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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.


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. You can find them on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. I have two ongoing Patreon projects. One for my writings and another for an RPG Maker Futanari game I’m developing. Check them out and give me feedback. I love to hear from my readers.


Note From the Author

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

Thank you
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