans echoed through the small changing rooms.

Kati pushed on the locked door and grunted in frustration. Her hands gripped over the top of the door and she hoisted herself up to get a better view of Clive inside the room. Anna panted, catching her breath, and stepped onto the ground. Clive’s cock slid from her insides, dripping with cum. It swung forward, offering Kati a full view of the massive member. Anna slumped onto the bench in the room and she quivered, coming down from the orgasm that wracked her body.

“I can explain,” Clive said walking to the door and trying to get ensure that he did not ruin his chances with Kati.

The brown-haired girl shook her head and frowned over the top of the door. Her face vanished. Clive searched the room for his sweatpants but could not see them. He opened the door and stared into the store with his cock swaying in the open. Embarrassed, he pulled the sweatshirt low, covering his naked groin. Kati vanished around the far corner in a frustrated huff. Clive noticed his sweatpants on the ground behind the counter and grimaced, pulling them up onto his legs. Anna stepped out of the changing room, leaning against the door.

“Are you leaving already? I’m not done with you,” her legs barely held her up and she gripped the edge of the door to hold herself up.

Clive shook his head and darted away with a soft, “I’m sorry. I need to go after her.”


Creamer at the Futanari Cafe

Chapter 1

Clive paced his apartment, staring at the hand-written note with Kati’s number on it. A single picture of his mother hung in the middle of the sparsely decorated white walls. Devin sat in the front room playing the Playstation and chatting through the headset. Nerves shot, Clive wondered how he could fix the situation with Kati. She saw him fucking Anna in the changing room. The girl sucked his pussy and watched a massive cock grow out of his clitoris.

Full of dramatic changes, Clive’s body was vastly different from what it had been three weeks ago. A nameless futanari woman cursed him after he tried to rape her. Clive’s gender shifted from male to female and now to futanari. Confused about his feelings, part of him wanted to be a man again, but whenever he looked in the mirror he saw how sexy he was. Slender waist, curvy hips, full breasts and a cock that bulged out of his pink leggings. It was an image he never dreamed of, but it felt right to him.

“Dude just call her already,” Devin said over his shoulder. The loading screen on the television displayed a helpful tip for the game he played.

Breathing in as much courage as he could, Clive dialed her number and put the phone up to his ear.

It ran twice before a cheerful voice answered, “Hello?”

“Hi is this Kati? This is Clive,” he spoke into the phone, eager to hear her voice.

“Oh.” She breathed into the phone before adding, “Hi Clive.” She did not confirm that it was Kati, but Clive recognized her voice.

“Hey, can we talk?” he asked, walking into his room and shutting the door behind him. The flashing lights of the video game pulled his attention, and he needed to focus on the conversation.

“I don’t know,” Kati trailed off, but did not hang up the phone.

Clive sat down on his bed and pushed the baseball bag over the edge. Bats spilled from the black bag and a ball rolled out his open door. “I want to explain myself.”

“What is there to explain? You seemed quite content fucking that girl.”

“Yeah. I’ve been going through some things lately,” Clive said, pleading with her to give him a chance. “She was sucking on my pussy while you and I chatted. I don’t have feelings for her thought.”

“I don’t even know where to begin with my questions,” Kati replied with more enthusiasm than Clive expected. She breathed eagerly into the phone, but Clive cut her off before she could ask her questions.

He cleared his throat and said, “I want to tell you everything. It’s a bizarre story, but I like you and I want to get to know you better.” He bent down in his bed and grabbed a baseball bat. Twirling it in his hands, he said, “Over the last few weeks I’ve gone through some changes. When we met the other day in the store, I don’t really know what came over me. I’ve been trying to be a better person.”

“You had sex in a public place. I’ve never been so brave. I am upset that you fucked that girl in the changing room while taking my number.” Kati’s tone did not match the words, and she sounded eager to learn more about his adventurous sex life.

“I know and I don’t have a good excuse for the timing on that,” Clive admitted. In the other room, Devin cheered as he won a match in his game. Clive stood and pressed his bedroom door closed with the baseball bat in his hands.

“I gave you my number and minutes later you fucked that girl,” Kati clicked her tongue after she spoke.

Clive worked up his courage and asked, “Can I take you out on a date?”

“I’ll think about it,” she replied. “I think your interesting, but maybe we should talk first and get to know each other better. How do I know you’re not fucking someone right now?”

“I can face time you. I’m alone in my room right now.”

Devin knocked on the door and poked his head in. Clive swatted at him with the bat and motioned for his friend to leave. Devin ran a hand over his bald head and backed out of the room. Clive worried that the brief commotion would give the wrong impression for his recent statement, but pressed on and asked, “Can we talk if I swing by the coffee shop in the afternoon tomorrow where you work?”

“Maybe if you leave a good tip, I’ll change my mind about you,” Kati teased.

Uncertainty filled Clive’s mind, and he clarified, “Was that a joke? I can’t really tell with you.”

“I’m teasing. I want to talk to you, but I’m not sure how I feel about you,” she admitted. “Look, I get off work around three. Why don’t you stop by during my break at noon?”

“I appreciate your honesty. I’ll see you tomorrow at noon,” Clive smiled at himself in the mirror next to his bed and the two said goodbye. He jumped up into the air and cheered.

Devin opened the door after the cheer and offered a wide hug. “Dude, that sounds like success.”

Clive embraced his best friend and said, “Thanks for the encouragement. You’ve been so good to me during these last few weeks and my transition.”

“Are you going to quit the team?”

“That was a sudden change of topic,” Clive said, frowning. His mood soured and his worries about baseball returned. “I’m not sure. I enjoy this new body and if that means I can’t play anymore, then so be it.”

“All I want is for you to be happy, but I’ll miss playing with you,” Devin pulled out of the hug and the pair walked over to the couch. After an afternoon of beer and video games, the two friends spent the evening laughing and enjoying each other’s company.


Chapter 2

Arbor Cafe sat squarely in Clive’s rear-view mirror. He thrummed his hand against the steering wheel to the beat of his Indie Rock until the song ended. A month past the beginning of his gender swap adventure. His hair had grown another inch, but it barely hung lower than his ears. The night prior, Clive shaved the sides of his head and styled the longer black hair on top into a messy side part. After stepping out of the truck, Clive glanced at his reflection in the side mirror. The low-cut neckline on the cream-colored shirt accented his breasts. Tight fitting cutoff jean shorts finished his ensemble. The light blue pockets stretched below the jeans almost to his mid-thigh. His flaccid cock folded over itself in his shorts and bulged out the left side of his groin.

“So you’re two weeks is up,” a voice called from behind Clive. He turned to face the woman that started his gender crisis. Curly blond hair spilled down the woman’s head in waves down to her shoulders. She stared up at him over her narrow nose and smiled at him. Arms wide, she threw herself onto him in a hug. Their breasts rubbed against each as she pulled him in tight. Clive’s massive futanari cock stiffened as it rubbed against hers. The newcomer sported her own cock bulge in her pants, but it did not harden at their touch.

“I still have no idea how you’ve been watching me,” he replied, resting his head onto her shoulder.

“I haven’t, really. I only bumped into you a few times and thought it would be fun to get back at you for how you treated me,” she said, bursting out in rich laughter. Her chest bounced against his as she giggled.

“What? That’s fucked up,” Clive replied, pushing her away while keeping his hands on her shoulders.

“So is rape.” Her words came out with a harsh finality to them, and Clive stared at her in silence.

After a long pause he sighed and said, “Fair point.”

“So do you want me to change you back?” she asked, waving her hands and wiggling her fingers at him. The metals bracelets on her wrists jangled as she teased him with her overtly sexual gestures.

“How did you change my body in the first place?” he asked. This whole time she never explained herself. Originally, Clive referred to it as a curse, but the longer he stayed as a woman and now a futanari, he wasn’t sure that it was a curse.

“Does it matter?” she asked. Her arms rested at her sides and she adjusted the soft pink tank top. Her hard nipples pressed through the pink fabric, showing that she wore no bra below.

“I guess not,” Clive replied, leaning against his truck.

“I can turn you back right now,” the futanari leaned against the truck next to him and stared at the coffee shop in front of them. Her eyes shifted from the store to Clive.

“I think I want to stay like this,” Clive admitted. He blushed at her scrutinizing stare, but held his ground and added, “I feel more confident and happy than I’ve ever felt in my whole life.”

“Your cock sure is much larger than before,” she teased. A swift hand shot out and pinched his cock. Clive swatted at her hand, but missed. The woman pulled her hand back and grinned at him.

“I know I love it,” Clive said. He tried to pinch her cock in the same fashion, but she caught his hand in her own. The woman raised a hand to slap Clive, but he shook his head and glanced around the parking lot. “Not right here,” he said in a hushed tone.

“Where are you headed?” she asked, staring at the coffee shop behind his car.

“I really like this girl that works here. I think I have a shot with her, but I messed up bad. She caught me fucking someone else as I got her number,” Clive explained. In the front window of the shop, Clive could see the cute bookish Kati at the front counter helping a customer. She adjusted her thick-rimmed glasses and her eyes flicked to Clive and back to the customer in front of her.

“You got her number while fucking someone else?” she said, whistling. “That’s impressive, but are you sure you learned anything from all this?”

“Its complicated,” Clive said. He shrugged his shoulders and said, “I’m trying to be a better person, but I couldn’t help it. This chick was all over me.”

“I don’t know if you learned your lesson after all.” She frowned at him, but said nothing else.

A soft breeze passed by while Clive thought of a defense for his character, but nothing came to mind. He frowned and repeated, “I’m trying to be a better person.”

“I can see that. Is this coffee shop any good?” the futanari said with a wide grin. On the verge of another giggle fit, she slapped Clive on the shoulder and stepped forward toward Arbor Cafe.

“I like it,” Clive followed her and the two linked arms as they crossed the parking lot.

“You like the coffee or you like this girl?” she teased, swatting at his cock again. Clive worried that he would be fully erect by the time he got into the building. “Buy me a cup and I’ll see if I can help you get this girl. Like be my wingman. Or wing woman,” she said, pinching his bulging cock.

“Stop that?” he protested as he opened the door. Cock fully erect, he held one hand over his groin and waved at Kati with his free hand. The futanari at his side giggled as they entered the store.


Chapter 3

“Hey Kati,” Clive greeted her with an awkward smile. He tried to hide his fully erect cock, but it pressed out against his jean shorts and lifted them from his waist slightly.

The coffee shop was sparsely filled with college students and the occasional business man or woman working in quiet tones. Kati stood behind the counter wearing a light brown apron covering her white shirt and tan pants. Another woman worked in the back of the coffee shop baking pastries and washing dishes. Clive recognized the blond girl from his first visit to the coffee shop almost a month ago.

Kati grinned back at Clive and pulled her brown hair up into a ponytail. Deft fingers strung the hair tie around her wrist, over her hand and into her hair. It swayed behind her head as she admitted, “I wasn’t sure you’d actually come in.”

“Yeah. I’m here,” Clive said sheepishly as he walked up to the counter. His hands slipped to his sides. Kati’s eyes stared down at his futanari cock. Interrupting the awkward pause, Clive’s futanari tormentor stepped up to his side and scrunched her nose at Kati.

“Who is this?” Kati asked. She blinked behind her thick-rimmed glasses at the pretty newcomer. She leaned against the counter and her elbow bumped into the sign displaying the prices and items on the menu. It tilted forward and almost fell from the counter. Kati’s hand shot out, and she snatched it before it fell from reach. A stray hair escaped from her ponytail and fell across her face. She blew it to the side by puckering her lips up and blushed.

Stammering a response, Clive stepped away from his tormentor and said, “Well, I never got her name, but she’s been bothering me for weeks now.”

“You started it Clive,” the other futanari stepped forward and patted Clive on the shoulder introducing herself, “I’m Shelly.” Shelly bowed her head and offered a hand out to Kati.

Kati took it in hers and narrowed her eyes at Clive as she replied, “It’s nice to meet you, Shelly.” When Kati pulled her hand back over to her side of the counter, she asked, “Why did you bring her?”

“She’s the one that cursed me,” Clive explained. He stared at Shelly as if for the first time and replied to Kati, “I didn’t bring her. Not really. She sorta shows up in my life randomly and torments me.”

“Oh gotcha,” Kati stared at Shelly with a curious expression and asked, “So what will you two have?”

“Clive wants to apologize for being such a dick. He’s not so bad a guy once you give him a chance,” Shelly spoke up, shifting her weight onto her left leg and leaning forward against the counter. Her breasts hung low, showing her full cleavage. Kati’s eyes struggled to stay focus on her eyes.

“I don’t think I’m a guy anymore,” Clive interrupted Shelly and blurted out. A man speaking into his phone to a client raised an eyebrow at Clive, but continued with his work. “I’m a futanari and I’m staying one,” Clive said, blushing at Kati.

“Wait, did you bring a friend in to talk you up before you chatted with me?” Kati asked, turning from Clive to Shelly.

“Is it working?” Clive asked sheepishly. Eyebrows raised, he offered her a wide grin.

“Its cute, I’ll give you that,” Kati replied. Shelly grinned up at Clive and stood up from the counter. Stepping backward, she pressed Clive up to Kati. Kati adjusted her glasses and added, “My break is about to begin. We can chat in the back room if you want.”

“I’d like that,” Clive replied. He offered Shelly a thumbs up and turned to walk out of the front room.

“Too boring,” Shelly interrupted. She hopped onto the counter and sat cross-legged, turning around to face Kati.

Clive jumped backward, shocked at the sudden movement. He opened his mouth to speak, but Kati replied first, “What do you mean?”

“You saw Clive’s cock in the changing room. You can see it in his pants right now. You’ve gotta be curious,” Shelly pointed at Clive’s erect cock in his cutoff shorts. Clive blushed as the gathered patrons stared at his erect cock. Kati pursed her lips closed and leaned forward to see over the low counter.

Their interaction was the center of everyone’s attention. Kati nodded her head and replied, “I mean. It was pretty big.”

Shelly reached forward and pulled Clive up to her. He stammered a refusal, but Shelly pushed him at Kati. Clive stumbled forward and bumped into the counter. Kati grabbed his arm and helped him to stand. She smiled down at him. Not quite finished, Shelly jumped down from the counter and picked up Clive by the waist.

“What are you doing?” he protested. Arms flailing, he tried to escape her grasp, but Shelly heaved him up and swung him onto the counter. Suddenly face to face with Kati, Clive blinked and mouthed an apology. His ass rested against the glass case showing off the pastries and his legs splayed open over the edge of the counter. Kati stepped up in between his open legs and placed her hands on the counter behind him.

Shelly leaned forward and whispered, “I’m helping.”

With Kati’s face inches from his, Clive replied to Shelly, “This is not what I had in mind when you offered to help.” Kati leaned forward, pressing her lips against his. The two kissed, and a cheer rose in the surrounding shop. Kati leaned against him. His cock pressed into her stomach below her breasts. The thick-rimmed glasses bent sideways on her face as their tongues met. Stopping the kiss to breathe for a moment, Clive stared around the room at the gathered crowd. Some watched openly, but most tried to ignore the public display of affection.

“OK, but this is way more fun that helping,” Shelly whispered behind Clive. She leaned against his back from the other side of the counter and nibbled on his ear as Kati kissed Clive again.

Quick fingers unzipped Clive’s cutoff shorts, and he protested, “What are you doing, Kati?” His erect cock flopped out of the shorts and bounced against her brown apron.

The barista grinned and glanced around the room, “Nobody’s complained yet.” Shelly let out a confident giggle and encouraged the two by pushing against Clive’s back and pressing him harder into Kati. Their bodies pressed together and separated by layers of clothing. Clive tore at Kati’s brown pants, unclasping her wide belt, unbuttoning them. Kati shimmied her hips as they kissed, sending her pants to the floor. The motion tickled Clive’s cock and a bead of pre-cum stained the brown apron.

Shelly walked around to the other side of the counter and stood behind Kati, inching her breasts closer to the woman’s back. Kati ended her passionate kiss with Clive and turned her neck to see what Shelly was doing. The futanari had stripped off her pants and gripped her cock in one hand. The tip pressed against Kati’s ass crack.

Clive frowned at Shelly and asked, “This really isn’t helping me. This is helping you.”

“It’s fine,” Kati said as she climbed onto the counter straddling Clive. She leaned forward, pushing Clive backward and allowing Shelly a clear view of her ass. Clive’s cock pressed against the apron and pointed at Kati’s pussy. Kati flipped up the apron, allowing his cock to touch her moist skin.

Shelly slapped Kati’s ass and cheered, “Fuck yeah.”

The tip of Clive’s cock pressed the folds of Kati’s skin apart as she lowered herself onto him. Reeling with intense pleasure, Clive fell onto his back on the counter. His head dangled off the other end, as Kati bounced up and down on top of him. Shelly wrapped her hands around Kati’s waist, adjusting her angle until Shelly’s cock lined up with Kati’s ass. Clive rose on his hands and stared at Shelly with questioning eyes. Kati moaned as his cock filled her pussy. Her ponytail swayed with the motion of their fucking.

“A little lower,” Shelly whispered into Kati’s ear. The barista complied and slid backward until Shelly’s cock pressed into her ass cheeks. Her asshole puckered and Shelly pressed a finger into it, spreading the hole wide and lubricating it with her saliva. Her cock slid into place, penetrating Kati.

The three shifted and groaned as their bodies moved in unison. Clive in Kati’s pussy and Shelly in her ass. Kati breathed in a soft peep and leaned backward against Shelly, her head resting on the futanari’s shoulder. Shelly grinned at Clive and moved forward, kissing him as they fucked Kati. Clive’s tongue swished around Shelly’s and he was glad to finally know her name. Kati grabbed her breasts over the apron and pinched her nipples as they fucked both of her holes. She tensed and her abdomen twitched as her pussy dripped with excitement.

The business man on the phone ended his call and nervously walked up to the counter. After Kati let out a long moan, he cleared his throat interrupting the moment. Kati opened her eyes and lifted her head from Shelly’s shoulder.

Clive and Shelly kissed passionately, ignoring him, but Kati opened her eyes and asked, “What can I do for you?” Her ponytail swayed as she spoke. Clive and Shelly moved in a back-and-forth rhythm, one entering while the other exited.

The business man blushed and held out his coffee cup. “I’d like a little more coffee.”

Kati nodded her head and took his cup. Biting her lip to contain the moans, she leaned to the side, reaching for the coffee pot. She filled his cup, but lost control of her voice. Clive’s cock pulsed and cum erupted from him. He pounded into Kati. His bare ass slapping the counter as he lifted into her. Shelly stood on her toes to keep pace with Clive.

Kati leaned toward the businessman and mumbled, “Here you go, sir.” Her voice cracked, and she burst out into a moan. Shelly giggled at the passionate sounds.

The man took his cup and timidly asked, “Uh… can I have a little cream in mine?”

Unable to comply, Kati moaned, rocking her hips against Clive. Her breasts bounced as she slammed her pussy against him. Shelly pulled her cock out of Kati’s ass and stroked it without breaking eye contact with the man. Shelly took the cup from him. A soft groan escaped her lips and cum burst from her cock, spraying into the coffee. The man stared at the cup, aghast.

Kati screamed as the orgasm took the rest of her body. Clive slumped backward as his cock burst a final shot of cum into Kati’s vagina. He lay on the counter again, head hanging off the side facing the customers. Kati worked her pussy on his cock until the cum stopped flowing.

“Maybe just a little more,” the businessman said to Shelly.

The futanari grinned at him and said, “Sure thing.” She stroked her cock, spraying another stream of cum into his cup. The white liquid landed on the lip and half dripped in and the other half spilled over the edge. The man took the cup from her and licked the cum from the edge of his cup before sipping at the hot liquid. Shelly looked around the room and asked in a confident voice,  “Anyone else want some cream?”

Thank you for reading my story. This story was written with the help of my Patrons. If you want to have an impact of the story check out my two Patreon Projects. 
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