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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. 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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