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		(())

		 

		EXCERPT

		 

		She didn’t take off her robe. Instead, she took my hand and walked me back inside her room. She nudged me down into the embrace of an overstuffed chair, then crouched on her hands and knees to meet me. She ran her hands up my legs, and before I knew it, she was unhooking my belt and picking apart the button on my slacks. With one tug, my pants came down and my cock sprung out. She steered it straight into her mouth, and my inches were plunged into an undulating bath of raw warmth.

		 

		Her mouth was so hot, so wet. My cock felt like it was getting bigger and smaller at the same time. I had no idea she was changing me, that the pleasure I felt wasn’t my own, but something of her own design, an experiment she’d been meaning to try. I wasn’t just a zipless fuck, I was her test subject. She put her hypothesis to use with every lick, massaging my cock until it surrendered, bent, shrank. It submitted to her without a fight, agreeing to morph, to retreat beneath the taut hood of a forming clitoris. My throbbing balls were shrinking, too, becoming so small that they now fit easily in her mouth, her tongue repositioning them, then rolling them inside me.

		 

		She didn’t take anything from me. I gave it willingly. Gave until my writhing body wrung from it its first female orgasm. She was the first to drink from my cup. She’s the only one who has. And, in a couple months, she’ll be the only one who ever will.

		 

		(())

		 

		STORY

		 

		It’s my birthday. I’ve had thirty already, but this is the first one I’ve shared with a girl. With my fiancée, no less. I guess that shows how quickly things can change. One day, you’re eating a cupcake alone in an apartment, the next, you’re living with a beautiful young geneticist in her eight-figure Victorian house on Nob Hill in San Francisco, unwrapping an expensive-looking gift.

		 

		“Lori, you really shouldn’t have,” I say, my fingers feeling over the grooves in the contoured material the bright pink box is made of.

		 

		“It’s your birthday, sweetie,” she says, putting her hands in her lap. “You know I wouldn’t forget. Now, come on, open it!”

		 

		I turn the box in my lap, pull apart the white ribbon, and lift the lid. I finger my way inside, heavy perfume wafting off the red tissue paper as I pull it apart. Then I touch something soft. I lift out something pink. It unfolds too quickly into a pair of tiny triangles. They’re panties - crotchless panties.

		 

		“They’re—nice.” I swallow, my mouth suddenly dry. Lori stops her glass of champagne just short of her pouting red lips.

		 

		“Put them on,” she says. I’m blushing.

		 

		“I will.” She sets down her glass on the marble side table. Slowly, she uncrosses her legs. It looks like she’s about to stand up, but instead she slides her damp fingers up her stockinged thighs.

		 

		“Now.”

		 

		I stand up in the middle of our living room, the sunlight of a rare clear day warming my backside. I undo the belt on my black slacks and let them fall around my ankles. From the draft around my legs, I know my blue dress shirt isn’t long enough to cover me. She raises her slim eyebrows and crosses her arms. Then she stares up at me with her fierce grey eyes.

		 

		“You know you’re not allowed to wear those anymore,” she says, gesturing at my white briefs. My heart is racing.

		 

		“I know. I—I’m sorry, honey. I—” Lori raises her hand, then drops a finger. She doesn’t have to do anything more. I run my thumbs inside the waistband of my briefs and let them slide down my legs. When I step out of them, I feel something wet against the insides of my thighs. She can see me - all that’s left of me, that is. She giggles.

		 

		“Good girl,” she says, snatching up my briefs and tossing them into a wastebasket. “Now put them on.” I ball my fists. This is the time. I need her. I need it right now. Sure, I screwed up, but it’s my birthday, dammit. How much longer do I have to wait?

		 

		“Can we—?” She crosses her legs once more. The hem of her skirt slides down just short of her hips.

		 

		“Put. Them. On.” I pick up the tiny panties. “We don’t want to keep your parents waiting.”

		 

		I step my right leg through the satin-soft ring. Simmering dread bubbles up inside me again. I’d forgotten.

		 

		They don’t know yet.
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		I should’ve been more suspicious. The day we met played out a little too close to the kind of thing my co-workers and I fantasized about. Getting the room service call from the penthouse suite in the middle of the night - an order of champagne and beluga caviar for two. Pushing the cart into the room, only to discover that there was no second person there, just a half-naked woman in a soft silk robe. Having her sign the receipt, then turning to the door only to find it was locked, that you were the person she wanted there. She would then say something sexy, like “Actually, I was hoping you’d give me the tip,” and then she’d fall out of her robe. Walk toward you. And then it would happen. The magic. The fantasy.

		 

		But that night, when the door wouldn’t open, I was scared. I could tell right away there was something different about Lori, something fascinating but menacing behind her gaze, like the eyes of a feral cat. As she walked up to me, I half expected her to claw me with those slender pink nails of hers. But I was still so hard. My dick didn’t care if she destroyed me, if only I got some action before the final blow.

		 

		She didn’t take off her robe. Instead, she took my hand and walked me back inside her room. She nudged me down into the embrace of an overstuffed chair, then crouched on her hands and knees to meet me. She ran her hands up my legs, and before I knew it, she was unhooking my belt and picking apart the button on my slacks. With one tug, my pants came down and my cock sprung out. She steered it straight into her mouth, and my inches were plunged into an undulating bath of raw warmth.

		 

		Her mouth was so hot, so wet. My cock felt like it was getting bigger and smaller at the same time. I had no idea she was changing me, that the pleasure I felt wasn’t my own, but something of her own design, an experiment she’d been meaning to try. I wasn’t just a zipless fuck, I was her test subject. She put her hypothesis to use with every lick, massaging my cock until it surrendered, bent, shrank. It submitted to her without a fight, agreeing to morph, to retreat beneath the taut hood of a forming clitoris. My throbbing balls were shrinking, too, becoming so small that they now fit easily in her mouth, her tongue repositioning them, then rolling them inside me.

		 

		She didn’t take anything from me. I gave it willingly. Gave until my writhing body wrung from it its first female orgasm. She was the first to drink from my cup. She’s the only one who has. And, in a couple months, she’ll be the only one who ever will.

		 

		When her work was done, she wiped her lips and stood up in front of me. There was no time to ponder my missing cock. I was more curious about the movement near the bottom of her robe. The twitching, sudden jerk of a rising protrusion. She saw I was looking. She bit her lip as she untied the bow that held her robe to her body. When she twisted out of it, I saw her bullet-shaped breasts, her glistening areolae swollen around erect pink nipples. I saw the curves of her voluptuous body, each curve meandering down to her bountiful hips—

		 

		—and between them, her pounding, six-inch cock.

		 

		There was no doubt I was seeing what I was seeing. The alabaster flesh was hairless and proud, the vein-riddled shaft tugging its fat pink head at me to celebrate its liberation. She took a couple steps back, her opened hands hissing down her thighs, coming just short of grasping her mighty pole before turning back up her belly to grasp her breasts. When she did, she moaned, then whispered her first command.

		 

		“Get on your knees.”

		 

		I didn’t waste time. I sat up, and for the first time felt my soaking sex make my thighs slide against one another, leaving a damp spot in the seat cushion. I stumbled to my knees, the skin burning against the red-and-gold carpet, and now sat face-to-tip with her cock. It smelled like a dick, too, though one carefully cleaned and maintained by a woman, the musk dulled by a complementing perfume and some kind of lotion that made the shaft glisten. My mouth watered. Before she said another word, I knew I wanted it. I didn’t care why. She placed her right hand on the back of my head.

		 

		“Open wide.”

		 

		I thought I was open as far as I could go. Her cock thought otherwise. With a single thrust of her hips, she was in me to the hilt, yanking my jaws apart. My hands flailed around to try and pull back. Her hand wouldn’t let me. Quickly, I learned to adapt. My nose whistled, her scent wafting through my head, and my heart calmed. She eased back, then let it all in again. As she dragged over my tongue, I tasted her. I savored the musk of a true futa cock - a potent brew of feminine mystery and masculine power.

		 

		As I sucked her, I kneaded every inch of my cleft like a mound of hot dough, my middle finger inching over my swollen clit. The more I discovered my new sex, the more drips of hot honey oozed over my fingertips.

		 

		It wasn’t my fantasy. It was better.
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		“Honey?”

		 

		Mom touches my hand and I jump. My cheeks burn with embarrassment. I was thinking about that first night with Lori while sitting with my parents in the middle of a busy restaurant on Fisherman’s Wharf. I’d excuse myself to go to the restroom, but I’m so wet now that I can feel my juices running down the insides of my buttocks. Even my seat cushion feels damp.

		 

		“Are you feeling okay, honey?” asks Lori. She gives me a cruel smile from the seat across from me. She’s so cruel sometimes. She loves to see me squirm. I try to think of something else, so I look away from her and pat the back of my mother’s hand.

		 

		“I’m fine, Mom. I’m just a little tired, that’s all.”

		 

		“Sweetie, I know this is a big change for you,” Mom says, not knowing the irony of her words. “But you’re going to be so much happier with a nice young lady to take care of you.” I sigh, then nod in defeat. It’s still not the right time to tell her. “Lori, did I ever tell you about how Phil and I met?” Lori smiles and tents her fingers.

		 

		“No, Miss Halvson, I don’t believe you have.”

		 

		“Dear, call me Janet. We’re practically family now.” Lori giggles.

		 

		“Okay—Janet.” Lori looks at me when she says it, taunting me with how well she can hide her true nature.

		 

		“Well,” Mom says, “it all started at this bathhouse called Plato’s Retreat—” Dad clears his throat.

		 

		“Honey, I think our food is here!” The server sets our plates in front of the four of us. Mom got the lobster. Dad got fish ‘n chips. Lori ordered for me. I’m having oysters, just like her.

		 

		“My, how lovely this is!” says Mom. “Just think, before too long we’ll have to order more plates for my grandchildren!”

		 

		I jump again. Something warm just poked my crotch. I close my legs around it and right away I know it’s a foot. It doesn’t pull back. Her calf is tight as a drum, her leg suspended like a bridge between her chair and mine. I look across the table and Lori’s smiling at me, nibbling at the tip of her index finger.

		 

		“You sure you’re okay, champ?” Dad asks to my left. I nod.

		
		 

		Lori’s big toe starts wiggling. My slacks are too thin to protect me. Her toe slides the black fabric down the cleft of my uncovered pussy. She does it slowly, slow enough for me to feel it part my lips, letting out more of the wet. I tremble, feeling the urge to grind my hips against her digit. Lori sucks one of the oysters out of the shell, then pats her lips with her napkin. My breath quivers.

		 

		“Eat up, honey,” Lori purrs, all of her toes brushing me like a hand petting a dog. “You don’t want your food getting cold.”

		 

		Lori’s toe stops rubbing. It pushes. I spread, welcoming in the lucky fabric. I shudder and shift my hips toward the edge of my seat. I want more, but she won’t give it to me, or can’t. I clutch my thighs even tighter around her foot, but still it backs away, leaving me in heat. Every inch of me feels red, hot, vulnerable, yet somehow my parents don’t seem to notice.

		 

		“She’s right, you know,” says Mom. “Oysters work their best when they’re fresh! Just like they did with your father and me—” Dad raises his hand to the waitress.

		 

		“Check, please!” he says.

		 

		(())

		 

		On most nights, I love lying in Lori’s bed. Her mattress is thick and stuffed with so much down that my whole body sinks into it like a cloud. Her sheets are made of purple silk and trimmed with matching satin that tickles my naked shoulders. On top of it all is a fluffy handmade coverlet embroidered with swirling baby-blue stitches. But tonight, cuddled in the fetal position wearing only my panties, I’m miserable.

		 

		The light to the bathroom turns off, and from the shadows I watch Lori walk along the foot of the bed. She’s wearing a blue nightgown with thin straps at her shoulders. The garment reaches down to her knees, but would reach a couple inches further were it not for her bulging erection tenting the front of it. I turn away from her and cuddle myself closer, hoping that she’ll leave me alone tonight. But I know that’s impossible. The comforter shifts and she climbs in behind me. She wiggles herself against me, close enough that her cock pokes my hip. She kisses my shoulder.

		 

		“Did you have a good birthday, sweetie?” Something about the word makes me sniffle, and I can’t hold back the tears. She brushes her hands up and down my arms. “Baby? What’s wrong?”

		 

		“That was so embarrassing!” I shout, louder than I wanted to. I expect Lori to scold me, but instead she keeps brushing my arm.

		 

		“What are you talking about? I loved meeting your parents!”

		 

		“No, not that!” I say.

		 

		“Well, what is it, baby?” She turns my face toward hers. She looks genuinely concerned. “Talk to me.” Her other hand feels nice and warm on my shoulder, but I’m still mad.

		 

		“Why do you tease me so much? You know I’m still not used to this body.” She kisses my forehead.

		 

		“I’m sorry, baby. You know I like to have fun with you.” I turn away from her, but I can’t escape. She reaches her hands around my belly. I try to wiggle out of it, but I let her hug me. She kisses my shoulder again. “I love you. You know that.” I pinch my eyes shut, trying to stop the tears, but a few more get on my pillow.

		 

		“Do you really love me?” I ask. “Or is this still part of your experiment?” She rolls me onto my back and stares down at me. This time, she looks hurt.

		 

		“How could you say that?” she asks. “I told you, I changed myself before I ever met you. We’re the same, you and I.” She plays with my hair. “I know this hasn’t been easy for you, but you’re not alone. We’re going to make this work.”

		 

		“Make what work?” She sits up, and the covers fall away from her. She runs her hands down the sides of her nightgown, then lifts it over her head. Her cock tugs along the fabric as it passes by, then once freed, wags up and down.

		 

		“I knew it,” I huff, then huddle myself in the blankets. “You’re just teasing me again.” I wait for her to grab me and take me roughly, just like she always does. My asshole burns just thinking about it. But she doesn’t work so quickly this time. Instead, I feel her body ease against the coverlet, then her breath on the side of my face. She kisses my cheek - gently, like a lover, and unlike her. I relax my muscles and roll on my back. She’s on all fours and straddling me, staring straight into my eyes. I see something different in hers. “Lori—”

		 

		With the same restraint, she kisses my lips just strong enough that I can feel her lipstick stick to my skin. For a moment, we’re glued together until she sits up once again. “Would you like your other birthday gift?” My heart pounds for her. I nod.

		 

		“Yes.”

		 

		Lori closes her eyes, kisses the side of my neck, and the covers pull away from my hands. The moment my shoulder is cooled by the air of her bedroom, she kisses it, and I cringe half-surprised, half-tickled. I don’t know where to put my hands, so I keep them at my sides, letting her take control. She kisses her way down my torso, sliding toward the moist warmth between my thighs. Soon, the bedclothes are below the soles of my feet, curled over the foot of the bed. And there, on a sea of silk, she slides her hands up my shins. She doesn’t have to tell me to spread my legs. I do it willingly.

		 

		“You’re so beautiful, Sam,” Lori coos. I blush all over. Her hot hands grasp my right leg, stretching it up so she can kiss the side of my calf. Her fingers toy with my tiny hairs like a harp player, and as she kisses her way down, her roaming digits strum from me the lower notes of my pleasure. I sweat for her. Tremble for her. And when her wet lips find my cunt, I moan for her. I never knew it could feel this wonderful.

		 

		“Oh, Lori, yes!” I cry. “Yes, lick my pretty little pussy!” Her eyes stare through me, my view of them blocked by my belly as it rises and falls to ragged, pre-orgasmic breaths. My hands leap to my face and I nibble my right index finger, smearing the hot palm over my chin. When her lips close around my clit, I shudder back away from her, folding my pillow in half behind my head. She doesn’t let me get sway. She crawls up to me, into me, and licks me with the same fevered flicks. My hips grind against her face, thrusting to the dick-like movements of her tongue inside my love tunnel. I want to grab something, but there’s nothing in my reach, so I clutch my chest, imagining a breast there. When I do, another cry leaks out. Something rushes from my brain into my blood, building in size and speed as it thrusts toward my loins. And, when it hits my pubic beach, I splash, and Lori drinks me.

		 

		Lori kisses up my body again, leaving sticky cum marks up my torso. This time, she climbs with the intensity I’m used to seeing in her - or, rather, feeling when she takes me from behind. But this time is different. It’s better. Her hard nipples drag their way up my middle, her wagging cock bumping against my left thigh, then the right, each sticky poke touching a spot that’s more sensitive than the last. When her head’s within reach, I receive her in my hands, guiding her wet face into mine. We kiss, and as we do, I feel her reaching between her legs, her cock trying earnestly to reach my cunt.

		 

		“Are you ready?” she asks, swiping my cunt with her beautiful cock. She knows the answer. I’ve been waiting for this ever since she changed me. I can’t tell if I’m crying or sweating, but my cheeks are soaked, all in anticipation of what I’ve waited so long to experience.

		 

		“Yes!” I cry out. “Pierce me, Lori! Make me your woman!” Our faces brush against each other, and she pants into my ear. When her tongue reaches my lobe, she shoves it inside me. Right away, something pops, and I feel thicker fluid running down my ass. “Ohhh—!”

		 

		“Are you okay?” she whispers into my ear. I bite my lip, then nod just as fast as I can.

		 

		“Yes—yes, I think so.” She pulls out, but my hips chase her up, letting my juices collect in droplets at the peak of buttocks. Before they can break away, she plunges into me again, thrusting me back into the covers. When I slam the mattress, more of her fills me, stretching new depths I didn’t know I had. At last, she hits a barrier, and her balls swing and slap my cunt like a pair of hot, sticky wrecking balls. “Unf! More! Kiss me - more!” Lori grabs my shoulders, then slimes her hot palms down my arms. Her shoulders bounce against mine as she bucks against me, fucking me with her hot futa cock.

		 

		I can’t control myself. I feel like I’m in an avalanche of flesh, buried in the rubble of tight round boobs and impaled by a serpentine creature of a cock. All I can do is moan and bear it all, taking in the experience of being claimed in a way no man has before. I slide my legs up the back of her wide hips, trying to do that thing girls do in the movies. I like how it feels. It makes me sink lower in the mattress while my lower half curls into her like the shell of a snail - only slimier. Lori devours me with kisses, the ancient screws of her antique bed shrieking their years off the bedroom walls.

		 

		“I’m gonna—cum!” Lori cries. I grab her tighter, then give her a tongue kiss I didn’t know I had in my repertoire. The kind you resort to when your animal side has taken control, and you believe with the primal brain that the kiss alone will make your partner cum. Make you carry their young. The thought sends me over the edge, and I can’t help but shout the image.

		 

		“Do it, Lori! Put a baby inside me!”

		 

		Lori shrieks, trembles, and locks, her breasts jiggling with the rest of her body as if she’d been electrocuted. I can see every muscle in her arms throbbing and twitching, each pulse squeezing more energy, more liquid to her loins. She ruptures inside me, and out she comes, splashing my undiscovered depths with thick gobs of futa jizz. She cums and she cums and she cums, filling me until my belly swells for her, giving me a preview of what in time will remain.

		 

		She fills me to overflowing, and the final bursts squirt out from our unified organs, hemorrhaging thick white all over the bed, leaving creamy white galaxies all over her sky of purple silk.

		 

		###

		 

		Thank you for purchasing a book from my collection. I’ve always enjoyed a good gender swap fantasy, and it thrills me to hear from readers who share that enthusiasm. So don’t be shy - post a comment on my Twitter @BlairBuford and stop by my shop at http://blairbuford.blogspot.com!

		 

		My name is Blair Buford. It isn’t a man’s name, nor that of a woman. It is that of a human who knows that gender is a choice. I dream of a world where sex is a choice as well, one where men and women alike can both experience how the other half lives for as long as they desire, free to know each other’s pleasure. I write in order to make known to the world that no one should fear what makes them happy - or horny.
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