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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?”


Thank you for reading my story. I really hope you enjoyed it. I have two Patreon Projects that you can find on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. My other Patreon also found on my website is for a Futanari RPG I’m working on. Have a great day. 


Note From the Author

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

Thank you


More Books by Kelsey Fraley

Gender Swapped Novellas

Jock to Cheerleader

Gender Swap Business Trip

Gender Bent Jock

Futanari Short Compilations

Erotic Short Story Compilation

Gender Swap 5 Story Compilation


About Kelsey Fraley

Kelsey Fraley is a thirty-something mother of three who loves to read and write erotic fiction. A middle school teacher by day, and erotic dreamer by night, she is often crocheting by the fire watching a chick flick in the winter or exploring the outdoors in the Pacific Northwest in the summer. If you enjoyed this erotic short, check out another of my works on my Amazon Author page or her website.


OEBPS/image_rsrcFZ.jpg
EROTICA





OEBPS/image_rsrcFY.jpg
KELSEY =¥ FRALEY






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Emasculated Alpha

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Note From the Author

		More Books by Kelsey Fraley

		About Kelsey Fraley




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21






