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Gender Bent Jock

Chapter 1

The kindle sat face up on the bedside table. Ollie sighed and swiped to close the book Leviathan by Thomas Hobbes. “I can’t do this,” he said, rising from the bed.

Janey stood in the door frame holding Ollie’s football. She passed the ball to Ollie and said, “Come on, we went over this already. You just need to get out of your head. I believe in you.” A wide smile split her cheerful lips. Wet brown hair flowed down to her shoulders. Lifelong friends, the two shared an apartment at their college. She stood wearing only a towel; the knot holding it together rested in between her ample bosom. The towel only covered her middle and left little to Ollie’s imagination.

The ball spun in the air and Ollie caught it one-handed, “No, I can’t. I’m not prepared, I’ll be up in front of the class all by myself.” Ollie pulled a red shirt over his bare chest, tousling his short blond hair.

“I’m here for you. Do you want me to skip my economics class and be there for support?” Janey walked into the room and sat at the bedside watching Ollie dress.

Uncomfortable with his friend watching him, Ollie turned his back to Janey and slipped on a pair of pants and cinched his belt. “It’s a small group thing. He wants us all to present to him in his office. Do you have to watch me get dressed when you’re naked?” He could feel her dark brown eyes boring into his back.

“You never said anything about groups. Just lean on your teammates just like you do in football.” Janey ignored the question about watching Ollie Dress and raised an eyebrow at her friend.

“No. I think I’ll email the professor and tell him I can’t do the presentation,” the words sank in with the realization that he would lose his scholarship and place on the football team. Ollie walked out of the room towards their kitchen. After pulling a protein shake out of the fridge, he sat down on the couch. Janey followed him out of the room and sat on the arm of the sofa. The towel slipped open in front, revealing the smooth tan skin of her legs. Janey acted as if being naked in front of him was nothing. Part of Ollie loved it, but the other part of him only wanted to be her best friend.

She explained to him with wide gestures that threatened to drop the towel from her chest, “You remember our senior year. You were my best wide receiver. You can do anything you set your mind to..” She ran a hand through her long brown hair and slicked it back over her head.

Ollie stared at his drink to avoid looking at his friend's nearly exposed pussy, “Thanks, but I just can’t grasp this philosophy stuff. It just flies over my head.” The last drop of the shake spilled onto his tongue. Janey watched him drink out of the corner of her eye.

“Ha, nothing flies over your head without you catching it. You’ve got this,” she said, standing. The towel fell to the ground as she turned to walk away. Ollie caught a glimpse of the dimples on her lower back and the smooth curvature of her hips, but the rest of her naked body disappeared down the hall. He turned away before she entered her room across from his.

“Ok, I’ll try,” he replied, crushing the canned shake in his fist.

“Now let's go get laid tonight,” she spoke from her bedroom. Janey laughed, filling the small apartment with her rich voice.

Ollie shook his head and replied, “I want to, but I’m gonna call my group first. I haven’t been able to get a hold of them.” With his phone in hand, he pulled up the group text chain. He idly swiped through the brief messages and considered his options.

“Suit yourself,” Janey replied through a sigh. “I know this real cutie that I think you’d like.”

“We walk around more clothed in the locker room than you do in this house,” Ollie complained to the smashed can in his hand. Why does she walk around naked, he wondered to himself?

Ollie dialed his friend Kylie from the group. She answered after a few rings in a sweet voice, “Hey, Oliver.” Ollie asked her out twice, but she shot him down both times. The tension between them grew each time they spoke, but he could not decide if it was in his head or not.

“Kylie, thanks for answering. When can we get together to prepare for our presentation?” he asked, immediately changing the subject to his needs. Janey hummed a song in the background while she dressed.

“I’m not doing the presentation in her office. I’ve heard rumors about Dr. Hardy. She’s such a bitch. I’ve heard she’ll grope us or try something stupid while we’re in there.” She shuddered and spoke in displeased tones.

“What? No. She’s great. Why would she do that?” Unaware of the struggles of women, Ollie could not see the world for how it truly is.

Kylie sighed into the phone and said, “There are rumors about her and these private group presentations.”

“I need to pass this class or I’ll lose my scholarship. You can’t leave me hanging.” Ollie rose from the couch and walked into the kitchen. Foot on the garbage can pedal, he lifted the lid and tossed the smashed protein shake can inside. Sound from Janey’s room caught his attention. Janey grunted softly and Ollie walked closer to the door to listen.

“There are only two ways to pass his class. You need to be smart and studious or a hot girl willing to put out,” words flowed quickly, and she emphasized them with a staccato cadence. Ollie blushed. Dr. Hardy was a woman. He had never heard that she was a lesbian before.

The matter-of-fact words caught Ollie off guard and he stopped listening to his friend, “Well I can’t manage to do either of those things so I’m fucked.”

“Then tough luck passing,” Kylie shifted the phone and added, “Hey, I’m going to fail this one and take it from a different professor next semester. You should do the same. If you retake the class and get a better grade, the better grade is the only one that shows up on your transcript.”

“I can’t I need to keep my grades up for the scholarship,” Ollie explained as he pressed his ear to Janey’s door. The soft sound of moist flesh flapping echoed out the door. Janey moaned softly and mumbled words too quiet for Ollie to hear. He knew his friend was masturbating. Crimson colored his cheeks, and he jumped up, running to his bedroom. He slid the door closed behind him and pictured Janey running her hand across her clitoris as she masturbated in the other room.

“Tough luck then. I’d consider studying pretty hard,” Kylie offered no suggestions or help even though she was part of the group as well.

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed and lay back down in his bed.

“I’ll see you in class tomorrow,” Kylie tried to end the conversation, but Ollie sat listening to his friend masturbate and forgot that he was on the phone with Kylie in the first place.

With his last opportunity, Ollie asked hopefully, “Hey, what are you doing later? We’re having a thing at the frat and I thought it would be fun to hang out with you.”

“Thanks, but no.” No more words, just rejection, and silence.

Ollie stared at the phone disappointed and spoke in a whisper, “Well, I’ll see you around.”

“What are you going to do about the presentation?” she asked.

“I need this grade. I’m going to ask him if they can put me into another group,” Ollie flipped open his MacBook and navigated to his professor’s page on the school site.

“Good luck.”

“Thanks,” he replied. Dr. Hardy had no office hours listed, but an email and a phone number sat next to a picture of the dark-haired woman in a suit. Ollie wrote an email appealing to her kindness.

Dr. Hardy,

This is Oliver from your Monday Wednesday at 10 am class. I have an upcoming presentation in a few days, but I need to be placed into another group. My current group is planning on skipping out on the presentation and leaving me alone. I need to pass this class, but I can’t do this whole thing alone. Can I either present it to you next week or be placed into another group? I appreciate all that you’ve taught me this semester. Thank you for considering this.

Oliver

Hopeful Ollie went about the rest of his morning and readied for the day’s classes. Janey stayed in her room until Ollie left for classes. He said goodbye to her through the door in a timid voice.


Chapter 2

Dr. Hardy’s response came that evening. Ollie sat on the couch with Janey reading a history textbook with a highlighter in hand. The laptop next to him chimed as the email arrived, pulling him out of the ancient middle east and back into the moment.

Ollie,

Thank you for your email. Unfortunately, I cannot accommodate fully. The groups have been finalized for a few weeks now and it would not be fair to make any adjustments at this point. I am sorry that your group has not been helpful. I will consider that when I grade you. I look forward to your presentation in a few days.

Dr. Ingrid Hardy

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, slamming his MacBook closed. He sat in the front room of the apartment next to Janey. The compact front room had no pictures on the walls. The only real decoration in the entire place was the tall cactus on the kitchen counter.

“What?” Janey asked, turning from her laptop. She wore her hair up in a bun and the thick-rimmed reading glasses slid down her nose as she turned to face him on the couch.

Ollie glanced at her and shook his head, “There’s no way I’m passing this class and it means I’m going to lose my scholarship. Then I won’t be on the team anymore.” Ollie sighed and lay his head back against the couch cushions, defeated.

“Damn, what can I do to help?” Janey offered, she flipped the television off by pressing a few buttons on her phone and offered Ollie her full attention.

“Nothing,” Ollie pressed his MacBook into his backpack and zipped it up. In his mood, he could not study any longer tonight.

“Come on. Let’s figure this out?” Janey leaned across the couch and pulled him in for a side hug. Her soft breasts pressed into his shoulder and she lay her head against the back of his neck and whispered, “We’ll figure this out. I might have an idea.”

Ollie waved a dismissive hand and said, “There’s nothing to figure out. I’m not smart enough to pass, and the only other option is to be a sexy woman and flirt with Dr. Hardy until she passes me.”

“You could pull that off,” Janey spoke without hesitation. She pulled out of the hug and a wicked grin split her face. “I know someone that could help.”

“Fuck you,” Ollie pushed Janey away from him. She fell backward onto the couch laughing. Her ‘T’ shirt slipped up to her navel.

Instead of sitting up, she spread her knees apart into a ‘V,’ and stared at Ollie through it, “No seriously. Hear me out,” Janey began, “I think you could do it. I have a friend that could help you pass for a woman.”

“Not an option,” he grabbed her knees and pressed them together, hiding his face from hers. She pulled them back to her chest and sat up next to him on her knees. “I’m a man. I’m not going to dress like a woman for some grade.”

Janey gripped her chin in her hand and tapped her cheek with her index finger. “Listen, dress up like a woman, flirt a little with her, and get a passing grade. When it's all done, we’ll have a good laugh about the whole thing.” Janey’s smile widened with each word and Ollie wondered where this whole idea came from.

After hearing her out, Ollie turned and crossed his arms, motioning his disgust with the idea, “No way. I couldn’t pass for a woman. It would never work.”

“Fuck, I bet you could,” she leaned her head against his again and stared at the blank TV screen.

Ollie looked at their reflection on the screen and felt a sense of comfort and love from his best friend. After a long stretch of silence he replied, “Besides, I won’t fuck this woman. She’d learn I’m not a girl quickly and then I would still be out a grade and scholarship.”

Janey draped a hand across Ollie’s chest and sighed, “Who said anything about having sex with her. Unless she’s super hot that is. Look, you just need to record the whole thing and accuse her of indecency. With the whole #metoo thing, I bet you could pull this off.”

Ollie placed a hand on Janey’s at his shoulder and interlaced his fingers into hers. Vulnerability and shame at the idea of cross-dressing filled his mind, “What makes you think I would be hot enough as a woman to pull this off?”

“Just trust me,” Janey smiled a wicked grin.

“Dammit, why do I listen to you?” Ollie shook his head, sighed. Janey pressed a finger against Ollie’s nose and turned him to face her. Her breath swept past his face and tickled his senses.

“Cause we’ve always made a great team,” Janey replied in a whisper. The warm words filled his heart, and Ollie wondered if Janey had feelings for him. The two had been neighbors from a very young age and best friends for as long as they could remember, but they never had a romantic relationship. 

“What does that mean?” Ollie asked staring into her dark brown eyes.

“We’ve been through so much together. You and I can accomplish anything,” Janey smiled up at Ollie. Her eyes darted from side to side as she decided which eye to stare into.

“Why are you so good to me?” Their loving friendship firm, Ollie wondered if Janey wanted something more from the relationship, but neither of them had ever voiced any words of attraction.

“I love you. You’re my best friend,” Janey tousled Ollie’s blond hair. She placed her head on his shoulder again and pulled out her phone. After a few clicks, she turned the television on and put flipped through the options on Netflix.

“I love you too, although I don’t think this is a good idea,” Ollie said nestling into their familiar cuddle.

Janey shushed him with a finger against his lips and said, “Trust me. I know someone that can help you get ready for it.” She turned on a show and for an instant while the TV turned to a black loading screen Ollie saw an eager grin on her face. The finality in her voice ended all discussion. Ollie was now on a collision course with cross-dressing.

“Fuck, fine. Give me this person’s number,” Ollie pointed to her phone and said, “Just share the contact I’ll get in touch with them.”

“I knew you had it in you,” Janey sent him the contact and gripped his arm tight as they settled into the couch to watch a comedy.

“What does that mean?” Ollie wondered as they spent the evening ignoring homework and hanging out. 


Chapter 3

After texting back and forth, Ollie got in touch with Heidi to find out about this cross-dressing situation. When Janey explained the service she described Heidi as a makeup and gender transformation savant. Ollie went through with the crazy idea because of Janey’s determination more than any desire on his part. He stood outside a small cottage at the edge of their college town. Nestled in a thicket of trees, it felt separate from the surrounding city. After a firm knock on the door, Ollie waited for an answer. The white and brown colored home looked as if it grew from the forest floor. Ollie adjusted his red collared shirt and stared at his reflection in the window.

A pretty redheaded woman with slender hips and small breasts opened the door. Ollie grinned at her and said, “Hi. My name is Oliver. Are you Heidi?” The television in the front room sat with a video game on pause. Ollie could not tell what it was from the pause menu, but familiar music played through the front room.

“I’m Heidi,” her voice came out in a rich melodic timbre. The sensuality in the way she spoke drove his hormones wild. The black mini skirt swayed at her hips as she turned to walk up the stairs. “You must be Oliver. Come in and have a seat. I’ll be right back.” She vanished up the stairs, leaving Ollie alone at the front door.

Footsteps upstairs showed where she walked, Ollie entered the front room and closed the door behind him. Heidi rummaged upstairs out of view, while anxiety built in Ollie. Doubt crept into his mind about the plan to crossdress for his teacher.

Long slender legs visible first, then the mini skirt, Ollie felt his dick stiffen in his jeans. A quick motion to adjust and he asked, “I’m not sure what this entails, but I think I’m committed.”

Heidi grinned at him, holding a small bottle in her hand. Ollie stared at it trying to discern what it was, but it held no markings. The small bottle was about the size of a travel-sized lotion container. “I’m sure I can convince you of it shortly,” she stepped down to the front room and asked, “Would you like something to drink?” Her red hair swayed behind her head as she sashayed her hips in his view.

“Sure, what do you have?” Ollie looked down the hall to the kitchen beyond.

“Heineken mostly,” she motioned for him to sit at the couch.

“It’s a little early for that, but I’ll take one.” The soft leather couch fitted to his body nicely, and he watched her ass as she stepped into the next room.

“What brings you to me?” she asked, opening the fridge.

“I want to run an idea past you to see if I could pull it off. I don’t think it will work, but my friend Janey does.” The sound of bottle caps falling to the counter and spinning echoed down the hall.

“What’s the idea?” She asked, walking back into the room with a beer in each hand. She offered one to Ollie and sat on the couch next to him.

Taking the first swig of alcohol to give him courage, he said, “Fuck, it’s gonna sound crazy, but I need to be a woman for a meeting with my professor so I can get a better grade.” He worded it poorly, but the idea came across to Heidi. He drank another sip and stared at the floor as his nerves worked him to silence.

“A transformation then?” she laughed and leaned close to Ollie, slapping him on the shoulder. Heidi sipped her drink and placed it down onto the end table next to her.

“This should do the trick then,” she announced. Heidi pulled out the bottle of unmarked lotion and twirled it in her hand. As it spun she said, “I just need to rub this on your dick.” Heidi reached for Ollie’s pants and unzipped them.

Ollie blushed and smiled at Heidi, unsure how rubbing his cock would help with cross-dressing, but he was attracted to her and the casual sex sounded nice. He fought a crimson blush that spread across his cheeks, and said, “This isn’t at all what I expected.”

Heidi worked her fingers around his gray boxers and pulled out his average-sized cock. Already hard with anticipation, the veins bulged out on the sides of his member. Heidi drained half of the lotion into her hand and rubbed up and down his shaft. The pink lotion spread around his dick. Heidi lathered it into every curve of his cock, rubbing softly as she worked around his flesh. After covering his dick, she squirted more into her hands and rubbed the lotion onto the balls, taking them into her hands in turn and rubbing the lotion into them. The sensation tickled Ollie, but he didn’t complain. This was not what he envisioned at all when he came here to dress up as a woman.

Heidi lowered herself on the floor at his feet and stared up at Ollie as she rubbed his cock faster. “You want me to transform you into a woman?” The phrase should not have aroused him as much as it did, but Olle wanted to fuck this woman. Hopefully, if he played his cards right, sex was on the table.

The soft-touch caught him off guard and he flirted back, turning on the sofa to face her better. His legs brushed against her and he said, “That’s the idea.” Ollie felt his cock edging towards release.

She made a tight circle with her finger and thumb and pinched the tip of his dick. With her other hand, she rubbed steadily, coaxing his cock to release. Ollie groaned and leaned his head back. Cum burst from his cock. Heidi grinned and placed his dick in her mouth. She drank his cum, sucking him dry.

“I think you could pull it off with my help,” she said lifting her head and laying it on his lap. She licked a stray bead of cum from her thin lips.

“When do we start?” Ollie asked, but he was thoroughly distracted from cross-dressing.

“I’ve already begun silly. The transformation should happen soon,” she said, standing up. Heidi sat on his lap and straddled him on the couch. His dick twitched to life again as she rubbed her ass across his lap. “I rubbed in the lotion. It’s only a matter of time now,” she said. Her soft breath danced along his cheek.

Ollie pressed his lips against hers in a delicate peck. His dick firmed against her ass cheeks on his lap. Heidi delved her tongue deep into Ollie’s throat. Her hands ran along his scalp, and her small breasts pressed firmly against his chest. Ollie reached around down her back and pressed his left hand into her mini skirt. A handful of her ass cheek in his palm, he spun her onto her back on the couch. As she spun the black mini skirt lifted revealing a thick cock. Ollie gasped and asked, “What is going on?” No balls hung from the thick shaft. Ollie stared at the beautiful slender woman, confused. He could see the outline of her pussy underneath the white panties. The top half of the erect cock stood out from the panties. Ollie felt more attracted to her than before and dove onto her. His dick pressed against hers, and he kissed her passionately.

Heidi pulled back and pressed a finger to Ollie’s lips and stopped their passionate necking with a sly grin. She pressed him off of her for a moment and said, “The transformation will take you any minute. Are you sure about this?”

“Wow, fuck, you’re so hot,” Ollie replied catching his breath. “You keep talking about a transformation don’t you mean just cutting my hair and dressing me as a woman?” he asked leaning in for another kiss.

Heidi reached down and gripped Ollie’s cock and squeezed, “You’re paying me to transform you into a woman.” Firm hands pressed Ollie back to a sitting position.

Ollie felt a warm ripple of tension spread from his cock through his entire body. He shivered, trying to contain the intense pleasure of the sensation. His toned pectoral muscles rippled and expanded, pressing out against his red collared shirt until the fabric tore at the seams.

Cold realization struck Ollie. He was not just dressing as a woman. He was turning into one. The ‘V’ in his neckline tore as his pectoral muscles expanded and mammary glands grew. His chest bulged and his newly grown breasts sagged down his chest with an unfamiliar weight. Heidi clapped her hands with glee and cupped the massive breasts in her hands. She pinched his expanding nipples. Ollie let out a gasp of pleasure, and he reeled back against the couch. He groped his breasts, massaging his hands over the still expanding flesh, and he let out a gasping moan. The shirt once tight on his wide shoulders and muscular chest now sagged at his waist but torn at the even wider bust.

Ollie groaned and leaned his head back against the sofa, enjoying the attention. “Fuck I need this.” Heidi motioned him to kneel on the floor and she switched positions sitting on the sofa with him at her feet. Heidi lifted her skirt and guided Ollie’s face down to her throbbing futanari cock.

With a soft kiss on the tip, Ollie took the circumcised cock into his mouth to the middle of the shaft. His tongue ran up and down the half-length and he sucked with precision. Heidi looked down at him and placed her hands on his shoulders to brace herself for ejaculating. Ollie wanted to scream. The intense pleasure of his shifting body was like nothing he’d ever felt. Never in his life had he once wanted to suck a cock, but this strange woman’s body was alluring in ways he never dreamed.

“Fuck, what’s happening?” Ollie could not deny his attraction to Heidi and he could not tell if it were because he was attracted to cocks or women or what. All he knew was that this dick needed to be inside him.

“Let me enjoy this,” she bit her lip and gripped her small breasts, pinching and massaging herself as Ollie sucked on her cock. The black mini skirt bounced on the top of his head as he moved. He lowered his head down until the tip touched the back of his throat. His lips lined up with the mushroom shape of the tip of her cock and he ran his tongue back and forth while sucking in deeper and deeper. Ollie wanted to reply to her but probed with his fingers into the pussy at the base of the shaft. He peeled back the flesh of her vagina and rubbed gently while he sucked her cock.

“Shit,” Heidi flexed her ass cheeks, preparing to unload cum into his mouth. Ollie read the familiar signs and rammed the cock deep into his mouth. The tip pressed against the far side of his cheek and he gagged, pulling it into the back of her throat. Heidi groaned, tilting her head backward. Pulsing energy surged in her cock, and cum burst from the tip, filling his mouth. He sucked harder as she emptied her load into him. Heidi closed her eyes. Conflicting emotions battled for Ollie’s attention, but all he wanted right now was this cock inside him.

Ollie rose from his kneeling position and pulled the red-collared shirt from his chest, revealing his large breasts. He squeezed the flesh against the wet throbbing cock and said, “What is coming over me?” Cum spilled from the cock over his breasts and onto the couch below them. Heidi gripped him by the hair and eased her breathing into a steady flow.

“How does Janey know you?” Ollie asked trying to change the subject away from his intense attraction to this woman.

“We’ve been friends for a while now,” Heidi winked. “She knew me back when I was James.”

“Wait were you a man before this?” Ollie asked raising an eyebrow. “I’m so confused. What is happening to me?” He gripped his groin, worried that his dick had vanished, but his hand came upon an erect cock. Relief washed over him and he asked, “What am I now? Am I like you?”

“Sexual identity is more fluid than people realize. You should understand that now. There isn’t such a thing as binary.” Heidi rubbed her small breasts through the white fabric of her shirt and moaned softly.

“I’m not gay though,” Ollie denied his hardening cock and looked at the paused video game trying to think of anything but the sexy futanari woman in front of him.

“We can be done if you want,” Heidi said with a pouting frown.

Ollie shook his head and said, “No, I want this too, but I’m concerned about cross-dressing still.” He rose and pulled down his pants. His once slender hips now flared out in wide curves. Olly kicked his pants to the side and walked to the couch and straddled his legs around Heidi. He pressed his ass down atop her firm cock and rubbed back and forth against it. He thought his cock was hardening, but sensation dimmed in his dick. Ollie leaned in a kissed Heidi, as their bodies rocked and their breasts rubbed as they kissed. Their tongues met, and Ollie’s breath caught in his throat at the passion between them.

“Oh, my methods are much more involved than cross-dressing. Those tits are real. Feel them,” she pressed his hands down onto his chest and she pressed his fingers into the flesh and tweaked his nipple with her finger. Ollies clothes hung on him as an echo of his old self, baggy in places, but too tight in the hips and bust.

“No, no-no-no. I can’t do this. I’m just going to fail the class and drop out of college,” he tried to stand up from the couch, but Heidi gripped him by with her hands on his waist. Her large futanari cock pressed firmly into his ass. He groaned, trying to ignore the pleasure.

“We’ve already started this,” Heidi grinned wickedly and ran a hand along the outline of muscles on his abdomen. “You have the toned grace of a distance runner. You would be so hot in panties and a silk dress.” Ollie felt a stretching and morphing ripple of flesh on his groin. His gray boxers dampened with perspiration.

“How could I walk around the locker room before games if I’m a woman? This will not happen.” He groaned. Her cock rubbed against his dick. But there was no dick in his groin. Ollie reached down and ran a hand along his flesh search for his dick, but all he could find was smooth skin. Panic set in and he reached further back. His fingers met the soft flaps of his newly growing labia. The warm moist flesh expanded and stretched under his probing fingers until it was normal-sized. Ollie realized the perspiration on his boxers was cum from his growing pussy.

Heidi’s futanari cock pressed against his hand, searching for his vagina. Heidi reached down and took Ollie’s hand in hers and stroked her cock with his help. Heidi’s black-painted fingernails ran along the edge of his ill-fitting boxers and pulled them down his legs. Naked straddling Heidi, Ollie rubbed his virgin pussy against the firm cock.

“It sounds like you are stuck in a Catch 22. Let me know what you decide,” Heidi rocked her hips, rubbing her cock against his sensitive new vagina. His breasts bounced with each thrust slapping against his abdomen sending ripples across the soft flesh.

A small peep escaped Ollie’s lips. He needed that cock in him. He spun around facing his back to her and aimed his pussy at her cock. Hips shaking in anticipation, he pulled her ass cheeks wide. “Come on in cutie,” he whispered leaning over his shoulder.

“Fuck yeah,” Heidi pressed the tip of her cock to his pussy. He groaned at the bulging pressure and pressed his ass down firmly onto him. The folds of his newly grown labia separated around the thick cock. Ollie wondered at the logistics of her newly grown vagina and realized that he was a virgin. This was his first sex as a woman. The tight pressure against his insides drove him wild. “I’m a virgin,” he squealed, thrusting his hips down onto the futanari cock.

Heidi clapped her hands and bounced his ass as she humped into him. “Fuck, yes. I’ll take your virginity.” Up and down the thick cock slid in and out of Ollie. Heidi gripped his left breast with one hand and rubbed his nipples, and with her right hand pulled on his hips, slamming him into her cock. Ollie gripped his knees with each hand and rocking his ass in time with the firm thrusting. Heidi groaned in a melodic voice and rocked her cock harder into him.

Ollie struggled to keep his eyes open. The pressure forced them shut, and he screamed out in pleasure. The voice that escaped his lips was not his own. It was a woman’s voice, but the detail passed by as Heidi fucked him. Ollie’s eyes rolled back in their sockets and his mouth sagged open. The orgasm building in his vagina spread in waves through his entire body. Heidi pinched his nipples and bounced him up and down on her cock.

Heidi moaned, arching her back. Ollie felt the white heat of pleasure inside of his vagina as cum exploded from the futanari cock filling his insides. Thrusting firmly into his pussy, penetrating as deeply as her dick could reach, she ejaculated into him. The thrusting slowed, and their breathing leveled.

Ollie lifted his ass from Heidi’s cock as confusion racked his mind. He was a woman now. His entire body had shifted in a matter of minutes. What was going on? Why would Janey want him to go through this and meet Heidi? Ollie slumped to the couch next to Heidi and stared up at her as he placed his head in her lap atop the black miniskirt. “I’m a woman now.”

“It suits you. That was incredible,” Heidi ran a hand through Ollie’s hair and smiled down at him. She picked up the empty bottle of lotion that initiated the gender swap and handed it to him. “I can get another that will turn you back into a man.”

“Fuck,” Ollie cursed, taking the bottle from her outstretched hand. “I don’t know how I feel anymore.”

“Do you want me to dress you so you can pass that class? I can do your makeup and everything.” She winked and bit her lip sensually, “I can teach you everything I know.” When she spoke her cock twitched back to life.

“I think I’d like that. I wish I would have known this was what I was getting into. I have football practice tonight and I can’t very well go to that as a woman,” Ollie wondered why Janey knew Heidi. He wondered about her sexuality, not for the first time.

“You won't know until you try,” she bent forward and kissed him again. “We can try to hide your tits, but they’re pretty big. It might be better to turn you back to a man for that, then back to a woman for your meeting.” Heidi pulled a second bottle from the end table. It was pink but looked the same as the first bottle.

Ollie considered his options with awe. How could someone just switch genders at will? He stared at the unmarked bottle and nodded his head. “I think we’ll have to do that.”

The futanari woman stroked his hair comfortingly. Ollie reeled with emotions. He wanted to change back into himself, but the cock stirring his pussy left a mark on his psyche. He needed to feel Heidi’s touch again. He wanted her to fill him with cum again.

Heidi grinned down at him with hungry eyes and said, “Let’s enjoy this before we change you back again.” Ollie nodded his head and sat up on the couch. Leaning in to kiss her, his large breasts engulfed her smaller tits. Heidi giggled and kissed him on the cheek before shoving him into a better position on the couch.


Chapter 4

The wide shoulder pads fit around Ollie’s neck snugly. Confusion spread through Ollie’s mind as he recalled the intimate experience with Heidi. He stood in the locker room getting ready for football practice in a loose-fitting pair of exercise shorts. Teammates dressed in their gear and chatted around him. Ollie wanted to be present with them, but his plan to blackmail Dr. Hardy and dress as a woman had gotten out of hand. Ollie spent all last night as a woman. Not dressed as a woman, but Heidi had turned him into one and fucked him with her futanari cock.

“Ollie,” Andrew said, punching Ollie’s shoulder pad. “Where are you, man? I need you here.” Andrew wore his pads, but no shirt over them. Chiseled muscles on display everywhere his skin showed. The team’s star quarterback was a handsome man.

“I’m just thinking about my classes. I’m trying to up my grades so I can keep my scholarship,” Ollie bit his tongue before he explained too much. He recalled the grinding sensation of the futanari dick in his pussy and his cock grew erect as he stood facing his friend.

“You still have that hot roommate, right?” Andrew asked. The quarterback rubbed his nose and ignored Ollie’s cock bulging out of his shorts.

“Yeah, Janey is cute, but she’s more of a sister to me,” Ollie said sitting on a nearby bench. He adjusted his shoulder pads and hid the bulge in his pants as best he could. A blush ran across his face as he worried that Andrew would think he was attracted to him.

“When are you going to hook me up with her?” Andrew asked, hitting Ollie on the shoulder pad again.

Ollie bent over to tie his laces and hid the frustration from his face. Andrew begged every day for a date with Janey and he was sick of it. “I’ll ask her, but she’s never dated anyone before now. I think she might be a virgin.”

“Dude, don’t tell me that. It makes me want her even more,” Andrew grinned from ear to ear as he pulled a thin jersey over his uniform. “Come on. Let’s get to practice and you can tell me the plan to get me into her pants.” Andrew pulled Ollie up and dragged him from the locker room. Ollie grabbed his shirt and pulled it over his head running behind Andrew.

As they exited the locker room and entered the long hallway to the football field, Janey stopped Ollie with a friendly wave. She stood leaning against the wall opposite the men’s locker room door. Janey wore cutoff jean shorts. The loose blue threads reached down to her mid-thigh. The reading glasses slipped down her nose and she adjusted them until her dark brown eyes rested in the center of the lenses.

Andrew pulled up short and smiled. All thoughts of practice gone from his mind, the jock walked up to Janey and said, “Janey, right?”

“Yes?” she asked with raised eyebrows. Confusion spread across her face and it stopped Andrew in his tracks. Her brown hair was pulled back into a tight braid that flowed down her head and slung over her shoulder. She gripped it with both hands timidly. The yellow and white striped t-shirt hugged the curves of her waist and breasts, accenting her body with contrasting lines.

Andrew paused trying to catch his words and said, “Did you see me at the last game?” Ollie shook his head at the self-centered attempt to start a conversation.

Janey raised an eyebrow and said, “I watch any game that Ollie plays in. I saw you. Can you excuse me and Ollie for a sec? I need to ask him something in private.”

Offering her a half-grin and glazed eyes, Andrew smiled down at the beautiful woman, “Ollie’s a great receiver, but it takes a quarterback to get him the ball.” Ollie let out a quiet sigh and made awkward eye contact with Janey. Andrew continued, “We should hang out sometime. There’s this Netflix show I want to watch. We can order takeout.”

“You mean a date?”

“Yeah,” Andrew smiled, leaning against the wall next to her. “A date sounds nice. I’m glad you mentioned it.”

“No thanks,” Janey said in a quiet, polite voice.

Shocked, Andrew stared up and down the long hallway to the football field and shook his head. “Well, if you change your mind, let me know.” Defeated, he walked towards the distant field and waved goodbye.

Ollie pursed his lips and said, “Sorry about him. I…”

Janey cut him off with a hug. She squeezed her body against his tightly and said, “Don’t worry. How did last night go with Heidi? Did you get all dolled up to practice?” She referred to their plan to blackmail his teacher.

“I met with James. That was not what I expected.” Memories of his sexual encounter with Heidi filled his mind. Confusion spilled around as he tried to grapple with the idea that he enjoyed being a woman. Ollie cleared his throat and stared timidly at his best friend.

“Yeah. What did you think? Can she help you?” Janey’s eyes narrowed and Ollie blushed, trying not to give anything away.

“I think he can. I have no way of passing this class and staying on the team,” Ollie grimaced at the thought of giving up his dream of playing professional football. In all honesty, this was most likely the last few years he would ever get to play football in front of a crowd for the rest of his life. He needed to cherish this time for as long as he could.

Janey stared at her best friend with a wide grin as if she were imagining Ollie dressed as a woman. She replied after a long moment, “Look. If what your friend Kylie was true. This will work. You just need to catch Dr. Hardy in a compromising act and blackmail her for a better grade.”

Doubt filled his mind about the plan still. Ollie avoided his friend's awkward stare and said, “I know. I know. That’s the plan. I just hope I’m cute enough to make her take the bait.”

“You’ve got nothing to worry about. You’re cute enough,” Janey grinned widely and winked.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Ollie asked, unsure if he heard what he thought. Janey was the most beautiful woman he knew, but their relationship was too great to risk damaging by admitting his attraction to her.

“I mean. I think with Heidi’s help you can pull this off,” Janey eyed Ollie up and down and said, “We’ll have to shave your legs and get you more presentable for it though.”

“OK,” Ollie wondered at the words he thought he heard, and a question formed in his head. Did Janey find him attractive? Her brown eyes stared at him with an admiration that he had never noticed. What if cross-dressing were enough to change their relationship to a more romantic one?

“You better get to practice. I’ll see you at home tonight,” Janey pushed Ollie towards the field and said, “We have to get you ready for tomorrow.”

After a sweaty practice, Ollie avoided Janey and worried about running into his friend at their apartment. On the short walk to his apartment, his phone vibrated, and he received a message from Heidi, “Meet me tomorrow morning at 8 and I’ll have you ready for your meeting.”

“I have a class at 8. Can we meet at 10?” Ollie typed back his response while walking down the cement path towards his dorm. The late afternoon sun above the distant treetops lit the world with yellow gold light.

“No. We need the entire morning to make sure you’re ready,” Heidi replied before Ollie could take more than a few steps.

“All right. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he replied and ditched his first class of the day. The plot to dress as a woman and blackmail his teacher in motion, but would he transform into a woman again for this? He had no idea what Heidi had in mind for him.


Chapter 5

Heidi’s small cottage sat at the edge of town. Ollie idled his truck in her driveway and dialed his long time crush, Kylie. His feelings for Janey confused him. He desperately wanted a romantic tryst with Kylie so he could return to the heterosexual nature of his sexuality, but Heidi had forever confused him. The phone rang twice before she answered.

“Hey, Ollie. What’s up?” her sweet voice reminded him of a simpler time when his sexuality was binary.

Ollie smiled into the phone and replied,  “Kylie, are you sure you’re not going to be there for the presentation?” He desperately wanted a way out of his plan, but deep down he knew that he wanted this.

“Yeah. Dr. Hardy is a creep. I’m not going anywhere near her office.” Kylie clicked her tongue at the end of her sentence and added, “Sorry to leave you hanging like this.” If she were sorry she would not leave him alone to fend for himself in the presentation, but he liked her and could not be mad at her.

“OK. Good,” Ollie replied before he could stop himself. The words confirmed that his subconscious wanted to experiment with cross-dressing and gender-swapping.

“Why? What did you decide to do?” Kylie asked, intrigued by his response.

“Nothing. I’ll see you in class.” Ollie said goodbye and tried to end the conversation.

“Alright,” she said, but she clicked her tongue again and asked before he could get off the phone, “You didn’t ask me out this time?”

“Yeah, I’ve got to go,” Ollie ended the call and opened his car door. The overgrown rocky path to the front door shifted under his feet in soft crunches. Ollie knocked on the door and waited for Heidi to answer.

Footsteps echoed from behind the door and after a moment it opened. Heidi opened the door with a wide smile. Short blond hair hung down to her shoulders. She waved and motioned for Ollie to come into the home.

“Hey Heidi,” Ollie greeted her as he stepped into the home and slipped off his shoes.

“Good morning. I’m glad you’re early,” she replied. Pointing to his tight-fitting polo and shorts, she said, “We’ll need to get you out of those.”

Ollie sighed and stared back at the open door and said, “Can we close the door first?”

“I’ll have you transformed in no time,” Heid grinned, placing her hands on Ollie’s shoulders. She led him further into the home.

Hours passed in Heidi’s kitchen as they worked on his image. Ollie stripped naked as Heid shaved his legs and curled his short wavy hair. It flipped across his left eye and flowed down the back of his head in soft curls. Next James applied makeup, rouge, eyeliner, and a variety of creams that Ollie had never heard of.

“How do I look?” Ollie asked a few hours while sitting naked on the chair. He leaned forward, gripping the chair with both hands on either side of his legs. His balls rested on the chair between his legs and he wondered when they would transform him back into a woman.

“I want to fuck you, but I can’t ruin all my hard work before your presentation.” Heidi grinned down at Ollie with a mascara pen in hand. Ollie wanted to kiss Heid but pushed the thought down.

“What if she’s not attracted to me?” Ollie asked. Heidi vanished around a corner without responding. Ollie shifted his hand to cover his groin, hiding the growing erection.

Heidi returned with an outfit in hand. Light pink blouse cut low and frilled with lace on the edges of the seams and a white skirt cut short enough to show his ass cheeks. Her face split with a wide grin, “Oh don’t worry. You’re hot as hell like this. She’ll be caught in your trap soon enough.” Heidi pulled a pink lace pair of panties and matching bra out from below the clothes and handed it across to Ollie.

“Alright. I can do this,” Ollie breathe in deeply and pulled the panties up over his erect cock.

“We need to do something about that.” Heidi pointed down at the firm dick with a sly grin.

Hands waved nervously Ollie pulled the pink lace panties over his firm cock. Two desires battled for attention. He wanted Heidi to suck his dick, to make it shrink back down, and transform him back into a woman. “What did you have in mind?”

“A little handjob with my special lotion,” Heidi smiled, pulling out the unmarked bottle of lotion from her makeup bag. She lathered the lotion into her hands and rubbed it into his cock. His balls bounced in her palm as she slathered the lotion onto his skin. Ollie groaned, gripping the back of the chair for support as she knelt below him and worked his shaft. The slow pace drove him crazy. Ollie pinched his nipple, wishing he had breasts to squeeze.

Heidi grinned up at him from her kneeling position and stroked his cock faster. “I can’t mess up your hair or get you too sweaty. You have to look perfect for this.” Ollie nodded his head and the curled tips of his hair swayed. His knuckle turned white as he gripped the chair tightly. Heidi placed both of her hands onto his cock and stroked it, forming two tight circles with her index finger and thumb of each hand. Her hands moved in opposite directions. Ollie gasped as cum shot from his dick. A tingling sensation of shifting skin and tissue surged through him. He leaned forward and his nipple stretched as breasts formed on his chest. Heidi stroked faster and giggled as she watched the transformation begin.

As the second load burst from his throbbing cock, his balls shrank into his groin, vanishing from sight. Ollie moaned as his body shifted in curvature and dimensions. A slit formed at the base of his shaft where a tender pussy blossomed. Heidi stroked his cock as a third stream of cum spilled to the hardwood floor below him. As the cum shot from him, his dick sucked into itself, folding into his skin and vanishing.

Head down on the chair, his breasts continued to grow. Ollie felt the intense pleasure of the male orgasm but needed his pussy filled. How could he pass the whole day waiting for Heidi to fill his pussy? Ollie decided he needed to masturbate again before meeting with Dr. Hardy.

Heidi clapped her hands with joy and said, “I never tire of seeing that.”

Ollie caught his breath, inspecting his womanly body with both hands. He groped at the large breasts and felt down the curved hips. His face was less angular than before as well. To any that knew him, he would appear to be a sister or relative. “Damn that happened much faster this time,” Ollie said pulling the white mini skirt over his legs. He slipped the pink bra around his chest and struggled to fasten it. Heid clasped it for him and extended the lengths of the straps until they fit better.

“I got a cup size too small for you, but it will have to do for now,” Heidi replied as she cinched up the straps and helped him into the bra comfortably. Heidi rubbed the pink bra and touched nipple poking out of the top of the cup.

“I’m exploding out of it,” Ollie stammered, trying to press his breasts down into the bra.

“Let’s finish up your makeup and you are ready for your presentation,” Heidi said helping Ollie into the light pink blouse. The cropped top sleeves hung low on his arms, leaving his shoulders bare and ample cleavage visible. Heidi pulled him into a nearby bathroom.

Ollie stared at himself in the mirror in shock. He was beautiful. Confidence full he felt ready for the presentation. “Thank you so much, Heidi,” Ollie blushed and stared at her reflection in the mirror. “What if I…” he paused the thought. He wanted to ask what if he wanted to stay a woman, but was embarrassed by the desire?

“Here is another bottle of the lotion that will turn you back into a man,” Heidi said passing him another unmarked pink bottle of lotion. Heidi grinned at him and said, “I can help you put it on tonight, but if you need to change before that’s fine.”

“Thanks so much for your help,” Ollie replied, offering her a hug.


Chapter 6

Panic blended with a mix of emotions. Ollie strode through the main entrance of the university and nobody offered him a second glance. He expected laughter or funny looks, but in its place, he received catcalls and whistles occasionally. This was his first time walking around as a woman, and it felt great. He wanted to get used to this feeling of being an attractive woman in a crowd. He pranced among the clouds, ecstatic that he might pull this off. Navigating the halls and walking between buildings, Ollie whistled excitedly about the prospect of sex with Heidi later in the evening. What about his feelings for Janey? How would Janey react if she knew that he slept with Heidi?

The corner up ahead led to the professor’s office. Ollie held his textbook firm under his bra and stared at the ground, pondering his plan. As he turned the corner he slammed into a tall man. Ollie crumpled to the ground, and the book shot out from under his arm, sliding across the floor. Ollie sat on the floor staring up at Andrew. His breasts threatened to spill from the blouse and he blushed at the very cliche interaction with his friend.

“Oh, excuse me. I didn’t see you there,” Andrew stared down Ollie and offered a hand to help him up.

Ollie blushed but said nothing, confused that his friend did not recognize him. He stammered, trying to explain why he was dressed as a woman.

“Are you OK? Let me help you up?”  Andrew asked, reaching his hand down further so Ollie could take it.

Ollie gripped the outstretched hand, and Andrew pulled him up. The sudden burst of the pull shot Ollie to his feet and sent him flying towards the muscular quarterback. Ollie slammed into his bulging muscles and his hands slid across the indents long his abdomen where his abs formed stiff ridges and curves. Ollie blushed and stared up at Andrew. His breath left his throat, and he struggled to say anything. He had never been attracted to men, but Andrew was clearly interested in him.

Andrew grinned down at him and said, “You should be careful walking around corners. You’ll bump into someone less handsome than me next time.”

Ollie jumped backward and grimaced at the conceited attempt at a pickup line. “Andrew…,” he tried to explain, but cut himself short realizing that Andrew did not recognize him and saying his name was a mistake.

“Do I know you? You look really familiar,” Andrew grinned and traced along the delicate frame of his friend with his eyes. Ollie felt Andrew’s eyes linger on him and he wanted to get away as quickly as he could.

“I don’t think so I have to go,” he stammered blushing crimson and stepping backward in the wrong direction from his teacher’s office, but it was the fastest way out of this conversation. Ollie brushed the curled hair back above his ear and looked up at Andrew timidly.

“Damn your hot,” Andrew grinned and picked up Ollie’s discarded textbook. He bent whispered, “I should have made you bend over for it.”

“Dude shut up,” Ollie blushed again and walked over to his friend, snatching the textbook from his hand. He blushed, realizing he had called Andrew dude. Another mistake giving away that he knew the quarterback. A group of students passed at a lazy pace towards the common room beyond them. Ollie waited to speak again after they passed.

“Can I have your number?” Andrew asked, stepping to within a few inches of Ollie. The two friends stared at each other. Ollie could feel his friend's breath on his forehead.

“You always come off like a sleazeball,” Ollie said, shifting his confused reaction into a glare. Andrew stood motionless, caught off guard by the comment. Ollie stomped past him and glared as he said, “You can’t have my number.”

Andrew raced after Ollie and replied, “I feel like I know you from somewhere. Do we have any classes together?”

Exasperated, Ollie walked faster, rounding another corner where Dr. Hardy’s office came into view. “No, just leave me alone. I have a meeting right now.”

After slowing his pace, Andrew stared at Ollie’s swaying ass and said, “Sorry to bother you I guess.” Defeat clear in his voice, Ollie had never heard him speak in such a tone.


Chapter 7

The hallway towards Dr. Hardy’s office was short and lined with doors on either side. Jimmy stood at the far corner watching Ollie with downcast, ashamed eyes. The early afternoon teachers’ lounge sat empty and few people walked down the hall. Ollie stood in front of Dr. Hardy’s office and timidly knocked on the door. This was his point of no return. He glanced once at Jimmy and the quarterback slumped around the corner out of sight.

A friendly voice called through the door, “Come in.”

Ollie opened the door and stepped into the small square office. The shelves were lined with textbooks and prominently displayed were a few written by Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s high heels clicked on the hallway outside the room, but as he stepped across the threshold, his ankle gave out and he lost his balance. Gripping the door frame, he looked up at his smiling teacher. Ollie blushed and sat in the chair opposite the professor.

“You’re the only one presenting?” she asked, leaned forward in her chair. Dr. Hardy ran a hand through her short blond hair and her blue eyes penetrated deep into Ollie’s. The handsome woman wore a tight-fitting button up light blue shirt. Ollie could see the outline of her bra and cleavage under the shirt. Ollie forced down thoughts of his teacher naked and nodded his head.

“You must be Kylie then. Where is the rest of your team?” she asked. Dr. Hardy rose from her chair and strode around the room. She picked up one of the books bearing her name across the spine and flipped through the pages. Blue eyes on Ollie as she circled.

Ollie shook his head and shrugged, “None of them wanted to help me. I tried reaching out to you about it, but you wouldn’t put me into another group.”

“Ollie?” Dr hardy asked as confusion split her expression. Her blue eyes stared up and down his feminine form. “I thought you were a boy.”

“Uh…” Ollie paused, trying to think of a quick lie. “Ollie is short for Olive.” He blushed, looked down, avoiding eye contact again.

“Well Olive, do you have your presentation ready?” she closed the door to her office and stepped up to her desk on Ollie’s side and leaned against it. Arms folded across her chest, she noted, “You don’t have anything but a textbook with you.” Her arms rested below her ample bosom, pressing it up.

Smiling, Ollie stood from his chair and placed the textbook on the desk. He bent low as he placed it and tried to angle his ass towards his teacher. Dr. Hardy stood on his side of the desk and could not see the display easily. Ollie’s terrible attempt at seduction wasted, he blushed and sat back down the chair.

Dr. Hardy grinned and shook her head, “Are you going to start sometime soon.” The sides of her head were shaved tight against her scalp, but she wore it about two inches long on top and gelled up and at an angle to the side.

Ollie bit his lip and stared up at his teacher as timidly as he could. He performed his best impression of a girl from the porn that he watched and stepped towards the professor. His ankle rolled on the high heels, sending him forward into Dr. Hardy. Ollie’s face smashed into the woman’s breasts and his leg pressed into a firm cock between her legs. Ollie gasped and stared up at Dr. Hardy with wide eyes.

Dr. Hardy gripped Ollie by the shoulder and helped him back to his feet. She eyed Ollie with an odd tilt to her gaze and said, “You don’t have to be nervous. Here, you can lay out your materials on my desk or even pull out notes. I’m surprised that you came by yourself. This would be daunting without help.”

“Thanks,” Ollie said, trying to calm his nerves. He expected Dr. Hardy to come onto him, but she made no move or advance. Ollie stared at her groin, trying to discern if he actually felt a cock down there between the professor’s legs.

“Look, I can fail your teammates and give you a pass. Let’s just go over the material together for a minute.” Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her sleeves and walked around Ollie’s chair to stand behind the student. Ollie followed the teacher with his eyes as far as he could, but when Dr. Hardy stood directly behind him, doubt and worry flashed in his mind. Could he pull this off? What if the teacher wanted to have sex? Wasn’t that his plan all along?

Firm fingers pressed into the flesh on Ollie’s shoulders. The knots in his neck softened with the forceful rubbing up and down his neck and along with his shoulder blades. “Wow, you’re tense. Is everything OK?” Dr. Hardy asked as she rubbed against the tension. Ollie felt his mind drifting. He wanted Dr. Hardy to fuck him. He did not care if she were a futanari or not. He wanted this woman to explore his vagina.

“Olive?” Dr. Hardy asked, cutting off Ollie’s thoughts. Her hands drifted from his back to the tops of his breasts as she massaged his shoulders.

“Huh?” Ollie shrugged, turning in the chair. Firm hands held him in place and a twist of his neck forced him to face forward. Ollie gripped his legs. The shoulder massage quickly turned into the professor rubbing his cleavage spilling from the light pink crop top shirt.

Warm breath danced across Ollie’s ear and Dr. Hardy placed her lips against his earlobe, whispering, “I want you to relax. You’re so tense.” She rubbed up and down Ollie’s neck and then kneaded into the tops of his breasts before massaging his neck again. Ollie lay his head back against the chair and let out a soft groan of pleasure. A stray hand rubbed down his chest into the light pink blouse. Dr. Hardy gripped his left breasts and explored below the pink bra, feeling for his nipple. 

“Tense?” Ollie asked, opening his eyes. The professor's hand gripped his nipple in between her fingers and she pinched. Ollie let out a loud peep. This was supposed to be blackmail, but what if Ollie wanted to fuck her too?

“Let me work out the tension in your body,” the professor demanded staring down at the gender-swapped Ollie.

“OK,” Ollie stammered, trying to decide if he wanted this or not. The forceful pinching melted his insides. Ollie rose from the chair and faced his teacher leaning into her. Dr. Hardy’s dick firm in her pants pressed against Ollie’s groin. Ollie stared up at his teacher and brushed the curled hair back over his ear out of his left eye.

Dr. Hardy leaned down and pressed her lips against Ollie’s. Their breath intertwined and their tongues fought a battle, each defending their mouth pressing the other out without letting either gain ground. Ollie gasped and lost his ability to stand. He crumbled in Dr. Hardy’s embrace and kiss, and the taller woman gripped him under the shoulder and lifted him in the air. Ollie wrapped his legs around Dr. Hardy’s waist to hold himself up.

“This won’t get you a grade,” the professor said placing Ollie on her desk.

Ollie reached down and unzipped his professor’s pants. “I don’t want a grade. I want your dick in me.” He pressed aside the boxer briefs and freed the massive dick from confinement. It was slightly smaller than Heidi’s cock, but this one was uncircumcised and the unfamiliar sight excited Ollie. Dr. Hardy leaned her head forward until their foreheads touched. She watched the student grip his dick and rub it up and down. Ollie lifted the white skirt until his pink panties were visible. He held her cock in his hands and rubbed up and down.

A hand lifted Ollie’s face to stare up at the professor. The line of the palm rode along the ridge of Ollie’s chin. Dr. Hardy pressed her lips into a passionate kiss. Ollie lost focus on his hands over her cock and shivered. Dr. Hardy placed her left hand on her dick and together they masturbated her cock while kissing. Ollie lost focus on the world, but a single thought crept up in his mind. He wanted to do this with Janey. Best friends turning into lovers over the course of a lifetime. Ollie felt attracted to Dr. Hardy and felt that his pussy call out for the cock in his hands. Dr. Hardy grunted, holding back a guttural growl of pleasure.

Ollie’s heart was firmly set on his best friend. The thought sent shivers down his spine and Ollie arched his back, pulling out of the kiss as cum shot from her dick, covering his hands in the sticky liquid. Dr. Hardy flexed her abdomen and groaned. Ollie continued to pump the professor’s cock until the professor shot her load of cum into Ollie’s hand.

“What about my test? I need to pass this class,” Ollie said, staring up at the panting Dr. Hardy.

The professor glared down at her student, “I don’t fuck students for grades.” She pressed Ollie onto his back on the table and lifted his legs into the air, doubling them forward.

“What is this then?” Ollie asked gripping his ankles in each hand pulling his ass up.

“This is a pleasure. We can talk extra credit and business afterward,” Dr. Hardy ran a finger around Ollie’s asshole. It was moist with the cum from their masturbation make out. Dr. Hardy pressed her dick against the asshole. Ollie winced, preparing for penetration from the massive cock, but a finger delved deep into his cavity. The finger was soft and covered in their cum lubricant. When Ollie’s breathing returned to normal, Dr. Hardy pressed her dick into the hole. The tip entered first, and she worked back-and-forth inch by inch until Ollie’s ass took the entirety of his massive dick.

The pain faded quickly and shifted to pleasure. Ollie expected it to be regular sex, but anal was a pleasant surprise. Ollie gasped and let go of his ankles. His hands rubbed up and down along his chest over the pink blouse. Pleasure coursed through his body as the professor rammed her cock into him. Ollie’s head bobbed against the desk until it fell off the other side. Dr. Hardy placed a hand on his thighs and pulled Ollie back across the desk to her. Ollie’s pussy twitched with pleasure. Dr. Hardy worked her cock back and forth into Ollie’s ass and reached down with her left hand and rubbed up and down his clitoris.

Dr. Hardy unbuttoned her blue shirt, pulling it from his chest, revealing her breasts and soft gray bra. Her tits bounced as she rammed her cock into his ass. Ollie stared at the woman, hungry for him. He wanted her cum inside his ass. Ollie began taking off his clothes, but Dr. Hardy stopped him by placing a hand over Ollie’s labia and rubbing gently as she fucked him. Ollie’s hand drifted down to hers and together they rubbed his clitoris. Ollie’s fingers tangled with hers.

“I like you dressed,” they held hands a moment. Echoing sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled their ears and Ollie panted, moaning in pleasure. Dr. Hardy delved into Ollie’s pussy with her index finger while holding his hand with her pinky finger.

Ollie felt beautiful dressed like this. He felt needed and wanted. Dr. Hardy slapped his ass cheeks twice. The red outline of her fingers forming on the soft pale flesh. Pleasure grew and coursed through Ollie’s body. Cum squirted from his pussy, shooting past his fingers and spraying onto Dr. Hardy’s abdomen.

Dr. Hardy grinned, staring down at the student. The pumping cock ramped up the speed and pressure slamming into Ollie’s ass. The professor’s breasts bounced against her bra and she reached around behind her back and unclasped it. Her tits spilled free from confinement. Ollie gasped, trying to rub his clitoris, but he needed the cock to ram him harder. Ollie gripped the desk with both hands and forced his ass against each thrust of the cock.

Ollie’s breasts spilled from the light pink blouse, bouncing wildly as the professor rammed him harder and harder. Milk dripped from his nipples. He wanted to massage more of the liquid from his breasts, but Dr. Hardy ramped up the pace and he needed to brace himself against the fierce thrusting.

Dr. Hardy groaned and leaned her head back. Their movement stopped and Ollie could feel the soft throb of the cock in his ass. The professor shot her first load of cum into the student and began pumping slowly as she shot a second, third, and fourth stream of cum. The futanari teacher bent forward, kissing Ollie’s breasts and sucking the sweet milk from his tits.

Breathing normalized and Ollie lowered his legs until they dangled over the edge of the desk. Dr. Hardy pulled her dick out of the student and grinned down at the mess of cum and milk his desk.

“What about my grade?” Ollie asked, concerned that he would get kicked off the football team.

Dr. Hardy picked up her blue shirt from the ground and slipped his arms into it. Blue eyes stared down at Ollie. The pink lace bra pressed down under his large breasts. His nipples dripping milk freely onto the desk. Ollie’s white skirt rumpled up revealing the pink lace panties and cum stained ass. “Fuck I want a picture of you just like this,” the professor held her hands up making a rectangle out of her fingers with Ollie in the center of the frame. “If you can prepare your presentation for next week and come by on your own. I’ll let you have another attempt at this.”

“Thank you,” Ollie sat up on the desk and felt beautiful. He wondered what it would be like to stay a woman forever.

“Bring your notes and have everything you need at hand. It will be an open book for you,” Dr. Hardy offered a hand to Ollie and pulled him to his feet off the table. Ollie stumbled, still shaky on the high heels.

“Is there anything else I need?” he asked adjusting the bra tucking his breasts back into the pink lace.

“Cute skimpy clothes again. Maybe a camera. It wouldn’t hurt your evaluation,” a grin split the beautiful professor’s face. “I have another appointment soon so you need to go. I’ll schedule you a longer period for our next meeting.” Dr. Hardy flipped open a leather day planner and scribbled a quick note.

Ollie looked forward to their next meeting, but his mind drifted back to Janey. He needed to confess his feelings for his best friend. If the two could commit themselves to a relationship what would Ollie do about Heidi or Dr. Hardy now? Questions bounced around his skull as he waved goodbye, “Uh thanks for….” He paused, trying to think of the right words, and blushed.

Dr. Hardy wiped the cum from her cock with a towel and said, “No. Thank you. Fuck, I needed that today.”

“I’ll see you soon,” Ollie said, opening the door. He ran down the halls and out of the building as fast as he could. Ollie never wanted to be a man again, but what would that do to his football career? Concerns for another day. He needed to talk to his best friend. Janey needed to know about all of this. How will she take it? How would this affect their relationship?


Chapter 8

The door to the bathroom creaked open and Ollie turned to see Janey poke her head through the narrow crack. He blushed and zipped up his pants before turning away from her, “I’m trying to wash my hands. Damn, can’t I get a little privacy.” Ollie wore a tight-fitting collared shirt tucked into a pair of khakis. It was his normal attire before his gender-swapping adventures began a few weeks ago.

Janey pressed her way into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. She turned Ollie’s face from side to side and a brief frown spit her lips as she asked, “You changed back into yourself?”

Ollie shrugged and tossed the empty gender-swapping lotion bottle into the garbage can. This afternoon he met with Dr. Hardy for the third time. She tutored him on his philosophy only very briefly before they were consumed by passion. In the last three weeks since Ollie started turning into a woman, his relationship with Janey changed. There was an awkward air in between them and he struggled to express his feelings to her.

“I wanted to see you all dolled up as a woman,” Janey said hopping onto the counter next to the sink. The short blue jeans ended at her mid-thigh. Water on the counter dampened her left ass cheek, and she felt at it with her hands before shrugging it off.

“I do make a cute girl. Maybe I’ll show you sometime,” Ollie admitted with a sheepish grin. He turned back to face Janey, but her legs dangled in his way. He could not leave the small bathroom without moving her. He wanted to show her his body as a woman, but it worried him that she might react poorly or reject this alternative version of him.

Janey flipped the long brown braided hair from one shoulder to the next and replied, “I really want to see you gender-swapped sometime.”

“I don’t know,” Ollie said casting his eyes down and away from her. He was both ashamed at how much he enjoyed being a woman and worried that he could never have an actual relationship with Janey.

“Come on. We could get into so much trouble as two women,” Janey grinned at Ollie. He was firmly in the friend zone and turning into a woman permanently would eliminate any chance he had at a relationship with her.

“I passed my class. I can stay on the team,” Ollie said, changing the subject. He tried to push her knees to the side so he could exit the bathroom, but Janey pushed back against him.

Janey hopped down from the counter and stood in front of the door. Hands on her hips, she said, “Why don’t you sound happy about it?” She stepped towards Ollie, blocking off more of the bathroom.

“I don’t know. I don’t feel right like this,” Ollie stammered. He had nowhere else to retreat to. The toilet was inches behind him and the bathtub was the only viable escape route. Pushing back the shower curtain, Ollie stepped into the bathtub and tried to step past Janey.

“What do you mean?” Janey jumped into the bathtub with him and pushed him against the wall. Ollie sighed, trying to hide his arousal. He desperately wanted this to turn sexual. Janey grinned at her prisoner and said, “Answer me honestly, and I’ll let you out of the bathroom.”

“I’m not sure. All this back and forth with my gender is getting pretty confusing,” Ollie sighed and sank into the bathtub. He sat staring up at Janey. “I’m not sure I want to play football anymore. I might want to be a woman full time.”

“Did Heidi fuck you?” Janey asked with a knowing smile.

“What?” Ollie stammered a response, “No… well… yes. She did. Did you know she was a futanari?”

“I always wanted her to fuck me,” Janey admitted sitting on the edge of the bathtub. She sighed, staring down at Ollie with her deep blue eyes.

“What? Really? I thought you were into guys,” Ollie wondered not for the first time if there was a chance he could get with Janey.

“I’m pansexual. You know that,” she teased as if this were information he already had. Ollie could not remember a time when she had ever admitted anything about her sexuality.

“You’ve told me this, but I don’t get it,” he lied about already knowing it. He did not want to give her the impression that he forgot a previous conversation.

“That’s OK. I still love you.” Janey leaned forward and kissed Ollie on top of his head. “Do you enjoy being a man or a woman more? You can decide there’s no wrong answer,” Janey stood from the bathtub and turned to face the mirror. She wiped at some mascara and puckered her lips.

“I don’t know. I never envisioned myself in this situation,” Ollie stood from the tub, but she still prevented him from leaving the bathroom.

“I don’t know if Heidi can turn you into a woman permanently, but you could ask her,” Janey offered a possible solution and opened the door and stepped out into their apartment. She strode towards the front room without a second glance back to her blushing friend.

Ollie followed her out into the hallway leading to their adjoining rooms but stopped at the intersection. Childhood neighbors and now college roommates the two had been best friends from a very young age. Ollie wanted to share his life with Janey, but did not know what that would look like after he settled his tumultuous thoughts. He said walking into his bedroom, “I think I will. I don’t know what to do.”

Janey turned around, surprised that he had not followed her into the front room. She walked back to his bedroom door and leaned against the wall saying,  “Whatever you decide, I will always love you.”

“I love you too,” a long awkward pause stretched between them. Neither made a move, but both wondered what the other meant by their declaration of love. Was it sibling love, friend love, or romantic love? Ollie grinned sheepishly and pulled out his phone. “I’m going to call Heidi.”

Janey smiled at him and walked away. There was a brief sadness in her eyes that never met the rest of her face. Ollie dialed Heidi’s number.

It rang twice before she answered, “Ollie. Are you out of my gender swap lotion already?” Her rich voice carried a hit of sensuality through the phone line.

Ollie replied as he sat on his bed, “Yeah. I am. Can I swing by tomorrow? I’m feeling confused and I want to talk things through with you.” He collapsed onto his bed and stared up at the ceiling.

“Sure. I’ve got another customer tomorrow. Maybe you can convince her it will all be worth it,” Heidi said in cheerful tones.

“Yeah. I can chat with someone for you.” Ollie wondered what he would say to convince another guy to gender swap. He pursed his lips and blushed. If he tried to convince anybody to gender swap, he would have to give in to his desires and admit that he loved it.

“What did you want to talk about?” Heidi asked.

“I’m feeling strange in my skin. I want to talk through it and see what we can do,” Ollie explained. He rolled onto his side and whispered, “I’m not feeling comfortable as my old self and I don’t know what to do.”

“Sure. Come over around noon,” Heidi said, “I’m happy to work things through with you.”

“Thanks. I’ll see you tomorrow,” Ollie said goodbye and hung up the phone. He lay in bed ignoring homework as he wondered if he would be happy as a woman for the rest of his life.


Chapter 9

Hours of stewing over his gender dysphoria left Ollie in an emotional knot. Ollie drove up to the small cottage at the edge of their college town. The brown and white ranch-style home sat nestled in a thicket of trees surrounding it on all four sides. Ollie parked his car next to a red truck. It looked familiar to Ollie, but he could not place the owner in his mind. He rang the doorbell and starred back at the truck, wondering if he knew Heidi’s new client.

Heidi answered the door with a friendly smile and a wide hug. The pretty redheaded woman with slender hips and small breasts opened the door wide and motioned for Ollie to enter, “Ollie, I’m so glad you’re here.” The Playstation logo shifted around the television screen where Heidi’s console sat on pause.

Ollie stepped into the room and took off his shoes. In a nearby bathroom, the faucet ran. Ollie glanced at the bathroom door and asked, “New client?”

Short red hair bobbed up and down, “Yes. She’ll be out shortly.”

A woman? Ollie wondered why a woman would want to be a man, but his mind was filled with #metoo and the rampant sexism in his culture made it abundantly clear why some would want to change gender. He nodded his head and said, “Heidi Hey, I need to ask you something.”

“Come in come in,” she motioned him to sit down on the couch. Ollie recalled their first encounter on this couch a few weeks ago. Heidi’s futanari cock filling his pussy as they wrestled on the couch. A shiver ran up his spine. Ollie followed her to the couch. Three coasters sat on the coffee table. Three bottles of beer sat on the coasters. Two were open, Heidi popped the cap on the third and passed it to Ollie.

“Thanks,” he replied, taking a small sip and placing the drink onto the table. Ollie sat in a recliner a few feet away from Heidi. He wanted to speak his peace before their interaction turned sexual.

“I’ve got another client in the front room. Her name is Kylie,” Heidi said, taking a sip of her drink.

The red truck clicked in his mind and Ollie knew that it was his friend Kylie. He had tried to take her on a few dates in the past, but she had rebuffed his attempts. “Kylie no way. What are you doing here?” he asked.

The bathroom door opened and a short girl with brown hair tilted her head, confused. Kylie squinted at Ollie, shocked that he was in the room. The black spandex pants hugged her legs tightly, but her loose-fitting orange shirt hid her hips and small breasts from view. “Ollie? How do you know Heidi?” Kylie asked, walking around the couch towards him. She held her arms out wide for a hug.

Ollie stood and hugged his friend. She squeezed his sides firmly and retreated to the couch next to Heidi. “A mutual friend introduced us,” Oliver explained. “What are you doing here?”

“Well. I heard about Heidi and I’ve always wondered what it's like to have a dick,” Kylie said without missing a beat. Ollie stared at Heidi in shock. He never expected this cute girl to say anything of the sort.

“Wondering what its like and actually growing one are two very different things,” Ollie said blushing.

Heidi placed a hand on Kylie’s knee. She rubbed the other woman’s thigh gingerly. She said squeezing her toned leg, “Kylie doesn’t trust that it works. Ollie here can attest to my methods. He has been using my lotion for a few weeks now.”

“Wait why would you need to grow a dick?” Kylie raised an eyebrow at Ollie confused.

“No, I’ve been turning into a woman and back to myself,” Ollie explained. “I did it for my presentation with Dr. Hardy. It’s been working too well, you could say.”

“Wait what?” Kylie turned from Heidi to Ollie with her mouth hanging open in shock.

“Well. I’ve been having an affair with Dr. Hardy. She’s tutoring me and helping me get better grades,” Ollie said, blushing bright red. He pictured the dominant woman forcing her cock into his ass and sucking on his breasts and let out a soft sigh.

“It sounds like that worked out nicely for you,” Kylie said with a half-grin.

Heidi slapped her leg and said, “Naughty girl. Don’t tease Ollie. He’s trying to figure out his sexuality.”

“Yeah. Now I have to turn into a woman for all of her classes and our weekly tutoring sessions,” Ollie tried to explain his feelings, but he sighed. He had always been a man, but given the choice, he wasn’t certain what he wanted to be anymore.

“He’s a repeat customer,” Heidi grinned.

“It sounds like it.” Kylie turned to face Heidi and said, “That means it works.”

“Yeah its unbelievable, but it does work,” Oliver replied.

“Well, I want to try it out then.” Kylie pulled down her spandex pants, revealing her trimmed pubic hair shaped into a small triangle above her pussy. Ollie blushed at the sudden revelation of the girl's intimate parts. Heidi bit her lip and crossed her legs to hide the growing erection under her skirt. “I want to grow a dick,” Kylie demanded.

Heidi pulled out a white bottle of lotion and opened the lid. She motioned for Ollie to come help. He sat on the coffee table in front of Kylie and said, “Whenever I come to your house the best things happen.”

Kylie blushed at him and said, “What do you have to do?”

Heidi spilled the lotion into Ollie’s hand and then into her own and said, “You get her pussy, but when that cock grows it's all mine.”

Ollie blushed but nodded his head. He knelt on the floor below Kylie and said, “Uh… I never expected to be in this position, but here goes.” Lathered in lotion, he rubbed his hands across the edges of Kylie’s pussy. The skin was a few shades darker tan than her olive flesh. Ollie parted the lips with his fingers and ran his finger along the circumference.

Kylie’s breath lengthened, and she said, “Sorry, I never took you up on your offers for dates, Ollie.” She gripped the couch cushion below her and leaned her head back, enjoying the touch.

Heidi let out a soft giggle and said, “I didn’t realize that you two had a history.” She rubbed the lotion into the skin above Kylie’s clitoris. Heidi pinched her clitoris and rubbed gently across the flesh. Ollie probed his fingers into Kylie’s pussy.

“What did you need?” Heidi asked Ollie. She worked the lotion into Kylie’s skin. Her hands brushed against Ollies as the two pleasured Kylie. Kylie’s breath became labored and short. The muscles in her abdomen flexed. She gripped her small breasts, rubbing her tits through the fabric.

Ollie’s cock grew erect as he listened to Kylie’s breath shift into moans. He dipped two fingers into her pussy and rubbed in and out as he asked, “Heidi, I really feel confused. I think I want to be a woman full time. Is that something you can do?”

Kylie’s vagina twitched and the flesh of her clitoris bulged under Heidi’s massaging fingers. Kylie groaned and shifted her legs. Ollie pulled her spandex pants down and off, allowing Kylie to spread her legs wide. Heidi bent forwards and took the tiny bump of a cock into her mouth. She sucked on the flesh, flicking her tongue along the bulge. Ollie pulled his hands out unable to finger fuck Kylie while Heidi sucked on the growing dick. Inside Heidi’s mouth, the small cock grew and shifted until it pressed against her cheek. Heidi pulled her mouth from the growing cock with a grin.

“We can try,” she said to Ollie. She licked her lips and said, “I’ve never had a customer change completely. We can try it.” Kylie let out a moan and stared down at her vagina. A thick futanari cock stretched from her vagina and stood up straight. Heidi grinned at Ollie and said, “Damn, I love this part.”

Cum dripped from the growing cock. Kylie reached down and gripped the small four in cock and bit her lip. “Oh god, this is amazing.” Ollie adjusted his khaki pants, allowing his cock to grow erect unhindered by the fabric of his pants. Heidi squirted more lotion onto her hands and slathered it onto the cock rubbing along the firm shaft. She formed a circle with her index finger and thumb and pinched the tip while she rubbed the lotion in with her other hand.

“What would happen if I never put on the lotion that turns me back into a man?” Ollie asked.

Heidi ignored his question and shifted into place on top of Kylie. She lifted her skirt and lowered her vagina onto the small cock. Kylie shuddered when her firm cock penetrated Heidi’s vagina. Ollie sat back on his knees watching the two futanari fuck. Heidi rocked her hips along Kylie’s cock. Kylie groaned and lifted her legs as cum shot from her small cock. It dripped down Heidi’s vagina and onto the couch below. Ollie licked his lips, wishing he could be in the center of this. He sat in between Kylie’s legs and placed one hand on Kylie’s vagina and the other he placed on Heidi’s. Heidi rocked her hips, encouraging more growth. The movement rubbed the lotion deeper into the growing futanari cock. Heidi’s cock bulged out of her jean skirt, creating a canopy with the fabric. Her small breasts bounced tight against her chest as she fucked the growing cock.

Ollie reached around and stroked Heidi’s cock with his left hand and finger fucked Kylie’s pussy with his right. His hands still held the lotion from earlier and he rubbed it into Heid’s cock. It lathered into her flesh and her thick member grew, tearing through the jean skirt. Kylie’s cock grew inside Heidi with each thrust. It shifted and bulged wide and larger until it filled Heidi’s pussy.

Kylie moaned and shifted her head from side to side as intense pleasure filled her. Ollie pushed his fingers into her pussy fast and rubbed the base of her cock, then shifted back to her pussy. Cum squirted out from her vagina, spraying him in the face. Ollie licked the nectar from his lips and pressed his mouth to her pussy. His face sat below Heidi’s ass and he penetrated Kylie with his tongue. He sucked on her flesh and gripped Heidi’s cock with both hands. As it bulged larger cum shot from her cock spraying across Kylie. Cum burst from Heidi’s cock, streaming into Kylie’s hair and onto the couch. Her cock grew two inches and burst with another shot of cum. Heidi screamed out and twitched on top of Kylie. She shifted her weight forward and pressed her chest against Kylie. The two futanari women screamed out in unison. Cum burst from Kylie’s futanari cock, filling Heidi’s pussy then dripping onto Ollie’s face. He lapped up the cum with his tongue as they fucked through her ejaculation.

Breathing slowed, and Ollie pulled his face out from Kylie’s pussy. He wiped the cum from his nose and lips and sat on the coffee table staring at Heidi and Kylie. Their cocks throbbing, the two futanari women were not even close to finished. Ollie cleared his throat and called Heidi’s attention, “I want to be a woman forever, or maybe a futanari.”

Heidi pulled her torn skirt from her waist and slid it down her legs. Afterward, she sat on Kylie’s cock again and rubbed her clitoris against the thick shaft. She spoke over her shoulder at Ollie. “I’ve seen people slowly turn back into their original gender and I’ve seen them stay in their swapped form. It’s different every time.”

“What if I kept coming back every time I changed back?” Ollie asked. “I need to be a woman for the rest of my life.”

“It might work eventually. I can’t control how your body reacts,” Heidi panted and reached a hand down. She guided Kylie’s cock into her pussy again and placed her hands on the top of the couch for support. With better support, she rocked her hips hard against the cock. Kylie lifted her orange shirt, revealing a black sports bra. She gripped her small breasts and rubbed them as Heidi bent down to kiss her.

“OK. Let’s try it and see,” Ollie said. He wanted to join in the fun but knew that his heart was meant for someone else. Ollie pinched Heidi’s ass and said, “Thank you so much.”

“Whatever you want. I’m happy to help,” Heidi panted in between thrusts. She pointed to a bag near the front door. “Take the purple bottle. I made it special for you.” Kylie gripped Heidi by the hips, forcing the firm thrusts onto her cock as she moaned.

“How much do I owe you?” Ollie asked, pulling out his wallet. Heidi shook her head and motioned for him to leave. Ollie watched them fuck and rubbed his cock gently. “Thanks so much, Heidi.” Ollie waved goodbye, “See you later Kylie. I hope you enjoy that cock of yours.”

“You don’t have to leave yet,” Heidi said as Ollie walked to the door. He turned to face Heidi and all he could think about was fucking his best friend. Ollie shook his head and said, “Part of me wants to, but I want to be with Janey.” Precum dripped from his cock, staining a wet spot in his khaki pants.

“Good luck,” Heidi mouthed before leaning down to kiss Kylie again. Kylie gripped Heidi by the shoulders and twisted her onto the couch. Kylie mounted the other futanari with an eager growl. Ollie opened the door and exited the house, wishing he could share his life with Janey.

In the driveway, Ollie pulled out his phone and sent a text to Janey, “I got another dose of the gender swap lotion. I’m going to show you what I look like tonight when you’re out of class. I’m sorry I haven’t shown myself to you yet. I hope you like what you see. I might stay that way. I guess I just want your opinion on it.” Ollie listened to the moaning sounds of Kylie and Heidi coming from the small cottage. He imagined himself sleeping with Janey and bit his lip knowing it could never be. He sat in his car and turned it on when his phone vibrated.

“OMG. I’m so excited. I want to do your makeup so badly,” Janey replied a minute later.

“That sounds fun. Let’s do it,” Ollie replied before pulling out of the driveway and heading home. Ollie wondered if he could ever truly be happy if Janey was not part of his life. She was his best friend, but he wanted her to be more than that. If he confessed to her, it could end their lifelong friendship.


Chapter 10

“What time will you be home later?” Ollie typed the question into his phone and sent the message to Janey. He placed the phone on the kitchen counter and unzipped his pants. The front window let light in through the thin shades, sending rhombus-shaped shadows across the room. Ollie pulled the purple lotion bottle from his pocket and spun it in his hands as he considered the implications of his choice to transform into a woman for the rest of his life. He would have to give up his spot on the football team. All of his relationships would change, but his only concern there was his relationship with Janey. 

Ollie stripped himself free of his khakis and tossed them over the back of the couch. The keys in his pocket jangled as it settled into place. He pinched himself on the cheek and said, “Alright Oliver, this is it. I’m doing this for the last time.” Ollie pulled down his gray boxers and stood naked from the waist down in his living room inspecting the bottle of gender-swapping lotion. He ran a hand through his short blond hair. He never used any product in it and the blond hair spilled to the left of his scalp, hanging idly over his left eyebrow.

The white lotion spilled into his open palm. Ollie gripped his flaccid cock with his hand and rubbed the lotion into his skin. The cool liquid seeped into his flesh. A tingle of prickling needs spread from his toes up to his head. The lotion dissolved into the flesh of his cock and balls as he worked his hands on his member. The tingling sensation grew more intense. Ollie shivered and glanced at the half-full purple bottle. He wiped his hands clean on his cock and shivered. The shaved legs stood out against his finely muscled thighs. After a few weeks of turning into a woman every other day for his tutoring sessions with Dr. Hardy, Ollie began shaving his legs every day.

“That never happened before.” Panic set in and Ollie rushed to the sink. Chilly water rinsed the remaining lotion from his hands down the drain. Ollie splashed the water into his face, but the tingling sensation lingered. “Fuck,” Ollie cursed, running into the other room towards his phone. “I need to call Heidi.”

Lunging across the room, he lost his balance and tumbled to the ground. Tingling prickles of pain welled up in his ankles. The sensation was acute at first but spread in intensity throughout his legs. Ollie struggled to stand and reach for his phone on the counter, but his legs would not hold him. He muttered a slew of curses and pulled himself up onto a pinewood chair. Ollie glanced down at his legs as he pulled himself up. The finely toned muscles on his thighs and calves softened into round curves. Ollie grabbed his phone and let out a long breath trying to calm his nerves.

Janey’s response to his message waited for when he checked the phone, “I’m getting out of class now. You don’t meet with Dr. Hardy on Wednesdays. Why are you swapping to a woman today? You like being a cute girl, huh?”

Ollie blushed at the accusation but dropped the phone when the tingling sensation spread from his legs to his groin. Here the feeling shifted from prickling needles to spinning water under his skin. A whirlpool of sensation meandered around his groin and into his balls. Ollie gripped the chair with both hands, trying to ride out the intense pressure on his insides. His ball sack shriveled and shrank in onto itself. Ollie reeled forward and placed his forehead on the counter. The sensation of swirling liquid moved into his cock. He expected cum to burst free. All sensation vanished. Sweat beaded on Ollie’s brow. He glanced down at his groin. No cock rested in between his legs. He probed with gentle fingers and found the soft flaps of his labia intact. He was a woman now. Ollie was finally himself again.

Ollie sat up and adjusted his light blue collared shirt. It bulged out where newly grown breasts pressed against the fabric. They were smaller than before. Ollie frowned, “Why didn’t they grow as big this time?” Disappointment clear on his face, Ollie stood and forgot to send a reply to Janey. “Maybe they’ll grow bigger if I use the rest of the bottle.” He emptied the rest of the lotion into his hands. A soft sensation of tingling formed on his skin. Ollie pulled off his shirt and rubbed the lotion into his breasts and neck. He lost most of his muscles whenever he shifted into a woman, but on his narrow physique, they still stood out and defined his abs and arms. He worked the lotion into his skin and hummed a tune. He left no part of his body untouched by the liquid.

With the bottle empty, Ollie offered it a satisfied nod, “Alright, let's see if this will be permanent this time.” Ollie left his khakis and shirt discarded on the floor and couch while he walked into his bedroom. In a neat pile on the nightstand sat a new outfit. Ollie pulled the tag from the new teal sundress and slipped it over his head. The flowery fabric reached down to the bottom of his ass. “Damn, he muttered. The cut is too short.” He pulled on the dress, trying to make it reach his thigh. It was cute but designed for a slightly larger bust. “I could keep it as a blouse and wear shorts with them.” He tilted his head, considering his options.

A knock sounded at the door. Ollie jumped out of his thoughts and spun out of his room. He walked up and pulled it open. Andrew, the quarterback from his football team, stood at the door with a cocky grin on his face. Surprised eyebrows shot up and he leaned forward, “It’s you from a few weeks ago. You were that girl in the hallway.” He Ollie’s sexy female body and nodded his head. Ollie remembered that the sundress did not cover his ass. The embroidered fringe of the teal dress barely covered his pussy.

Ollie gripped the door and pressed it closed until his face was the only part of him visible. “Andrew right? What do you need?”

“How do you know Oliver or are you Janey’s friend?” Andrew shifted his weight to the side until he could see into the room again. He stared down at Ollie’s breasts from above.

“Uh, I…” Ollie tried to think of a lie or a better response to the question, but Andrew cut him off.

“Are those Ollie’s pants on the couch? Ollie, where are you, bro? How the fuck do you get with these chicks?” Andrew pressed the door open and searched the room for his friend. “Where are you?” The quarterback pressed Ollie backward and dipped his head further into the room. Ollie ducked behind the door and pressed his shoulder into the wood, forcing it closed. Andrew set his shoulders and stood his ground on the threshold.


Chapter 11

“Is Janey home?” Andrew turned his face around to the door and stared at the half-naked Ollie.  His cargo shorts swung with the weight of his wallet in the front baggy pocket as he walked and the white shirt clung to his muscular chest, defining the ridges and angles of his chiseled body.

Ollie pressed into the door a second time. The teal dress caught on the door handle, pulling the fabric out into a triangle shape away from his body. Andrew stared at Ollie’s slender legs and gently curving body. “Shit,” Ollie muttered as he jumped back away from the door to pull his dress back into place. Ollie darted across the room and grabbed his khakis. He did not realize that they no longer fit his gender-swapped body.

“How is Ollie so lucky? He lives with two fucking cuties,” Andrew stepped into the room and closed the door behind him. The deadbolt clicked into place, locking them together in the small apartment.

“Uh..,” Ollie stared at the door shocked. He walked to the other side of the couch placing it between him and Andrew.

“Can I come in and wait for him?” Andrew asked walking towards Ollie. The couch directly in his path, Andrew swerved around it. Ollie paced backward bumping into the pinewood table behind him. Andrew leaned against the back of the couch staring at the bumbling Ollie. He spoke through a  half smirk, “You ran away so fast last time I saw you. I wanted to get your number, but now that I’ve got you here…” He trailed off and stared at Ollie’s legs.

“You don’t have me here. I’m uh… Janey will be home soon,” Ollie explained, pulling the khakis low and dipping his left leg into the hole. He 

“There are only two bedrooms in this dorm. Do you live here or are you just visiting?” Andrew watched Ollie pulled the pants up to his thighs.

“Yeah…?” Ollie said with a lilt to the word, phrasing it as a question. The pants hung loosely around his waist and billowed out awkwardly on his slender curved frame. He gripped the front of the khakis in a fist, holding them in place over his legs. The dress slid into the khakis and draped down the front in folds.

“Why are you putting on Ollie’s pants?” Andrew crossed his arms, confused.

“Because they were here,” Ollie pointed to the couch and said, “Also I was naked and you walked into the room.”

“You could get naked again,” Andrew said stepping up to Ollie. He gripped the khakis in his hand and pulled them down. Strong, calloused fingers brushed against Ollie’s thigh as he pulled.

“Andrew stop it. I’m not interested,” Ollie shouted, slapping his hand away. The khakis fell to the floor around his ankles. Ollie wanted to punch the irritating man. How could women put up with this?

“It bothered me that you knew my name before I introduced myself the other day. Do I know you from somewhere?” Andrew said, pulling Ollie close to him. His cock pressed against the cargo shorts and into Ollie’s abdomen.

Ollie could not determine the size of the cock through the shorts. He needed this to end. Andrew had to leave the apartment. Ollie prepared to confess his feelings for Janey, and he did not want Andrew to mess it up. He decided to risk telling the truth, “It’s me, Ollie. I’m a woman now.”

“Shut up,” Andrew laughed, glancing at Ollie’s room in the back of the apartment. “That’s a dumb joke. I can tell you’re not him. I chatted with Ollie yesterday and he was not a woman.”

“No, I’m being serious,” Ollie pleaded with Andrew. “I’m Ollie, your wide receiver. We’ve been on the same team a few years now.” Ollie pulled himself away from Andrew, but the stronger quarterback held him firmly in place against his cock.

“How is that possible?” Andrew asked, narrowing his eyes. “I don’t believe you.” He stared down at Ollie and wrapped his arms around his back.

“I don’t know how this is possible. It just is,” Ollie wondered how Heidi made the lotion, not for the first time. “Andrew I want you to leave.” Ollie slipped down out from the other man’s embrace and stepped away.

“Shit, even if you are Ollie transformed into a woman, still fuck you. You’re super cute,” Andrew said as he walked toward Ollie until there was nowhere else to run.

Cornered in between the couch, wall, and Andrew, Ollie shouted, “Andrew I want you to leave.”

“Ollie if it's really you, then you should show me your tits and pussy. You know, for science. I need to see if you turned into a woman or if your crossdressing.” He stared at the edge of the teal sundress and reached down to pull it up.

“Andrew get out,” Ollie shouted again.

Strong hands pulled the dress up over Ollie’s face. Andrew laughed and groped at Ollie’s breasts. The hands moved around his soft flesh, massaging the nipples and squeezing the plump but small breasts. “These look smaller than I remembered from the other day in the hall. Were you wearing a push-up bra?” Andrew moved his attention down, but Ollie lashed out with a swift knee to the groin. Andrew blocked the movement by twisting his hips to the side.

“Get out now,” Ollie shouted, tugging on the dress to pull it from his face. With a cleared vision, he saw Andrew pull out his cock. The taller quarterback leaned in to kiss Ollie, but Ollie slapped him across the face.

“You know you want this,” Andrew said pushing Ollie into the wall.

The deadbolt clicked unlocked and both Andrew and Ollie turned to the door in unison. Ollie slapped Andrew and pushed him away. “What the fuck Andrew this is rape,” he screamed. His voice carried out of the apartment and through the hall. Janey stood in the doorway, shocked. She wore cutoff jean shorts. The loose blue threads reached down to her mid-thigh. The bags of groceries in her hands slipped to the ground and crashed in a pile.

“Get off me,” Ollie shouted, pushing Andrew off of him again.

“Shit. Fine, I’m leaving,” he said in frustrated clipped words. Andrew turned to face Janey, his cock firm and throbbing, flailed about as he shifted his weight from side to side. “Hey, Janey. We should get together sometime.” Andrew walked away from Ollie but kept his cock out in the open.

“I’m calling the cops if you don’t leave right now,” Janey replied in cool, quiet words. She reached into her back pocket and pulled out her phone. At eye level, she snapped a picture and said, “This is the face of a rapist.  I’ll be sure to post it and your tiny dick for the whole world to see.” Janey entered the room and stood perpendicular to the door and pointed for Andrew to leave.

“When you change your mind you have my number,” he folded his cock back into his pants and stared at Janey. The thick-rimmed glasses framed her penetrating blue eyes. The blank expression on her face forced Andrew to leave the room.

Ollie panted and fell to the ground behind the couch. He could see the top of Janey’s head from his position. Face in his hands, he cried.


Chapter 12

The groceries in the doorway propped the door from closing all the way. Janey left her mess on the ground to attend to her best friend. Darting around the couch, she knelt in front of Ollie and took his hands into her own and said, “Are you all right?”

A tear escaped Ollie’s eyelid and ran a zigzag down his cheek as he replied through a shaky voice, “I don’t know. That was upsetting.” The teal sundress draped over his crossed legs and rested on the floor. He stared at his discarded Khaki pants and regretted his decision to transform into a woman. He kept thinking over and over that this terrible treatment would be the norm for the rest of his life.

“Yeah some men are pigs, but not all. You’ve always been one of the good ones, but it seems now your not a man anymore,” Janey fixed the disheveled dress and flattened out a few folds, pressing Ollie into a more presentable look. The blue of her eyes moistened, and she teared up with sympathy for her friend.

“Yeah. I wanted to surprise you in a cute outfit, but that was ruined,” Ollie leaned his head against the wall and closed his eyes. “I don’t know what I was thinking with all this gender-swapping. I…” He wanted to change back into a man, but he was too tired and shaken to think properly.

“It’s OK. Let’s get you freshened up. I can do your hair and makeup. You’ll feel better soon,” Janey rose to her feet and pulled Ollie up after.

Ollie rose on trembling legs and said, “Thanks.”

“You’re super cute by the way,” Janey pushed Ollie towards her bedroom. “Go wait for me there,” she said as she picked up the discarded groceries. Ollie stepped into her room. Pink bedsheets and purple picture frames decorated the white room. He sat on the edge of the bed and sighed, trying to rid his mind of the image of Andrew’s cock.

Janey entered the room with her makeup case and sat on the bed next to Ollie. She scooted across the bed and rested her back against the wall. Legs crossed, she pulled Ollie to face her and opened up the makeup case. Ollie sat in silence as she worked on him. She applied eyeliner, eyeshadow, rouge, and creams that Ollie had never heard of. As she pampered him his nerves vanish. He stared into her blue eyes

“Janey, I need to confess something,” Ollie said as Janey rifled through the shelves in her case.

“What? You want to stay a woman?” Janey accused as she pulled out a lipstick container.

Ollie eyed the container, excited for the lipstick, but even more eager for Janey to touch his lips. “Well yeah, but…,” he trailed off.

The cap came off, revealing a soft red color that accented Ollie’s skin nicely. Janey said, pressing the lipstick to Ollie’s lips, “I figured you might. It’s so fun getting makeup on and dressing cute. I love showing off my body.”

Ollie puckered his lip out, allowing her to apply it better. He waited for her to finish before he spoke, “I know right. You have so much to teach me. I’m so bad at it still.”

“In time my young padawan,” Janey laughed, placing the cap back onto the lipstick.

“Janey, this isn’t what I wanted to tell you,” Ollie said, pressing through his nerves to finally confess his feelings for her.

“What?” she asked, closing the lid to her makeup box.

“I love you,” Ollie admitted. He stared into her eyes intently.

Janey shifted her gaze from his left eye to his right a few times and replied, “I love you too.” She smiled and scooted to the edge of the bed and grabbed the container.

Ollie gripped her by the arm and said, “No Janey. I love you, and I want to be with you.”

She stared down at his hand around her wrist and said, “We are together.”

“You’re being intentionally dense,” Ollie accused, pressing his full lips out in a pouting expression.

“Yeah. I like seeing you squirm,” Janey said through a fit of giggles.

“Meanie,” Ollie said, pushing Janey backward. She fell onto the bed and laughed. Her head landed on the pillow as she kicked out and pushed Ollie down with her feet. He landed perpendicular to her and inches from hitting the wall next to her bed. A picture on the wall shook as he scrambled up to his knees.

Janey wrapped her legs around his waist and tossed him backward onto the bed again. She rose on top of him, holding her hands up in a victory pose. “I’m still waiting for you to explain yourself,” she said, staring down at Ollie underneath her.

Ollie struggled to get free from her, but she held him in place with a sly grin. After a few minutes of struggle he explained, “We have been best friends for as long as I can remember, but never in a romantic way. Yeah, I’ve thought about it occasionally, but I never wanted to ruin the friendship we share. Now I can’t hold back. Janey, I want to be your girlfriend. I want to come home after school and cuddle you all night while watching dumb movies and working on homework.” Ollie bit his lip waiting for her response.

Janey stared down at him with an unreadable expression. She sat up and moved to the edge of the bed. Ollie sat next to her, waiting. Silence filled the room and Janey finally replied, “I’d like that too.” She turned to face Ollie and narrowed her eyes. “I don’t experience an attraction like many other people. I always felt like a stranger around my peers. I never felt attracted to anyone until I knew them.” She paused her thoughts, but Ollie waited for her to continue. She needed to express her feelings and work through them. She shifted on the bed and stared at Ollie’s naked legs. “I never identified as lesbian, or bisexual or anything really, but I can say I am attracted to you. I think I’ve loved you for a long time.”

Ollie leaned back onto his hands behind his back on the bed. He waited to make sure she was finished before speaking, “Was that hard for you? Not identifying as any sexual orientation?”

“Yeah,” she said shifting on the bed until her hips rested against Ollie’s, “It was when I was younger, but I’ve come to terms with it now.”

“You don’t care that I’m a woman now?” Ollie asked to make sure she was fine with his decision to stay as a woman. “I don’t think I’ll ever go back to being a man.”

“As long as I’m with you I don’t care what you are,” Janey said placing an arm around Ollie’s shoulder.

Their lips touched, and Ollie breathed in her scent as if for the first time. Janey’s nose pressed into his cheek as she turned her face down, kissing him from above. He purred in response to her tongue probing into his mouth. The needle prick sensation of the lotion returned as soon as Ollie felt himself moisten with arousal. It coursed through his vagina and formed a small lump on his clitoris. Janey twisted until she straddled over Ollie’s lap. Her legs wrapped around his back and she hooked her ankles together behind his back. Her blue jean shorts rubbed against Ollie’s teal dress, riding it up with each movement. Ollie reached behind himself and unlocked Janey’s ankles so he could move her leg. Ollie shifted his left leg over Janey’s right until each had a leg over and under the other. Their pussies angled against each other, only thinly veiled by the dress and jeans.

Janey gripped Ollie around the neck, lacing her fingers together behind his ears. She released him from their passionate kiss and rubbed her pussy back and forth against him. The jeans rubbed his inner thigh uncomfortably, but he ignored the irritant and pressed his chest against hers, grabbing Janey’s ass placing a hand in each back pocket. He massaged her plump ass and pressed her vagina harder against him. Forgetting the tingling sensation in his groin. Janey pulled Ollie’s dress down until his breasts spilled over the top of the neckline. They bounced with the forceful thrusting of their scissoring. Ollie moaned in pleasure, feeling an orgasm sweep through his body.

The tip of Ollie’s clitoris twitched and shifted. The slight lump of growth elongated and pressed out against the dress. A cock grew from his clit, arcing upward at an angle along the fabric of the dress. Ollie blushed staring into Janey’s blue eyes, “I think I’m turning back into a man.” They scissored each other hard, both enjoying the pressure on their pussies and breathing hard as they orgasmed.

“What does that mean?” Janey moaned in between breaths.

Ollie shook his head uncertainly. He used more lotion than ever before when he first shifted to a female but then took a second dose before Andrew arrived. The cock throbbing against the teal dress shot cum up against his chest, spraying over his tits. Ollie groaned and fell forward against Janey’s breasts. The cum stained his dress and dampened her tank top. “You need to be naked,” Ollie demanded, pulling up Janey’s shirt. It came over her head, revealing a plain gray bra. Her large breasts filled the cup and spilled out in a nice ‘V’ shaped down her chest. Ollie tore at the straps and groped her breasts with gentle fingers and cupped hands. Janey moaned at his touch and fell backward on the bed, enjoying the attention. Ollie unzipped Janey’s shorts and pulled them down to her knees. The jeans held her legs about a foot apart. He lifted her legs and held her feet on either side of his head. Ollie pushed Janey’s gray panties aside but left them on her as he penetrated her pussy with his futanari cock.

Janey’s eyes widened as the thick cock delved into her cavity. Moist from their scissoring, she was ready for him. She tried to spread her legs, but the jeans held her in place. Ollie pressed her legs down until she bent at a forty-five-degree angle. He lay over her, fucking her from above. The cock thrust firmly into her, digging deep into her vagina. Ollie groaned, unable to control himself, but he worried that the transformation would end soon and he would be a man again. He desperately wanted to stay a woman. Janey’s tight ass cheeks spread wide as he pounded down into her.

Ollie felt the tingling sensation build in his newly grown cock and panicked trying to enjoy this moment. Janey screamed as she dripped with cum. It pooled on the blanket below her. Ollie’s cock grew two more inches as he fucked her. His cock stretched until fully erect it reached twelve inches long. It was twice the size of his original male dick. Thick veins wrapped around the cock, thrumming with energy. The tip twitched, ready to unload cum into Janey’s womb. The gray panties covered her trimmed hair, but with each thrust of his cock, they moved down revealing more of her. The thin strap in between her legs bunched up to the left of the futanari cock.

The teal dress flailed as they fucked. It bunched up between Ollie’s waist and Janey’s raised legs. Each thrust sent it tickling his ass and floating out again. Janey massaged her nipples and bit her lip as she held her breath. All the muscles in her abdomen flexed, showing the faint outline of her abs and biceps. She gripped the blanket, pulling it up an inch.

Janey tried to speak, but her words came out minced by her screaming. Her eyes shot wide open and her mouth hung low. Janey lost herself at the moment, screaming as her eyes rolled back in her head. Ollie’s cock erupted. Cum shot from his dick, filling her vagina. Each pump down into her pussy sent a torrent of semen into Janey. She gripped the bedsheets, shivering as cum spilled down the shaft, dripping and mixing with her juices. Ollie gasped for air groaning as he gripped his breasts, pinching his nipples. The tingling sensation of his transformation subsided and his futanari cock fell flaccid. Ollie pulled his cock out of Janey and collapsed on the bed next to her.

Panting, Ollie felt his breasts and body, wondering if the transformation stopped. “I don’t feel like my body is changing anymore.”

Janey took a moment to catch her breath and replied, “Damn that was weird, but I loved it.” She pulled her jean shorts off and tossed them into the dirty laundry hamper. “Your body is just like Heidi’s now, but sexier,” Janey smiled.

“You never told me how you knew Heidi in the first place,” Ollie reached for Janey’s hand and held it close. Janey stared at it and smiled as Ollie continued, “I’m not sure if this gender swap is permanent, but I think I like it the best. I have the best of both worlds. I get to be a sexy woman, and I have a thick cock.”

“Was your dick always this big?” Janey asked, pinching the large futanari cock. Cum stuck to her fingers, and she licked them clean.

“No, I was not this well endowed until today,” Ollie admitted.

“Let's clean up and cuddle on the couch,” Janey said sitting up. Ollie stopped her with a hand to her breasts. Janey raised an eyebrow and her blue eyes twinkled. “Not done with me?” she asked. Ollie shook his head now and kissed her hand, licking his sticky cum from her fingers.


Jock to Cheerleader

Chapter 1

Passion filled the car with hot air fogging up the windows. Condensation dripped down the driver’s side window, offering a thin view of the outside world into the parking lot of beyond. Adam leaned his head back against the chair breathing sharp quick gasps. Sariah bobbed her head up and down, sucking on his dick. The zipper of his pants pressed into her cheeks as she took the full cock into her mouth. His cock flexed, preparing to fill her mouth. He gripped the back of her head and forced it up and down. Sariah let out a garbled protest, but Adam ignored her as he let out his load into her mouth.

Deep breaths calmed his nerves and closed his eyes and rolled down the windows. Adam zipped up his khaki shorts and adjusted the baby blue polo shirt, wiping out the wrinkles on the fabric. Sweat dripped down his short brown hair. He kept it shaved tight on the sides of his head, but a few inches on the top. It flopped over his head from left to right, hanging down over his right eye.

Sariah glared at him and sat on crossed legs in her chair. Eyebrow raised annoyed at him, she said, “That hurt my neck.” Sariah rubbed at her shoulders before untying the pink ribbon in her dark brown hair. Soft curls spilled down her shoulders free from the knot keeping it from her mouth during the blow job.

“Come on. You enjoy making me feel good, right?” Adam said, leaning an arm out the window of his old white truck.

Sariah looked away from her boyfriend and mumbled, “Fuck you…” She rolled down her window and winced when he replied. She wore her cheer leading uniform that fit tight around her small chest. The blue and gold fabric accented her slender curves and muscled body. Their school mascot displayed across her chest, a roaring gold lion.

“Excuse me?” Adam said reaching across the car gripping Sariah by the elbow.

“Nothing,” she protested, pulling away from him.

“You love me right?” he asked with pleading green eyes.

“Of course,” Sariah said, lost in the sparkling depths of his gaze.

Adam eased his grip on his girlfriend and nodded his head, accepting her response. The fog on the windows slowly evaporated, revealing the school in the distance. “Good. Let’s get out of here. I need you to help me with my homework after practice,” he said, turning on the ignition.

Sariah pulled on her seatbelt buckle, but stayed cross-legged in the chair, as she spoke, “I have a project to finish, but I can be there around six.” She winced, waiting for his response. The short skirt of her uniform hung loosely over her crossed legs, and the pink panties stood out against the olive skin on her thighs.

“I eat dinner at six. You know that” Adam said, growling in frustration. The truck pulled around the school parking lot until it faced the open gym door on the south side.

“I’m sorry. We’re both busy today. I have cheer practice and you have football,” she said, unbuckling and opening the door.

Adam stared at her, waiting for her to respond and bend to his will, but she resisted and closed the door behind her. “Fine,” he muttered, “I’ll get help from somebody else.” He rolled up the windows and exited the car after her.

“I want to help,” she said, gripping him by the arm and walking together into the gym at their school.

“Whatever. I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, turning the corner into the boys' locker room. He held the door open with one hand and leaned down to kiss her.

Sariah stared up at him and frowned, but he turned to go before she could respond. She whispered to the closed door, “Bye.”


Chapter 2

Adam ran a finger across the pinup on his wall of Marilyn Monroe and replied to his best friend, “Dude, she completely blew me off and didn’t want to help me tonight.” He spun in his computer chair, holding the phone to his ear against his shoulder as he browsed the internet idly.

Jeremy clicked his tongue into the phone and said, “I’m sorry, man. You’ll be fine. Just finish what you can and I’ll fill in the rest in the morning.”

Adam stood from the chair and threw himself onto his bed and said, “Thanks, man. I knew I could count on you.” He let out a loud sigh and closed his eyes.

“Great job in practice today. Are you ready for the game tomorrow?” Jeremy changed the subject and breathed into the phone.

“Yeah. We got this. We’ll crush those Warriors,” Adam said, opening his eyes and staring up at the knockdown textured ceiling. He tried to make faces in a chaotic pattern.

“Just make sure you’re ready to catch my throws,” Jeremy said, “Hey look. I gotta go. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“I’ll catch anything you throw my way,” Adam replied. He glanced at the clock. It read seven thirty-two. Sleep crept over him and he said, “I’ll see you tomorrow, man.”

Passion filled dreams made him stir in his sleep. Aroused, he twisted in his bed with the sensual images in his mind. In the dream, the entire cheer squad bent over for him and he fucked them one by one as Sariah watched. The dream offered him superhuman stamina, and his dick never tired from the fucking. Soon the entire football team cheered him on as he pumped into the last of the women. When all the cheerleaders sat on the ground recovering from his dick, Sariah strode up to him and slapped him across the face.

Pain welled in his cheek and Adam woke up from the fitful dream and reached for his face. His hand brushed against the soft, warm skin of someone’s hand on his face. Startled, his eyes shot open and he sat upright in the bed. Hovering above him in the air floated a naked woman with long, thin wings. Purple hair tied back into a towering bun atop her head let loose two strands of hair that dangled inches above Adam’s head. She pulled her hand back and grinned at him. The moon hung in a mischievous tilt in the sky and Adam stared up at the woman, terrified and excited. The firm erection from his sensual dream overpowered him and his dick pressed up against the bedsheets, pointing up at the naked fairy.

Adam closed and opened his eyes a handful of times trying to wake himself from fright, but the naked fairy woman wiggled her nose and grinned down at him as she spoke in a soft melodic voice, “Good evening Adam.”

“What is this? Who are you?” he protested, leaning back into his pillow trying to create space between him and the woman. He tried to look into her soft pink eyes, but his attention stayed firmly on her large breasts and the purple nipples on them. He firmly believed this was a strange twist to his dream. He wanted to wake up, but his dick twitched as he stared at the sensual fairy.

“I’m necessary,” she replied with a coy grin.

Adam ran his eyes down her body. Twirling lines of glitter ran down her skin in leafy patterns, encircling her breasts and thighs. At her hips hung a massive cock. It dangled flaccidly, but in its soft state, it was the same size as Adam’s fully erect. Ripping his eyes away from the dick, he tried to mask his strange arousal to the beautiful woman, “Why are you here?”

She floated down towards the sheets, and her flaccid dick pressed against his. The soft mounds of her tits rested on his chest as she leaned in to whisper in his ear, “I am here for you.”

“Shit. Let’s do this,” Adam still believed it was a dream, and he ignored her dick, eager to put his into her. He ripped the sheets from the bed and wrapped an arm around her neck, pulling her in for a kiss. Their lips touched and a zing of pleasure coursed through his flesh, spreading from his lips across his face.

The fairy woman pulled herself away from him and grinned wickedly, as she said, “Not exactly what I had in mind.”

“Then why are you in my room?” he protested. His dick pulsed under his gray boxer briefs and a droplet of pre-cum stained the fabric.

“Adam, you need to treat women with respect,” the fairy placed hands on her hips and glared down at him. She twirled in the air and the flapping of her wings sped up, causing the papers on his desk to lift and flutter.

“What is this about?” he protested, glaring at her accusation. This dream turned from sexy to weird very quickly, and he wanted desperately to wake. He slapped himself across the face. Pain doused the lingering tingle from the fairy kiss.

“I just told you why I’m here and I am not leaving until you listen to me,” she said lowering herself to stand at the side of his bed. Her feet touched the ground and the translucent wings slowed to rest. She folded them around her waist and in an instant they appeared more a gown than an appendage.

“OK. Treat women with respect got it. Can we fuck now?” he asked.

The fairy shook her head, “No. You will treat Sariah with respect from now on.”

“I love her. I always treat her with respect,” he said, sitting up in his bed. He gripped the bedsheet, angry at the accusation against him. “I’m not an abusive boyfriend.”

“Perhaps a little fun is to teach you a lesson,” she grinned, snapped her fingers.

“Get out or I’ll call the cops,” Adam stood from the bed and rubbed his tired eyes forcing himself to wake up, but nothing could free him from this strange dream.

The purple-haired woman grinned and waved her hands in a circle. Dark pink energy crackled between her fingers and spread in a mist towards Adam.

A sneeze escaped his lips and the pink mist covered his body and entered his person. He waved his hands, trying to rid himself of the cloud, but it grew larger until it enveloped his whole body. He protested, “Don’t touch me.”

“When you’ve learned your lesson. I’ll be back,” she winked and folded her arms. Soft pink energy enveloped her, and she shrank to the size of a soda can and flew out the window. Adam watched her and rubbed his temples again. He assumed the dream would fade at any moment, but he sat on the edge of his bed waiting for the strange experience to meld into wakefulness.


Chapter 3

Adam lay back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. A mental image of the fairy woman clung in his mind. Her long flaccid dick swaying as she flapped her wings. The large breasts sagging low, grazing against his chest. The image confused him, and he wondered why it aroused him so much. He imagined himself ramming his dick into her from behind as she flapped her wings in his face. The image sent chills down his spine and he pulled down his boxers. Laying on his back, he stroked his dick thinking of the strange visitor. Eyes closed, he envisioned himself penetrating her and slapping her ass as he rammed his cock into the woman.

A soft giggle brought his mind back into the present. The purple-haired fairy hovered over his bed full-sized again she stared down at his erect dick. She raised an eyebrow at him and asked, “Are you masturbating to me?”

Panic coursed through him and he shot up in the bed and moved a pillow over his groin to cover his erect dick. He blushed and said, “No. I’m… I was sleeping.” Adam scooted backward on his bed until his back hit the headboard.

The fairy grinned and turned onto her side in the air. The flaccid dick hung down past her thigh and rested on the white sheets of the bed. “Don’t lie to me. Tell me about it.” She lowered herself until her body came to a rest on the bed next to him. The translucent wings came to a rest and hung down the side of the bed behind her.

Adam cleared his throat and said, “I was thinking about fucking you from behind while your wings flapped against my chest.” He stared at laying next to him and wondered if he should lay down too.

The fairy woman reached across the bed and pulled the pillow from his groin. The erect dick revealed she leaned forward and kissed it. “Keep telling me about it.”

“Uh well,” he started. The fairy placed her lips around the tip and licked across it. When Adam stopped talking, she made a circular motion with her hand, telling him to keep going. Adam’s dick twitched in the motionless mouth, and he took a deep breath. “I was thinking about your dick flapping up and down as I fucked you,” he said.

As Adam spoke, she gripped his balls in one hand, bouncing them between her fingers. Her mouth worked in slow circles around the tip. She ran a finger along the pulsing vein on the shaft. Adam paused trying to focus on his masturbatory imaginings, but reality pulled him out of it and he gripped the headboard behind him unable to speak. The fairy woman worked her tongue underneath the ridge on the head of his dick, flicking it before taking the whole cock into her mouth.

Muscles clenched, Adam reeled back, ready to erupt into her mouth. Her head moved up and down as she took the cock all the way into the back of her throat. The soft flesh of his dick pressed over her tongue, deep into her esophagus. He closed his eyes unable flexing the muscles in his body as cum burst from his dick flowing down into the fairy woman’s mouth. Her pale-skinned hands rubbed at the base of his dick while she forced it deeper into her mouth. The fairy gagged on the dick as cum spilled down her throat. She pulled her head from his groin and dabbed at her lips with her index finger. Faint purple glitter remained on his twitching cock from her mouth.

Breath came slowly, and Adam leaned his head back against the headboard. “This is a dream, right?” he asked the purple fairy.

She grinned wickedly at him and said, “Do you want a taste of the future?” She curled her index finger at him, telling him to come closer.

“Will I remember it when I wake up?” he asked, sliding down onto his back next to her. The fairy lay her head on his bare chest. Her large breasts resting on his side. Adam placed an arm around her shoulder and ran a finger along the edge of the wing. The dream felt very real to him.

The fairy cupped her hand in front of her mouth and blew pink fairy dust across his chest. Adam sneezed as he breathed in the fumes for the second time. A cough escaped his lips and his body contorted in onto itself. He tried to writhe in pain, but the futanari fairy held him in a firm grip, whispering into his ear. “Calm down, my sweet. I have you.”

The erect dick folded and shrank into his flesh, vanishing into a smooth patch of skin. He groaned in pain as his shoulders slimmed, and his chest narrowed. The fairy twirled her finger around his nipple and giggled as breasts grew from his chest at her command. The fairy’s dick grew firm as she watched him shift into a feminine form.

In an instant, his form shifted from a fit, muscular man into a slender, busty woman. Adam stared down at himself in shock. “What kind of dream is this?”

A hungry grin split her lips, “The best kind.” She leaned across him and pressed her lips into his. They breathed each other in, and she fondled his newly grown breasts. The sensation sent a shiver up his spine, and Adam groaned out in pleasure. Her lips left him and moved down onto his breasts. She sucked his nipple and probed down to his groin with her hands. Two fingers spread the lips of his labia apart and rubbed against his clitoris.

“If this weren’t a dream, I’d be freaking out right now,” Adam said, enjoying the strange gender-swapped experience. The firm futanari dick rested on his thigh and he wondered why he wasn’t turned off by her dick.

The fairy pulled her head back and erupted in laughter. “I’m glad you’re at ease.” One hand slid up and down the labia while her other hand rubbed against the clitoris. She moved with precision. Adam felt warm in his groin as it readied for penetration. He turned his head to the side and let out a wild moan of pleasure. The fairy slid off of his side and pressed his legs open for her. She waved a hand over his dick and said, “It’s too big for you. This should help.” Pink glitter rained down from her fingers onto the erect cock and it shrank from its full twenty inches erect down to a more suitable ten. Adam stared in wonder at the strangeness of the experience. He wanted the dick inside him so he could feel what his girlfriend experienced.

The futanari fairy leaned forward and pressed her dick against his pussy. Primed and moist from her fondling, the firm cock slid in easily. Adam gasped when his vagina filled with her dick. She grinned and wrapped her arms around his back, clasping her hands together. Her breasts pressed into his and she rocked her hips back and forth. Her dick slid in and out filling his vagina sending pleasure through him in bursts. Adam gripped her hips with his hands, guiding her thrusts deeper into him. Her dick shifted and stirred his insides, sending his mind into a spiraling passion.

The translucent wings flapped, lifting her into the air. She held him close in her arms, raising him into the air with her. Their bodies left the bed, and they hung in the air, connected by their passion and her dick inside him. Adam pushed back and forth against her, forcing her dick deeper into him, and she spun them around the room with her wings. The rapid flapping sent his posters fluttering and the papers on his desk flying. Adam moaned in pleasure. The futanari fairy lowered him and Adam arched his back away from her and gripped the headboard with his hands. She thrust her hips into him. The headboard slammed into the wall. The loud bang sent echoes through the home.

Adam closed his eyes, overpowered by the force of the woman’s dick inside him. The futanari fairy pounded deeper and with each thrust, Adam lost himself deeper in pleasure. A shiver of tension ran up his spine and he let out a scream. “Oh God, fuck me harder.”

The fairy grunted, laying harder into his vagina. “How easily you lean into this gender swap.”

Another moan escaped his lips, and the cock stirred his insides before he could speak again, “This is the weirdest dream.” Unable to say more, he bellowed out in pleasure, as the dick inside him flexed and burst out a stream of cum. The spiraling purple glitter across her body flashed with energy and she thrust her hips, sending eruptions of cum inside him. Adam groaned at the sensation of cum filling him.

After a time, the fairy lowered him onto the bed. Adam stared up at her, expecting her to say something. No words passed between them. A snap of her fingers and she shrank to the size of a soda can again. The buzzing sound of her wings fled out towards the window and Adam wondered when he would wake up from this. Cum dripped down out of the newly grown pussy.

“Goodbye,” he whispered.

The fairy sped around the room in a circle and landed on his stomach. He lifted his head and watched her walk along his abdomen. Her small feet leaving tiny purple glitter marks where she walked. The trail of glitter led down towards his pussy. She jumped from him, landing on the bed in between in legs and vanished from his sight.

Adam yelped when two tiny hands gripped the sides of his labia and a tiny mouth latched onto the flesh at the top of his clitoris.


Chapter 4

The alarm buzzer heralded morning and woke Adam from ceaseless dreams of the fairy woman. Instead of him fucking her, she penetrated him in each of his dreams. He lay in a tangle of semen-stained blankets. Purple glitter shimmered across the bed. Twisting about, he untangled himself and sat on the edge of the bed, trying to rationalize the events of the night. Adam brought his hands to his chest, unsure if he’d find breasts or his toned pecs. A sigh of relief fled from his lips as he ran his finger along the edge of the muscles.

“Fuck that was a strange dream,” he muttered rising from the bed. He frantically balled up the sheets and tossed them into the nearby hamper. Better to hide the evidence from his parents than leave it for his mother to find. He reached for his boxers to pull them off, but they were discarded on the floor next to the bed. After a long stare at the stained underwear, Adam tilted his head and said, “That was the weirdest dream.”

A fire burned across his forehead and he rationalized the strange visitation as a fever-stricken wet dream. Although he had no other symptoms, he felt a fire burning across his body, tensing his muscles and straining his frame. The sensation reminded him of the growing pains he experienced as a child. Adam did his best to press the thoughts from his mind as he ate breakfast and mentally prepared for the day and the big football game that was only two days away.

Adam walked to the shower and stretched his sore legs. Painful memories from the nightmare pulsed in his asshole. Arousal lingered on his mind, and his penis stiffened at the thought of the woman penetrating him. He recalled the puff of pink magic that covered him. In his mind, he locked the experience away and ignored the implications. The powerful orgasms made him wish for a female body, but he pressed down the thought and turned on the water. After cleaning his body and mind from the taint of the fairy woman, he dressed for school.

Jeans and a white polo on, Adam drove his truck to school and waited outside the senior locker room for Jeremy. Sariah approached him from the side and waved. The tight dark-colored pants flaunted her toned legs and plump ass. Jeremy sighed at the sight of her and pushed out the fairy woman’s comments about treating her nicely.

After throwing her arms around Adam in a hug, she said, “I need to talk to you.” She laced her fingers around his and pulled him into a locker bay. She wore Adam’s letterman jacket over a pink shirt.

“Can it wait? I didn’t finish my homework and I need to find Jeremy,” he avoided looking at her. A door opened down the hall and Jeremy strode through. The tall square-shouldered man waved at Adam but stopped a few paces away to chat with another member of their football team. Jeremy smiled down at the teammate and made a passing motion.

“It can’t wait,” Sariah said. Sariah’s hands barely poked out the ends of the sleeves. She rolled them up and leaned her breasts against Adam, trying to whisper up to him. Panic welled up in her eyes and she pulled his chin in towards her face, forcing him to look at her.

“Not everything is about you, Sariah,” he growled. Pulling his face away from her, he groaned, adding, “I had a horrible night. This lady told me I treat you poorly, but that’s not true, you love me.”

“I do,” she said excitedly. “We need to talk though.”

“Good. I’ll talk to you later,” he ignored Sariah and walked away towards Jeremy. She stood leaning against the locker, shocked at his actions.

Jeremy offered a wave and said, “Good to see you bud. Two more days before the big game.” His wide nose flared as he spoke. Jeremy stood a few inches taller than the rest of the guys on the team.

“I’ll be ready,” Adam said puffing out his chest and assuming the same casual stance that the rest of the teammates held in the circle. The guy chatted about which girls put out at their school, but Adam struggled to pay attention. The lingering pain in his ass drew his mind to the fairy woman. He refused to admit that it was real.

The bell rang, calling his attention to the group. Jeremy waved goodbye to the team, but Adam stopped him, “Hey, here’s my homework, can you fill it out?” Adam pulled a small worksheet from his backpack and held it out to Jeremy.

“Are you alright? You seem distracted and you sound different,” Jeremy placed a hand on Adam’s forehead. The warm skin of his palm covered his eyebrows and blocked his vision briefly. “You feel clammy, but you’re not warm.”

“I’m fine,” Adam said, and he noticed that his voice sounded different. It was almost a full octave higher than normal. He spoke again, testing it out, “What’s wrong with my voice?” He dropped his hand and the homework spilled from his grasp onto the ground.

Jeremy stared at him and raised an eyebrow, “You sound like a girl almost, that’s creepy man, how are you doing that?”

“I’m not doing anything,” Adam protested and slammed his fist against the locker next to him. The tone of his voice shifted higher as he spoke.

“Alright,” Jeremy said, bending down to pick up the dropped papers. Adam knelt and wanted to speak, but the girlish timbre of his voice held his tongue. Jeremy stood holding the worksheet and said, “I’ll have it back to you in class. Stay loose, we’ve got a big game tomorrow night.” He turned to walk down the hall to his first class. Adam watched him go and wanted to say goodbye, but he worried that his voice was broken and said nothing.


Chapter 5

The next day his voice rose another octave. His clothes hung on him like a ghost of the man he had been. His frame shortened both in height and width, but his hips grew wider. He wanted to call in sick, but the game against the warriors drove him to get dressed and do his best to hide the rapid changes taking place. His pants refused to button at the waist and pressed into his hips when he tried pulling them together. He threw on a pair of sweatpants and a large hooded sweatshirt, hoping the bagging clothes would hide his slender figure.

As he drove to school, he recalled the words the fairy had spoken, “Perhaps a little fun is to teach you a lesson.” After that, she doused him in a puff of pink smoke.

He sat in his truck wondering aloud, “Did that happen?” The blood fled his knuckles as he gripped the steering wheel tightly. “If it did, then she fucked me. I got fucked by a woman with a dick, and I liked it.” He leaned his face against the dashboard and sighed, “I’ll keep thinking it was a strange dream.”

The day passed in hiding. He went to class but refused to speak. He hid from his friends and avoided the normal hangout spots. When school ended, he needed to see if his pads and uniform would fit. The game began at six, and he had plenty of time to find a solution to his problem. His phone vibrated, and Sariah’s face displayed on the screen. Adam blocked the call and ran to his truck to get his uniform and pads.

On his walk back into the school, she sent him a text, “You’ve been avoiding me. I really need to talk to you.”

Adam cleared his throat and tested his voice, “What do I sound like?” No change to the tone. He still sounded like a woman. Adam shook his head and decided to type out a text response to her. “I can’t talk. I think I lost my voice. I’ll see you at the game.” He darted inside the locker room and sat down on the long wooden bench. A sigh of apprehension left his lips, and he pulled off his shirt. Adam stared at himself in the mirror. Everything looked the same, except he was shorter and narrower. He looked like a girl about to go through puberty. It was a weird thought, and he pressed it out of his mind.

The door to the locker room opened. Panicked, he grabbed his shirt and covered his chest. Jeremy walked into the room in tight-fitting exercise shorts.

“Dude, you can put that down, I’ve seen you wearing less when we get ready for a game,” he placed his duffel bag with his gear down onto the bench next to Adam. Adam blushed and lowered the shirt aware that his figure had altered. Jeremy did not look up from his bag. He tilted his head and pulled out a Gatorade bottle. Adam stared down at his uniform, knowing that it would not fit him at all. A buzzing sound echoed through the room, barely audible. Adam recognized the sound of tiny flapping wings and stared in horror at the purple-haired fairy. She darted around the room, avoiding Jeremy’s gaze. Adam glared at her past his friend. She stayed in her smaller form to avoid sight from the other man in the room.

“You alright?” said raising an eyebrow. Adam’s confusing body language misinterpreted because the fairy stayed out of his view. Jeremy rifled through his bag, searching.

“I’m fine. I… I just need a minute,” Adam replied, turning away from his friend.

“Dude, you need to see a doctor. Your voice is all sorts of crazy,” he unzipped a side pouch on the bag and sighed. “I left my mouth guard somewhere. I’ll be right back.” Adam nodded his head and stared at the constantly darting fairy hovering above him.

The door closed behind Jeremy as the fairy came to a rest on the bench next to Adam. She sat cross-legged on the wood, looking up at the much larger Adam, “Good afternoon. Have you recovered from our evening together?” She winked and fluttered her long purple eyelashes.

“That wasn’t real. This isn’t real,” Adam backed away from her and bumped into the locker behind him. The metal lock pressed into the soft flesh on his lower back. He shifted his weight and slide across the locker further away from the tiny creature.

“Now that hurts my feelings,” she rose to her feet and placed hands on hips as she stuck her lips out in a pout. “You came with my dick in you,” she teased, pointing down at her naked body.

“Not true. That was a dream,” he slashed his arms in the air in an ‘x’ motion.

The purple fairy lifted into the air and fluttered over to within inches from his face. She pointed at his right eye and said, “Let’s finish this ensemble. Then we can end this dream of yours.” She blew into an open palm and a plume of pink smoke rose from the fairy and doused Adam.

Adam glanced at himself in the mirror and saw his features shifting before his eyes. The hard chiseled chin softened into rounded cheeks. The short-cropped hair atop his head churned and grew until it was shoulder length, but the magic kept it shaved on the sides. It flopped over his head and draped down the left side of his face in a silky fountain of glistening brown hair. The skin on his bare chest rippled with commotion. Pain welled up in him and Adam doubled over onto the bench. His pectoral muscles flinched and shrank before expanding into two plump mounds of flesh. The areola grew along with the flesh stretching to the size of a silver dollar.

The purple fairy landed on the bench next to him and giggled with glee. Adam slammed a palm onto the bench, trying to squash her. She twisted in the air, darting between his fingers out of harm's way. Purple glitter drifted down to the ground from where she flew. Adam followed her with his eyes until she rested above the nearby mirror. The image staring back at Adam was unrecognizable. A sexy young woman with large breasts stared back at him.

The door behind him creaked open and Jeremy said, “I’m back. Let’s go throw the football around a bit.”

Adam screamed and grabbed the bag with his uniform and pads. He held them to his chest and ran towards the door. Jeremy stared at him in shock with his mouth wide open. Adam pushed his friend to the ground and darted out of the locker room topless.

Behind him in the locker room, Jeremy asked, “Adam, are you still in here? Some girl took your bag and ran off. It wasn’t Sariah either.”

Adam wondered how his best friend couldn’t recognize him, but he thanked his luck and ran down the hall. His newly formed breasts bounced with each step. His shoes squeaked on the tile floor and he darted past the gym towards the cafeteria beyond.

The locker room door opened behind him and Jeremy trailed behind calling, “Hey, stop. You took my friend’s bag.”


Chapter 6

Adrenaline urged Adam forward. The women’s locker room offered an escape from pursuit. The newly grown breasts bounced as he kicked out at the door and ran into the room. The bright orange door slammed into the doorstop, filling the room with a loud crash. Adam forced the door closed behind him and leaned against it, listening for Jeremy. He focused on slowing his breath to listen to his friend. Footsteps followed and stopped outside the door. Adam clenched his jaw and set his shoulder against the door.

Jeremy pressed against the door once and grunted through the door, “I’m not going in there, but I’ll be here when you get out.”

“Shit,” Adam cursed and stepped away from the room. He rounded the corner and looked into the locker room. A familiar face stared back at him from the wooden bench in between the lockers.

Sariah sat on the bench in her blue and gold cheer uniform. A makeup bag in hand, she tilted her head and asked,  “Adam, is that you?”

Aware of his naked chest, he placed a hand over each of his nipples and blushed, “What is happening to me?”

“I wanted to talk to you about it,” she sighed, “You’ve been avoiding me.”

Adam glared at her and threw his gym bag on the ground, “What the fuck, Sariah. Did you do this to me?”

Sariah rose from the bench and ran toward Adam shaking her head, “I was visited too, and I wanted to ask you what happened?” She placed a hand on his shoulder and pulled Adam in for a hug.

The familiar, intimate move caught him off guard, but Adam pushed her away and said, “That fairy bitch talked to you? Is that why she did this to me?” He glared down at her and placed his hands on his hips.

“No. She came to me after she visited you,” she said, sitting back on the bench. Adam noticed that the skirt on her uniform lay bunched up near her crotch. She lifted her bag and placed it over her lap and said, “Lavender told me we need to talk.”

“Lavender? That’s the bitch’s name?” he shouted. “Did you have nightmares about it too?”

Crimson spread across Sariah’s cheeks as she blushed deeply. She stared down at her groin and said, “No. We, uh… She comforted me.”

Adam sat on the bench next to her and asked, “Why did you need comfort?”

“No reason,” she said, adjusting the bag on her lap.

“I need to hide. I need clothes so I can get out of here,” Adam said, motioning to his bare chest. “My old clothes don’t fit and I need to get away from Jeremy out there.” He motioned to the door.

Sariah giggled and glanced up at him, “There’s an extra cheerleading outfit.” She rose from the bench and strode across the room to a closet. A key in her bag opened the door, and she grabbed a folded cheer uniform and slung it over her shoulder. Adam let out a deep sigh and stared at the ground, resigned to his gender-swapped fate for the evening.

“Let’s be quick. I need to get out of here,” he stood up and walked to the closet with her. Sariah stared at his exposed nipples and bit her lip. He watched her expression, confused at the response. His new breasts were much larger than hers. Perhaps she was jealous. The gold uniform slipped over his head and down around his breasts. His breasts overfilled the cups on the bust, cleavage spilled out the low v cut into the fabric. He blushed, trying to pull the uniform down further, but his bust held it in place. The bottom of the shirt rested two inches above his navel. He wore the dark gray sweats from earlier in the day and turned to leave the locker room.

“Where are you going?” Sariah asked. She grabbed him by the arm and pulled down the sweatpants. A cold shiver ran up his slender legs. The gray boxers hung loose on his thighs, but tight at the waist. “You need to wear the cheer skirt,” she added, pulling off his boxers.

Eyes wide, he grabbed her hand and said, “No. No. I’m fine like this.” He pulled the boxers back up, but Sariah reached up and pinched the exposed flesh of his left tit. The sudden pain shocked him and Adam yelped, “Ouch. What was that about?” He lifted his hands and rubbed the sore flesh. Sariah grinned and pulled the boxers down his legs. Her breath caught, and she hesitated, staring at his groin.

“You need to wear the skirt,” she said.

“What about my dick?” he said leaning forward glancing at his groin. His dick was gone. He reached down and felt the soft flesh and panicked. “What is going on?”

“Damn I can’t hide it anymore,” Sariah said pulling Adam in for a kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck and forced her tongue into his mouth.

Gasping for breath, he pushed her away from him and said, “Hide what?”

“I lied. She did do something to me, but I wasn’t going to use it,” Sariah lifted the short skirt of her cheer uniform, revealing an erect dick.

Adam stared at it and his first thought was he wanted it inside him. The idea confused him and he said, “What the fuck? Why do you have a dick?” His breath came in short gasps. “Are you still a girl?” Images of the fairy fucking him danced around his conscious mind, and a sudden desire for the cock filled him. A soft blush turned his cheeks red.

“Lavender wanted me to show you what it felt like,” she leaned forward and rubbed a hand across his large breasts. Adam backed away slowly and bumped into the bench behind him. Sariah pressed her lips against his and their tongues played cat and mouse. She reached around behind him and gripped his ass cheek and pressed her firm dick against Adam’s leg.

“No way. I won’t let you touch me with that,” he said, stumbling back onto the bench. His eyes never left the dick pointed at him. Adam wanted to be his old self, but this experience changed him and opened his sexuality to a new world of transgender pleasure.

Sariah stood over him and said, “I touched yours all the time.” She leaned forward and brushed a hand across Adam’s long hair and pressed her dick against his tits. “You know you want this.” The phrase was reminiscent of his words to her in their old relationship before his gender confusion.

Adam bit back the desire for penetration and shook his head no, but his hands drifted down to the olive-skinned dick. He stroked the dick once and said, “There. I touched it.”

Sariah pushed him onto his back on the bench and said, “Lavender told me all about how many times she fucked you that night.” Adam’s legs spread wide across the narrow bench, and he looked across his body at her. She loomed over his naked lower half and ran her dick across his labia. The soft flesh moistened at the touch. Sariah held her cock in one hand, guiding it along his flesh, and she rubbed her breasts with her other hand. A soft moan escaped her lips.

“No, that wasn’t real,” he mumbled as a shiver ran up his spine. All he could focus on was the dick at the point of penetration. No thoughts of his gender swap or his missing dick entered his mind. He wanted the dick to penetrate him. He wanted Sariah to fuck him on the bench. A shiver ran up his spine, and he wiggled his ass against the dick.

Sariah eased her cock into his virgin pussy and whispered, “She told me all about it when she fucked me.” The dick parted the soft flesh and slid deep into him. Adam gasped, gripping the bench with both hands. “Oh, fuck that feels good,” Sariah said panting with her dick fulling inside Adam. She tried to move but tensed at the intense pleasure. The cock flexed and pulsed, releasing tiny squirts of pre-cum. A soft moan escaped her lips, and she trembled, trying to regain composure.

“Harder,” Adam whispered, blushing up at his girlfriend. “I need it harder.” He pushed against the bench and forced his body against the cock. Sariah nodded her head and pushed her dick further into him. Her hips moved at a steady pace, sliding in and out. Adam lay his head against the wood. The rhythmic pumping bouncing his head gently. He lifted his feet and wrapped them around Sariah’s waist, hooking his ankles at her lower back.

Sariah gripped her breasts over the blue and gold cheer uniform and moaned as she moved. The sound filled the room as she groaned. The moan shifted into an eager grunt and she pumped quicker and more forcefully into him. The blue and gold mini skirt flapped as her hips rocked. Cum dripped from Adam’s pussy, dripping onto the bench below them. They fucked harder and Adam’s breasts bobbed back and forth. His left tit escaped the tight-fitting cheer uniform.

Pleasure coursed through Adam and he moaned out, “Oh Fuck, Sariah. Fill me with your cock.” He gripped his left breast and pressed his fingers into the nipple, rubbing himself as she fucked him. Sariah arched her back and leaned back on her palms on the bench. She let out a loud grunt and hammered her dick deep into him. A tingle spread from his vagina, filling his abdomen with intense joy. Adam screamed as cum shot from the dick filling his insides. Sariah rocked her hips, riding out the intense orgasm and pounding her hard dick deep into him.

Their breath subsided, and Sariah pulled her cock out from Adam. She lay her head on the bench away from him. Their legs spread over each with her cock dangling a few inches from his pussy. Adam struggled to breathe. He wanted her to pound him again with the thick cock.

Sariah cleared her throat and said, “You’re super cute in that uniform.”

A confusing thought passed through his mind. Adam wondered what it looked like. He stared across his body on the bench and tucked his breast and back into the cheer uniform. His hard nipples pressed out against the fabric, poking out for Sariah to see the indentation. Adam asked softly, “Do you think so?” She nodded her head in response. Adam asked in a louder tone, “Do you still love me like this?”

“I do love you, I just wanted you to treat me better,” Sariah shifted on the bench and rose to a sitting position. Adam followed suit and stared down at her thick cock poking out from below the mini skirt.

A loud shout cut off their conversation, “Is everything OK in there? I heard screaming.” Sariah and Adam stared at each other, shocked. The door opened in the distance, and Jeremy walked into the room. His eyes swept from Sariah to Adam and then to Adam’s discarded gym bag on the ground. “Adam, is that you? Why are you in a cheer uniform?”


Chapter 7

“Shit, shit, shit,” Adam cursed, pacing along the wooden bench. Cum dripped down the edge of the wood, pooling on the tile floor of the locker room. He ran a hand through his shoulder-length hair and stared at his girlfriend. Before his transformation, he wore his hair ear length but shaved on the sides. When he transformed somehow, it kept the shaved sides and only the top grew to shoulder length. He brushed it over his left ear. Adam wore the upper half of a cheerleader uniform, but after their sexual experimentation with their new bodies, the gold and blue top hung unzipped in the back and his breasts spilled out atop the cup.

Sariah sat on the bench in the lower half of her cheerleading uniform. Olive skin matched the gold and blue colors of the pleated skirt nicely. Sweat beaded down her perky small breasts. The futanari cock lay between her legs resting on the wood bench. She slipped her panties back up and tried to bunch the cock inside them, but it bulged out from the creamy fabric. “What’s the matter?” she asked, bending down to pick up her discarded bra.

“Jeremy is out there. He doesn’t know I’m a woman now,” Adam spoke, pointing out the door. He tried to focus on the problem at hand.

“So what?” Sariah asked, hooking the latch of her bra in place. A glob of cum dripped from her cock, staining her panties. She rose from the bench and stepped around the pool of semen on the floor.

A knock sounded at the door again as he spoke, “If he finds out then I can’t play in the game tonight.” A cold shiver ran up his spine and goose pimples formed on his arms. The cold air in the room forgotten during their intimate moment suddenly encircled him and he clenched his arms together, trying to warm himself.

“You still want to play in the game like that?” Sariah asked, glancing at the clock on the far wall. She zipped up the uniform on the back and walked over to an open dark blue locker with her last name on it. Adam followed her and opened his mouth to speak, but Jeremy’s voice stopped him.

“I’m coming in,” he announced, and the door flung open slamming against the far wall bouncing off the doorstop. Jeremy caught it in his hand on its way back to him and he shielded his eyes, “If anyone is naked in here I’m sorry, but I think someone stole something from my friend.”

“Just a sec. We’re OK.” Sariah spoke in a more confident voice than normal. “Do not open your eyes. I’m naked,” she lied. Adam realized his bare breasts and legs were exposed to his friend if he opened his eyes.

“Sariah is that you?” Jeremy asked, turning to face her. He kept his hands over his eyes, but Adam worried his friend was peeking. Jeremy wore his football pads over his shoulder and an undershirt. His muscled chest hidden below the bulky gear.

“Yeah,” she shook her head and added, “We’re naked. Leave.” Adam stuffed his breasts into the cheer uniform and zipped up the back. The zipper caught at the top of the massive bust preventing the zipper from going to the top.

“What’s going on? Some girl stole Adam’s bag and ran away,” he motioned into the room with one hand and his left eye locked onto Adam. He stared down at her naked legs and a slight peep escaped his lips. His hand shot back over his eyes and he said, “I’m sorry. I…” He stammered, blushing and backed towards the door.

Sariah growled at Jeremy, “What the fuck was that? No peeking.”

“I’m sorry I didn’t mean to.” He stumbled over his feet and fell backward into the wall behind him. The football pads on his shoulders crashed against the tile floor.

“Adam is in here. He’s getting a pregame fuck,” Sariah said in with a coy smile.

Jeremy closed his eyes and stood up purposely not facing Sariah and Adam, “Shit, Two girls at once Adam? Damn, you’re lucky.”

Adam stared at the cum pooled on the ground and said, “It’s not what it looks like.”

A wide grin split Jeremy’s face, and he pumped a fist in the air, “Fuck yeah it is. I’m spreading this around. When you two finish up with him, send him my way. I’ll be on the field. The game starts in about an hour and a half.” Jeremy punched a fist into the door and let out a whooping yell of encouragement as he left.

Adam stared at the closing door, and a loud sigh escaped his lips. “What do I do now? I need to get ready for the game, but I don’t fit my uniform or pads.” He slumped back onto the bench, and crushing sadness filled him. Recruiters were at this game, and it was his chance to make it on a college team. Jeremy was guaranteed to make it on the team, but Adam’s future was not set in stone. “I can’t go and play like this.” A tear ran down his cheek and his breath came out in labored sobs.

Sariah sat on the wooden bench behind him and ran wrapped her legs around his back. The flaccid cock between her legs pressed into his ass cheeks and she held him close. “We’ll figure something out,” she whispered in his ear. She lay her head onto his shoulder and pressed her chest against his back.

“What can we figure out?” his mind drifted to the cock pressing against him. His sexuality would never be the same after these last few days. At first, he regretted it but wondered if this had been in him all along.

“Let’s chat with Lavender and see what we can sort out,” Sariah said encouragingly. She patted him on the shoulder and squeezed around his waist once. Her arms rested below his breasts, pushing them up slightly.

After two calming breaths, he recovered his emotions and whispered, “Alright.”

“Let’s get dressed again and go somewhere else,” Sariah kissed the back of his neck and rubbed the shaved sides of his head and rose from the bench. Adjusting the pleated skirt, she offered a hand to help Adam up.

“Where else can we go?” He spun on the bench and took her hand and rose. At her soft touch, he felt a tingle of excitement. She tried to walk away, but he gripped her hand firmly and she stared up at him.

She wrapped her arms around him with a wide hug and said, “I feel like we’ve never been closer than right now.” They held each other without speaking for a time. Sariah broke the silence and said, “If we stay here, the other cheerleaders will be here soon.”

“OK. Let’s go to the senior lounge then,” Adam said bending down to pull on the skirt that matched his uniform.

Since the transformation took place without any warning, he had no panties or bra to wear underneath. Sariah commented as they walked out of the locker room, “You better be careful not to make sudden moves or you’ll offer anyone pays attention a nice view of your pussy.”

Red-colored his cheeks, and he whispered, “No sudden moves.”

His pace slowed to a crawl as they walked down the hall and Sariah grinned at him, “You can walk normally. Just don’t jump around.” 


Chapter 8

Sariah sat in the worn-out brown couch on the senior lounge and motioned for Adam to sit with her. Dark blue lockers lined the wall. Rows of lockers blocked their view of the cafeteria beyond, offering a thin veil from the world or any early visitors to the football game. Adam gripped the skirt and pulled it low as he sat next to his girlfriend. The zipper slid down his back as he leaned and his breasts pressed further forward, on the verge of spilling from the uniform.

“How did you summon the fairy in the first place?” he asked. There was no anger or resentment in his voice. Part of him felt comfortable in his new body.

“I’m not sure,” she watched Adam out of the corner of her eye and added, “Lavender just showed up as I was crying in my bed one night and comforted me.”

“Comforted you?” Adam asked, raising an eyebrow.

Sariah blushed, “Much in the same way she comforted you, I assume.”

Adam blushed with her and let out a loud giggle. He covered his mouth, stopping the sound from echoing into the cafeteria beyond. “I still can’t believe she did this to me,” he said smiling.

“Lavender, can you hear me? We need your help.”

“She was in the boy's locker room with me before I ran away,” he said, turning his head to search for the flitting fairy.

Sariah pursed her lips into a frown and said, “Maybe she isn’t coming because I’m not crying.” Adam took Sariah’s hand in his own and intertwined his fingers in hers.

“It’s no use. I need to get used to being a woman for the rest of my life,” Adam tried to summon regret for the situation, but the idea of staying a woman appealed to him. He forced the thought deep down and focused on his old life and how much different this new one would be and finally summoned a tear.

“It’s not the end of the world,” Sariah said, squeezing his hand.

“It is to me,” Adam finally felt genuine sadness and explained, “All I ever dreamed of was going playing college football. Now on the night of my chance to show myself, I can’t even play because I’m not a boy anymore.” Anger welled up along with his sadness, and he gripped the cushion next to him and squeezed out his feelings.

Sariah stared at him with wondering eyes. This new version of Adam expressed feelings. “I’m sorry. That’s got to be hard to feel that way. Whatever happens, I’ll be here for you,” she offered comfort and felt herself falling in love with him.

“I appreciate that,” he said, leaning his head back on the sofa. Adam stared up at the ceiling tiles and groaned.

“It’s the least I can do. I feel responsible for all this,” Sariah said, nestling her head into his shoulder. Her breath danced along his clavicle and flew over his cleavage.

“It’s OK. I deserved it. I was a dick to you,” Adam admitted with a distant sad voice.

Sariah felt anger flush her cheeks, and she blurted out, “Not just me. You were a dick to everyone.”

“That’s not nice. I’m trying to apologize,” Adam said, shaking his head. He knew he deserved the comment, but it still hurt him.

“Sorry. I’m listening,” Sariah said, nestling into his shoulder again.

Adam let out a short sigh and said, “No matter what…”

The buzzing flutter of fairy wings cut him off. Lavender sped into the room and spun around, the lights spraying the ground with sparkles and glitter. “Are the two of you the cutest or what?” she said, twisting in the air and landing on Adam’s knee. She stood about the size of a soda can. Twirling lines of glitter ran down her skin in leafy patterns, encircling her breasts and thighs. The futanari fairy stood naked and stepped up his leg, the flaccid dick swaying as she moved.

“Thank god you’re here. We need your help,” Sariah said, reaching a hand down to Lavender.

“With what?” the fairy asked, stepping into Sariah’s palm.

Sariah lifted her up and placed the fairy atop Adam’s breasts and said, “Adam wants to play in the game. Recruiters are here tonight and it’s really important to him.”

Adam nodded his head at the comment, and his breasts swayed at the motion. Lavender lost her balance on the wiggling breasts and fell onto her ass in the crack of the cleavage. Adam said, “Sorry,” and reached a hand down to pick her up.

The transparent wings on her back fluttered, and she rose to her feet again. She motioned his hand away and said, “That sounds exciting. Do you think you’ll make it on the team like this?” Her tiny fingers pointed to the breasts under her.

“I learned my lesson. Can you change me back?” He asked. In their first conversation, Lavender told him he needed to learn to treat women better, and he felt as though he’d done just that. “Ask Sariah. I’ve been much better.”

“Did he learn his lesson?” Hands-on her hips, she tilted her head and stared up at Sariah.

She lowered her face to within inches of the fairy. Her breath warm on Adam’s flesh, she said in a quiet voice, “I think he did.”

Lavender spun on her heel with her arms extended. Purple glitter flew in a wide circle around Adam’s breasts, settling on his pale flesh. The fairy grinned and placed her hands on her hips, “After only a few days? Damn, I wanted to have more fun with him before we ended this.”

Sariah ran a hand through Adam’s hair and sighed, “This has been an amazing couple of days. How can we repay you?” Thin fingernails scratched his scalp, and she pulled his head closer to hers. The two stared down at their fairy visitor awaiting an answer.

A sparkle in her tiny eyes, Lavender replied, “I didn’t get a good look at the two of you fucking before. Would you mind putting on a show?”

Adam blushed, “She already came twice in me. There’s no way she can go again so fast.” Sariah bit her lip and grinned down at Lavender.

Purple fairy dust fluttered into the air, as Lavender rose into the air with a flutter of her translucent wings. As she spun, her form grew and shifted into the size of a normal woman. Her bare feet touched the tile floor in the lounge, and she held her arms out wide. “Then you’ll be lubricated for me then.” Light filtered through her wings as she wrapped them around herself and formed a thin dress from them. The cock between her legs hung low. Sariah rested her head atop Adam’s breasts and reached down to his pussy. Her fingers spread the lips of his labia wide.

The stretched flesh of his pussy opened at the touch and Lavendar pressed the tip of her large cock against the moist flesh. Cum trickled down his vagina, leftover from the juice that Sariah left in him. Lavender pressed a finger to the milky white substance. She licked her fingers clean and let out a sensual breath. Sariah rubbed the top of Adam’s vagina with one hand and gripped the shaft of Lavendar’s dick with the other.

Lavender pressed her cock through Sariah’s tightly clenched fingers and deep into Adam’s vagina. The thick cock touched the back of his urethra and hung out of his pussy by a few inches. Sariah clenched these few inches of the shaft and stroked them as Lavender rammed her cock in and out of Adam.

Sariah tugged on the blue and gold uniform, revealing Adam’s tits, and she took one of his nipples into her mouth and sucked on the soft flesh. Their bodies moved in silent unison, gyrating and moaning as they shifted on the old sofa. The zipper on the back of Adam’s uniform pulled tight against his flesh. He reached back and tried to pull it down to free himself from it. Sariah pulled down on the top. A loud tearing sound filled the lounge, and the uniform ripped into long pieces. Free from the tight uniform, Adam let out a soft groan.

The thick fairy cock slammed against his flesh repeatedly. The slapping sound echoed through the room and mixed with their groans of pleasure. Adam purred as the dick stirred his insides. A soft moan escaped his lips as Sariah lifted her face from his breasts. Lavender’s wings spread wide and flapped slowly as her cock flexed and readied to explode. Sariah’s lips touched Adams, and they kissed passionately as Lavender rammed her cock into him.

Adam tried to work his tongue around Sariah’s, but his mouth sagged open as he cried out in pleasure, “Oh god, fuck it feels so good.”

Lavender grinned and thrust at a quicker pace, forcing her dick against his urethra. The thick cock thrummed to life inside him and burst out in a hot stream of cum. Sariah sent her tongue deep into Adam’s mouth and kissed him through the end of his orgasm.


Chapter 9

“Let me chat with him,” Lavender patted Sariah on the head gently and twirled her fingers, releasing fairy dust onto the girl's head. The fairy shrank down to her smaller size and flitted around the room in darting zig-zag patterns. “Sariah, go get your team ready for cheering on the game,” she added, coming to a rest atop Adam’s exposed bosom again.

“Are you sure?” Sariah pulled her cock out of Adam’s asshole. Adam shivered and shifted into a sitting position on the couch. Lavender rose into the air and rested on his bosom again when he settled down again. Sariah gripped the soft brown pillow and wiped the cum from her dick onto the fabric. Adam reached down and picked up her uniform and handed it to her. Lavender

“Yes. I want to chat with Adam,” Lavender said, staring up at him from her soft perch on his tits.

Sariah hurriedly put on her bra and slipped back into her uniform, while Adam caught his breath. Stepping backward away from them she said, “No having sex without me. Also, don’t change me back. I want to keep my dick. It’s super cute and I love it.” Adam’s jaw dropped. If he turned back into a man, would he enjoy his girlfriend fucking him in the ass? The question circled his mind, and he let it go. He was young, and the future was uncertain.

A glint in Lavender’s eyes brought him back to the moment. She nodded her head when she had his attention and said, “If that’s what you wish. Hurry along.” Sariah grinned and sped from the senior lounge. Sariah vanished and the sound of her footsteps echoed across the empty cafeteria beyond. Lavender grew to her human size and shifted down Adam’s body resting against him on the sofa. The cum stained fabric squished under her weight. Still caught up in the moment, Adam did not notice the cold sensation of his sweaty and cum covered body.

Goose pimples formed on Adam’s arms as the cold tore through his exposed skin. “What do you want with me now? Haven’t I been through enough?” Adam asked, pleading to the fairy cuddling against him.

Lavender’s slender fingers walked along his abdomen and slid down to his moist pussy. The fairy released a puff of purple fairy dust onto his flesh and rubbed softly against the lips of his labia. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispered into his ear. Adam let out a purring sigh at the gentle touch. Her hand worked up and down along his sensitive skin as she said, “I can give you anything you want.”

Adam moaned softly before he said, “I’m not sure. My life goals have led to tonight. I want to be recruited, but if I’m a man…” The stimulation on his pussy filled his stomach with waves of pleasure and he did not want to give up this incredible feeling.

Slender fingers twirled and rubbed against his clitoris. Purple glitter spilled from her fingers, covering his delicate pussy. Adam stretched backward, gripping the couch firmly. Her hand came to a stop. Adam’s eyes shot open, and he stared at her, confused.

Lavender smiled coyly, “How would your dreams change if you were a woman? Did you want to play football your whole life? You’re not big enough or skilled enough to be a professional, but you could make it on the team. You’d never play, but you’d get a number and a jersey.” Her hand hovered a few inches above his flesh.

“Harsh, but I guess your right,” Adam sighed as he tried to focus on the conversation instead of the hand pointedly not rubbing his pussy.

“Did you have any plans after college?” Lavender asked. Her index finger rested at his clitoris and she pressed into it holding her hand against him without moving.

“I don’t know,” Adam sighed figuring out his future and his sexuality at the same time he wondered if any of his dreams or desires were true to his real self.

“I could make you skilled enough and large enough to play pro. Is that what you want?” her hand drifted and the lips of his pussy tightened at her touch. An image formed in his mind of a more masculine and muscular version of himself, skilled enough to play professional football. His old self would have jumped at the opportunity, but as of now, he sat confused.

Adam panicked at the shrinking pussy and shouted, “No, wait.” His vagina disappeared, leaving him panting. Wide-eyed, he said, “What did you do? I didn’t cum yet.”

A wicked grin split Lavender’s lips, “Are you sure you want to be a man?”

In a tired voice, he replied, “I don’t think so. Maybe I would have a few days ago, but I think…”

“I can do anything for you with my power,” Lavender rubbed the bare flesh between his thighs and his cock emerged from the skin below. It paled in comparison to her and even to his girlfriends. Lavender stroked up and down the dick, holding her thumb and index finger in a tight circle. Bulging veins pressed against her fingers, and Adam let out a low growl as his cock throbbed.

“Anything?” he panted. The lingering arousal from his now-vanished pussy spun unfinished circles in his mind. Adam wanted his dick to come from the handjob, but a deeper part of him longed to return. The fairy pressed the rest of her fingers around the dick and stroked up and down at a steady pace.

“Anything,” Lavender smiled. She lowered her head and took the tip of his dick into her mouth. Her tongue flicked against the circumcised tip of his cock. She sucked gently and stroked in an even rhythm with the pulse of his dick. The soft wet flesh of her tongue stimulated him deep into his groin, but he wondered if it was a lingering sensation from his clitoris.

Adam leaned back against the couch and felt the throb of his cock pulse and ejaculate into her mouth. Cum flowed into her mouth and Lavender pressed her face down until the tip of his dick touched the back of her throat. “I have an idea then,” he whispered as his dick emptied into her mouth.

Lavender raised her head until her eyes were level with Adams. He stared into the soft purple orbs. Cum dripped down her soft pink lips and she asked, “What do you have in mind?”


Chapter 10

Bright lights lit the football field, casting shadows in all directions. Players dressed in blue and gold uniforms huddled in a circle, chanting as they prepared for the match. Jeremy the quarterback lifted his head, searching for his best friend, but when Adam never appeared, he shook his head and chanted along with his friends. Friends and family filled the bleachers, and in front of them stood a small circle of cheerleaders.

Sariah held her pom-poms in one hand and spoke softly to her crew. She washed the cum from her uniform as best as she could, but her skirt bore dark circles where she had washed them. “All right girls, let’s do this.”

Adam walked from the hallway leading to the locker room and smiled at her. Sariah gasped and lost track of her thoughts. Adam was still a woman, and he wore the blue and gold uniform of a cheerleader. This was obviously not the uniform she had given him. It was torn in pieces back in the senior lounge.

“What’s going on?” she asked him as Adam approached the team carrying his own pair of pom-poms.

“I made a choice and I have a surprise for you,” Adam smiled and waved at the other girls.

Questions spread among the other cheerleaders wondering, “Who is this? She’s never practiced with us before.”

“This will change our routine,” added another girl.

Sariah let out a soft sigh and said, “Well Jenna never showed up today, so…” she trailed off unsure of how to introduce Adam.

Adam smiled at her and said, “I’m Sariah’s girlfriend, Lavender.”

A wide smile spread across Sariah’s lips and she hugged Adam tightly. In a soft whisper only for Adam, she asked, “What’s the surprise? And how do you think you’ll do the routine?”

“Our friend offered me a few wishes, and I had her teach me the dance. As for the surprise, wait until you lift me at the end,” he replied raising his pom-poms and shouting, “Go, team.”

The cheerleaders amped up the crowd, dancing and offering their support to the fans and the teams. Sariah stared at Adam the whole time, wondering what it could be. As the moment approached for the final lift, she saw the pleats of his skirt bounced bulged pressure and she gasped. Could he have kept his dick it was so tiny and cute, she thought. Sariah and the other girls lifted Adam into the air and tossed him up. Sariah stared at the bulge between his legs as the blue and gold skirt flapped in the air. Her dick hardened at the sight, and she quickly placed a pom-pom over her groin to hide it.

A blush spread across her face as their routine ended. Sariah ran to Adam and gripped him in a tight embrace. The two kissed in front of the cheering crowd.  


A Transformed Business Trip

Chapter 1

The crowd rose after the applause ended. A handsome woman with penetrating blue eyes spoke into the microphone, “Thank you. I appreciate the applause. I have another presentation this afternoon on managing employees. If you see me around this weekend, feel free to say hello.” She waved with her hand high in the air and the tight-fitting business suit pressed her breasts into each other. The spotlight on the stage dimmed, and she turned to the left and walked off the stage to the forced applause of a business meeting.

Rows of people stood and stretched their legs. A low murmur of conversation built to a drone of hundreds of voices. Steve and Gina rose from their seats near the back of the room and walked to the exit. As everyone filed towards the three exits in the room, Gina wrapped her arm around Steve’s and gripped him tight. He blushed as her breast pressed against his arm and not for the first time, he wished his best friend wasn’t a lesbian. Gina held the door open for Steve and he followed her out of the large convention center room.

Once free from the large meeting room, Gina pulled Steve towards a nearby bathroom and she asked, “What did you think of the meeting?”

“It was good, I took some good notes, but I’m not sure it will all make sense for my business,” he replied gripping his notebook.

Gina nodded her head, “I don’t learn much at these, but they motivate me to keep working hard.” A stray hair escaped the bun of blond hair tied atop her head. She adjusted her cream-colored blouse and asked Steve, “Wait for me for a minute, will you?”

Steve stayed standing by the bathroom door, the dutiful best friend. He watched her ass sway in the dark gray pants. Her shoes clicked on the tiled floor and she rounded the corner out of sight.

Steve pulled out his phone and texted his response to her, “I get it. You’ve been to a lot of these meetings.” As more people exited the meeting a line formed outside the bathroom and Steve walked across the hall to wait away from the line of women.

A short time later Gina came out of the bathroom. Steve pulled on his blue sleeves, avoiding her gaze. He walked towards a nearby elevator, and Gina jogged to catch up to him.

She called out, “Where are you going?” When she caught up to him, she gripped his elbow again.

“I need to head to my room,” Steve replied. He had been attracted to Gina for years, but she was a lesbian and it Steve was a man. He genuinely enjoyed her company, and at his point ignored his feelings for the woman.

Linking arms, Gina walked next to him pulling Steve away from the elevator, “That presenter though. Damn, she was hot.” She adjusted her blouse and Steve briefly glimpsed the top of her breasts. His eyes lingered on her pale skin.

“Yeah, that suit was tight on her bust,” Steve grinned at his friend. Gina always went into great length on her various sexual escapades and Steve would go home and masturbate to the idea that it was him instead of the droves of other women that fucked her. He was tall and slender. His lack of body fat outlined his muscles nicely, but not for excessive working out. He was bookish and liked to stimulate his mind more than his body, but he wanted to stimulate his body with Gina.

She squeezed his arm tightly and breathed in, “God I want to run my hand through her hair while she sucks on my…” she paused and looked up at Steve. She glanced down and Steve wondered what she was about to say, but she continued before he could entertain the thought for long. “Damn, I want to get her alone at this hotel.” She closed her eyes and Steve knew this meant she was on the chase for the hot presenter.

Steve felt his stomach lurch at the thought of her sleeping with another woman that was not him. He said as friendly as he could, “Maybe you’ll run into her later. If I see her, I’ll put in a good word for you.”

“Thanks. Where are we going?” She asked, realizing they were far from the convention rooms at the hotel.

Steve shook his head, realizing that she was not paying attention to him earlier. Steve stopped in the middle of the hall. He glanced around and realized that neither of them was leading towards any destination. They had been walking circles around the lobby. He explained again, “I need to head to my room. My phone died. It was searching for a signal in that conference room. I’ll meet you back down for the next meeting.”

She let go of his arm and waved, “OK. I’m gonna grab a coffee. It’s still early.”

“See you soon,” he watched her enter the small coffee shop and grinned wishing that she would dote after him instead of all these other women.

The crowded entryway to the hotel filled with noise after the meetings ended, Steve walked to the elevator and climbed inside. The door slid closed and a voice cut through the noise outside. A rich alto voice spoke, “Hey, hold that elevator.”

Steve extended an arm, stopping the closing doors. Jean, the beautiful presenter, walked into the elevator and pressed the button for floor fifteen. She looked back at Steve and smiled, “Thanks.”

Steve stared at her, shocked that the woman walked into the elevator with him. The conversation and promise he made to Gina firm in his mind. Steve looked up and down the woman. She stood taller than Steve and had great posture. A wide smile lingered on her narrow face. Blue eyes and perfectly curled short red hair took Steve’s breath away. Steve could see why Gina wanted to sleep with her. He wanted to sleep with this woman as well. He began undressing her with his eyes.

Jean leaned against the wall next to Steve and breathed out a long sigh. Steve could feel the woman staring at him. The awkward moment stretched as the elevator rose floor after floor in silence.

Steve broke the silence and said, “I enjoyed your presentation.” His voice cracked as he spoke, and a blush colored his cheeks.

“Thanks,” Jean glanced at Steve again and smiled. She tilted her head at him and said, “Do you want a pick me up for the next meeting?”

Steve’s mind went blank, and he nodded his head, unsure what she meant, but he hoped that it meant she was interested in him.

Jean lifted her handbag and pulled out a small orange pill bottle. She rattled it and pulled out a long white pill. She winked at Steve and said, “Take this and come find me at the bar tonight.”

Shock spread along his limbs and Steve took the pill from her hand without speaking. The elevator rang and opened on floor fourteen and Steve exited, “See you.” Pill in hand, he stared at Jean as the doors closed.

Jean waved and tilted her head as the doors slid closed.

The pill seemed to weight ten pounds in his hand and he stared down at it as he walked toward his room. He slid the card into his hotel room and retrieved his things. He wanted to stay and hide in his room for the afternoon, but he also wanted to see Gina again. He filled a glass of water and took the pill. Steve needed something to brighten his mood. The unmarked pill made him feel nervous, but he pushed down his reservations and swallowed. Sighing, he grabbed his portable charger. His stomach lurched, and the room spun a wide circle. Steve gripped the door handle to hold himself up. He muttered a curse and drank the rest of the glass of water. The moment passed, and he opened the door back out to the hall. He glanced at his watch. There were twenty minutes before the next meeting started. Steve wanted to spend the time with Gina. He trotted back down the hall and pressed the button to call the elevator again.


Chapter 2

The door slid open and Steve entered with his head down. A strange sensation swirled inside his stomach. The floor lurched below him, and he steadied himself, reaching out to a handrail. Instead of the cold metal in the elevator, his hand came upon soft warm skin. Jean spoke in her rich alto voice, “Hello again.”

“Hi,” Steve blushed and stood on steadier feet with her help. He said pulling away from her grasp and gripping the handrail in the elevator, “Thanks. I’m not sure what came over me.” He glanced at the floor numbers lit on the elevator wall. Jean already pressed the lobby button and Steve stepped back and stood next to her. The elevator spun circles, and he forced his eyes closed.

“Did you take the pill already?” she asked, eying him with interest.

Steve wanted to please Gina, and getting Jean’s number and introducing them would make her happy. He said after breathing a heavy sigh, “My friend wanted me to tell you you’re hot and to get your number if I ran into you.” He stared straight ahead, resigned to his position of wingman to the woman of his dreams. As an afterthought, he said, “She’s very pretty and if you're interested, I can introduce you.”

The two stared forward into the dim reflection on the metal door in front of them. A thin smile spread across her lips. She said after a long pause, “Your friend, huh?” She stepped closer to Steve and placed his hand on the elevator wall, leaning over him.

Hands up in protest, Steve stammered, “Yeah… uh, she’s getting a coffee downstairs. I can introduce you.” The lights flickered in the elevator. Fear of getting stuck flashed through his mind and his face turned red.

Jean misunderstood this as well and grinned, “How are you feeling?” She ran a hand through his short brown hair.

“Well… not really. I…” Steve rubbed his churning stomach and said, “What was that pill you gave me?”

The lights shut off, and the elevator halted. The floor bounced slightly. Emergency lights flashed on and dimly lit the small room. Steve looked up at the shadowed, beautiful face in front of him. He tried to back away, but she placed a hand against the wall on either side of his head.

“Damn, it looks like the elevator stopped,” Jean licked her lips and added, “I’ve only ever watched it happen a few times.”

Steve tried to back away, but Jean held him in place with her piercing gaze. He cursed, “Shit, I’m going to miss the next meeting.”

“Don’t worry, they’re all basically the same anyway,” Jean smiled down at Steve.

“I know right,” he blushed darting his eyes around the small space looking for a way out, but Jean bobbed her head keeping her face in his vision.

“I’ll give you my number. No need to pass it to this friend of yours. Why don’t you reach out to me?” Jean mimed air quotes around the word friend. She pressed her chest toward Steve, and their faces rested inches away from each other. The buttoned dark blue blazer brushed against Steve’s chest, but not enough for him to feel more than the fabric.

Steve blushed and stuttered trying to find a way out of this, “Oh, yeah I’m flattered, but it was my friend.”

“Don’t be coy with me. You got me alone in the elevator twice now. I think you’re following me and it's hot.” Jean ran a finger along Steve’s jawline. She raised an eyebrow and leaned in for a kiss.

Quickly bobbing his head to the side, Steve dodged the kiss and tried to say, “I promise I’m not.” As an afterthought, he wondered why he did not want to kiss the beautiful woman.

“Fine, I’ll play along,” Jean pressed her lips against Steve’s. The soft flesh enveloped his own. Their faces pressed against each other; Steve found himself enjoying the attention.

Ending the innocent peck, Steve breathed, “Fuck.” Jean leaned in for a second kiss and pressed her chest against. Steve felt the blood and lust rushing to his groin and his cock hardened as Jean pressed her tongue into Steve’s mouth. Their lips opened, and they made out Jean holding Steve against the wall.

Steve pushed Jean off of him and panted catching his breath, “Wait, what if the elevator comes back on.”

“Does this friend of yours want me to suck his dick?” Jean knelt on the ground in the elevator. The dim light casting dark shadows across the floor.

“What? No, I don’t think so,” Steve tried to back away, but Jean’s fingers pulled on his belt and he froze.

“That's too bad,” Jean replied, unbuckling Steve’s belt. The zipper echoed through the small room as it lowered, and she pulled Steve’s pants to the floor. Steve stood in his tight gray boxer briefs. Erect, his dick pressed against the fabric, trying to escape. Jean ran a finger along the shaft and grinned up at Steve. Steve did not protest, but he looked away from Jean. After his boxers fell to the floor atop his pants, Jean licked the tip of the cock and gripped Steve’s balls in her hand. Her tongue caressed the sensitive skin of the dick. Steve gasped at the quick tongue movements. Pressure built in the base of his cock.

The sexy woman put her mouth over the tip of the cock and sucked on the first inch. She licked and sucked in tandem.

“Oh god, this is a dream come true,” Steve moaned. Jean only pleased the tip of the cock and Steve knew that he would cum soon. He gripped the wall on his side, trying to hold back the cum that would soon erupt from his dick. He flexed his ass cheeks and said, “I’m going to cum. Fuck, this is so hot.”

The flesh on his dick tightened and Steve expected cum to erupt from his dick, but nothing came. Jean giggled with glee over the dick and sucked furiously. With each suck, Steve’s cock shrank. Steve panicked and worried that his dick was becoming flaccid partway through the blow job.

Jean pulled her mouth off the cock and grinned up at Steve, “I’ve never been this close when it happened.” She stroked the dick with her hands, and it shrank with each pump along the shaft.

“What the fuck is happening?” Steve stammered.

Warm bursts of his sexual liquid shot across Jean’s hands from the one-inch dick and after a moment a soft pop sounded. The dick shrank into his flesh along with his balls. Jean wiped the cum from her hands onto Steve’s boxers. With a grin, she replied, “Well, that pill I gave you is working. Faster than I’ve ever seen before. I think ejaculating urged things along.”

“When will it come back?” Steve protested, trying to get out of his trapped position in the elevator.

Jean stared up at him from her knees on the ground. A wicked grin split her lips. “I want to fuck you,” Jean glanced back to the elevator door and stared at their reflection in it.

“Right here? What if the elevator starts up again?” Steve tried to protest, but he did not complain that he did not want to, he complained that this was not a good place for it. After a moment, he clarified, “Wait, I don’t have a dick anymore. How can I fuck you?”

“Aren’t you curious? Most men are,” Jean stood up and leaned against Steve. Her breasts pressed into his chest. She folded his arms and waited for a response.

Steve offered her a confused look, “Curious about what?”

“Suck my dick and then I’ll fuck you,” Jean explained. She unlatched her belt and dropped her pants to the floor. Steve stared at her dick. It was a few inches longer than his own, or than his dick had been before it vanished. Steve felt special. Never in his life had anyone wanted to fuck him for the sheer pleasure and lust of the moment, but the woman wanted Steve and he liked the feeling. Thoughts of the strange loss of his dick vanished, and he nodded his head.

Knees on the floor, he stared at the dick a few inches from his face. Steve breathed in nervously, “I’ve never done this before.” Jean nodded her head encouragingly and Steve tried to suck on the dick the same way Jean had his own. He was not very practiced. Steve bobbed his head up and down and licked as fast and hard as he could. Jean chuckled and gripped Steve on the sides of his head, taking control and guiding the younger man on how to service a dick. Steve quickly learned and sucked the tip while rubbing the shaft. Jean groaned in pleasure and leaned against the far wall. With one hand she unbuttoned her blazer and gripped her left breast, pinching the nipple. She flexed her other arms and gripped Steve on the shoulder, pumping her large dick into Steve’s mouth. Cum burst out of the large cock. Steve panicked and spat it out onto the tiled floor of the elevator.

Jean gripped his head and forced him to take the cum into his mouth, “Yes. Fuck, take it.” The futanari cock erupted over and again filling Steve’s mouth with the warm liquid. He coughed, gagging on the cum. Jean grinned down at him and said, “God that felt good.” As the cum slid down his throat, a new sensation formed. Steve felt a tearing and stretching inside his abdomen. It bordered on pain, and he closed his eyes, trying to focus on the cock in his mouth.

Steve rose from the kneeling position, mouth full of cum. The urge to vomit and spit it out filled him. Jean pointed to her dick and said, “Now lube it up. I want to fuck you.” Jean leaned forward, pressing her cock against Steve’s bare legs.

Cum dripped from his mouth. Steve guided the stream of cum onto her dick. Droplets landed on the tiled floor piling near the discarded pants. Both stood naked from the waist down. Jean took a handful of her cum and turned Steve around to face the wall. The tip of her dick aimed at Steve’s anus. She probed with a cum covered finger, spreading his flesh. Her dick kissed his anus, and she eased the opening wider with her finger. After a bit of coercion, the asshole spread, and Jean penetrated him. All protest vanished, and Steve gripped the handrail in the elevator.

“Oh god, it's tight,” she breathed out motionless. The pressure around her dick almost enough to make her cum again. Jean pressed her hips forward and worked her dick further in. Steve groaned and reached down to stroke his cock, but found bare skin. As she pumped into Steve, he closed his eyes and imagined Gina, but she never made him feel special. In his vision, Gina was fucking him instead of him fucking her. The image startled him. Jean fucked him, and he liked it. His world shifted, and suddenly he wanted this sex with all of his mind.

“Yes, pound my ass,” Steve encouraged, as Jean thrust harder and faster into him. Steve’s head bumped into the wall repeatedly as Steve slammed his cock into him. A sudden flash of pleasure exploded in his abdomen, and he lost strength in his legs. Steve fell to the ground and writhed. He rolled onto his back, and his blue shirt tore along the right seam. Breasts formed and grew on his chest. The skin expanded as mammary glands grew and expanded. Steve orgasmed from inside his growing vagina and wailed out in pleasure. A pussy blossomed on his groin and erupted in a stream of cum pouring down his sensitive flesh.

Jean stroked her cock, watching Steve’s body slowly transform into a woman before her. She pulled off her blazer and stripped her white shirt off, revealing a black lace bra. Steve tore at his shirt as the tight fabric hurt his still growing breasts.

“What is happening to me?” Steve called out, but instead of his normal baritone voice, it came out in a high soprano. Steve blushed and felt at the growing nipples. They hardened to his touch and his breasts grew to a massive ‘DD’.

Jean groaned, and cum shot from her dick, covering the writhing Steve on the ground. She replied in a soft tone, “I brought out the woman in you. If you decide this isn’t right for you, I have a pill that will turn you back, but you need to wait three days before you can take it.”

Steve rose to his knees and stared down at his breasts. They hung low. The underside of his tits pressed into his abdomen. The heavy sensation felt uncomfortable and added an unfamiliar strain to his back. Steve tried to process the words that Jean spoke to him, and he replied, “Three days as a woman. I can manage three days.” He stared at the woman in the dull reflection and wondered if he could survive as a woman. How would Gina react?

“We’re not done,” Jean growled, lowering herself onto the ground over Steve. Her cock pressed into the moist labia and forced its way into his vagina. Steve fell onto his back and gripped her by the thrusting hips. Jean’s breasts rubbed against his and Steve’s nipples hardened against the black lace bra. Steve lifted his legs and wrapped them around Jean’s back. He looped his ankles over each other and forced his ass towards the cock ramming into his pussy.

Steve’s mind shattered. The intense pleasure filled his vagina and spread along his body in tendrils of passion. His hand slipped from her hips, and he lost himself to the pleasure. A loud moan escaped his lips, and he pressed his hands against the side of the elevator, pressing himself harder against the dick. Jean pressed her lips to Steve’s nipples and sucked on the tender flesh. Her dick slid in and out, filling and stretching the newly grown vagina. Her cock flexed and pulsed with life inside him. Steve gripped his breasts, massaging the sides as Jean sucked on his nipples.

“Damn, God, it's so good,” Steve moaned.

Pressure built in the tip of her cock and she knew she would cum inside Steve at any minute. Steve stroked the top of his labia as the cock rammed in and out of him. Their dull reflection offered Steve a glimpse of his true feelings. He knew that his sexual identity would never recover from this. His abdomen flexed and the lines of his six-pack stood out as he orgasmed in his full body. His breath shortened, and he panted, letting out a squeaking sound with each breath. Jean’s short red curls bounced back and forth as she thrust. The curls swayed at chin length, swinging wildly around her head.

The lights flickered and the dimly lit elevator became a fully lit moving elevator. “Fuck the power came back on. I’m not done yet,” Jean groaned, ramming her cock hard into Steve.

Steve twisted slightly so he could reach the buttons on the elevator and slammed his fist into the stop car button. The elevator came to a halt. It bounced, and Jean pounded into Steve. He said with a soft moan, “That should give us a minute.”

“Fuck, fuck,” Jean called as her dick exploded with pleasure. Cum filled Steve’s virgin pussy. Steve moaned in pleasure, gripping Jean’s breasts in his hands, massaging the soft flesh over the black lace bra. Cum filled his insides, churning the burning orgasm. He howled and collapsed to the ground, panting. Breathing slowed and Jean pulled her dick from the gender-swapped Steve.

Handkerchief in hand, Jean wiped her dick, she grinned at Steve and said, “Good, now get cleaned up we’re going to be late to the meeting.”

“What?” Steve replied. He rolled to his hands and knees and said, “My clothes don’t fit me anymore.”

Jean handed him the soiled handkerchief and said, “Here. I want you to remember your first time.” Steve stared down at the cloth stained with the other woman’s cum.

“I need clothes. I can’t exit the elevator like this,” he protested, bundling his clothes into a ball in his arms. He covered his large tits with the bundle and pleaded, “Please. You’ve gotta help me.”

A wicked grin split Jean’s face again, “Fine, come up to my room. I’ll get you an outfit, but it will cost you another fuck.”

Steve nodded his head, eager to feel the stretching pleasure of the futanari cock inside him.

“Good,” she said pressing the floor fifteen button. The elevator moved slowly upward, and Jean placed an arm around Steve. “I have so much to teach you.”


Chapter 3

Jean stood over Steve on the bed holding a black rope and a pair of handcuffs. She pulled her red hair over her ears and swung the cuffs around an extended finger. She lowered to her knees over Steve. Her flaccid cock hanging low, swaying as she moved. It touched the comforter below her when she rested on the bed.

Steve stared at the cock and held up a hand, “I need to send a quick text.”

Jean bobbed her head, “Fine, but be quick.”

Steve navigated his phone to Gina’s contact info and typed out, “I’m not feeling very well. I’m going to skip this meeting. Can you cover for me?” Steve put the phone down on the bedside table and turned back to Jean.

“Now be a good girl,” Jean said tying the rope around his ankles. She pulled the rope tight and fastened it to the bedposts.

Excitement filled Steve, and his pussy dripped with anticipation. The phone buzzed on the end table and Steve turned to pick it up, but Jean gripped him by the wrist, stopping him. She waved a finger at him teasingly and latched a handcuff around his wrist and attached it to the headboard. Steve fought back and reached with the other hand.

The phone barely out of reach, Jean shot out and stopped his second attempt. “You want to play rough?” Jean asked, gripping his other wrist and latched her second pair of handcuffs on his wrist.

Squirming on the bed Steve pouted, “At least let me respond to her.”

Jean held the phone and straddled her naked body over Steve. Her ass rested on his abdomen and her cock lay flaccid against his breasts. Jean read the text aloud, “Let’s see, Gina says, Is everything OK? Do you need me to get you some medicine?” A wicked glint flashed across her piercing blue eyes, “Gina, hmm… Should I tell her where you are?”

“Wait, don’t do anything, she’s my best friend,” Steve pulled against the handcuffs and tried to buck Jean from him.

The sexy futanari woman rode the tide of his squirming with the expertise of a bull rider. She rocked her hips and swayed in unison with his motion. Her fingers moved quickly and in moments she sent a response. “Perfect, now. Where were we?” Jean kissed Steve’s breasts, taking his soft skin into her mouth and sucking on his nipples.

“What did you send her?” Steve asked, but soon forgot as Jean fucked him with more ferocity than before.


Chapter 4

Curled short red hair swayed as Jean tilted her head, inspecting herself in the tall mirror on the wall. She reapplied eyeliner and soft red lipstick. She puckered her full lips in the mirror and glanced at the now gender-swapped Steve tied to the bed. She smiled at him through the reflection and waved her hand holding the lipstick. After buttoning up her shirt, she walked towards the door and grabbed the room key card.

“Where are you going?” Steve asked pulling against the handcuffs holding each of his hands to the corners of the bed. A black rope tied his feet to the corner of the bed. Naked in the bed, Steve was once a slender tall man, but now a slender tall woman. Newly grown breasts fell down his chest, squashing into his chest. Cum stained his large breasts and dripped down from his nipples to wrinkled bedsheets below him.

“I’ve got a meeting on managing employees in a moment here. I’ll be back before cocktail hour and the last meeting,” she gripped a small black purse under her arm and placed the key card inside. Leaning down, she arched her back and angled her ass towards the tied up Steve. Her mini skirt offered him a glimpse of the hot pink panties below. The tight panties held her dick in place, tucked low down her thigh. Slow fingers pulled on a pair of black high heels.

Unable to sit up and look at the beautiful redhead, Steve demanded with as much dignity as he could muster, “When will I turn back into a man?” Steven wondered how he never noticed the futanari dick when the woman was presenting.

Jean giggled down at him from across the room, “You didn’t seem too keen on changing back all afternoon.” She rose and looked at him over her shoulder.

“I’m presenting a brief numbers report tonight. I can’t do it as a woman. My badge and all my identification say I’m Steve,” he said, leaning as far to the side as he could. He wanted to get his phone and ask Gina to get him out of this predicament. Gina was the woman he loved, but she was a lesbian. A problem that prevented them from being together in the past, but now that he was a woman. Perhaps they could be together. The thought of staying as a woman just for Gina was upsetting, but Steve wondered if it would alter his chances with her.

“I can fix that. You’ll be fine,” Jean reached into her purse and pulled out a small unlabeled bottle. A spike of panic rose in Steve. It was a similar pill, and bottle that started this whole gender-swapped afternoon in the first place. Jean placed a pill on the counter and said, “I’ll give that to you tonight and not a moment sooner.” Jean pinched his nipple and twisted it. The cum on his nipples dripped onto her hand as she twisted.

“Ouch,” Steve called out. Jean grinned and wiped the cum from her hand onto Steve’s bare stomach. Steve squirmed on the bed and said, “I’m still tied here. I need to get dressed and out of here.”

“I won’t be gone more than an hour,” Jean grinned at him and pulled out a key from her purse. The silver metal clicked on the wood next to the pill.

Steve stared at the nightstand. His phone sat next to the pill and key, no more than two feet away, but much further than he could reach. The door opened and Steve called out, “Please Jean. I promise. I’ll do whatever you want. Just untie me.”

Jean grinned back at him over her shoulder, “You naughty girl. You waited until I opened the door to call out like that.” Jean stared back at him with her piercing blue eyes. He blushed at her hungry stare, and the pit of his stomach lifted. He wanted her to punish him. Jean flipped the metal lock closed while she held the door open. The hotel lock normally would latch from the wall onto a knob on the door, but since the door was already open, it would serve as a doorjamb holding it open enough for anyone to enter without a key.

“What are you doing?” Steve asked, panicking. What if someone saw him naked on the bed? He could lose his job if caught like this by HR. Panic set in and he thrashed against the bonds holding him in place.

“I set up a little surprise for you,” Jean smiled, closing the door. She peeked in at him from the slight crack on the door and said, “You be good now. No making any noise or escaping.”

The last drip of cum fell from Steve’s breasts onto the bed. He sat debating in his mind if he should call out for help or wait until she came back. Minutes passed, and he thought of the wild sex in the elevator. He didn’t bat an eye at losing his dick or transforming into a woman. The entire afternoon felt like a dream. He asked himself if he would wake up from this strange experience and be in his hotel room alone.

The phone on the nightstand vibrated. Steve glanced at the screen, but from his limited angle, he couldn’t see who was calling.

A soft knock tapped on the door. Steve jolted in the bed and tried to hide, but all he managed to do was clang the handcuffs against the wood. The metal dug into his wrists and he winced.

Gina’s soft voice called into the room through the small crack in the door, “Steve, are you in there?.”


Chapter 5

“Steve?” Gina asked into the room.

“Shit,” Steve muttered under his breath, then he kept quiet and stopped moving. Eyes glued to the door he waited hoping that she would leave.

“Who's there?” she knocked again but made no move to enter the room. Steve’s mind raced. He gripped the bedsheet in his left hand and tried to pull it over her exposed body. The handcuffs prevented him from moving it over more than his forearm. The rustling sheets filtered out the door towards Gina.

“Steve what is this?” she asked opening the door a crack. The blond bun on top of her head tilted to the side as she leaned her head into the room. Her cheeks were tight in a concerned expression, and wrinkles drew lines across her forehead. Her brown eyes locked with Steve. She blushed bright pink and slid into the room without a word. She flipped the bolt back and closed the door all the way. She stood next to the door and held the handle behind her back. Gina breathed in a full breath and bit her lip, staring at Steve naked on the bed.

“Uh, hi. I can explain,” Steve said, blushing bright red, but no more words came to him. How could he explain that he was transformed into a woman? How did Gina know to find him in this room? Was this the surprise that Jean mentioned? Steve squirmed, pulling his arms and twisting. His large breasts waved and wiggled as he tried to pull himself free.

“Shit. I’m in…” Gina said, stepping forward. She bent in-between steps and kicked off her flat-soled shoes. The light brown freckles on her cheeks lifted as she smiled down at Steve. She a loose billowing black skirt that hung down to her Her shoes landed on the ground near the large mirror and she jumped onto the edge of the bed.

“Uh hi,” Steve said, waving his left hand. His wrist flopped forwards, and he moved it side to side. The rest of his forearm was held in place. As Steve spoke again he noticed that his voice was a higher tone than before. It came out a few octaves higher than his normal pitch. “This is Jean’s room, but I got tied to the bed. I need to get back dressed.”

Gina ran her eyes around the bed, across the dried cum and wrinkled sheets. She smirked at the naked woman in front of her and said, “Jean Wilkins? Shit, is she here? I need to be sure this isn’t rape. Did Steve tie you up or is this consensual?” She sat on her knees in between Steve’s spread legs and sat back onto her heels. The blue skirt flowed down the sides of her hips, but a large bulge pressed the fabric up at her groin.

“What?” Steve asked. His eyes locked onto Gina’s erect dick.

“Steve sent me a text about coming into this room,” she replied pursing her lips slightly and leaning to the left. The loose bun atop her head flopped to the side. “You look vaguely familiar, do I know you? Is Steve in here? What is going on?”

“Shit,” Steve replied, glancing at his phone on the table. Gina followed his eyes and stared at the familiar phone. Confusion spread across her face, and Steve pointed to the pill. “Give me the pill and you’ll see that I’m Steve.”

Gina furrowed her brow and glanced at the pill and back to Steve, “Last I checked, Steve wasn’t a slender busty woman, but a dorky loyal friend. Is this some sort of trick? What’s going on?” She stood up from the bed and walked to the nightstand. On her phone, she dialed Steve and watched his phone ring on the table. Gina offered Steve a confused look and asked, “Where is Steve?”

“Gina it’s me,” Steve pleaded. “Jean drugged me with a gender swap pill or something. I need to take that pill on the table to turn back into myself.” He pulled against the handcuffs and pleaded with her.

“Haha. I know Steve has a little kid crush on me, but that’s not a funny joke,” she picked up the pill and inspected the small white circle.

“No, I’m telling the truth. I ran into Jean and told her about you, but she gave me a pill and I turned into a woman. Then she fucked me. It turns out she’s a futanari like you,” Steve explained. A cold trembled spread up his spine as he spoke. “We’ve been best friends for a few years. I just told you something that you told me privately not more than a few hours ago.” His voice gradually shifted to panic as he continued, “You’ve got to believe me. You’re my only chance at getting out of here and turning back into myself.”

Gina rubbed her chin with short fingers. Her freckled cheeks widened in a grin as she said, “So this pill would change you back?” She twisted on her heels and faced the naked Steve on the bed.

“Do you believe me?” Steve’s eyebrows shot up hopefully.

“I’m not sure yet,” Gina said. “God your tits are big.”

“I know it feels weird. Can you give me the pill or at least unlock the cuffs? The key is right there.” Steve pointed to the silver key on the nightstand.

Gina picked up the key and pulled the handcuff closest to her until the metal slid into the slot. She paused at the point of unlocking him and asked, “It’s a shame you know.”

“What is?” Steve asked, holding his breath.

“I’m super hard right now and I want to fuck you,” Gina said lifting the skirt. The blue folds of her skirt separated until her futanari dick came free. There were no balls at the base of her cock, and she wore wide purple panties. The dick pressed the purple panties forward. Thick veins bulged from the cock. She held the skirt up with two hands, offering Steve a private view of her intimate parts that he had so longed to touch.

Arousal built inside Steve and he wondered if he would ever get a chance to be with her ever again. As a woman she was interested, but as himself she did was not attracted to him. “Really?” he gasped.

“How long until you turn back into a man if I give you this pill?” Gina asked as she stepped towards the bed. One hand on her skirt, she gripped her cock in the other and whacked it against Steve’s tit.

The soft flap of flesh on flesh filled his ears. Steve needed the futanari cock inside him. “I don’t know,” he admitted. Unable to move, he bit his lip, staring at the cock.

Gina slapped her palm against Steve’s open mouth, forcing the pill down his throat. Gasping against her palm, he chocked the pill down his throat. A satisfied Gina whispered down to Steve, “We better hurry then.” The white pill bounced against the back of his mouth. Steve gagged it up, but Gina shook her head no.


Chapter 6

The white pill slid down Steve’s throat and he stared up at Gina in shock. The woman he loved wanted to fuck him. He longed for this day for years, but was it worth transforming into a woman? Steve chocked down the pill and asked, “Are you sure?” Gina nodded her head and satisfaction split her mouth into a wide smile.

The futanari cock inches away from Steve’s tits twitched. She ran a thin pale finger along Steve’s outstretched arms. Her nail dug gently into his skin. She traced along the inside of his arm and around to his side. A shiver ran up Steve’s spine. The feminine curves of his gender-swapped body drew Gina’s attention. The pale-skinned futanari Gina giggled and picked up the key from the table. She unlocked the cuff from the bed. Steve tried to pull free and sit up, but Gina jumped onto the bed. Her skirt spread wide, and she straddled over his lean muscled abdomen. The thick futanari cock pressed into Steve’s tits, as Gina pressed him back onto the bed.

“What are you doing?” Steve asked staring at her as she unlocked his other hand from the bedpost. Gina grinned at him with a half-smirk. She spun on his stomach and reached down to his legs. Steve rubbed his sore wrists, but she did not remove them from his body. She unhooked them from the bed. Gina untied the knots holding his feet in place. Steve closed his legs from the wide v position that they held for hours. A slight ache rippled through his muscles.

Gina gripped his legs and lifted them high into the air. Steve gasped and panicked, “What are you doing?” Gina spanked his lifted ass but said nothing. A red welt formed across his ass cheek. Gina grabbed the handcuffs and linked them around his ankles. The handcuffs held his right wrist to his right ankle and left wrist to the left ankle. Steve was forced to lift his feet high into the air. The only comfortable position was on his back with his ankles near his shoulders. Luckily he was a limber man, but his new womanly physique offered him more flexibility.

The light pink pussy stared up at Gina. Dried cum flaked off his ass cheeks where Jean had left her mark on him from hours before. From one restrained position to another, Steve tried to relax his muscles, but the only comfortable position was spreading his legs even further apart. Gina scooted her knees closer to Steve’s ass, lining up her cock to the spread lips of his vagina. The tip of her enormous dick pressed against the ‘V’ at the tip of his clitoris. Gina held her blue skirt in one hand and her dick in the other. Steve desperately wanted to see her full naked beautiful body, but Gina did not waste any time rubbing her cock against his labia. The gentle touch on his delicate flesh sent tingles through his vagina. Steve clenched his ass cheeks and rocked his hips against the cock pressed firmly against his clitoris.

“What if the pill turns me back into a man right now?” Steve asked.

Gina repositioned herself on the bed, angling her cock down into the raised hips. She Gripped the chain of the handcuffs with each of her hands and used it to propel herself down. The thick futanari cock slid deep, penetrating Steve’s sensitive flesh. Steve gasped for air as the cock stirred his insides. It slid in and out, stretching his tight pussy to fit the thick cock. He tried to squirm and grip the bed, but Gina held him firmly in place as she rammed her cock down into him.

“You fucking take my cock, Steve,” Gina growled at him as she rammed her cock down harder.

Steve let out a purr as the cock spread him wide. The pleasure of the massive dick coursed through him. He wanted this moment for so long, and now he had it. “Harder,” he moaned over and over as Gina pounced on him. The bed creaked and bowed low as she slammed repeatedly into him. After each thrust, Steve let out a brief moan. He tried to say words, but Gina pounded her cock into him with determined fury. The skirt folded down, hiding her cock from Steve’s view. He stared up at the ceiling tiles. His entire body bounced on the mattress with each slam.

Gina growled in a soft voice, “Is this hard enough for you?” Steve tried to respond to her, but the creaking bed drowned out his moaning reply. Gina grinned down at him. Sweat beaded on her forehead. She let go of his wrists and lifted Steve’s ass higher into the air.

Intense pleasure melted Steve’s sense of the world around him. The dick delved deeper into him with each thrust spreading his flesh stretching him from the inside. Blond hair spilled from the bun on Gina’s head as it loosened and fell apart. Hair framed her face, reaching down to her shoulder, but bouncing wildly as she fucked him. Steve let out a long clear scream. His voice filled the room, encouraging Gina to speed up her pace. Gina thrust hard into his vagina. Her cock throbbed and readied to spill her seed into him.

“I’m going to fill your transgender pussy before it disappears,” she grunted in between thrusts. Steve kept moaning as the bed bounced with their rough sex. Gina’s cock erupted inside him. Cum shot out in a steady stream, pouring into him. The bed frame groaned and creaked as she slammed hard into him. The cock erupted over and over into him. Gina lifted the blue skirt and pulled her cock out. She stroked it and shot cum all over Steve. The futanari cock erupted with an ungodly amount of cum. It shot long jets of cum streaking across the bed covering Steve. Soon cum dripped down his face and hair. Steve opened his mouth, taking as much of it into himself as he could.

The orgasm subsides, and Steve’s breath calmed down. Gina grinned at him and stood from the bed. She wiped the cum from her dick onto the bedsheets. She adjusted her blouse back into position and tucked her small bra back over her small tits. Hair askew, she looked into the mirror and pursed her lips. Gina walked out of the room, leaving Steve panting on the bed.

“Hey wait,” Steve called. “You can’t leave me like this too.”

“Tell Jean I’ll be back for more after dinner,” Gina pulled her hair up and swirled it back into a bun cinching it together with a hair tie. Afterward, she replaced a few of the bobby pins holding it in place better.

Steve pulled against the handcuffs and rolled onto his knees, but his arms were now stuck firmly beneath him. He rolled over onto his back again, “We still have two days of this retreat. I can’t be locked in this room the whole time. I have a presentation in a few hours.”

Gina waved and vanished out of sight. The door slid closed and Steve found himself alone on the bed again. Covered in cum for the second time today, he never wanted this weekend to end.


Chapter 7

Tied up on a hotel bed covered in cum from two different futanari women, Steve watched the clock tick closer to his upcoming presentation. In a crazy turn of events, he started the day as a man pining for his lesbian girlfriend. Now only half-past two, he transformed into a woman and had been fucked by beautiful futanari women. Not even in his wildest fantasies could he envision this would happen to him. Steve’s slender body once lanky and awkward shifted into a curvy fit woman with large breasts. His voice raised in pitch and everything except his hairstyle fit his new womanly body. He wore short brown hair shaved close to his scalp on the sides and a few inches long on the top.

More than escape from the handcuffs holding his wrists to ankles, Steve wanted a drink of water and to scratch an itch on his nose. He twisted on the bed and placed his hands and feet together, forming the vague shape of a triangle with his body. Pressing his nose into the cum soiled sheets, he rubbed the itch on his nose. Chills spread over his cold, naked body. Steve stared at the black screen on the TV, wishing for some form of entertainment while he waited for Jean to return.

The lock clicked on the distant doorway with a metallic switch. The door swung open, and Jean strode in with her tight business jacket slung over her shoulder. The white buttoned dress blouse had a low neckline. Red hair curled down her soft face to her chin. She stared into the room at Steve with penetrating blue eyes. Steve rolled onto his back and the bonds forced him to spread his legs wide. Jean closed the door behind her and leaned against it with her hands behind her back.

Jean grinned at him and said, “I see you’ve in a new position. Hopefully, it was your girl Gina and not a stranger.” Jean let out a soft chuckle and stepped into the room. The handbag tucked under her left arm slid down and fell to the floor. She picked it up and placed it on the dresser next to the TV across from Steve. Navy blue painted fingernails tapped on the dresser. Small white flowers decorated the corners of each fingernail.

“What did you text her? I still haven’t been able to check my phone,” Steve asked, following her around the room with his eyes.

“I got her attention it seems. I left you covered in cum, but not as much as I see on you now. Is this Gina a futanari?” Jean asked, sitting on the edge of the bed. She picked up the silver key and twirled it in between her fingers.

“I need you to untie me. I have to get ready for my presentation,” Steve pleaded from the bed. Jean nodded her head and unlatched the handcuffs. Steve rubbed his wrists and stretched the sore muscles on his legs. “Thank you.” Dry cum flaked from his breasts and stomach as he moved.

“I took care of that. I changed the name of the presenter to Andrea. You’ll be fine, we just need to get you all dolled up.” Jean rose from the bed and stepped towards her suitcase on the floor next to the dresser. Inside, she pulled out a hot pink bra and thong.  “Here put these on. We need to adjust the bra slightly to fit you, but our cup size looks similar enough.” She tossed the underwear across the room to Steve and turned back to her suitcase.

“I prepared for this a long time ago. I want to present, but if I have to do it like this I’m not sure,” Steve held the pink thong between his fingers and dangled them in front of his eyes. He stared at his reflection in the mirror and could not recognize himself. He was beautiful, and it took his breath away that this was his body. Part of him never wanted to change back, but he knew that would send his whole life into a spiral of unforeseen changes.

“You would look so cute this little black dress,” Jean rose from the suitcase and unrolled a black silk dress.

“I’m covered in cum. I need to shower before I put anything on,” Steve said, placing the underwear on the bed and walking toward the shower.

Jean followed him into the bathroom and leaned against the doorframe, watching Steve walk into the shower. “I see you took the pill,” she said as the water turned on.

“I took the pill, but I don’t know what happened. I was supposed to turn back into a man,” Steve said as water cascaded down his breasts and spilled into the drain.

Steve could not see the wicked grin that Jean offered him from outside the shower. She replied, “I’ll fuck you again tonight if it hasn’t happened yet.”

“Really?” Steve asked excitedly. He wanted to be himself again, but the coursing pleasure of the female orgasm was incredible. He wanted to have as many orgasms as he could before changing back into a man.

“Yes, of course,” Jean said as she checked her makeup and reapplied some light pink lipstick.

Washed clean from the cum that covered his body, Steve washed his hair and replied,  “Thanks.”

“Don’t thank me yet your weekend retreat is still in for a wild transformation,” Jean said twisting the cap onto her lipstick again.

“When will I turn back into a man?” Steve asked, turning off the water. He opened the shower curtain and picked up a towel. Steve dried himself and walked out of the bathroom past Jean. She pinched his ass as he passed. Steve swatted at her groping hand and walked to the bed.

The red-headed businesswoman grinned at him and commented, “We’ll see.”


Chapter 8

The thin black dress hung down to Steve’s mid-thigh. A lace hem hung down an additional inch. A black belt hung high on the waist causing the lower half of the dress to billow outward, hiding the wide shape of his curved hips. The belt was two inches wide and sat under his breasts. Thin straps held the black dress in place. The neckline draped an inch below his neck, covering his ample cleavage in dark embroidery. Steve held a small black remote in his left hand that would advance the slides on his presentation. Steve was not nervous about the content of his presentation, but the men’s eyes watching him and checking him out as he stood in the hallway outside the conference room.

Jean waved goodbye and wished him good luck. His eyes drifted to her groin and his mind envisioned the futanari cock hidden below her pants suit. Steve wondered where she was headed. The hallways led away from the conference rooms towards a back exit.

Before he could think about her any further, Gina greeted him with a wave, “Hey, Steve… or uh.” She trailed off. Her flat-soled shoes shuffled along the carpet as she considered what to call him. Gina still wore the blue billowing mini skirt, but she had changed her top to a light cream blouse with a high neckline and capped sleeves over her shoulders. The blond bun was neatly tied on her head again, and only two strands of her short hair fell down the side.

“Gina hey,” Steve replied. He held out his arms for a wide hug. Gina slipped her arms under his and clenched him tight around the waist. His larger breasts pressed into her. The hug lingered longer than he expected and he wondered if this could be the start of a relationship with her. What would turning back into a man do to this change in their relationship? A growing part of Steve wanted to be a woman instead of a man.

“Oh, my god you look so cute,” Gina said stepping back and checking out Steve. He wore a light smattering of makeup on his eyes and cheeks, but he wanted to wear dark red lipstick. Gina stared at his full lips. “I’m sorry if I got carried away earlier.”

Steve leaned forward and whispered, “My legs are sore. You rode me so hard.”

“Sorry, I got carried away,” she blushed and leaned against the wall next to him. An awkward air filled the space between them. Steve love her and she knew it. Sex changed the dynamic of their relationship, but the unspoken question they both wondered was if this was a permanent change.

“It’s OK. I enjoyed it,” Steve ran a hand through his brown hair and brushed the long bangs to the side. “I have to get ready for this presentation,” he unfolded his arms and walked to the open door. Businessmen and women filed into the room. Soon the compact conference room would be at its one hundred person capacity. Steve glanced at the room number. The conference was much larger than one hundred people, but in this breakout meeting he only had a small portion of the attendees.

Gina bounced on her heels and said, “I’ll be at the bar after your done. I’ll see you then. Hopefully, this situation hasn’t changed.” She motioned to his sexy female body and grinned.

“I hope so too.” Steve genuinely wanted to be a woman right now. This had been the best day of his life.

A small stage stood on the left side of the room. Steve walked up the steps and placed the remote on the table next to the laptop with his PowerPoint presentation. The low hum of countless conversations filled the room. Butterflies filled his stomach. He double-checked the slides and smiled out at the audience. A large podium stood next to the table. The table was covered in a low hanging black tablecloth. Steve wiped a bead of sweat from his brow and walked up to the podium. Atop it stood a microphone with a clip for his dress. Steve hooked the clip to the top of his neckline and flipped the ‘on’ switch. He clipped the black receiver to his wide belt and felt the nerves vanish as he spoke.

“Welcome everyone,” Steve felt different from any presentation before this. More people watched him than normal and he instantly had everyone’s attention. Being a woman offered him more attention than he was used to, but it had its benefits. “How is your weekend going up until this point? I hope you’re all having fun and learning a lot. Today we are covering the back half of our profit-and-loss reports.” Steve stepped back towards the laptop and picked up his remote. His left leg brushed against the tablecloth and something firm below it. With furrowed brows, he gingerly kicked forward with his left leg. It came firmly against a person hiding below the table.

“Excuse me. I,” Steve began, but a hand shot out from below the cloth and gripped his leg. Steve could not see who was down there. The tablecloth draped over the arm, hiding the identity. Steve tried to back away from the person but they gripped his dress in one hand and his inner thigh with the other.  “Sorry, I’m not feeling myself right now.” Steve leaned against the table and swatted at the hands gripping him. Navy blue nails and white-flowered patterns hinted at the identity of the woman below the table. Intrigued, Steve stepped toward the table and stood in front of the laptop.

“Today I’m covering tips and tricks on reading a profit-and-loss report. I have a series of slides prepared,” Steve began his presentation and advanced the slide. Groping fingers tickled the inside of his thighs, tracing spirals upward toward his delicate pussy. Anticipation for the impending touch to his sensitive skin filled his mind.

Steve took in a deep breath and began speaking. He memorized the words long ago and hurried through the introduction and proceeding a few slides without incident. The hand teasing his thighs groped upward. A finger pulled on the pink thong he wore and traced along the line of the material grazing against his labia. Steve gasped a few times and drank from a nearby bottle of water to catch his breath. Never penetrating, the fingers massaged and rubbed against his soft moist skin.

“On your Profit and loss report there are a few key lines that you need to watch. Line 12 will look like this. From this line you see all of your net sales from all the previous lines. If you,” Steve let out a soft moan. His face lit with red embarrassment. He looked out at the audience with wide eyes, hoping that they had not noticed. He gripped the water in his hand and took a long drink.  “Excuse me.” Steve reached down and switched the microphone off and said to the woman below the table, “Please I need to finish this.”

“Don’t mind me,” Jean whispered up at him. Her fingers moved quicker and rubbed at his clitoris, pressing his labia to the side as her fingers pressed firmly into him.

Steve felt the pit of his stomach lurch with an impending orgasm. He wanted to run and hide. He needed to ride out this pleasure in private, but he needed to finish his presentation. He cleared his throat and smiled out to the gathered men and women, “From line 13 through 20 are all of your expenses, both those marked as controlled and uncontrolled. We can break each of these lines down to individual expenses.”

This orgasm differed from his previous ones as a woman. It felt stronger and in the wrong place. In his clitoris a twitch surged to life. Steve’s voice cracked as he spoke, “Line 21 totals all of your expenses, and line 22 takes your line 21 and deducts it from line 12 giving you your net profit after all expenses.”

Jean’s hands rubbed against his clit faster. A lump formed where her fingers rubbed and Steve gasped loud into the microphone and stepped backward. Jean was left with her hands stretching out from under the table groping for him, but Steve stumbled away trying to gather his composure. Into the microphone he apologized, “I think I’m coming down with something. I need to excuse myself.” Steve tried to walk off the stage, but the building pressure in his clitoris grew more intense with each step. He stumbled and gripped the podium to hold himself upright.

A man ran up from the audience to help. He was older and his suit was ill-fitting, but the friendly man quickly placed an arm around Steve and helped him to stand. Steve leaned into the man and lost the strength in his legs. His newly grown clitoris stretched and elongated. Steve panicked and stared into the brown-eyed man next to him and grunted out a low moan. The growing and stretching filled his senses. He was changing back into a man at the worst possible place. He glanced at the audience and cursed.

“What the fuck?” muttered the older man, holding him upright. From his groin a growing dick pressed out against the little black dress. The man tilted his head, confused at the revelation that the beautiful presenter was a man or woman. Steve stared at his groin. The four-inch dick was back to his normal length, but the rest of his body remained the same. Steve gripped his breasts, worried that he would lose his womanly body and therefore any chance to be with Gina.

“Are you OK?” the man asked, trying to ignore the throbbing dick below the dress. He began guiding Steve off the stage to the far right towards the exit. All strength gave way below his legs, and cum erupted from his dick, squirting through the black dress. Filtered through the material, it spilled onto the stage. The man stared at Steve with hungry eyes. Steve moaned as he tried to walk off the stage and flee this nightmare.

“Oh shit. It’s happening now,” Jean said, stepping out from below the table. She ran up to Steve and whisked him away from the older man. She placed an arm over Steve’s other shoulder and urged him off the stage.

“Where did she come from?” the older man asked, staring at Jean with confused eyes.

Steve stared at Jean and asked, “Why didn’t I change back all the way?”

“I don’t think you’re done shifting,” she said.

As the words left her mouth, a torrent of pleasure coursed through Steve and his groin shifted and lurched. The transformation back to a man was taking much longer than his shift into a woman. None of his other features had changed. Instead, he stumbled out of the conference room as a futanari with a tiny dick. Jean’s dick was at least two times his and Gina’s was even bigger than that. An indistinct murmur of confusion spread around the room. Jean guided him through the lobby. His raging boner stood out against the dress for anyone to see, but Steve’s mind was fixed on the orgasm and intense shifting of his anatomy that racked his body.

Eyes and hushed conversation followed Jean and Steve as they made their way through from the conference rooms towards the lobby and hotel proper. Coursing pleasure surged through Steve with each step and he let out soft moans. No balls grew below his dick. Stumbling through the crowded lobby, Steve’s small cock dripped cum as they moved to the elevator.

Jean smiled at the trial of cum they left behind and whispered, “Anyone with eyes will be able to follow us through the hotel.” Steve leaned into her side, and she guided him to the elevator.

A soft grumble escaped Steve’s lips as he replied, “We’re back to where this all began.”

“It’s not over yet,” Jean chuckled.

The metallic elevator doors opened up. Gina leaned against the far wall, holding the handrail behind her. Surprise filled her face at the sight of Jean and Steve. When her eyes trailed to the small dick dripping cum on the floor she shuffled to the side and said, “What’s going on? Is he turning back to himself?”

Jean guided him into the elevator and shook her head, “He wasn’t supposed to take the second pill for a few days. I thought I told him that earlier, but maybe I forgot.”

Steve groaned, “What is happening to me, Jean?”

“Both of the pills I gave you are trying to work on your body at the same time. Estrogen and Testosterone are competing in your body to change you on a cellular level,” Jean pressed the button for floor seventeen and said, “We need to help him ride through this. I don’t know what will happen.”

Gina ran a hand along Steve’s cheek and whispered, “It’s OK. I’m here.” Gina introduced herself to Jean, “Hey, Steve told me a bit about what you did to him. It seems we’re both futanari. Is Steve a futanari now?”

Jean clicked her heels against the tile floor in the elevator and pressed the close door button. “I’m not sure, but it’s very possible. We’ll see when this is all over.”


Chapter 9

The door clicked closed behind the three as they entered Jean’s room again. During their time in the presentation, a maid came into the room and cleaned. Fresh sheets tucked in tight around the mattress. Jean guided Steve onto the bed and lay him down on his back. Gina filled a glass with water and pressed it to Steve’s lips. He sipped the water, but his mind was fully focused on the throbbing cock between his legs. Steve sat up on the edge of the bed and pulled the dress up until his futanari cock stood free from the delicate covering.

“It’s so cute and tiny,” Gina commented. placing her hands on her cheeks, she squealed with delight.

Jean pinched the tip in between her fingers and agreed with a nod. Steve groaned. He always knew he had a small dick, but under the scrutiny of the two futanari with larger cocks than his made him feel embarrassed. Jean licked the dripping cum from his small dick from her fingers and said, “I love how small it is.”

“What are we going to do?” Gina asked. She brushed a hand through Steve’s short hair.

“If we milk his cock, he should finish the transformation soon,” Jean explained.

“I’m right here,” Steve said calling attention to the women speaking over him and fawning over his small dick.

“I know,” Gina said before pressing her lips to Steve’s cheek. She kissed him gently. The soft-touch soothed his nerves.

“You’ve been talking over me. What if I want to be a futanari from here on out?” Steve announced to the two women with him.

“I’m not sure what is going to happen to you,” Jean said shrugging her shoulders.

Gina knelt on the floor in front of Steve. Jean raised an eyebrow and knelt with her. The two women stared up at Steve. Gina took the small cock into her mouth and sucked up and down the short shaft. Jean reached below Gina’s head and explored the pussy at the base of the cock. Steve struggled to stay upright as intense pleasure filled him. His cock continued to erupt with bursts of cum as Gina milked it from him. Steve spread his legs wide, allowing both women more space to work on him.

Gina moved her hands to Jean and tore the blazer from the redhead. Jean lowered her head to the cock. She took Gina’s face in her hands and kissed her. Gina stripped Jean’s blouse off, groped at the woman’s large breasts. Jean gripped the small cock and placed it in between the two kissing futanari. Their tongues swirled around the small shaft as they made out. Gina and Jean fought overtaking the dick into their mouths. Steve’s eyes rolled back into his head as his wildest dreams became reality.

“Oh God, I can’t handle much more,” Steve moaned and fell backward on the bed. He ran his hands across his breasts and pinched himself over the black dress. Liquid sounds of the kissing futanari filled his ears. Pressure grew in his cock. Steve worried that the moment would end if he transformed back to a man in the middle of this. Would they ignore him?

Jean stripped the cream shirt from Gina. Her pale skin matched the pale-skinned redhead. Soon both of the women were naked, groping and kissing over the cock. Steve groaned as pressure grew inside his dick. He felt his body shifting. Jean stopped kissing Gina and sucked on the small dick. Gina twisted behind her and aimed her cock at the redhead. Leaning on her back, Gina guided Jean down onto her futanari cock. Gina penetrated the woman while Jean sucked on the small cock. Gina reached around and grabbed the woman’s tits while Jean slid up and down.

The small dick in Jean’s mouth surged and grew steadily. She widened her eyes as cum burst from the cock. It spilled from her mouth, dripping down the lengthening shaft. Jean gagged on Steve’s growing dick. Steve screamed as his entire body burned with tingling pleasure. Jean’s cheeks bulged out as Steve’s cock extended. The cock surged upward, pressing Jean higher. Soon she couldn’t slam her ass down on Gina’s dick and sick the cock. Jean stood up from the ground, leaving Gina’s throbbing cock unfinished. Jean took as much of the cock into her mouth as she could and stroked the shaft with both hands, but still could not cover the entire cock.

Gina complained, “Hey, where are you going?” Gina rose from the floor and gasped, “Oh my god. It’s huge.”

Gasping around the fifteen-inch cock, Jean replied, “This has never happened before.”

Steve moaned as his cock stretched ever further. Jean straddled over the moaning Steve and lowered her pussy onto the cock. The thick cock stretched her labia apart. Jean lowered herself down the shaft, but it was too big for her to lower her pussy down to the base of the shaft. Jean moaned and fell to Steve’s chest, laying her naked body against him. The cock was too large for her, but it felt incredible. She was worried it would grow longer, but she needed to be filled. After a short time to catch her breath, Jean lifted herself and rocked her hips, forcing the cock to slide in and out of her pussy.

Gina raised Steve’s legs until she could slide underneath and line her cock up to his pussy. Gina eased her cock into his vagina and stood at the foot of the bed. Jean’s futanari cock bounced as she slid up and down Steve’s shaft. Steve tore at his black dress, groping his breasts. His eyes unfocused and he screamed. Gina filled his vagina and let out a low growl as she neared a climax. Jean’s cock shot out streams of cum onto the black dress. It sprayed across the bed, covering Steve’s face and short hair.

The three moaned and groaned as they climaxed together. Steve’s cock thrummed and flexed inside Jean. She screamed as she slammed her pussy against the cock as far as it would fit. Warm cum burst from his massive cock sprayed out in as a geyser of ecstasy. Steve’s eyes rolled back in his head and his mouth lulled open. He lost all control of himself and he screamed as his massive cock exploded inside Jean. After filing her womb, there was no more room for his cum, as he continued to erupt is burst out down from her pussy spraying out the sides and dripping down his cock onto the bed. Gina sighed, unable to thrust. She collapsed onto the bed next to Steve and brushed his hair as he rode out the fulfilling orgasm. When his cock stopped filling her, Jean lay on the other side of Steve and lay her head onto his large breasts.

Steve panted as his futanari cock throbbed against his abdomen. Cum stained the black dress and covered his face and hair. “I never want to go back to my old self.”

Gina ran her hand along his enormous cock and replied, “I never want you to either.”


Chapter 10

After a long weekend of skipping meetings and exploring his new body with Jean and Gina, Steve eased into his new life as a futanari. Soon he went by the name Andrea and settled into his new body and life. Hand in hand Gina and Andrea walked out of the hotel pulling their luggage behind them. Jean waved goodbye from the opposite end of the lobby. Andrea wore tight-fitting pants that failed to hide the thick member in between her legs. The large flaccid cock lay down her leg against her thigh.

“Is the cab here?” Gina asked, gripping Andrea’s arm tight and sighed.

“It’s an Uber, and it says it’ll be here soon,” Andrea glanced at her phone and checked the arrival time. The airport was a brief ride from the hotel. Andrea knew she loved Gina but was unsure if she felt the same way or if it was lust for her new body.

“You were always my best friend, but now that you’re Andrea, I’m so attracted to your body too,” Gina led him out the door to the curb outside the hotel. A light breeze passed across their faces and tousled their short hair. Gina’s blond hair was pulled back in a ponytail.

Andrea tugged on the ponytail and replied, “I’ve loved you for a long time. I’m just worried that your feelings are just for my body.”

“We get along so well. Now that you’re a futanari, I can see this becoming much more than friends,” Gina glanced at Andrea’s barely concealed cock.

“I’d like that,” Andrea replied. A small black car pulled up to the curb and honked at the couple. Andrea smiled down at Gina and stepped out toward the car, eager to start her new life as a futanari. 


Gender Swapping Panties

Chapter 1

The keys clicked into the lock. An armload of groceries in one hand he held the doorknob with the other. Trevor turned the handle listening to laughter bounced up the stairwell. His neighbor Jillian walked up the steps talking on her phone.

“I can’t I’ve got work tomorrow,” she giggled into the phone. She wore a tight-fitting yellow blouse and booty shorts. Her flip-flops padded loud on the carpet. “I want to, but you know how early I get up.”

Trevor smiled at her and offered a small wave. His door now open stood opposite hers. Jillian waved back at him and motioned with her finger for him to wait a moment. Trevor ran a hand through his short wavy blond hair. He wore thin glasses, but his prescription was not very strong.

Jill a Mediterranean beauty had dark olive skin with dark brown hair. Two prominent dimples decorated her face when she smiled, and Trevor could barely look at her without melting with lust.

“Hey, I’ll call you back,” Jill tucked her phone into her blouse and hung it in her bra. Trevor bit his lip wishing he could be that phone for an instant. Jillian turned to him and leaned against her own closed door, “Hey, I just wanted to make sure I didn’t hurt your feelings.”

“Hurt my feelings? What? No,” red spots formed on his face as he lied. The vacant hallway sat on the third floor.

“I just feel bad, I didn’t mean for it to come out so harsh,” Jillian looked down at the ground adjusted the weight on her feet.

“I want to stay friends.” Trevor leaned against his door frame and looked down the hall with a pained expression.

“I’d like that. I miss watching shows with you after work,” Jillian smiled as she spoke.

“I miss that too.”

“What are you watching these days?”

Trevor leaned down placing his bag of groceries inside the door to his apartment. “Netflix just put out this new British design show. I’ve only seen the first few episodes.”

“That sounds fun. Let me shower and get changed. I’ll be over soon, but I don’t want you to get the idea I want anything more than a friendship?” She leaned onto the balls of her feet as she spoke.

“You shot me down four times. I think I got the idea now,” Trevor blushed trying to hide his embarrassment, but Jillian was the most beautiful woman he’d ever known, and he desperately wanted to be a part of her life.

“OK, let me change into something comfortable. I’ll be right over,” Jillian grinned and unlocked her door.

“Sounds good,” Trevor replied watching her vanish into her apartment.

Closing the door behind him, Trevor undid his pants and ran to the bathroom. “I can’t get hard in front of her again.” His penis was smaller than average, but he was happy with it. Trevor ran his hand along the flaccid base encouraging the blood flow.

Trevor imagined ripping off Jillian’s clothes and sucking on her small breasts. The feeling of pressing his fingers against her nipples and kissing them gently. He pretended to penetrate her and force his cock into her vagina. Thrusting and pushing himself deeper into her. His cock throbbed and cum shot out into his toilet. Satisfied that he would not get erect when she came over, Trevor put away his groceries and prepared some popcorn.

Ten minutes passed into half an hour and Trevor’s resolve to wait for Jillian evaporated. He opened he opened his phone and navigated to her contact. He typed out a message but hung his finger over the send button. Hesitantly, he deleted the text and left his apartment.

Leaving his door open he walked across the hall to her apartment and he stood at the point of knocking, but her voice echoed through the door. Jillian spoke clearly and Trevor assumed she stood on the other side of the door.

“I just think it's so hot when a guy wears panties,” she giggled into the phone.

After a brief pause, she replied, “No, I mean I just think crossplay is sexy. I’m not a deviant. You know I’m into men and women, don’t say that.” Trevor leaned his head against the door trying to hear the conversation better. He mouthed crossplay, wordlessly.

“It’s just so hot.”

Another pause before she laughed, “I told you I can’t tonight. Look I promise I’ll go tomorrow.”

“All right. Just one drink.” The conversation ended and Trevor stood motionless leaning against her door. The word crossplay floating through his mind.

The doorknob to Jillian’s apartment turned and Trevor bolted back to his apartment and slammed the door shut. His breath came in shallow gulps, and the word crossplay flashed in his mind. He sat on the ground leaning against his closed door. A soft tap came above his head.

“Trev? Are you there? I thought I heard your door slam,” Jillian spoke through the door.

“Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?” Trevor asked panting.

Jillian paused and said in an apologetic tone, “I’m going out for a quick drink. I want to watch that show with you. Can we watch it on Saturday? Let’s hangout for the afternoon?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Trevor sighed disappointed.

“OK. I’ll see you later,” Jillian’s sandaled footsteps echoed down the long hall out of earshot.

“Have a good night,” Trevor spoke after she had left.

Depression hung on the edge of his conscious mind and Trevor googled Cross play on his phone. The first few hits had little to do with clothing but spoke on playing video games from one brand of console to the next. Trevor realized he needed to remove the space between the words and resumed his research.

The rabbit hole extended far, and hours passed before Trevor resurfaced. His attraction to Jillian drove him to try one more thing before giving up on his love for her.


Chapter 2

Victoria’s Secret, the only lingerie store that Trevor knew, seemed a bad choice for him find something that fit. He did not want to try anything on in the store for fear of being caught or assumed a sexual deviant. Google helped him search a local store that catered to a LGBTQ audience. The store was named Desires to Reality. Images of his imagined sex with Jillian passed through Trevor’s mind and the name of the store sold him on cross dressing with she came over to watch shows.

The short drive to the outlet mall afforded no time for thought. Trevor sat in the parking lot looking at the run-down sign and vacant store. The uninviting exterior repulsed him, but the chance to have sex with Jillian drove him forward.

A bell rang in the back of the store as he opened the front door. The empty room had no shelves or doors. There was a counter with a box and a back door into a warehouse, but nobody stood in sight.

“Hello?” he called into the vacant room.

“Oh, yes, I’ll be right out,” called a sensual feminine voice.

Doubt filled Trevor, and he stepped back towards the door, trying to leave before the owner arrived.

“I was expecting you and I have what you need,” a short woman with dark brown hair walked out of the back door. Sweat dripped from her brow. She wore a black silk dress that stretched tight across her large breasts.

Trevor stopped with his hand extended to the door. The woman was beautiful, and she held his attention. Two braids hung above her ears tied back holding the rest of her flowing blond hair into a bun. She wore no shoes and her feet slapped against the firm carpet.

The woman held a large bag at her side. “I have this for you.”

Trevor turned and inspected the bag, but she placed it on the counter. “What is that?”

“It’s the panties and dress you wanted.” A sensual smile crossing her lips.

“I didn’t order anything. I’ve never been here before,” Trevor waved his hands defensively.

“I know, but I was expecting you.” She leaned across the counter allowing her breasts to spill out of her dress affording him a full view of her bosom.

“That’s not possible,” he stammered trying to focus on the refusal.

“This will be Seventy-five hundred dollars.” She typed into the cash register and the dollar amount showed up as the balance due.

“What? Are you kidding me?” Shock passed through Trevor at the price.

“No,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone.

“I’ll pass. I can get a pair of panties for twenty bucks,” he backed away appalled at the price.

“Yes, you can, but these panties are special. I made them for you.” Her hazel eyes penetrated into him disconcerting and confusing him.

“No. I’m leaving.”

“Try them on before you decide. Come this way I have a dressing room. I’ll help you try them on,” the gorgeous blond woman lifted the bag from the counter. She raised an eyebrow and motioned for Trevor to follow him.

“What?” Trevor asked watching the woman’s swaying hips.

“You heard me,” she said without turning back to him.

Trevor watched the woman vanish into the back room. Her tone implied that she would do more than help him try on the panties. He glanced at his car outside the shop and followed the woman into what he thought was a dressing room.

The low cramping ceiling hung a foot above Trevor’s head and the door frame barely stood below the crown molding around the square-shaped room. The blond beauty strode to a large bed at the other side of the room. She turned her head and lowered the left shoulder strap of her dress.

Blood rushed to his groin and his small penis grew erect. Trevor closed the door behind him and followed the woman to the bed.

“I didn’t catch your name,” he spoke unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it off.

“I know,” she sat on the bed her black silk dress unhinged from her shoulders but clung to her breasts tight around the bodice. She crossed her legs on the bed and motioned idly with her hand. “Take off your clothes.”

Glancing down at his firm cock, Trevor unbuckled his pants and dropped them to the floor. He stood in a tight pair of dark gray boxer shorts. The shaft stuck out, from below the cloth. Adjusting himself to be more comfortable within his boxers, he coughed and blushed.

Trevor looked up at the woman expectantly, but she sighed, “I meant get naked.”

“Oh, yeah, of course.” The firm elastic pressed into his cock, but he pulled it out and over his penis. It flopped down revealing his dark blond curly pubes. A chill passed over him. He covered his light pink nipples with his left arm.

“That’s better.” One hand in the large bag, she smiled up at Trevor. A dark red laced pair of panties flipped through the air. The woman tossed it to him commanding, “Put it on and stuff your cock in until I don’t see it anymore.”

The red lace fabric landed on the ground in front of Trevor. Thought of fucking the blond filled his motivation, but Jillian stood firmly placed in the background of his mind. He needed to feel comfortable like this to be sexy enough for her.

Trevor picked up the panties with one hand and stretched them open. The size appeared to be much too small for his waist, but he lifted his legs and pulled the lace panties up over his hairy legs. Stretching the fabric over his ass and pulling it up over his cock hurt. The panties were a few sizes too small. The elastic band of the red lace panties pressed into his cock cutting off circulation. Pain welled up in the tip of his small cock. The red lace embroidered the panties, but the center of the fabric was a black upside-down triangle. Trevor’s balls bulged from at the tip of the triangle.

“Are you sure this is for me? It’s tight,” Trevor complained. “My dick won’t fit in there.”

The blond nodded and motioned for him to proceed. Spreading her legs apart she rubbed her vagina through the dark silk fabric while watching Trevor stammer.

The small dick throbbed softly, and Trevor folded the firm flesh as bet he could. He winced forcing his cock to bend over itself down into the fabric. Releasing the elastic band trapped his penis inside the panties. The woman moaned softly watching him intently.

The blond woman nodded her head satisfied. “Come here,” she commanded.

Trevor ambled to the bed wincing with each step. “I don’t know how I feel about this. It’s embarrassing.”

The black silk dress slid from her bodice revealing massive breasts with dark brown nipples against her soft white skin. Trevor felt his cock press against the tight pantie prison. The woman pressed her breasts up massaging them gently. A small bead of white milk escaped the nipple, and she beckoned Trevor to come suck at her breasts.

Trevor knelt and cupped the nipple in his mouth and began sucking the large tits. The woman massaged the milk out into his mouth eagerly. The sweet copper tasting liquid ran down his throat. Pressure released from his cock, but it felt different from ejaculating. A burning sensation formed in the pit of his stomach.

A delicate hand ran down Trevor’s smooth chest to his groin. The woman traced the edge of the lace and poked her index finger down past his pubes, but no cock hung between his legs. Trevor screamed at the realization and tried to pull his head away from the massive breast. The woman held his face firmly onto the nipple and forced him to continue drinking.

Her index finger traced an oval and from it formed a vagina. Trevor gagged on the breast as she forced more of her milk into him. Losing himself in the terror and pleasure, the cascading pleasure burning in the pit of his stomach extended to his newly formed vagina. The blond woman delved into his depth and began finger fucking his virgin pussy. Starting with one finger she tickled his clit with each thrust of her hand into him.

Pleasure erupted from him and his features smoothed from angular masculine into rounded feminine. As he continued to drink from her his body transformed into that of a woman. Hips widening and shoulders narrowing. The blond woman pulled Trevor onto the bed keeping him at her breast the whole time. The two-lay next to each other, Trevor sucking the milk from the mysterious woman and she finger fucking him. A second finger entered his vagina and danced along the inside of its walls. Trevor stopped sucking as joy spread from his vagina through to the tips of his toes.

“Don’t stop sucking, you haven’t grown tits yet,” the woman whispered as she rammed her hand in and out of his vagina.

Lost in the moment Trevor had no ability to make sense of her words, but she guided him to suck on her breasts again. Buds of pleasure formed on his nipples and his chest expanded. Growing into that of a fully developed woman. His breasts hung low. Unaware of concepts of sizing, Trevor only knew that they were larger than Jillian’s but much smaller than this blond woman. The blond woman lifted her silk dress revealing a massive throbbing cock. Trevor gasped in fright.

“Wait, I was going to fuck you,” he protested pulling away from her breast.

“No,” she said firmly tossing him onto his side.

“What are you?”

“I’m a futanari Goddess, and I have heard your prayers,” the blond woman smiled lifting one of Trevor’s legs high into the air leaving the other flat on the bed. She pressed her cock firmly against his vagina and straddled the leg on the bed pressing his raised leg in between her breasts.

“Oh fuck, that feels good,” Trevor moaned as she rammed her cock into him. The tight panties pressed to the side as she forced her way in.

“Take my cock,” the woman moaned arching her back sliding in and out of Trevor.

Never a flexible boy, the transformation into a woman added flexibility to him that he never knew. The woman held his raised leg guiding his toes into her mouth and she sucked hard on them as she fucked him.

Trevor lost sense of the world. All that remained was the massive cock sliding and grinding against his insides. The woman stood on her knees and spun Trevor lifting both of his legs high tightening his opening. She crossed his legs in front of her face and held them raised with both hands as she drove her cock harder into his virgin pussy.

“Take my goddess cum,” the woman arched her back releasing a steady stream of cum into Trevor.

“I want it all,” he screamed as his abdomen filled with the warm sticky substance.

“You are mine now.” She pumped harder and faster cum erupting from her in geyser bursts.

“Fuck, fuck, oh god,” Trevor felt his insides burn with pleasure and cascading joy spread through his extremities.

A firm hand slapped Trevor on the ass, “No, you say oh goddess.” The commanding woman corrected.

“Oh, goddess fuck me,” Trevor moaned as the woman pumped her cum into him.

Pulling her cock out of his vagina the blond woman stroked her cock shooting jets of cum all over Trevor. The man transformed into a woman lay on the bed panting catching his breath.

The blond woman dropped his raised legs and smiled down at him. “Now that you’ve tried the panties, that will be seventy-five hundred dollars.”

“What gasped Trevor?”

Standing she pulled them from his ass and as they came off his transformation into a woman vanished with it. He lay cock erect in a puddle of the other woman’s cum. She placed the red laced panties into the bag. “The price is nonnegotiable.”

Trevor panted catching his breath feeling his chest searching for his breasts, but he had fully changed back into his old body. “I have so many questions,” he began.

“If you don’t pay, I will be forced to kick you out.”

Trevor stood fumbling for his pants on the floor and pulled out his wallet. “I can pay.”

“Good,” she whispered, “because I’m not done with you.”


Chapter 3

The red laced panties lay folded in a neat pile stuffed in the zipper portion of Trevor’s briefcase. Work proceeded at its normal dull tempo; Trevor wanted to try the panties on again, but a day removed from the incident at the store Desires to Reality he doubted that it happened. The transaction on his credit card was very real. Mystical panties is not a planned expense on his budget.

The thin-rimmed glasses fell to the tip of his nose and Trevor pushed it up and continued typing the expense reports into the system. Although boring, data entry paid well compared to his last few jobs.

A red-haired woman poked her head around the corner of his cubicle and offered a wide smile. “Hey Trev, can you see me in my office a minute?” Alice had curly red hair and bright green eyes. Like an old cartoon, she stood leaning to the side only her head visible. Her eyes darted around his bare cubicle and rested on him.

Trevor turned from his computer and smiled back at his boss. “Uh, sure thing. Let me finish this.” His computer chair spun slowly and he stopped the momentum with his heel on the desk.

“That’s fine. I’m headed to lunch in half an hour. Can you swing by before then?” She winked and turned away.

“Yes. I’ll be about five minutes,” Trevor called out.

Typing and pressing tab and typing and pressing tab, Trevor proceeded to work. From the cubicle across from him, a friendly face poked over the stall divider. James was an old friend and Trevor had him to thank for the position at the company.

“Dude what did you do?” James threw a crumpled sheet of paper over the divider at Trevor.

After spinning the chair, Trevor scooped up the wad of paper and tossed it back over the divider at James. “Nothing.”

“Are you sure? Why is Alice calling you in?” James raised an eyebrow implying a more personal visit that what Trevor expected.

“I don’t know. I’ll tell you when I get out. She most likely wants me to stay late.” Trevor glanced down at his briefcase and his mind wandered to the bizarre encounter with the blond woman the day before.

“Alright,” he winked. “Stay late and get some overtime.” The implication in his voice clear.

“It’s not like that,” Trevor protested.

“Are you gonna be online tonight?” James ducked back down from the raised vantage point and spoke through the divider instead of over it.

“Yeah, I should be on around seven or eight.” Trevor turned back to his keyboard.

“OK, I just got Borderlands 3 and I want to run through it with you.”

“I got it a few weeks ago, but I’ll start a new character. I’ve been thinking Moze.”

“Dude she’s cute. I want to play as her.” James chose characters in games based on their looks, and it bothered Trevor.

“OK. I’ll play as Zane then.”

The cubicle room sat at the far end of the office. Motivational posters with cats and sweeping landscapes dotted the long hall towards Alice’s corner office. All of the walls in her room were made of glass. The two-story building looked down at the nearby park and the distant Columbia River.

Alice sat forward in her chair pen in handwriting furiously. Lines of concentration split her forehead. Her light teal blouse hung loosely over her black dress pants. Trevor thought she was very pretty but older than him by at least a decade. She started the accounting firm right out of college. Her business partner and husband left her a few years back, but after that point, the business grew exponentially.

Trevor walked past the glass walls of her office and waved at her. Opening the glass door, he smiled. Noticing him, Alice pressed the power button on her Macbook turning it off as he entered.

Fountain pen on back into its holder, Alice smiled and welcomed Trevor into the office, “Hey thanks for coming in.”

“No problem, what’s up?” Trevor sat in the leather chair in front of her desk. He looked into her green eyes and began undressing her with his own. He wondered what color her nipples were or what they would feel like.

“I need you to stay late again tonight. We’re behind on the payroll data for a few clients,” Alice stood from her desk and walked around to the front of it. She crossed her legs and leaned back against it.

The struggle to control his thoughts became impossible, but he managed to say, “OK. I’ll just grab a bite to eat and head back into the office.” Stealing a breath to reign in his escaping mood, he asked, “Will you be here to let me back in?”

“No, unfortunately, I have a dinner appointment and I won't be back until around eight, but you should be done by then. I’ll have Janet give you a key on your way out. Just hand it back in on Monday.” Alice rose from the desk stretching her arms back. Her spine popped and she grunted at the release.

Trevor stole a glance of her black bra through the gap in the buttons on her blouse, “That’s fine.”

“Would you like to go grab lunch with me? I’m gonna get Chipotle,” she walked to a standing coat rack near her door and pulled down a slim pink windbreaker. As she passed Trevor, she patted him on the shoulder. “I can always count on your help.”

Trevor wondered at each of their previous encounters and began doubting if his boss was attracted to him or not. He spoke turning in the chair, “I brought a sandwich today. I’d love to go another time though.”

“OK. Thanks again for helping out. You’ll get a little overtime this week.” She pushed her arms through the jacket smiling.

“It’s not a problem. I’m happy to help,” he rose walking towards her door.

Alice placed a hand on his chest stopping Trevor from exiting., “I like your attitude. Keep it up and if a position opens for supervisor, I’ll consider you a strong candidate.” Alice smiled and opened the door motioning for him to leave.

“Thanks, Alice. I’ll do my best.” Trevor glided back to his cubicle as a tumult of emotion bounced in his head. Attraction to the woman, and confused if it was an advance or not, he reached into the briefcase reaching for his sandwich but came up with the panties.

“So, what did she want?” James asked over the Divider. “Dude, what the fuck? Why do you have those? Don’t tell me? Are they hers? I knew you had it in you.”

“No. Dammit, No. I promise,” Trevor blushed in patches of red on his cheeks.

“I get it. Tell me all about it when we’re online tonight.” James smiled and nodded his head in admiration.

Trevor placed the panties delicately back into his briefcase and pulled out the sandwich. He unwrapped it and avoided eye contact with his friend. “I need to stay a bit late tonight. I’m not gonna be online until nine or so. You can run through story missions. I’ll catch up later.”

“Bummer. Why does she pick on you to stay late? She never asks anyone else,” James complained sitting back down in his chair.

“I don’t know. I get it done quick maybe.” Trevor said quietly.

“Lucky. I could use the overtime right now.” James said.

The phone in his pocket buzzed with an incoming text and James sent, “Dude are you boning her tonight?”

Trevor sent a text out to Jillian instead of replying to James, “Hey, I need to chat with you. Something weird happened and I just need to talk to someone.” Trevor closed his phone and went back to work.


Chapter 4

Navigating the empty office felt like walking through an alternate reality. Trevor enjoyed working overtime at night because nobody interrupted him. Typing in the last numbers into the keyboard Trevor glanced at his watch. It read seven forty-five. The urge to wear the panties grew in him with each minute that passed.

“It didn’t really happen,” he assured himself. Alone in the office, he spoke to himself just to hear the words. He recalled the sex and his desire for a thick cock to ram inside him. His dick hardened thinking of the blond woman pounding him over and over. Breathing in and out Trevor calmed his excitable emotions.

“Nobody is here. I can try them on and go home tonight as a woman. What would that feel like?” Trevor stood up in his cubicle and looked around the empty room. Keeping his blue collared shirt on he unbuckled his pants. His cock firm against his gray boxer shorts. The boxers fell to the floor and his small penis stuck straight out as he imagined the woman ramming her shaft into him.

The red lace brushed against his hairy legs. The tight material still a few sizes-small for him. His cock poked out the left side of the red lace panties. The upside-down black triangle pointing at his balls smashed into the undergarment.

Nothing happened. He waited, but no changes coursed through him.

His phone buzzed as he received a text from Jillian. “Sorry that you’ve gone through something. I can’t talk tonight, but I’m looking forward to watching some shows with you this weekend.”

He typed out a quick reply sighing, “It’s nothing. I think I was overreacting. I’ll see you on Saturday.” Depression at the loss of his mystical gender-swapping panties swarmed his mind. The whole idea for this came from Jillian in an attempt to do something that she might find attractive, but as all of his previous attempts had failed, this one puttered to a close.

The image of the beautiful Mediterranean woman floated to the front of his mind and Trevor, smiled. “At least I can get myself off thinking of her,” he said, stroking his cock.

His firm cock flexed with the blood surging through it. He reached a hand down to his dick and he stroked it back and forth. The red lace rubbed against his hands with each passing. He imagined the blond woman turning him over and fucking him from behind.

Trevor stood dressed only in his shirt and woman’s underwear in his cubicle masturbating when the door to the office opened in the distance. Panic shot adrenaline through him. He debated changing back to his boxers or pulling on his pants.

“Trevor? Are you still here? I thought he would be gone by now.” Alice called down the hall in her sweet soprano voice.

Frantically he pulled up his pants over the red lace panties. The firm dick left an erect silhouette on his khakis.

“It’s fine. Should we go somewhere else?” Came the lower voice of another woman.

“No, I’ll find him and tell him to go home. He’s usually done by now,” Alice reassured the other woman.

“I’ll wait in your office then.”

Alice approached down the hall. “Trevor? I saw your car in the lot still are you still here?”

“Uh yeah. I’m just leaving,” he picked up his briefcase and pushed in his chair. The gray boxer shorts forgotten on the floor.

In cartoon fashion, Alice poked her head around the side of his cubicle door, “You’re here later than normal.” Her eyes danced around his cubicle and lingered on his boxer shorts.

“Yeah,” he picked up a candy bar wrapper and tucked it into his pocket brushing against his firm cock.

“Are you wearing underwear?”

“What? Of course. Why wouldn’t I be?”

“Your boxers are on the ground,” Alice met his eyes and frowned. Something is different about you.

“I’m fine. Nothing is different.” Trevor lost his footing as he spoke, and the transformation began. His firm cock sucked into his body. A vagina formed where there was none, and he felt the nectar from his womanly parts flowing gently down dampening his pants. Shoulders shrank, hips widened, and his breasts grew. Trevor stood in front of his boss as a woman.

Her green eyes shot open, jaw dropped, and she stood up standing in front of the opening to his cubicle.

“I can explain I promise,” Trevor spoke in a woman’s voice.

“What the fuck did I just see?” Alice stepped forward reaching a hand to Trevor’s chin. She traced the rounded shape of him running her hand down his breasts towards his hips.

“I can’t explain. I’m not sure this is real,” Trevor stammered not sure how to react to her attention.

“Oh, it is real,” Alice whispered. She leaned in kissing Trevor. Her soft lips met his with a zing of pleasure. Trevor began with a protest but wrapped his arms around her neck and pressed his tongue against her lips. Saliva spread between them and their tongues undulated together sensually.

Trevor pulled back from the kiss. “What was that?”

“A kiss silly. I’ve wanted to kiss you for some time but damn your hot now. I can’t resist anymore,” she wrapped her arms around Trevor’s neck and pulled him in for a hug.

“You’re a lesbian?”

“Not really, you’ll see,” she thrust her hips forward pressing a hard cock against his thigh. His breath caught at the touch. Alice grabbed his arm and led him out of the cubicle. “Come with me.”

“Where are you taking me?” He asked dropping his briefcase on his desk.

She winked back at him and called, “Hey Karen, I brought us a treat.”

“You didn’t have to surprise me on my birthday,” called the sensual low toned voice.

“I didn’t plan this, but I think you’re gonna love it.” They turned the corner and strode towards her office. Her yellow blouse flapped as she almost jogged down the hall.

“Who is Karen?”

“My girlfriend.”

“I’m the treat?” Trevor confused at what his boss meant by the comment.

They walked past her glass walls and Trevor saw a tall woman with dark brown hair. She stood leaning against the window looking out into the park below the office. Heart-shaped ass naked on display, she turned as they approached. The woman tilted her head inspecting Trevor. Between her legs hung a massive cock.

Alice entered the room and took off her yellow blouse. No bra covered her freckled breasts. She wiggled her tits side to side eagerly, “You are our dessert. Now get on the table and take off your clothes.”

“Hi, Karen. I’m Trevor,” he waved nervously. He wondered why all the women in his life suddenly had penises. Trevor unbuckled his belt and let his pants fall to the floor. Hopping up onto the desk he looked nervously from Karen to Alice.

“You don’t look like a Trevor,” Karen asked waling up to Trevor.

“It’s complicated,” he replied pulling his collared shirt off. He sat naked on the table as two futanari women approached him. Eyes gleaming with delight they attacked him with kisses. Kisses rose up from his neck to his mouth, as Karen rubbed his pale flesh. She gripped her breasts in her own hand and rubbed them against Trevor.

“Wait for me,” Alice chided as she pulled off her pants down. Her cock tucked into a black pair of panties folded to the left. She approached Trevor and knelt at his feet. Soft lips trailed from his thigh to his vagina. Alice kissed gently and began sucking the top of his labia playing with his clitoris with her tongue.

Trevor gasped at the sudden pressure on his soft vagina, but Karen stole the rest of his breath with a passionate kiss. Breasts rubbing against each other, the tall woman guided Trevor onto his back on the desk.

His boss sucked his labia into her mouth and kissed gently moving in a cycle of sucking and kissing. Without looking she closed her open MacBook and slid it out of their way. Karen walked around the table and stood over Trevor’s head, her cock at eye level of his upside-down view.

Tipping the futanari cock down she guided it into his mouth. Trevor took as much of it into his mouth as he could, but erect the cock was fifteen inches long. Trevor gasped as Alice pressed a finger into his vagina. She stroked in and out as the cock in his mouth swished around his cheek.

“Suck it, Trevor. Make me cum in your mouth,” Karen demanded. Hips thrust, and Trevor worked his tongue as best he could to please the cock in his face.

The mouth working his vagina vanished and the firm tip of Alice’s cock pressed into his labia sliding up and down searching for the opening. He spread his legs wide allowing her to fuck him, and Alice began pounding her cock deep into Trevor.

“You do want a promotion?” she giggled as her cock rubbed against the walls of her vagina. Laying on his back on the table, a cock in either end of him, Trevor moaned uncontrollably, but it came out as a muffled groan over the dick in his mouth. Karen thrust her hips methodically, but Alice worked her cock in a circular pattern. The two edged Trevor closer to an orgasm. Pleasure surged through him in cascading jolts of joy. It extended from his vagina out to his toes and up to his nipples. He gripped his breasts firm and rubbed his tits. A bead of pre-cum dripped onto Trevor’s tongue, and he prepared himself for a bursting release into his mouth.

The dick vanished, and Karen walked around the table. “It’s my birthday and I want to fuck you,” she said to Alice.

“But what about our dessert?” Alice protested humping Trevor with each word for emphasis.

“You fuck Trevor. I’ll fuck you.” Alice let out a sharp breath as Karen penetrated her. Standing behind Alice, she pressed her cock into the other futanari woman starting a fuck train. Karen pressed Alice down so that she stood bent over the table while fucking Trevor allowing a better angle for Karen to fuck her.

Alice kissed Trevor sending her tongue deep down his throat as he pounded into him. “I’m cumming. I’m gonna unload into you.” Alice’s breasts rubbed against Trevor’s as they kissed through the rising pleasure.

Karen gripped Alice's hips hard and thrust herself fiercely into the other futanari. “God, Fuck. Dammit, take my seed,” she moaned. The force of her thrusting pushed Alice against Trevor and kept them all on the same sexual tempo.

Alice stopped their kiss and went through a series of short breaths as her cock flexed shooting cum into Trevor. Streams of cum filled his vagina. He felt a rising pleasure course through his body. Gripping the edge of the table he braced against the forceful fucking and rode out his orgasm. Alice’s cock slipped out of his vagina.

Long breaths later, Trevor looked up to see Karen and Alice making love on the floor. Alice lay on her back and Karen sat on her facing. Alice fucked Karen while Karen masturbated her own cock in rhythm with the thrusting. Trevor stood from the desk and walked on shaky legs to the women. Straddling Karen, Trevor lowered himself onto her cock and took in as much of the massive dick as he could. Alice fucked Karen while Karen penetrated Trevor. The three fucked a few more times until Trevor had no more energy.

In a quiet uber ride home, Trevor wondered how the evening’s exchange would change his work-life balance. His mind drifted to Jillian, the woman of his dreams, and he doubted that he could ever tell her the truth about his magical gender-swapping panties. Still transformed into a woman he wore loose-fitting clothes and made his way up to his apartment. Glancing once at Jillian’s closed door, he went into his apartment and fell asleep.


Chapter 5

Sweet laughter bounced up the stairwell as Jillian rose the last flight of steps to her apartment. She held a phone to her ear and said to her friend Alexa, “That can’t be true.” Trevor stood in the hall trying to get into his apartment. Fumbled keys fell to the floor and the armload of groceries threatened to spill out of his arms. Jillian smiled at his piteous nature.

“You have to check out this store with me,” Alexa pleaded into the phone a second time.

“I can’t I’ve got work tomorrow,” she replied watching Trevor struggle with the door. Jillian wore a tight-fitting yellow blouse and booty shorts. Her flip-flops padded loud on the carpet. “I want to, but you know how early I get up.”

Trevor smiled at her and offered a small wave. His door now open stood opposite hers. Jillian waved back at him and motioned with her finger for him to wait a moment. Trevor ran a hand through his short wavy blond hair. He wore thin glasses, but his prescription was not very strong.

Jill a Mediterranean beauty had dark olive skin with dark brown hair. Two prominent dimples decorated her face when she smiled and Trevor could barely look at her without melting with lust.

“Hey, I’ll call you back,” Jill tucked her phone into her blouse and hung it in her bra. Trevor bit his lip wishing he could be that phone for an instant. Jillian turned to him and leaned against her own closed door, “Hey, I just wanted to make sure I didn’t hurt your feelings.” His friendship was important to her, and she wanted to stay amicable.

“Hurt my feelings? What? No,” red spots formed on his face. The vacant hallway sat on the third floor.

“I just feel bad, I didn’t mean for it to come out quite so harsh,” Jillian looked down at the ground adjusted the weight on her feet wondering how to proceed. She was attracted to him but could not envision it as anything more than a fling.

“I want to stay friends.” Trevor leaned against his door frame and looked down the hall with a pained expression.

“I’d like that. I miss watching shows with you after work,” Jillian smiled as she spoke.

“I miss that too.”

“What are you watching these days?”

Trevor leaned down placing his bag of groceries inside the door to his apartment. “Netflix just put out this new British design show. I’ve only seen the first few episodes.”

“That sounds fun. Let me shower and get changed. I’ll be over soon, but I don’t want you to get the idea I want anything more than a friendship?” She leaned onto the balls of her feet as she spoke. His eyes darted to the phone in her blouse.

“You shot me down four times. I think I got the idea now,” Trevor blushed trying to hide his embarrassment.

“OK, let me change into something comfortable. I’ll be right over,” Jillian grinned and unlocked her door.

“Sounds good,” Trevor replied standing in the hall until she closed her door.

Phone out of her bra she placed it on the table in the kitchen. It vibrated as soon as she placed it down. Alexa sent, “Call me back ASAP,” and a gif of a man pointing to an overlarge watch. Jillian laughed and pulled a leftover salad from the fridge.

Tomatoes and avocado slightly brown, the salad sat in the fridge for two days now, but it tasted fine. She picked up the phone and dialed her friend.

“Hey, sorry. I was chatting with Trevor for a sec.”

“What’s with that guy. Doesn’t he get the picture that you don’t want to be with him?” Alexa scoffed over the phone.

“It’s not that, he’s cute in a dorky way. I’d fuck him, but I think he’d get too attached,” she said through a mouthful of food.

“You have a soft spot for weirdos.”

“I know, but they’re so cute,” she took a last bite and closed the lid thinking the salad should be good for one more day.

“Harry and I went underwear shopping for him last night. I got him a pair of panties,” her voice came out in a taboo tone.

“God that’s hot.” Jillian tried to imagine Harry naked with his cock bulging through a pair of panties.

“I got my boyfriend to try them on for me last night,” Alex covered the phone on her end and static scratched on her end of the line. “Hold on a sec,” she vanished. Jillian kicked off her shoes. “I’m back,” Alexa said as Jillian walked towards the closet to take out a pair of slippers.

“I just think it's so hot when a guy wears panties,” she giggled into the phone.

“It is right. God, I’m glad we found this out. I had no idea you shared the same kinks as me,” Alexa said cheerfully.

“I mean I just think crossplay is sexy. We’re not deviants. You know I’m into men and women, don’t say that.” Trevor leaned his head against the door trying to hear the conversation better. He mouthed crossplay, wordlessly.

“Harry kept them on while I wore a strap-on and pegged him.” She breathed softly through the phone. “It was so hot. I masturbated thinking about it this morning after he left for work.”

“That’s just so hot.”

“I want to tell you all about it. Come grab a drink with me and we’ll swing by and run a quick errand,” she said the statement as a question lifting her voice high at the end.

“I told you I can’t tonight. Look I promise I’ll go tomorrow,” she pulled on a pair of purple slippers and turned to the door.

“I’ll show you the video we took.” Alexa whispered it and the offer hung in the air for a full long breath.

Jillian kicked off her slippers and pulled on a pair of sandals. “All right. Just one drink, but that video better be hot.”

“It is.”

“I’ll meet you at our spot,” Jillian smiled ending the call. Guilt stabbed her stomach for the double obligation, but Trevor was desperate for her attention and he wouldn’t mind. Besides this video sounded hot.

Jillian opened her door to the sound of Trevor’s door slamming. The odd decisions of her strange neighbor amused her. Index finger bent she tapped his door to get his attention. She said leaning into the door frame, “Trev? Are you there? I thought I heard your door slam.”

“Yeah, I’m here. What’s up?” His voice came out in a series of pants and gasps for air.

Jillian bit her lip and said in an apologetic tone, “I’m going out for a quick drink. I want to watch that show with you. Can we watch it on Saturday? Lets hangout for the afternoon?”

“Yeah, that’s fine,” Trevor sighed.

“OK. I’ll see you later,” Jillian listened for a response, but heard nothing. Turning to go her sandals slapped against her feet echoing down the hall. Her car sat in Trevor’s parking place. Before he owned a car, he let her park in his place, and four months back when he bought his ford pickup he never asked for the parking place back. Two spaced down from her white Jetta sat his pickup. Lingering images of Alexa’s boyfriend getting pegged hung in her mind.

***

The Imagine Dragons song ended, and Alexa walked down from the stage with her been in hand. Only three glasses in she kept her balance, but inhibitions were long gone. Applause dying down, she plopped into the chair content with the reception to her singing. Short blond hair waved down her head to her chin; she pulled it back over her ear and sipped at her drink.

“When are you going to show me that video?” Jillian leaned across the table tapping a finger on the lacquered wood.

Alexa smiled over her glass and replied, “After you go up there and sing.”

Firm hands drew an ‘X’ in the air, and she said, “I’m not drunk enough to sing yet.”

The girls laughed recalling the last time Jillian sang and fell from the stage partway through a Mariah Carey song. Alexa placed her glass down and pointed subtly to the bar, “Hey that girl at the bar has been checking you out all night. You should go talk to her.”

Jillian glanced over her shoulder and met the eyes of a dark-eyed woman. A thin smile spread the bartender's lips, and she winked. Her brunette hair fell, pulled back into a tight ponytail. Jill turned back to Alexa and replied, “No way. Again, I’m not drunk enough to fuck a girl.”

“Just go talk to her. You haven’t had good sex in a long time,” Alexa encouraged, “It’s been a year since you broke up with Steph and the only guy in your life is that Trent or whatever his name is.”

“His name is Trevor, but he’s a good guy, I just can’t really see myself every dating him.” Alexa motioned with her eyes back and forth for Jillian to go talk to the pretty woman. “Fine, I’ll talk to her, but then we’re going to run your errand, and I need to go to bed. I’ve got work tomorrow.” She rose from the table and stretched.

“All right. I’ll close out my tab after you chat with her,” Alexa gulped down the rest of her drink.

“Careful you need to drive still,” Jillian chided.

“I know. I’m a big girl.”

The brunette bartender smiled at Jillian as she finished pouring a drink for a customer. Jill sat at the bar and leaned onto the table. American Express credit card in hand she slid it forward. “Hey, I need to close out.”

“OK,” the bartender smiled. “What’s your name?”

“It’s Jillian,” she replied looking at a squat man take the stage and begin singing a country son.

“Mine’s Marta, how are you tonight?” Quick fingers taped against a touch screen monitor. A receipt printed out from a nearby machine.

Jillian nervously glanced back at an encouraging Alexa, “Hey, this might sound funny, but my friend over there, don’t look yet. She thinks your super cute and wants your number.”

Marta chuckled and pulled the receipt with her left hand. “Really? That’s too bad. I’ve been eying you all night.” She leaned forward on the bar and her large breasts hung low offering a clear view of her black bra.

“What really? I didn’t notice.” Jillian tried to avoid looking, but her eyes drew to the hanging flesh.

“I’ll give you my number,” Marta pulled a napkin and pen from behind the counter and wrote her number and a heart.

Jillian tucked it into her small yellow purse and smiled, “That’s nice of you. I can’t promise I’ll text thanks.”

“I’m off at ten tonight,” Marta winked. “You’ve got cute dimples when you smile.”

The compliment sent a chill of attraction down Jillian. Sweet words feeding her growing lust for the bartender. “I’ve got work in the morning. I’ll be busy but maybe I’ll call you this weekend.”

“I’m working Friday, but I’ve got Saturday off.”

Jillian bit her lip and considered how to respond, “All right. I’ll keep that in mind.” Uncertainty about her sexual orientation flared up as she thought of this woman naked. She wondered what sort of personality she had and if they could be friends.

“Here sign this,” Marta pushed the card back along with a pen and the receipt. Jillian signed it and wrote her own number on the receipt. Marta winked up at her and said, “Have a good night, dimples.”

“You too.” Exhilaration filled her mind at the prospect of a new love, she walked to her car and followed Alexa to a nearby store called Lovers. The sign out front drew her thoughts to intimacy and romance. This was a store she had never visited personally, sex toys vacant from her life. She owned a pink vibrator, but rarely used it preferring her own fingers against her intimate parts.

Alexa stood at the door pulling her jacket tight around her neck against the cold wind. She glanced at Jillian and took her by the arm. Together they walked into the store. Alexa asked, “Well, what did she say?”

“Not much. She was interested in me, but I don’t know. I don’t think of myself as a lesbian. I’m just bi.” Idly picking up a ball gag she wondered what it would feel like in her mouth, but BDSM had never been a part of her intimate life.

“That’s fine. You don’t have to be a lesbian to have fun.” Alexa guided them to an aisle full of Dildos and strap-ons. Hands on her hips she glanced picked one up examining the girth. “You remember when we experimented. Those were some hot times.” She placed the strap-on down and picked up the next one.

“What do you even need here?” Jillian asked leaning against the display case. “You already have one. And you still haven’t shown me that video.”

“I need to get a smaller strap-on. The one I used apparently hurt Henry pretty bad.” She pulled the phone from her pocked and navigated to a video. “Here watch this.” Finger on the play button she started the video.

On all fours, Henry glanced at the camera and asked, “Are you recording?”

Tilting the frame and she held a selfie stick with her phone on the end. Alexa lubed up a large pink strap-on and eased it into his ass. Her small breasts bobbed up and down as she rocked her hips forward pressing deeper into him. Henry let out a groan of pain, but his cock hardened with pleasure.

“Fuck that feels good,” he called.

“You like that?” Alexa asked in the video. The pounding ramped up and the sound of their sex filled the store from the video on her phone.

A young blond woman with full lips and green eyes approached Jillian from behind and asked, “Can I help you find anything?”

Startled, Jillian shut down the video and blushed crimson. She stammered, “We’re fine. She’s just browsing.” She passed the phone to Alexa and avoided eye contact with the store clerk.

The clerk stared at Jillian intently and said, “I’d like to recommend our newest model. It just came in. It’s supposed to be lifelike.” The woman leaned close to Jillian and reached for a strap-on putting her into the other woman’s personal space. Their breasts touched the clerk held eye contact lingering a moment. She handed the strap-on to Jillian and smiled.

Reeling from the flirtatious encounter with Marta, Jillian felt horny and this intimate touch pushed her over the edge. The strap-on in her hand needed using. “Sure. I’ll look at it,” she tried to change the focus to her friend. The blond clerk smiled with her full lips distracting Jillian. “Hey Alexa, what about this one?”

“I got the one I need. Are you getting one?” she asked looking up from a pink vibrator and pink strap-on in her hands. Her eyes darted from Jillian to the clerk and she winked. “I bet that bartender would love to break it in for you, but perhaps you could try it out sooner. I’m going to go pay.” Alexa waved and walked down the aisle leaving Jillian alone with the forward clerk.

“It looks great, but I think all pass,” Jillian smiled placing the strap-on back down on the display case. She glanced at Alex and wanted to escape the situation, but the blond clerk pulled her eyes back and pressed a hand to her black dress pants. The firm outline of a cock appeared. The circumcised tip visible on the black fabric. Jillian gasped and looked up at what she had thought was a woman, but now she was uncertain.

The blond clerk stepped closer and took Jillian’s hand., “I promise that this one will change your life. I’m wearing mine right now. It’s so comfortable.”

Attraction and excitement ran through her veins and she imagined this woman ramming the strap-on into her over and over. She breathed in trying to regain her thoughts, “I thought I saw a bulge in your pants, but I didn’t want to assume anything about your gender.”

“Assume away. I want to give you a demonstration.” The blond clerk took Jillian hand and tried to guide her out of the aisle.

“Excuse me?” Jillian asked she wanted to do this, but fucking a stranger was never something she’d done in her life.

“You’re on the fence. Let me show you what it's like,” she pulled Jillian down the aisle towards the changing room. The clerk picked up one of the new strap-ons shook it slightly. “This is the one. It literally will change you.”

Alexa glanced back and saw her friend walking away, “Hey Jill, are you coming? I need to go. I’ve got a naked man waiting for me at home.”

“I’ll be right there,” Jillian answered and glanced nervously at the clerk. She shrugged trying to get away from her.

The blond clerk winked and unbuttoned the top two buttons of her blouse revealing her full breasts and said, “Come on to the back room. I want to show you how to use it.”

“Jill?” Alexa asked.

“Just go on ahead without me. I’ll see you later this week.” Jillian answered and ducked into the changing room with the clerk.

“That’s a good girl.” The blond clerk said following her into the room.

“I don’t usually do anything like this, but I can’t help myself,” Jillian stood in the corner of the small space and glanced at herself in the mirror. Yellow blouse tucked into her booty shorts, she smiled checking out her dimples. “I don’t even know your name. I’m Jillian.”

“Sarah,” the clerk replied unzipping her black dress pants. “This will change your world.” Erect, the cock slipped out of her pants. Sarah strode over to Jillian and kissed her passionately. Tongues pushed and slid into each other’s mouths, Sara reached down with her left and unzipped Jillian’s booty shorts. Both women still clothed, breasts smashed into breasts.

Jillian’s hands explored the other woman’s large breasts, and she pulled them out of her button up blouse. They hung loose over the fabric. “Is it OK to do this here?” she asked.

Sarah pushed the booty shorts down Jillian’s legs and nodded kissing her again. Passion and lust drove them. The women embraced and kissed. Sarah pressed Jillian into the wall with the mirror and lifted her legs placing her vagina directly over the cock. “This will feel very real.” The tip of the cock pulsed with energy.

“Oh, god yes.” Jillian moaned as the tip penetrated her. Only the circumcised shaft into her vagina, Sarah reached a hand down and rubbed Jillian’s clitoris. Jill leaned her head against the wall and stared into the mirror watching their reflections intimately enjoy each other.

Sarah licked her index finger clean of the juice flowing from Jillian’s vagina. The tip of her cock entered Jillian, and the two began fucking. Her head smashed into the wall and her breasts bounced with each press of Sarah’s hips.

“God that feels good,” Sarah moaned.

“What do you mean? It’s just a strap-on right?” Jillian questioned.

“You’ll see when it’s your turn.” Sarah breathed short shallow breaths and kissed Jillian probing her tongue deep into her throat. Jillian gasped feeling air stolen from her lungs. Building pressure of an orgasm surged into her abdomen. The cock rode deeper and deeper rubbing against the walls of Jillian’s vagina.

Sarah groaned and winced, pulled her cock out of Jillian. “Just a minute. Let’s give you a turn.”

“Fuck I was about to orgasm.”

“Me too.,” Sarah said pulling the strap-on from the box. She held it out for Jillian to put on.

“Won’t I have to pay for this first?” Jillian pursed her lips and eyed the strap-on. “It’s pink. It’s not my skin color.”

“I’ll charge you later, but color doesn’t matter. It will still feel good.” Sarah motioned for Jillian to put it on.

One leg at a time she slipped the straps over her ass and cinched them tight. The cock hung stiff but felt different from the one hanging from Sarah out of her dress pants. Jillian noticed that the tip of the cock dripped white pre-cum. “Wait, is that a real cock?” she asked as the energy in her legs gave way. The belt tightened on its own around her ass cheeks and she cried out in pain. The room spun, and she lost her balance.

“It’s ok. It’ll pass,” Sarah said patting Jillian on the shoulder.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned as pressure formed on her crotch above her labia. The strap-on melted into her flesh and the straps vanished. Black leather formed into a part of her olive-skinned body until it vanished altogether, until a limp cock hung between her legs. The flesh still the wrong color she screamed. Sensation formed in the cock and suddenly she felt a throbbing eruption of pleasure and desire. “What the fuck just happened?” The pink cock changed bit by bit to match her olive skin tone. After a moment it stood up erect pointing at Sarah.

“There, now do you want to try it out on me?” Sarah pulled her pants down revealing her own cock firmly attached to her groin. “You are a Futanari just like me now.” Sarah bent over in the stall and arched her back displaying her own labia to Jillian. All sense of surrounding vanished and Jillian needed to press her cock into the woman. She turned the woman towards the mirror so she could fuck her and watch them doing it. Jillian pressed her cock into Sarah and the soft wet pressure of her vagina surged with pleasure.

“Fuck this feels good,” Jillian pressed her hips forward, taking in the soft sensation. Memory of the cock in her own vagina fresh in her mind, she tried to decide which felt better, but could not.

“I told you it would be life changing,” Sarah moaned as the cock fully entered her. “I had to pull out before I came in you and spoiled the surprise.” Jillian spanked her ass hard and surged forward and backward pressing the woman. Sarah bent over held her balance with both hands on the mirror. Jillian stared at their reflection and humped the other woman losing control of her senses. All that existed was the pleasure.

Sarah dropped one hand down to her own cock and masturbated herself while Jillian rammed her. The slapping sound of flesh on flesh filled the store.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned ramping up the speed and lunging into the woman harder.

“Hey Sarah, are you guys OK in there?” called a timid young woman through the closed door.

Sarah moaned her reply between thrusts, “Yes everything is fine. Fuck me. We’re just doing quality control on a new item.” Jillian laughed and slowed the pace feeling pressured build in her cock.

“OK.” The girl poked her head over the low door and gasped. Jillian offer a wide dimpled smile and slammed her cock into Sarah.

“Oh God. I’m almost there. Ram that cock into me,” Sarah moaned as her own cock erupted cum onto the floor. It burst out spraying the dark blue carpet.

“Fuck,” Jillian moaned. Twitching with pleasure, she slammed her cock into Sarah. She gasped as the pulse of her cock sent showers of cum into the other woman. “Oh God,” she screamed. The timid young woman stared wide eyed at the scene. Jillian rammed into Sarah over and over until her adrenaline slowed.

She pulled her cock out of Sarah and stood on shaky feet. “You were right. That was life changing.” She slumped onto the bench and sighed catching her breath.

“I told you,” Sarah replied sitting down next to her. She put a hand on Jillian’s cock and stroked it back into an erection.

“How do I take it off?” Jillian asked feeling her ass cheeks for the straps.

“That’s the catch.” Sara said kneeling down on the floor. She frowned up at Jillian and added, “You can’t”

“What?” Jillian screamed staring down at the throbbing cock between her legs.

“It’s ok here.” Sarah leaned down and took the cock into her mouth. Jill breathed out a burst of air at tongue swirling around her shaft. Fingers probed for Jillian’s vagina and Sarah finger fucked her while giving her a blow job.

“I could get use to this, I think,” Jillian moaned as both her sex organs received attention.


Chapter 6

Trevor stripped naked the moment he got home from work. Daytime male clothes in a pile on the floor he pulled the gender-swapping panties from his dryer. After checking that they were clean he slipped them on and dialed Jillian. The soft red lace slid up his thighs. The thought of turning into a woman pulsed energy into his penis. As he pulled the panties up, his cock grew too large to tuck into the fabric.

“Hey, Trev, sorry I missed your call last night,” Trevor could picture her dimples and smile as she spoke. Soft music played in the background and a hairdryer blew.

“Hey, Jill,” Trevor answered. The whole conversation practiced out in his mind he prepared to continue, but she spoke first.

“I got a weird text from you the other night is everything OK?” she asked.

“Yeah yeah. I wanted to show you something. What are you doing tonight?” Flustered that he couldn’t use any of the smooth lines that he prepared he stammered. “I need to show you this.”

“I can’t tonight Trev. I’m meeting a friend to go dancing.” Sincerity came through the phone line and Trevor could not be mad at the woman he loved.

“Oh, really where are you going?” he asked. A plan formed in his mind. The cock in his panties shrank melting into the growing vagina between his legs.

“You wouldn’t know it,” she replied.

“That's fine. Are we still on for tomorrow?” Trevor’s voice grew higher with each word as his body shifted into that of a woman.

“Of course. Let’s get together in the afternoon and binge the whole season,” she replied distracted by the blow dryer.

“I’m looking forward to it,” Trevor’s voice fully transformed into a woman with a low alto timbre.

“What did you want to show me?” Jillian asked shutting off the hairdryer.

“It can wait,” Trevor tried to imitate his masculine voice as best he could, but it came out terrible. Trevor formulated his plan. As a woman, Jillian would not recognize him. If he went to the same bar as her. He could spy on her and find out what she was doing.

“Are you alright?” she asked concerned.

“Yeah, I’m fine. Have fun at the bar,” he replied holding the phone away from his face.

“Alright. I’ll see you tomorrow,” she said hanging up the phone.

Trevor slumped into his couch and his breasts formed into large mounds. His slender framed developed curves, and he tweaked his nipple finalizing the plan. He ran to his closet and retrieved a new red dress. Slipping into the fabric he looked at himself in the mirror and felt beautiful. His breasts bulged out of the long ‘V’ neck cut and the edges of his light pink nipples showed. “I’d fuck me,” he said slipping on a pair of sandals and grabbing a purse with makeup and his wallet.

Trevor slipped into his car and applied his eyeliner and eye shadow while waiting for Jillian to come out of her apartment. When she emerged from the stairwell, he ducked down and waited for her to climb into her car. He trailed her with half of his makeup on. After a short drive, Trevor found himself in a parking lot watching Jillian enter a dance club in the distance. After she disappeared, he finished putting on the rest of his makeup.

At the door, the bouncer was a tall man with wide shoulders, “I need to see some ID. You look too young to get in.”

Trevor pulled out his purse and showed him his license that displayed his male alter ego. The bouncer narrowed his eye and looked down at Trevor a second time. “I recently had some work done,” he explained.

The muscular bouncer eyed him up and down and said, “I would never have known. Are you sure you want this bar? Damn, I’d take you home right now and show you a good time.”

Trevor had never felt attracted to men, but the attention he received for his beauty made him blush. “Thank, uh… I’m meeting a friend.”

“When you’re done with her, come back and find me.” He said standing to the side so Trevor could pass.

“I’ll think about it,” Trevor winked at the man and found himself giggling as he walked through the black double door into the bar.

Jillian sat at a table alone sipping a cocktail. Trevor winked at her to test if she recognized him. When she gave him an awkward stare, he felt confident and strode up to the table.

A beautiful brunette woman wearing a t-shirt sat down in the empty chair opposite Jillian. Jillian offered a wave to the Trevor as the brunette sat down, “Do you know her?” Trevor glanced at her shirt and chuckled at the lettering, “I Licked it so it’s Mine.”

“No, but I feel like I should,” Jillian turned to the other woman and smiled. “That's a great shirt by the way.” Frustration filled him in waves, Trevor walked to the bar and slumped into a chair listening to their conversation.

“Thanks,” the brunette leaned across the table and kissed Jillian softly on the cheek. “I’m glad you decided to text me. What changed your mind?” Trevor stared at the love of his life smiling at another woman.

“I’ve never been to a gay bar before. I figured I needed a guide,” Jillian spoke. He wondered if his love had always been a lesbian, but that hurdle should be easy to cross now that he was a woman.

“It’s no different from any other club, just only women.” A finger on Jillian’s chin, the brunette pulled her back to their conversation.

“It’s kinda hot to think about,” Jillian spoke. Trevor’s attention drifted to the dance floor, and he watched a shapely dark-skinned woman approach him at the bar. Wide hips and a round ass, Trevor undressed her with his mind. Her light cream-colored dress contrasted her dark skin nicely. The cut of the material pressed her small breasts together.

Plump lips touched Trevor’s earlobe, and the woman whispered to him leaning close, “When I saw you walk in the door, I knew I wanted to have you tonight.”

Trevor glanced at the gorgeous woman and replied, “What makes you think I’m an easy catch?”

She grinned at him intently and danced her way down to the lowered dance floor. Ass twerking at him, she winked and beckoned him with a curled finger. Trevor glanced at Jillian. She strode with her date down to the dance floor. Trevor looked at the black woman and smiled. Dancing with this woman he could steer them closer to Jillian so he could spy on her. Trevor stepped down to the dance floor and grooved his way into the mesh of women’s bodies gyrating and shaking to the sensual music.

“What’s your name?” Trevor asked dancing up close to the black woman.

“Cheryl, yours?” she rocked her chest side to side shaking her tits at Trevor. She inched close to him with each steam of the dance, and Trevor led her closer and close to Jillian in the distance.

“Tre… uh. Jillian?” he said the first woman’s name that came to his mind. A crimson blush filled his face after he lied.

“Tre Jillian, huh?” She leaned in close wrapping her arms around his neck. Her breath grazed his cheek, and she swayed her hips against his side.

“No Just Jillian,” Trevor replied getting into the dance. He turned his back to her and twerked his ass up at Cheryl.

“Alright,” the two rocked their bodies and felt each other through the thin fabric of their dresses. Cheryl kissed the side of his neck as they danced together. Trevor watched Jillian passionately kiss the brunette woman, and he sighed at the sad sight. With his back to Cheryl, another dark-skinned woman walked up to Trevor from the front and danced into him. The three women created a sensual sandwich with the gender-swapped Trevor in the middle.

“Come on in girl there’s plenty of this cutie to share,” Cheryl called winking at the other black woman.

“Excuse me? You can’t just pass me around.” Trevor protested shaking his ass against Cheryl. He bent low and danced his way back up shaking his ass across her. A bulge near her groin caught his attention, and he knew that his woman was packing a futanari cock. The realization drove him to dance harder pressing himself against her rubbing up and down. His ass cheeks spread, and the cock dipped into his crack blocked from his vagina by their dresses.

“Watch me,” Cheryl leaned over his shoulder pulling the newcomer in for a kiss. The motion pressed all their bodies together into a jiving sensual train. Trevor rocked his hips side to side grinding against Cheryl. He looked down at the newcomer and noticed a massive bulge in her dress. The outline of a cock pressed against the green skirt. She edged forward pressing the massive cock in between Trevor’s legs. He leaned his head back against Cheryl and moaned. Trevor felt his vagina dampen with lust. He wanted the cock to fill him.

“Let’s go somewhere secluded,” Trevor said to both of the women.

“Where do you have in mind?” the newcomer asked. “Hey Cheryl,” she added winking.

“My place is close.”

“I’m coming too,” Cheryl replied. The three danced their way from the club. Trevor glanced back trying to see Jillian, but she was nowhere in sight. In Trevor’s car, he straddled the futanari woman in his backseat. Their tongues danced against each other to the lingering beat of the music from the club. Cheryl groped his breasts and pushed the red fabric aside revealing the plump flesh. As they kissed, she rubbed his tits pressing the flesh together and squeezing his nipples. Trevor began feeling as though this was his body and when he transformed back into a man, that his male body was the wrong shape. Cheryl’s dick pressed into his clitoris through the fabric and he wanted to take the massive thing inside him.

“Three people can't fit in that car. I’m gone or we have to go somewhere,” snapped Gina the second futanari woman.

“My house is close,” Trevor explained pointing the direction.

“Get in the front seat and suck me off while I drive,” Gina demanded opening the door and lifting her skirt revealing a massive black cock throbbing with excitement. Trevor rose from Cheryl’s lap and kissed her one last time as he climbed over to the front passenger seat.

“I had her first. I want you on my dick while we drive,” Cheryl protested gripping Trevor’s ass. She held him bent over preventing his escape. She pressed her face up to his labia and her tongue explored the soft flesh. Her tongue flicked the soft lips, and she sucked them into her mouth.

Trevor gasped trying to focus on the throbbing black cock in front of him and the long tongue delving into him. “I can try to do both,” he explained leaning down to take the cock into his mouth. His mouth rested on the large black tip. He sucked gently pulling more of the dick into his mouth with each gulp. His tongue swayed up and down as he sucked Gina’s dick.

Cheryl gripped her cock in her hand and masturbated while she sucked on Trevor. Her tongue split the lips of his labia wide and she drew a line up and down the length of it. Wet nectar from his delicate vagina dripped into her mouth and down his leg. Trevor struggled to keep the strength in his legs while she licked him. Burning pleasure coursed through his vagina and he struggled to focus on sucking Gina’s dick. Gina pressed a hand to his head and rocked it up and down forcing him to take more of the cock into him. Trevor glanced up and realized that they were still in the parking lot. Gina was not driving anywhere. His tongue gently worked up and down the cock. He rammed it as far down as it fit in his mouth, but admittedly it was a large dick and he could only take half of it. He wanted this massive dick inside him.

He lifted his head and said, “Let’s get to my house so you can ram that massive dick in me.” He pulled up his address on Google maps and handed it to her.

“If you don’t get me to cum before I get there, I won’t put it in you,” she said turning the key in the ignition. The estimated time of arrival gave Trevor seven minutes.

Cheryl pulled her face out of Trevor’s ass damp with his sensual liquid, “Fuck Gina, that’s harsh.” Laughter filled the car and Trevor felt nervous. He desperately wanted the big black cock in him.

“He better get working,” Gina said putting the car in reverse.

Hands on the base of the massive black cock Trevor squeezed and rubbed up and down where his mouth could not reach. He felt for her balls, but where testicles should have been a clitoris formed at the base of her cock. Trevor dipped two fingers into the already wet pussy. Middle and ring fingers slamming inside of her, his left hand stroked up and down while he bobbed his head on the cock. Gina moaned in pleasure. Cheryl continued to suck on Trevor’s vagina, but he had to concentrate.

Two minutes left, she said, “Better hurry. I think this is your place.” She turned the car into his parking lot, but her voice choked up and she slammed on the breaks. Trevor pressed a third finger into her vagina and moved his mouth to the tip of the cock. He sucked furiously and licked across it back and forth. “Fuck, I’m gonna cum,” she said gripping the door handle and leaning back in the seat. Trevor pressed the tip of his tongue on the cock and opened his mouth wide. Cum shot from the black dick into his mouth. Streams of cum shot at his lips and covered his mouth.

After licking the cum from his lips, Trevor said, “Now you have to fuck me.” Cheryl kissed both of his ass cheeks and the three stepped out of the car. Casually walking up to his apartment. Trevor waved to a neighbor that didn’t recognize him as a woman. Cheryl and Gina walked with their cocks swinging out in the open.

He grinned, unlocked the door and pushed the two black futanari women inside. Trevor lay on the bed and spread his legs wide. Gina mounted him quickly and pressed her dick to his clitoris. All three women still wore their clubbing dresses in various states of undress. Trevor’s skirt hiked up revealing his bare ass and the straps over his shoulders pressed to the side so his tits hung out loose. Gina’s loose blouse covered her tits, but her black skirt was hiked up to her waist revealing the massive throbbing black cock.

Trevor wanted it inside him and he pressed his vagina against the dick, but Gina shook her head. Gina lay on the bed hanging her feet over the edge. She pulled Trevor on top of her and pressed down on his shoulders until her dick penetrated his vagina. The tip much larger than any dick he had seen stretched his skin, and he felt agony and ecstasy. Cheryl walked up to the edge of the bed and lifted her dress higher so her cock could be free of the material. She pressed her dick up to Trevor’s ass and spat on the tip. A long finger penetrated his ass, Cheryl spread his anus wide and pushed her dick into him. Trevor groaned with both black cock tips inside of him. He panted rocking his hips against the double penetration. Memories of his time with Alice and her girlfriend Karen filled his mind, but these black dicks were bigger.

“Fuck me, I need to cum,” he screamed. Trevor pushed his hips down, taking in both of the cocks. Gina gripped his tits and pulled him flat on the bed against her so that Cheryl would have a better angle to ram her cock into Trevor. Cheryl thrust her hips forward, Trevor pushed against her motion taking as much of the big dick into his ass as he could. Gina’s dick was only halfway inside him and he felt as though his vagina would burst.

“You want this?” Gina asked pulling her dick out slightly.

“You put that back in me,” Trevor leaned down and kiss Gina. His hand reached down and he rubbed the front of his clitoris as she pounded the full length of her cock inside him. Trevor gasped for breath-stopping their passionate kiss and he lay his head down on her shoulder as both women pumped their dicks into him. His breathing sped up, and he felt the burning pleasure of an orgasm begin. Joy burst from his vagina and mixed with the pain of the two massive dicks. Trevor moaned in gasping breaths.

“You like that,” Cheryl asked pumping her dick even harder.

“She likes mine better,” Gina replied.

“Both of you shut up and fuck me,” Trevor gasped between thrusts. The sound of slapping flesh and bouncing breasts filled the room. Their breathing quickened. Pumping rocking they penetrated and pressed their dicks into him. Trevor moaned in pleasure and felt a trickle of milk escape his nipples. Gina looked surprised at it and squeezed them hard. The white liquid dripped down onto her black skin. She pressed her lips against one of his nipples and sucked hard. They fucked him over and over. Cheryl arched her back and pumped her cum into his ass. She thrust over and over. Trevor screamed in pleasure at the pressure inside him. His orgasm reaching new heights as Gina milked his tits. Gina’s cock burst with an eruption of cum filling his vagina. Cum dripped down his legs. Cheryl pulled her cock from his ass. A bead of cum dripped from the tip of her black cock down onto the carpet in his room.

Trevor sat upright taking the full length of Gina’s cock into him and rode her back and forth with all the skill of a bull rider. Gina groaned in pleasure. Milk dripped from his swollen tits. Cum filled his insides. Trevor collapsed down onto the bed breathing out hard. The firm cock twitched inside his vagina.

“Fuck, you two better not be done,” Trevor rolled over on the bed shaking his naked ass at the black futanari women.

Cheryl smiled at him and shook her head. “Gina, if you’re too tired then you should leave.” She vied for time alone with Trevor.

Gina snapped her finger and replied, “My cock is just getting warmed up. I could fuck that pussy all night.”

Trevor grinned, “Let’s see who has more stamina.” The taunting words amped the futanari women, and they pounced on him.


Chapter 7

Naked on her couch, Jillian sat staring at the cock between her legs. The nightmare at the changing room did not vanish with sleep. A timid finger touched the flaccid dick. Flesh squished under the soft pressure. As she thought of the outrageous sex with the woman, her cock hardened. “Great, now I’m as horny as a teenage boy.” She shook her head and reached for her phone. She typed out two different texts before landing on a third one that she liked best, “Marta, this is Jillian from the bar the other night. How are you?” The phone discarded on the counter she dressed for work. Her mind drifted to Trevor’s strange texts about showing her something and she worried that he was planning on coming onto her again.

“Fuck who would want this body. I’m not a man or a woman anymore,” Jillian muttered as she walked out of her room towards the kitchen. After opening the fridge, she pulled out the ingredients to make a sandwich.

The phone on the counter vibrated, and she received a reply from Marta, “I’m great. Thanks.” Dimples shone on her cheeks as her face split with a smile. A quick follow up text appeared before she could answer, “I was thinking about your cute dimples after you left last night.” Mayonnaise and ham on the sandwich she drizzled mustard liberally over the meat.

“We should hang out,” Jillian grinned, but her mind drifted to the cock between her legs and she wondered if anyone would love her now that she was a futanari.

“What are you doing tonight?” Marta asked.

“My plan was to sip some wine and watch a movie,” Jillian lay a slice of cheese on the sandwich and picked up her phone to reply.

“Do you want to go out dancing?” She followed the text with a dancing emoji.

“I haven’t been to a club in ages,” Jillian texted back then stuffed the sandwich into a bag.

“You should come with me it’ll be great.”

“OK. What time do you want to meet up?” Jillian thought about her clothes and which ones would hide her new cock best.

“I’ll be there around eight,” Marta replied quickly.

“Eight works. Text me the address and I’ll see you tonight,” Jillian put her phone into her yellow purse and closed the door behind her. She had to make it through a day of work before allowing her mind to focus on her date with Marta.

Lights flashed in a variety of colors; Jillian closed her eyes to adjust to the dim light in the dance club. She pulled out her phone to send Marta a text. “Hey, I just got here where are you?” She walked over to the bar and ordered a Malibu cocktail from the bartender. Music filled the room and Jillian watched the women dancing and grinding against each other on the lowered dance floor. A balcony looked down on the dance floor from above. Women lounged and drank chatting idly.

A message arrived from Marta, “I’m up in the lounge. I’ll be right down.” Jillian glanced up to the balcony and squinted trying to see Marta, but her lower angle did not allow a good view. She sat at a nearby table and sipped her cocktail. A familiar faced woman walked into the bar. She was gorgeous. Large breasts spilled from a red silk dress. The material barely covered her ass. The woman’s short wavy hair called up recollections of someone she knew, but Jillian could not place it. The wavy-haired woman winked at Jillian and walked over towards the table. Jillian adjusted her black silk mini skirt and looked away from the approaching stranger.

Jillian offered a wave to the stranger as Marta sat down, “Do you know her?” Her black T-shirt read, “I Licked it so it's Mine.” Jillian laughed spilling her drink on the table.

“No, but I feel like I should,” Jillian turned to her date and smiled. “That's a great shirt by the way.”

“Thanks,” Marta leaned across the table and kissed Jillian softly on the cheek. “I’m glad you decided to text me. What changed your mind?”

“I’ve never been to a gay bar before. I figured I needed a guide,” Jillian glanced at the wavy-haired woman. Her expression filled with sadness, but she turned her back and headed to the bar.

“It’s no different from any other club, just only women.” A finger on Jillian’s chin, Marta pulled her back to their conversation.

“It’s kinda hot to think about,” Jillian pictured all the women naked on the dance floor. Bodies rubbing breasts bouncing. The cock in between her legs grew stiff. She desperately wanted to find a club dedicated to orgies.

“What do you mean?” Marta asked

“My mind wanders a lot. I was thinking about all these women having sex here on the dance floor,” Jillian smiled and pointed to a particularly beautiful black woman. “See her. Damn, she’s got a nice ass.”

Marta nodded in agreement, “Oh that’s Tuesday nights in the VIP lounge. Naked Shots we call it. We’ll have to come back another time.”

“Ha ha. Hilarious, but also super hot,” Jillian did not believe that the bar held orgies of any kind no matter how hot it would be.

“Let’s dance,” Marta said finishing her martini. She rose from the table and took Jillian by the arm.

“OK.” The women walked down the steps into the light fog and chaos of the dance floor. Musical beats drove the tempo and rocking of hips and bouncing of breasts. Marta wove through the tangle of bodies and sexual energy finding a small place near the middle of the room. Tapping her feet, she moved to the beat and pulled Jillian in close to her. Marta’s leg danced in between Jillian’s grazing against her flaccid cock. The motion drove blood into the organ and the tip firmed bulging out of her miniskirt. Marta danced around behind Jillian and pressed her breasts into Jillian’s back dancing to the next song that started.

The familiar woman danced a few people away from Jillian. She winked again and Jillian tried to put a name to the face. The black woman with the nice ass spanked the woman in the red dress and the two danced very close. Their tongues touched, and they kissed passionately dancing to the tempo. Jillian felt her cock harden even more at the sight. Marta’s hands held firmly around her abdomen felt up to her breasts. Her dick formed a canopy of the silk mini skirt.

“I feel like I know that girl,” Jillian said again.

“You want to join in?” Marta asked urging them towards the kissing couple. “I’m sure they wouldn’t mind a few extra hands or tongues.” At the comment, a third woman joined their dance and rocked her hips against the familiar woman.

“It looks like she has two partners already,” Jillian protested halting their advance. She turned around and danced into Marta pressing her breasts into the other woman. Their bodies glided back and forth with the beat. Breasts grinding and bouncing.

“There’s never too many for a good time,” Marta grinned grabbing Jillian’s ass and pressing their hips against each other. Jillian’s firm cock pressed firmly into Marta’s lower abdomen.

“I’ve only ever been with a woman once before this,” Jillian did not consider her fling with the clerk a woman. She felt an attraction to women more now than ever before, but she worried that since she had a cock, she was no longer a woman.

“You’re not a lesbian?” Marta pulled back from the close dancing and glanced down at the bulge in Jillian’s skirt.

“I think I am. I don’t know,” Jillian recalled the transformation she experienced during sex from the night before. Her new body confusing and strange she wondered if she was even a woman anymore.

“I’m sure I can convince you otherwise,” Marta leaned in for a kiss. Their lips touched and Jillian felt the pit of her stomach lurch with pleasure. She breathed in the other woman and wrapped her arms around her neck. Their kiss lingered through to the next song while they danced.

“It feels like you’ve got something hidden in those panties of yours,” Marta pointed down at the bulge in the skirt. “Anything you want to tell me?”

Jillian blushed and scrunched her nose trying to find the right words, “I’m not a boy. I never was.”

“I’m not sure I believe that,” Marta reached a hand down and gripped the firm cock through the silk material. Jillian groaned with pleasure at the touch.

“I promise. I tried on a strap-on that formed into this. I still have my vagina and I don’t have balls. Just a dick,” she reached down to lift her skirt and show Marta her package.

Marta stopped her with a sly grin, “If you want to show it to me that badly, let’s go upstairs to the VIP lounge.”

“I thought you said only on Tuesday nights?” Jillian asked.

“They’re cool up there,” Marta grabbed Jillian by the hand and guided her from the dance floor. Jillian looked back trying to find the familiar woman, but she was no longer dancing.

“Hey this is Jillian, she’s with me,” Marta said pulling her through a dark doorway leading to a stairwell. A pretty young woman next to the door nodded her head and winked at Marta. Arm in arm the two women climbed the steps and rounded a slight corner to the VIP lounge. A long couch lined the three walls of the lounge and a small dance floor sat in the middle overlooking the room below. A handful of women grooved to the music on the dance floor in various states of naked. Some topless some bottomless, all danced. Breasts bounced women kissed and Jillian’s cock throbbed at the sight.

Lining the long couch sat women making love, fingering cuddling, sucking. Jillian turned to Marta and blushed, “That lady is naked, and that one is nose deep in her pussy.”

“I know, I told you the lounge is the best,” Marta pulled off her shirt and tossed it over Jillian’s olive-skinned face. Shaking her hips, she danced over to the group of women dancing. Light brown nipples sat on her swaying breasts.

Jillian pulled the shirt from her face and danced her way over to her date. Her blouse pulled off easily, and she joined the topless dance, “Damn, this is hot.” Their breasts rubbed against each other. The hand of a stranger reached around and squeezed her breasts from behind. Hips grinding, Jillian’s cock aimed down between Marta’s legs. Marta rubbed it against her clitoris. Jillian linked her hands behind Marta’s head, and she pulled her in for a kiss. Their tongues danced in time with the beat.

“Let’s find a place to squeeze in on the couch. I want you to fuck me right now,” Marta reached down and gripped the dick in her hand. She stroked back and forth and shook her hips with the beat.

Gasping at the aggressive stroking of her cock, Jillian looked around the room full of lesbians, “Are you sure you want to do this up here?”

“Where else would we go?” Marta knelt onto the ground and stared at the dick in her hands. She kissed the cock once and took the tip in her mouth.

Jillian put her hands-on Marta’s head and ran her finger’ through her brown hair. “I have a little something extra down there. Will they accept me as a lesbian when they see my futanari cock?”

Marta ignored the questions and licked the tip of the dick then took the shaft into her mouth. The tip of the cock touching the back of her throat. Hands firm on the base of the cock she pulled her head away and asked, “Are you a woman?”

“Yes. I recently went through some changes, but I was born a woman,” Jillian pressed Marta’s head back to the cock and she licked up and down the shaft.

Jillian danced to the beat and the woman behind her rubbing her breasts leaned over her shoulder and asked, “I want a turn down there next.”

“Fuck,” Jillian reached an arm back and pulled the woman to stand in front of her. She was short and had dark blond hair. Small breasts hung on her slight frame. Jillian pressed her down to the ground next to Marta.

Marta pulled her mouth from the cock and the blond woman took the massive member into her mouth. She held the tip in her mouth and traced her tongue around the circumference. Jillian trembled at the adept sucking on her dick. Mart knelt deeper on the ground below Jillian and sat between her legs staring up at her clitoris and said, “Then you count as a lesbian for me. Frankly, I think it's hot that you have a cock. I’ve never had one in me before.”

“Really? Never? We’ll have to change that tonight.” Jillian gasped as Marta’s tongue licked up the inside of her thigh until it touched the lips of her labia. The blond woman took the whole cock into her mouth and Jillian struggled to focus on her train of thought. Marta spread the labia with her tongue and pressed firmly against her clitoris. Her face latched on and she licked softly at first, but quickly transitioned into sucking.

The blond woman pulled her mouth off the dick long enough to say, “You dick is super hot.” She resumed sucking running both hands up and down the shaft as she sucked on the tip. With her free hand, she unlatched her belt buckled and removed her pants. The blond woman sat naked below Jillian.

“I think you’re both hot,” Jillian could no longer keep in time with the music. She felt cum building in her cock churning trying to release. “I’m cumming,” she yelled. The blond woman stroked the cock but pulled her face from the tip. Cum shot out covering her small breasts. Marta looked up at the sight and pressed the woman to the floor. Marta licked the cum from the blond woman.

Marta pulled her skirt down to her feet and kicked it across the dance floor. Their legs spread wide, and the two pressed their vaginas against each other. Scissoring the other woman, Marta sucked the futanari cum from her small breasts. Rubbing back and forth their pussies pressed and kissed in time with the music.

Jillian regained her composure after ejaculating and the sight of the two women making love drove her into overdrive. She pressed Marta down into the missionary position over the blond. Making out the two women rubbed breasts. Jillian knelt between both of their legs. Cock pressed against Marta’s vagina she penetrated the woman, “This is what a cock feels like.” She quickly pulled it out.

Marta glanced over her shoulder at Jillian and said, “Hey put that back.”

A wide grin split Jillian's face and her dimples showed in the dim light, “It’s polite to take turns.” She pressed her cock to the tight lips of the slender blond woman. After working back and forth she penetrated her tight pussy. Jillian groaned with pleasure at the tight squeeze but pulled out and began alternating thrusts between the two women. One into Marta then two into the blond. Then two into Marta and three into the blond.

The two lesbians on the floor quickly turned their attention to each other. Marta sucked the small breasts pulling back with her head stretching the flesh of her breasts. Jillian tweaked her own nipples watching the women work with each other. The blond woman reached down and rubbed her left hand across the top of Marta’s clitoris. Marta lost control of her breathing and her face fell into the blond woman’s small breasts. Jillian pressed her cock into the brunette and rammed her cock hard into the woman.

Marta gasped clinging tight to the blond woman, her voice cooed with pleasure, “Fuck me, fuck me harder.” Jillian slid her cock in and out of the woman, filling her vagina and stretching the tight pussy. The rapidly moving hands of the blond woman rubbed the clitoris as Jillian penetrated. Her fingers pressed against the firm cock as they both serviced Marta. Cum erupted forcing its way out of her cock filling the woman. She thrust her hips back and forth pressing her cock deeper until the cum stopped flowing from her.

Marta and the blond woman breathed steadily on the ground, but the blond glanced at Jillian expectantly, “It’s my turn now. You didn’t cum inside me.” The three women moved to the couch and made love changing positions and pleasuring each other through the rest of the night. The last call came and went, but the VIP lounge stayed active until morning.

Marta and Jillian walked out of the bar at dawn arm in arm. The blond woman never gave her name the whole night, but left saying, “I hope to see you two again sometime.”

“That was fun. I’ll be back,” Marta called to her through the parking lot waving.

Jillian pulled Marta to her car and said, “I had a great time, but I’m not sure I want a serious relationship right now.”

“If I wanted a serious relationship would I have brought you here?” Marta laughed kissing Jillian one last time.

Jillian smiled revealing her dimples, but the words hurt, and she realized that she did actually want a relationship. Ending the kiss, she sat in her car. Her phone flashed with a notification and she glanced at it. She waved at the retreating Marta and said, “I’ll see you sometime soon.”

The text message from Trevor read, “Hey Jill. I still want to show you something, but I don’t want you to change your perception of me. I’m still me, but I have been going through some changes lately.” The words seemed oddly specific to her situation, but she couldn’t think of what changes Trevor would have gone through.

“Change is good. Or at least it can be. I’ll see you later today,” she turned the ignition in her car and drove home.


Chapter 8

Morning light filtered through the dusty blinds. Trevor lay on his bed covered in dried cum. Sore memories filled his cavities from the two futanari women the night before. Hands traced over his soft form idly searching for the feminine form of his body. Trevor sighed at his flat masculine chest.

Red lace panties discarded on the ground a few feet from the bed drew his attention. Trevor wondered which body he preferred. As a man, he was average and sexless, but from the fateful encounter where he bought the panties his life had been exciting and filled with passionate naked women. The world seemed in place when he was a woman. In his heart he wanted that to be his new normal.

After sitting up in bed, he picked up his phone and typed out a text to Jillian. “Hey, are you still coming over this afternoon to watch that design show?” He placed the phone on the nightstand and walked to the small shower. A quick rinse and wash and the flakes of stale cum washed down the drain. A dark red towel wrapped around his waist, he walked back into his room to check for a text from Jillian.

The three dots indicating her typing appeared as he picked up the phone. “Yeah, I’ve got to run a few errands first. I’ll be over around one if that’s OK,” She replied.

“Sounds good, I’ve got something I need to show you.” He sent back as soon as he read the text.

Jillian responded by sending a thumb up emoji.

The red lace panties lay on the ground near his bed and Trevor wondered what it would feel like to go outside as a woman. He slipped the panties on over his legs. His smallish cock poked out from the left side of the fabric. The tight pull on his penis pinched him firmly until the blood rushed filling the organ. His firm dick pressed out of the panties creating a canopy in the material.

“Shit,” Trevor muttered. He waited for the transformation to take hold of his body and shift him into a woman, but nothing happened. The floor creaked as he paced back and forth through the apartment. With every passing minute, Trevor wondered if he would ever be a woman again.

Trevor ran into his bedroom to find the receipt from the store. In the bag sat a crumpled white paper receipt. He fumbled it in his hands searching for a phone number or anything. He picked up his phone and dialed the number.

Ring. Ring. Ring.

An angelic voice picked up, “Thank you for calling Desires to Reality. We are currently unable to answer the phone right now, but if you would leave a detailed message. I will get back to you as soon as I can.”

The phone beeped and Trevor spoke in frantic desperation, “Hey, my name is Trevor. I bought some panties from you last week. They worked great, but I’m wearing them now and nothing is happening this time. I think they’re broken and I need a new pair.” He gave his phone number and hung up the line.

Naked on his couch he fell asleep, dick erect protruding up out of the panties. In his dreams, his mind danced with the desire to be a woman. Footsteps echoed through the aisles of the grocery store. Trevor wore a bright pink mini skirt and men hooted and cat-called after him with every step. After the fourth man tried to grope him, Trevor realized that he wore no top and his breasts swayed with each step he took. He ran trying to escape the store. As he exited the store, he ran headlong into Jillian. She caught him in her arms and opened her mouth to speak.

A firm knock on his front door woke Trevor from the dream. He jumped up from the couch and glanced at his watch. The time read one fifteen. “Shit,” he cursed. “I’m coming, just a sec.” The gender-swapping panties still on he stared down at his cock displeased that he was still a man. He pulled off the panties and ran to his bedroom to throw on some clothes.

Back to the door as quickly as he could dress, Trevor opened the door and waved to Jillian.

“Hey Trev,” she spoke in her soft sweet voice. Her dimples vanished when her smile faded. Her eyes stared down at Trevor’s groin.

An erect cock pushed against his jeans showing her that he was aroused. He covered it with a hand and waved her to come in, “Hey, thanks for coming over.”

“I’m excited to watch the show,” she started to say, but changed her mind and said, “If you need a minute I can come back later.” The ivory-colored skirt hung down to her mid-thigh, and the pleaded pattern swayed as she leaned against the door frame with a concerned look on her face.

“No. It’s fine,” Trevor said motioning her to enter the room.

Jillian frowned and stepped past him into the apartment, “Hopefully that’s not what you wanted to show me.” She stepped towards the couch and picked up his remote control.

“It’s not,” Trevor sat down next to her on the couch and swiped a hand after the remote, but she pulled it away and turned on the television.

“Can you show it to me?”

“No. Uh not yet. It’s not working,” doubt and regret filled his mind. Trevor wanted to be a woman, but the magic panties failed him this morning. He doubted that he would ever be able to live his truth as a woman now.

“Let's watch the show then,” Jillian said navigating to the design show. Trevor and Jillian sat in relative silence only commented occasionally.

An hour into their hangout Trevor’s phone rang. He glanced at it and read the unknown number. It looked familiar, and he hoped it was the store calling him back.

“I need to take a moment,” Trevor excused himself and took the phone call in his bedroom. “Hello, this is Trevor.”

“Trevor, I have a question for you,” the familiar voice of the blond futanari woman spoke over the line in a slow cadence.

“Who is this?” He thought he knew it for the woman from the store, but he wanted to be certain before he said anything.

“They stopped working. Now you have a decision to make,” her sensual voice lingered over the line. Trevor wanted to ask a question, but he was enthralled by the woman. After a long pause, she said, “Which body do you want?”

The words drifted over the line and Trevor shouted, “I want to be a woman.” The line clicked off and he sat on his bed staring at the phone. “What the hell was that?”

“Are you OK in there?” Jillian asked knocking on his door. Her shadow below the closed-door showed Trevor where she stood.

“Uh… I’m fine,” he stuttered. “I want to show you something.” Trevor stripped off his clothes and tossed them onto the ground. When she didn’t respond he pulled the red lace gender-swapping panties over his legs and tucked his dick into the fabric. “I don’t want you to take this the wrong way,” he said with his hand on the door handle.

“I’m nervous now Trevor. What’s up?” Jillian replied through the door.

The handle shifted and Trevor stepped out into the hall naked except for the tight pair of panties. “I bought a pair of panties recently and they’re so cute I want to show them to you.” His dick curled down upon itself hidden in the cloth.

“I had no idea you were into that sort of thing,” Jillian blushed and stepped away from Trevor. The sudden image of her naked neighbor shocked her. She stared down at his cock and grinned.

“Well. It’s a new development. Look something happens to me when I wear them,” he began to explain, but nothing happened. Jillian’s expression altered from shocked to concerned and offended.

“Uh, something isn't right,” he said running to grab a pair of pants. He stepped into them still wearing the panties.

“What happened?” Jillian stepped backward toward the door out of his apartment.

“Well… I uh…  I want you to dress me up as a woman,” this was his last attempt to salvage anything from the awkward encounter. Doubt filled him. He wanted to be a woman forever, but the magic panties failed him when he needed them most. If he couldn’t be a woman, perhaps he could dress like one.

“Oh my god. You’re so cute,” Jillian went through a sudden change of heart and the erratic change of her emotions shocked Trevor. She held up a hand and said, “I’ll be right back with something cute. We need to put makeup on you.”

“Wait, I… Makeup?” In all of his escapades as a woman, he never wore makeup or took any of the other steps to change himself into a woman, but standing naked in a pair of panties it became all he wanted to do with his life. Jillian disappeared out of his apartment with a sly grin on her face. Trevor stood with one leg in his pants and his flaccid dick curled in his panties.


Chapter 9

Jillian sat cross-legged on the carpet in front of Trevor ruffling through an organized mess of makeup and facial tools. As Trevor zipped up the jean skirt over his red panties, he sat on the floor in front of her shirtless. Jillian insisted that he wear thigh high socks that reached up to his legs to below the skirt. The whole ordeal made him feel pretty, but each moment that passed without a transformation into a woman worried him. The words echoed in his head from the woman over the line that he could have his desire of becoming a woman.

The olive-skinned Jillian smiled and interrupted his thoughts, “I don’t want you to get the wrong idea.”

“What idea is that?” Trevor replied staring down at the pile of makeup on the floor.

“I know what you’re doing. You heard that I’m into guys that dress as women so you went out on a limb to catch my attention,” Jillian held up a color of pink rouge against Trevor’s cheek and placed it back on the ground next to the bag satisfied.

Hands waved in wide negative gestures, Trevor stammered, “It started like that, but I promise I want to show you something.” He reached down to grab the rouge and Jillian swatted at his hand. He recoiled and shot a glare at her.

“I don’t think I can do your makeup. I don’t want to lead you on. It’s not fair to you. I won’t have sex with you.” The words cut into the air and shut down the hopes in Trevor’s heart of a relationship with the woman he loved.

Head hung low in sadness, Trevor replied, “OK. I get it. I guess I tried too hard.”

“Look. I met someone last night, and I think I’m a lesbian now.” Jillian placed a hand on Trevor’s chin to lift his eyes to meet hers. “Besides, something changed about me recently and I don’t think a normal man would want me anymore.”

“You just changed sexual orientation overnight?” Trevor asked with a confused expression.

“I experimented in the past, but I went through a physical change. I’m not who you think I am anymore.” Jillian pulled out a dark eyeliner pencil and placed it on the ground next to the rouge.

“I’m not either. I promise,” Trevor stammered. His transformation as into a woman was his last option to getting into a romantic relationship with Jillian. “These panties…,”

Jillian interrupted him, “It’s not the same. I can’t really explain it very well.” Her eyes drifted down to her groin.

“Can you at least show me how to put on makeup. I’m committed to this.” Trevor wanted to be a woman. He no longer felt like a man.

“Are you sure? I won’t sleep with you.” Jillian sighed and pulled out a pair of tweezers.

“I’m sure,” Trevor confirmed by nodding his head rapidly.

“This is eyeliner,” Jillian placed a hand on the back of Trevor’s head and drew thin lines on the edges of his eyelids. Silent breaths escaped Trevor’s mouth, and he tried to hide his arousal at the soft touch but failed. The panties tightened around his erect dick and the tight jean skirt pressed firmly into his flesh pinching him.

“Now some eyeshadow,” Jillian pulled out a small brush and applied more makeup. Trevor tried to ignore his firm dick, but the beautiful woman in front of him filled his mind.

“Here we’ll put on just a touch of blush,” Jillian picked up the pink rouge and dabbed the brush against Trevor’s cheek.

It tickled him and he laughed gripping her forearm to stop her. At the skin on skin contact, a flash of energy surged through his body and he rippled with convulsions. “Oh god here it comes,” panic filled Trevor’s eyes. The erect dick in his pants shrank into itself until it vanished into his flesh. He lurched forward coughing.

Jillian fell backward and cursed, “What the hell?”

Trevor reached a hand down the jean skirt and felt for his dick, but bare skin met his hand where the cock should have been. “This is what I wanted to show you. When I put on these panties, I turn into a woman,” Trevor explained.

“How is that possible?” Jillian asked sitting up again.

“I don’t know,” Trevor replied as his chest expanded. Breasts formed in an instant on his bare torso. The body modification altered his physique changing his lean slender form into a curvy angular woman. Nipples grew from the size of pennies until they formed the size of a quarter.

Dimples formed on Jillian’s cheek as a wide grin split her face. She lunged forward pressing her lips against Trevor’s. Her soft tongue delved into his mouth dancing around the inside of him.

“What are you doing?” Trevor asked pulling himself away from the kiss. “I thought you didn’t want me?”

“I love you, but I was never attracted to you until now,” Jillian moved forward again pressing her lips against his. “I’m kissing you.” An olive-skinned hand took one of Trevor’s breasts and fondled the nipple pinching the skin and pulling it. Jillian pulled away from the kiss and slipped off her yellow blouse revealing a soft cream-colored bra. Dark brown nipples poked up out of the fabric.

“You’ve never wanted to be with me before,” Trevor pulled down the jean skirt and sat on the carpet in front of the love of his life naked except for the magical pair of gender-swapping panties.

“Yes, I have. I just denied my feelings. Now that you’re a cute girl I want to cum inside you.” Jillian pulled down her skirt and unclasped her bra. Her small breasts hung loose and Trevor felt a shiver of lust course through him.

After years of wanting Jillian, he finally had the chance to be with her, but a word from her comment stood out to him. “Cum inside me?” he asked trying to understand what she meant.

“Yeah. I’m a futanari,” Jillian replied pulling down her panties revealing a massive cock. Trevor grinned in anticipation of the massive member penetrating his vagina.

The smaller Jillian pressed Trevor onto the ground and forced her cock in between the massive breasts and thrust back and forth. Jillian straddled him over his waist humping him. Trevor reached below the cock searching for balls to fondle, but his fingers grazed against her pussy. An index finger traced along the edge of her pussy as she thrust her cock in between his breasts.

“Take my cock in your mouth while I fuck your tits,” Jillian moaned humping him harder. The soft flesh of his breasts enveloping her massive cock. Trevor nodded his head and arched his neck forward. His long tongue brushed the tip of the cock. He opened his mouth and as the cock thrust in it entered his mouth where he sucked the tip. When she pulled out it popped out of his mouth. Saliva dripped down onto his breasts.

A soft burn formed in his abdomen as his clitoris moistened with desire. He wanted Jillian to penetrate deep into his pussy. Jillian forced her dick further into his mouth. Trevor gripped his breasts and rubbed them back and forth along the shaft of the cock. His mouth worked sucking on the tip of the dick as he pressed his tongue underneath the flap of foreskin. The moist tongue lifted the foreskin and ran a circle around the tip while he sucked.

Jillian arched her back as the pressure built in her cock. Cum burst from her cock filling Trevor’s mouth. He swallowed the jets of cum slammed as they spilled down his throat. Errant drips fell from his mouth and covered his tits as the cock blew out more cum than he could hold in his mouth. He gagged on the endless stream and rubbed his tits against the cock.

Jillian stood from her straddling position over him on the floor and grinned. Trevor stood on shaky feet, but Jillian pushed him back down onto his back. Wordlessly she spread his legs and knelt between them lifting his ass in the air until his vagina pointed at her cock. Trevor gasped as the thick member brushed against the lips of his labia.

“Oh Jillian fuck me,” Trevor moaned. His back arched down from Jillian’s kneeling position and his weight rested on his shoulders. His legs folded down behind Jillian’s ass and dangled down her frame.

Jillian grinned pressing her cock into the tight virgin pussy. “Damn, you’re right.” She thrust hard against the tight vagina. The foreskin firm against her dick pressed back and folded with the tight pussy until together their flesh ripped and she penetrated into him.

“I think each time I transform my pussy is virgin again,” Trevor moaned in between thrusts. Jillian placed her hands firmly on Trevor’s ass and pulled him into her cock. Hanging upside down, Trevor’s head on the carpet bobbed with each thrust. He rubbed his breasts as the futanari cock delved deeper into him pressing against his cervix. The massive cock stretched his insides. Pleasure and pain mixed in his mind and formed into a deeper ecstasy.

“Fuck, I’m going to cum inside you,” Jillian moaned slapping Trevor’s ass hard as she thrust into him. Her cock flexed bulging with the incoming eruption.

“I love you,” Trevor screamed as the pleasure built into a burning flame coursing through his body. He flexed his legs pulling himself into the throbbing futanari dick inside him. The cum on his breasts dripped down his chest towards his chin in the upside-down position.

“I love you too,” Jillian groaned as the cock pulsed sending a fountain of cum into Trevor’s womb. Each blast of the warm liquid shot deeper into him filling his ovaries until his whole insides could not hold any more cum. The next blasts of cum squirted out from his vagina spraying onto the floor dripping all over the carpet.

Jillian pulled her cock from Trevor and lay him on the carpet. She pumped her cock with her left hand and shot streams of cum out onto his naked body. Trevor spasmed still rippling with his orgasm. His hands reached down to his vagina, and he rubbed his clitoris with one hand and wrapped his fingers deep into his vagina with the other.

The last burst of cum landed on his left breast and Jillian sighed slumping to the floor. Her breath evened, and she collapsed on the cum covered carpet next to Trevor.

“Uh oh. something’s not right,” Trevor said turning to Jillian.

“What’s wrong?” the olive-skinned beauty said with a crooked grin. The two naked women turned onto their sides facing each other. Jillian ran her finger around Trevor’s nipples and breathed in.

“I usually change back into a man after sex, but I’m still a woman,” he said licking the cum from his fingers. The warm sticky liquid dripped down his throat. Naked with the love of his life Trevor felt happy and at peace with the world.

“What’s wrong with that?” Jillian asked running a hand through Trevor’s wavy hair.

“Well nothing, I just…” The two stared at each other for a long moment. Trevor wanted to tell her about his gender-swapping escapades but decided to tell her some other time. “Nothing. I think I feel better and more me this way.”

“I know I haven’t always been nice to you, but I Love you,” Jillian explained kissing Trevor softly on the lips.

“I’ve loved you since you moved in years ago.”

“I’m sorry it took so long for us to connect,”

Jillian pressed her firm cock against Trevor. His breath caught in his throat and he replied, “Me too.”
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