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Museum Heist Gender Swap

Chapter 1

Dim light reflected off of Rendall’s eyes, which were the only visible part of his body. The black shirt and pants hid his form in the shadows of the room. The thief crept around corners and avoided the cameras. His breath filtered through the black face mask as he waited around the corner.

Display cases with artifacts lined the walls. In the dim light, Rendall could not read the inscriptions or descriptions, but nothing in this room held his interest. His aim was one room over, but the guards patrolling the museum blocked off his route. He sat on a bench next to the doorway, listening to their conversation. Rendall pulled out a compact mirror on an extendable rod and pulled it out as far as it could go. After placing the mirror on the ground level, he angled it until he could see the pair chatting. A man and a woman stood on opposite sides of a glass case with pirate treasure inside. The rusted and barnacle-encrusted gold and silver sat on a red cloth arranged in a haphazard pile. The money spilled from an overturned chest.

“Good night, Rob,” spoke a woman with a soft soprano voice. The black uniform did nothing for her figure. Two suspender straps sat on the outside of her breasts, pushing them in toward each other. At her hip hung a taser and bulky pockets and pouches.

“Are you sure you’ll be fine on your tonight?” the man replied with a soft list, pulling out his phone and spinning it in his hand. He wore a similar guard uniform as the woman. The black shirt was tight against his muscular chest.

“I’m the new girl, but I’m not that new,” she replied, glancing around the room. Brown hair pulled up into a loose knot of a ponytail swayed as she moved. The woman leaned against her left leg, flaring her hip out along with it. Rendall stared at her ass for longer than he meant to.

“OK. If you need me call. I’ll be at the club nearby,” the man replied, typing into his phone. Without a glance back at the woman, he turned to leave the room out the far door. Rendall grinned as his plan went off without a hitch. This was the third night in a row that he had snuck into the building. He watched the patrols and kept notes on the guard's movements. This conversation was new, but their movements were the same as always.

“Have an enjoyable time, but I expect you to help me out on the next one,” the woman called after the other guard. She sighed and walked around the room. Rendall paused. Her movement was different from the guards on the previous two nights. He waited.

“You know I will,” the male guard called exiting the exhibit on the other side. The woman shook her head and stared at the centerpiece in the room. A jeweled necklace hung in a glass display case. The gold necklace bore two pearls on each side of the massive amethyst in the center. The woman sighed, staring at the beautiful necklace. After a long pause, she said, “I will wear you one day, but not today.”

Rendall grinned and mumbled to himself, “Not today, Lady. I’m stealing that piece in a minute here.”

“What was that?” the woman turned to the room where Rendall hid and stepped on quick toes toward him. Rendall retracted the mirror and held it to his back. He slid off the bench and crouched on the other side of it from the door. His body melding with the shadows in the room.

The guard stepped into the shadowed room and glanced around the display cases, “I thought I heard someone.”  Her eyes slid over Rendall’s shadowed form and she turned around to leave. “I need coffee.”

Rendall waited for his heart to stop pounding before he rose from his crouched position behind the bench. On soft feet, he crept into the other room as the guard woman exited through the door on the opposite side. He risked another whisper, “That was close.” He pulled out a pair of wire cutters and felt around the edge of the display case with the necklace. Kneeling on the floor at the front of the display, he lifted the hatch, revealing a panel of wires.

The alarm was set to go off if the glass was tampered with or moved, but Rendall cut the wire and connecting the system and disarmed the alarm. Satisfied that his work was complete he rose to a crouched position and pulled out his glass cutter. A circle formed in the glass and he removed the necklace in one quick motion. No alarm sounded. His work complete, Rendall grinned, excited for his upcoming payday.

“Maybe I’ll wear the necklace one time for that lady,” he mused. The necklace fit over his head and dangled onto his chest. The large amethyst was set into a silver band, and small pears lined the edges. It was beyond gaudy, and even heavier than it looked. Rendall wondered aloud, “How would anyone wear this stupid thing around.”

Rendall packed up his things in his tight-fitting shoulder back. The front strap ran across his chest from his right shoulder down to his waist on the left side. He unzipped the pouch on the strap and placed the wire cutter inside. Satisfied with his work, he stood up to leave the room. As he stood the world spun violently, he struggled to catch his footing and collapsed into the display case with the pirate treasure. His face smashed into the glass, sounding a loud thud through the room, but luckily no alarm came from his commotion. Laying on the floor at the base of the display, he shook his head.

Embarrassed by his sudden loss of balance, Rendall blushed, “Luckily none of that was on camera.” He stood up again, and the world spun a second time. His perception of the room turned into a wild mesh of color and disarray. He fell to the ground again. Catching his bearings a second time, his clothes felt tighter. Rendall shrugged off the strange sensation of pressure against his chest and in between his pecs and rose to his feet a second time.

“Hey, you there, stop,” called the brunette woman from the distant doorway.

“Shit,” Rendall cursed, turning to flee out through the opposite door. The necklace around his neck bounced against his chest, but it felt different, his whole chest bounced in a way it never had before. Rendall glanced down and two slight mounds of flesh protruded from his black shirt. The amethyst necklace sat between two breasts.

“Give that back. You aren’t supposed to be here,” the guard shouted again, chasing after the thief.

Unable to process why he had breasts, Rendall reached to the necklace to pull it from his neck, but as he touched the piece, he lost his balance for the third time. The momentum driving him forward, he stumbled and crashed into the wall next to the doorway out of the room. Vision darkening, a massive headache throbbed as he lay face up on the ground.

“Take it off me. Take it off,” Rendall shouted, pulling at the necklace, but each time he touched it, his body shivered and transformed even further. His chest expanded until his breasts outgrew his shirt. The fabric lifted at his waist, revealing his toned abs and belly button. The tight shoulder strap hugged him tight across his expanding breasts and he struggled to breathe.

The guard ran to his side and slid down to her knees. She gripped the necklace in both hands tugging it up over his neck, but her hands fell limp and lay across his expanding chest. The shirt tore in half down the front, revealing his massive breasts. The huge tits the size of an ‘E’ cup encompassed his whole slender chest.

The guard stammered, pulling on the necklace a second time, “I’m trying. What the fuck is happening to you?” As she tugged his breasts grew again now to the size of an ‘F’ cup.

“Stop touching it. My tits keep growing,” he complained, sitting up. The guard eyed him through the face mask and said, “You’re coming with me.”

Rendall noticed that his cock had grown too, and he stared from his tits to his cock, confused at his body. The massive cock fully erect stood fifteen inches tall and ripped through his pants. The guard followed his eyes and stumbled backward onto ass.

“Why do you have a cock?” she asked.

Rendall screamed and noticed that his voice came out as a husky alto instead of his normal bass. He was now a woman, sort of. He clasped the necklace in his fist and tugged it from his neck, tossing it across the room. It came free from his neck. As he held it in his hands, his body jolted with vibrant energy and his cock squirted out a stream of cum. The sticky white liquid shot out at the guard covering her black uniform with semen.

“Is that cum? You sprayed cum all over my shirt,” she wiped at the cum, shocked and frustrated.

“As soon as I put the necklace on my body felt strange. I need to get to a doctor,” Rendall explained. His voice sounded unfamiliar to him and as he spoke he wondered if it was him talking.

“You’re going to jail. I’m calling the police,” the guard stood up and cum dripped down her uniform onto the ground below. She pulled the thief up with her and shook her head. Handcuffs clicked into place around his wrists, Rendall wondered which was worse turning into a man-woman thing or getting caught trying to steal.


Chapter 2

Rendall stood next to the wall, handcuffed and half-naked. His pants fell to the floor and his massive cock stood out straight, erect and ready for sex. He stared at the guard woman wanting to penetrate her, but he forced his mind to his job. He needed the necklace back or he would not get paid. The black shirt hung on his shoulder more as a vest now than a shirt and his large tits hung down his chest with the shoulder strap hugging them tightly.

The guard woman wiped the cum from her shirt and glared at Rendall, “I swear to god if you move again while I’m on the phone I’ll shoot you with my taser.” She held a hand at her hip and realized that she stained it with cum and let out a frustrated sigh. The phone in her other hand dialed, and she waited for a response.

“I won’t move,” Rendall assure the woman as he waited for his chance to grab the necklace and leave. He wondered how his body had transformed into a woman or man-woman. He had no idea what he was anymore. He wanted the necklace to change himself back to a man but worried that putting it on again might make the situation worse.

“Hey Rob, I’ve got a situation,” the woman spoke staring at Rendall cuffed next to her. She made no move to grab the necklace. “I have someone here that tried to steal something, but this is weird. She claims that the necklace turned her into a woman. I haven’t called it in yet, the alarms haven’t gone off and I…” she trailed off and bent over to pick up the necklace. “I’m worried about touching the necklace.”

“You didn’t call the police?” the man on the other line shouted loud enough for Rendall to hear.

“Hey there was an attempted break-in and I apprehended the thief, but if I call this in and you’re not here, we could both get in trouble,” she explained. “You skipped out on work and I’m covering for you. I’ll lose my job too if you’re not here.” The guard shifted her weight onto her left side again and stared down at her cum stained shirt.

The man spoke again, but this time Rendall could not understand him. The guard nodded her head before saying, “OK. Thanks. I’ll see you soon.”

She hung up her phone and grabbed the handcuffs in between Rendall’s hands. Pulling him along, she said, “Come with me.” The drug Rendall behind her toward the exit of the room and stopped halfway across. “Dammit, I need to get that necklace.” She stared at it as if the thing would bite or jump at her. Motioning to Rendall, she said, “You pick it up.” Rendall nodded and bend down, retrieving the necklace. Holding the thing away from himself at arm's length, he followed the guard out of the room.

Each step he took, his mind was filled with explicit images of him fucking the guard. Rendall could not tell if it was his libido or the necklace forcing the sexy imaginings into his mind. He tried to force down his attraction, but his cock dangling out pulsed with excitement. He paused, catching his breath, and leaned against the door frame out of the room.

The guard stared back at him frustrated and said, “Follow me.”

Rendall leaned toward her and pressed his lips against hers. The guard let out a soft peep from her surprised lips and she pulled backward. His cock pressed into her thigh, staining it anew with the cum dripping from his large cock.

“What the fuck?” she cursed, wiping his kiss from her lips. She stared down at the massive cock and back up to his exposed breasts and finally back to his brown eyes.

“I’m sorry I…” Rendall tried to explain, but the urge to fuck the guard forced him again. He leaned forward and kissed her again, probing with his tongue for entry into her mouth. The guard fought him off, sealing her lips tight, but she did not pull away from the kiss. Her shoulders slumped and Rendall pressed his hips into hers, forcing his massive cock against the woman’s waist.

The guard pulled out of the kiss and gripped the taser at her hip, “If you do that again, I will shoot you.” She stared at the thief and glanced at the necklace in his outstretched hands and could not hold back her blushing attraction. “What are you even doing? I’m going to get you arrested for trying to steal from the museum.”

“I don’t know,” Rendall tried to reign in his passion, but the urge to tear the woman’s clothes off filled him. He stepped forward and hung his cuffed arms over the guard’s neck, placing the necklace over her head and pulling her in closer. Rendall kissed her again, searching for entry into her mouth with tongue. She finally relented and Rendall kissed her with all the sexual charge that filled him from the necklace.

“Stop that,” she tried to protest the kiss, but could only manage to speak a few words in between their kissing. The necklace around her neck glowed softly lighting the dim room casting their shadows across the walls.

“I need you,” Rendall said, pressing his chest against hers as they kissed.


Chapter 3

With the strange necklace around her neck, the guard woman’s eyes glossed over. She kissed Rendall passionately and pushed him against a nearby display case. An astrolabe sat on a pedestal in the glass case with various other navigational tools in a neat array. The curved glass pressed into Rendall’s back as the guard forced her body into his.

Thumb under the suspender straps, the guard woman flipped them over her shoulder and unbuttoned her shirt as their tongues swirled in a dance of saliva and lust. Under the black shirt, she wore a pink bra. Leaving the shirt unbuttoned over her shoulders, she wore it as an open vest with a wide view of her soft skin. Rendall tore at the pink bra unhooking the clasp in the front releasing her breasts. The amethyst sat in the middle of her average-sized breasts. She lifted her tits and rubbed her nipples against his gingerly, then moved in for another kiss. The gemstone bounced and swayed amid their breasts, rubbing each other.

“I don’t know what’s come over me,” the woman said through fits of moaning. She reached a hand to his massive cock and gripped a fist around the head. She tugged on it gently, pulling the thick member toward her crotch. Forcing it to a downward angle, she guided the cock in between her legs.

“I think the necklace is doing something to us,” Rendall explained in between kisses. “I was a man before this all started.” His cock thrust forward against her pussy. The uniform blocked his cock from penetrating the guard. Still in handcuffs, Rendall did his best to fondle her breasts, but he was forced to keep his hands close together for all of his movements.

The woman raised an eyebrow, but made no move to stop their engagement, “I’ve already soaked my panties. I need that futanari cock in me.” She gripped the cock at the base of the shaft, holding it in place against her pussy, and leaned forward to kiss him.

Rendall opened his eyes mid-kiss and stared at her, wondering at the unfamiliar word. “Futanari,” he muttered. The attention she gave to his cock drove him wild. Rendall had never been this aroused in his life, and he needed to penetrate her.

The guard reached down and pulled her belt free. The pants tried to fall to the floor, but the cock sat in between her legs, and the black pants hung from his thick member. The woman nodded her head and said, “It’s what you are now. You’re a futanari.” She slid the pants from his cock until they fell to the floor at her ankles.

“How do you know?” he asked, pulling out of the kiss. Rendall gripped his breasts in both hands and massaged his massive tits against hers. The only way he managed this with his handcuffs was to grip his breasts from below and bounce them upward into hers.

“I’m not sure,” she said, following his lead, taking her tits in her hands and playfully mashing them against his.

Unwilling to allow her time to remove her shoes and step out of the pants fully, Rendall pounced. Looping his cuffed hands around her neck, he pushed her onto the floor and slid his legs in between hers. The pants binding her legs together; it formed a confined space for him to slide in between. Rendall pressed his massive futanari cock against her pussy. The tip of his dick kissed the lips of her labia and he ran the cock around the circumference of her pussy before thrusting it into her vagina.

The guard screamed as the cock filled her. Rendall thrust in and out, pushing her moist flesh apart as he slid deeper into her. The massive cock stretched her flesh, and the woman gasped as it delved deeper than she thought possible.

Rendall slowed his movement, allowing her to acclimate to his large futanari cock. He pressed his forehead against hers and whispered, “I need that for my buyer.”

“You can’t have it,” the guard spoke defiantly back at him as she curled her legs down over his ass. Her keys fell from the pocket landing on the floor behind him and the taser on the belt made a soft click as it fell to the floor.

“You don’t get it. I need this to sell to my buyer,” Renall said, thrusting hard into her again. “If I make you cum, will you give it back to me?”

“I’m keeping it,” she replied, pinching his nipple hard.

Rendall winced at the hard pull on his tits and wanted to slap her, but his hands were tied. “The fuck you are,” he said with a coy smile. He slammed his cock hard into her and he stopped moving with it fully inside her.

“What are you going to do about it?” she asked, tilting her head. Her brown hair in a mess of an unkempt ponytail lay to the left side of her head.

Rendall grunted and slammed his cock in and out, edging her closer to an orgasm. The guard tried to speak again, but her mouth hung open as she breathed quick breaths. Flexing her abdomen, she arched her back and moaned softly with each thrust. Soft squishing sounds filled their ears and mixed with their panting breath.

Unknown to them, the male guard, Rob, walked into the room and gasped. He tried to get their attention, but blushed and stayed out of sight. Pulling out his dick, he rubbed himself watching the two fuck.

A firm lump pressed into Rendall from the woman’s clitoris. He stared down at his cock as he fucked her and watched as her skin shifted and elongate. The tip of a dick formed from her clit. The cute cock stretched only a few inches long but pressed into Rendall’s stomach as he fucked her.

“It’s so cute,” he said.

The woman stared down at it with wide eyes. Cum shot from the tiny cock as she screamed out in pleasure. Rendall’s cock pulsed and erupted in sync with her new cock. The woman transformed into a futanari in front of him, and it was enough to drive Rendall wild. Never in his life had he imagined anything like this, but it turned him on so much. He forced his cock as deep as he could as he filled her vagina and womb with his semen. Cum shot up from the woman’s dick into the bottom of Rendall’s breasts. Their tits pressed into each other, mixing the cum around.

Rendall gasped and thrust his last bit of energy into the final shot of cum. After collapsing onto the woman, the necklace pressed into his enormous chest in between them. The woman grinned at him and ran a long fingernail along his back. Panting, Rendall stood and slipped out from in between the woman’s legs.

The woman stared up at him with the necklace still around her neck. Rendall’s body felt shaky, and he gripped the nearby display case with the astrolabe for balance. As he regained his balance his body shifted and shrank. The tits slowly shrunk until his chest returned to normal. Rendall groaned, “Not my cock. It was huge.” He grabbed at his shrinking cock and sighed as it returned to its normal size.

Rendall bent over the woman and tried to take the necklace from her. She pulled it away from him and said, “No. I’m not letting you steal this.”

The male guard walked up to Rendall and said, “Hey, I need to call the cops now.” Cum dripped from his cock hanging out of his pants.

The woman glared at him, “Rob, did you just masturbate to me?”

He blushed and stepped away from Rendall, unsure of how to respond to the accusation.

Rendall stared at the woman on the ground. She stayed as a futanari, but she still wore the necklace. He winked down at her, “I’ll steal it from you.”

“I look forward to our next meeting then,” she glared up at him defiantly. Rendall shook his head and decided to cut his losses and try again another time. Receding from the room, he held his tattered clothes together as best he could. Slipping into the next room, he poked his head out the door, “I never caught your name.”

“No, you didn’t, and I never got yours,” the woman sat on the floor poking her small dick. Her eyes lit up as the tiny cock firmed up and stood erect from her touching.

Rendall nodded his head and stepped out of the room fully.

“You’re letting him walk out without calling the cops?” Rob, the male guard, asked.

“I handled him,” the woman replied. “I’m going to report the necklace stolen though. If you tell anyone that I stole it though, you’ll lose your job too since you were here with me. We’ll delete the camera footage and both keep a copy.” The woman rose to her feet and pulled her clothes off the rest of the way. “I need a change of clothes. These are all cum stained.”

“Not to state the obvious, but when did you grow a cock?” Rob asked, helping her stand up with his eyes glued on her small dick.

“Tonight and I love it,” the woman replied, fingering the amethyst around her neck.


Futanari’s New Toy

Chapter 1

Music drowned out Seth’s emotions as he drank cheap alcohol from a dixie cup. The frat party behind him a backdrop of excitement against his dreary mood. He drank away the sadness from a recent breakup with his girlfriend of four years. The stiff barstool at the kitchen counter squeaked as Seth turned. He glanced around the full room at the other college kids enjoying themselves. He wondered why he even came to this stupid party. Thick rimmed brown glasses sat over his green eyes. He adjusted them and stared into the half-empty cup.

A stiff elbow slammed into his back. The cheap beer spilled across Seth’s blue shirt. A tall man with dark eyes offered a quick, “Sorry bro.” Seth offered him a disinterested wave in response and stood from the barstool at the kitchen counter. Seth’s short brown hair was kept trim up the sides, but he wore longer bangs that swooped across his forehead and dangled over the edge of his vision.

The empty cup in his hand beckoned him to refill it and drown out his emotions even further. Seth walked around the kitchen counter to a small group of people filling cups and laughing. A slender girl with unkempt, dirty blond hair walked into the group in front of him, cutting him off from getting his drink. Seth wanted to confront her about her cutting in line, but that would be too much effort for his depressed mind. Glancing around the room while he waited, Seth made eye contact with the last person he wanted to see.

“Shit, that’s Ali,” Seth muttered under his breath. The girl that cut him in line glanced from Seth to the girl across the room. She brushed a hand through her wild hair and pulled it back into a ponytail, before turning back to the alcohol in front of her.

Long black hair and a slender frame, Ali waved awkwardly from across the room. She stood arm in arm with a tall guy in a beanie. Brown hair curled around the edges of the guy’s gray beanie. Ali was his girlfriend that broke up with him last week for Jared. She let go of his arm and walked across the room toward Seth with a timid smile.

Ali waved to Seth and offered him a side hug. Seth accepted but leaned away from her as she pulled him close. She said in a loud voice, “Hey Seth, how have you been? I hope it's not awkward that we’re both here. Jared  is here too.” She pointed across the room to the waving Jared. He narrowed his eyes a moment at Seth, but the expression shifted quickly to patience.

The blond girl picked up a cup and filled it while watching Seth and Ali.

“That's fine. I’m in a relationship now too,” Seth’s voice cracked as he lied. He tried to recover and frantically glanced around the room. “Yeah. I’m good. The best.” His words came out incoherent and forced.

“Really?” Ali stared at Seth a moment, waiting for his forced smile to crack. She asked after a moment, “That's great. Is she here?”

Seth panicked and glanced at the blond girl in line and said, “Yes.” When he looked at her, he noticed that she carried two dixie cups. He gambled on the girl and pointed to her. “This is my new,” he paused, making eye contact with the girl for the first time. She widened her eyes and glanced from Seth to Ali. Seth’s eyes pleaded for her help, “Girlfriend.” The girl tilted her head and passed the extra cup to Seth.

“That’s great. I, uh. I didn’t know you were in a relationship. I never saw anything on Facebook,” Ali said, staring the blond girl up and down. The blond girl was shorter and more slender than Ali. She wore a light pink tank tip and no bra over her small breasts.

“Facebook?” Seth asked, almost forgetting what it is as he tried to think of a way out of this situation. The blond girl sipped her drink but remained a silent participant in the exchange.

“Are you going to introduce me?” Ali asked as the quiet moment in the middle of the noisy kitchen stretched on.

“Yes, this is…” Seth turned to the girl and paused. She was pretty, and it surprised him that the girl would give him any attention at all or be willing to help the situation. He wanted to make up a name for her, but his mind went blank.

“Heather,” the girl replied, offering a hand to Ali. “My name is heather.”

“How long have you two been dating?” Ali asked, shaking the girl's hand. Jealousy clear on Ali’s face, she felt threatened by the prettier girl even though Heather was less dolled up than Ali.

“Not long,” Seth piped in.

Heather placed her arm over Seth’s shoulder and whispered in his ear, “I’ll play along, but I need a favor in return from you.” She pulled out a pill from her pocket and tossed it into Seth’s drink. After turning back to a surprised Ali, Heather said, “We met a while ago, but we’ve been dating a month.” Her lie would give away the deceit or make him look like a cheating bastard.

The pill in his drink dissolved in a white fizz, and Seth watched, unsure how to respond. Heather turned his face down to hers and pulled him in for a kiss. Her tongue slammed against his lips and she sucked his tongue into her mouth.

Ali stepped backward, watching the scene with angry eyes. She clenched her hands into fists at her sides and asked, “Wait, were you cheating on me?”

Seth tried to turn away from the kiss and answer her, but Heather kept him locked to her lips. All he could manage was opening his eyes wide at Ali and shrugging. His ex-girlfriend left in a frustrated huff across the room to Jared.

When Heather ended the kiss, she pointed at the cup. “Drink that and we’re almost even.” Heather wiped the saliva from their moist kiss from her lips and grinned at Seth.

“What is it?” he asked, unsure about the unlabeled drug in his drink. He wasn’t opposed to drugs, but he liked to know what they were before ingesting them.

“Drink it and come with me,” Heather let go of his shoulder and walked away without waiting for a response.

Seth glanced across the room at the seething Ali and back to the receding Heather. “Fuck it,” he said and pounded the whole drink in one gulp.


Chapter 2

Navigating the crowded halls of the enormous home, Seth followed Heather, weaving in between people. People danced in a nearby living room to loud music. Laughter and chatter filled their ear with a dull thrum of background noise.

Heather turned on her heels at the foot of a curving stairwell, “She seems like a friendly girl. When did you break up?”

Seth blushed and said, “Last week.” He glanced back down the hall to the kitchen and dining room where they left Ali. He could see Jared from this angle, but Ali was hidden around the corner.

She raised her eyebrows and said, “Oh, that explains why she got upset.”

Seth felt weird. The alcohol up to this point in the evening offered him a slight buzz, but the last shot he took with the drug made his head fuzzy. It felt as though his skin rippled with each step. Suddenly he felt extremely aroused, and he wondered where Heather was taking him. “It’s not a big deal. She was cheating on me. It might make her feel better about herself now that she wasn’t the only one.”

“But you weren’t cheating, were you?” Heather took one step up and gripped the wooden handrail. She spoke at him over her shoulder.

“No, but she’ll believe that I was now. I’m not worried about what she thinks,” he lied but wanted to give Heather the impression that he was over Ali. Seth’s dick pressed against his pants and he expected sex with this girl.

Heather walked up the steps quickly. When they arrived at the landing, she turned down a long hall toward a double door at the end. Speaking over her shoulder, she said, “Now that I helped you, I need a favor.” She gripped both door handles and stared at Seth from the corner of her eye.

“What did I get myself into?” Seth asked. The tingling, shifting sensation covered his entire body, and he wondered what the drug was doing to his mind. This feeling would distract him from sex, and he worried that his performance would suffer.

“My girlfriend is in there and waiting for me. I think you might be a nice treat for both of us,” Heather said, throwing open the doors. Inside the large room lay a beautiful black woman on a king-size bed. Laying face up, she wore white lingerie covering her large breasts and obscuring her clitoris. The woman lifted herself onto her elbows and raised an eyebrow at Heather.

Seth turned from Heather to the black woman, and his mouth dropped open. A threesome with two beautiful women was the last thing he expected tonight. He stepped into the room and pulled his shirt up over his head. “I’m ready. Let’s do this.” His cock, fully erect now, bulged against his pants.

“I’m sure you are, but give it a moment,” Heather said, pulling the door closed behind them.

“I’ve never had a threesome before. I’m so excited. Two women at once,” he flipped the shirt onto a nearby chair and glanced at the black woman again. From her panties extended a massive cock. No ball protruded down out the bottom of the white fabric. Seth turned to Heather, and a question formed in his head, but he only mumbled, “I… uh… Wasn’t expecting.” Heather pulled down her pants and stepped out of them. From her cherry red panties bulged an erect cock about six inches long. Seth stared from the black woman to Heather in shock. She still wore her pink blouse, and she pulled it low, shyly covering her erect dick from him.

“I’m not a female though,” Heather said, pushing Seth to the bed. “But you will be soon.”

“You’re such a tease,” said the black woman. Wind blew the white curtains into the room and the breeze danced across Seth’s bare chest.

“What?” he gasped, stumbling backward as his body lit on fire. Heather pulled him in for a kiss and her cock pressed against his through his jeans. She reached down and fondled it, sliding her hand along his shaft. Before he could process the events happening too quickly around him. Seth tried to back away from her kiss, but her attention on his cock drew him in for more. The black woman behind him knelt at the edge of the bed and wrapped her arms around his chest, feeling across his skin. As she stroked his nipples, a soft warm sensation spread from his chest. The skin expanded. The black woman pressed her full bosom against his back. Soft lacy lingerie tickled his skin as she kissed his neck and rubbed his chest.

As Heather stroked his cock and the other woman rubbed his chest, breasts grew on his chest. Each moment a size large. Soon he stood thoroughly confused at why this turned him on so much. His breasts matched the black woman’s and would fit in a ‘D’ cup nicely. Seth bounced them in his hands, appreciating their size and natural feel.

“What are you doing to me?” he said, pulling out of the kiss. The woman behind him stroked his massive breasts and pinched his nipples hard.

“Let’s just say we’re turning you into a toy,” Heather unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. Gripping her cock and his in both of her hands, she stroked them together.

“I’m intrigued, but nervous,” Seth stared at her sexy strange body and wondered if he was now a futanari. Her cock throbbed against his and cum dripped from his dick.

“You’re not done transforming yet,” she whispered.

The black woman behind him pulled him up into the bed, away from Heather. She straddled over him, pressing her thick thighs down over his groin. Her large futanari cock throbbed against his and dwarfed his in size. She growled into his ear, “I’m Shandi, and I’m going to fuck you so hard. You’re the best anniversary gift a girl could get.”

“What the fuck is happening? Why am I turned on by this?” Seth asked, confused at all the emotions swirling in his mind.


Chapter 3

Shandi grabbed both of their cocks in her hand and stroked them the same way Heather had. Seth leaned back against the bed. Massaging his large breasts, Seth felt his cock throb and ready for an eruption of cum.

Heather jumped onto the bed and said, “He’s mine too. I found him.” She straddled over his face, drowning him in her pussy. Seth closed his eyes and licked the lips of her labia before pressing his tongue into her clitoris. Moisture dripped down her clit into his mouth. The base of her cock bounced against his chin as she masturbated herself over him. Leaning forward, she kissed Shandi.

The black woman kept stroking their dicks and spoke in between kissing Heather, “We can share him, but I get his pussy.”

Seth tried to hold back his cum, but he knew he could not keep up with all the stimulation. He flexed his ass, ready to erupt, but nothing came out. Seth wanted to speak and ask a burning question, but the pussy in his mouth prevented him from inquiring about the pussy she mentioned. Shandi stopped masturbating him, and Seth reached down with a hand to figure out why. His hand slid down his breasts and trailed to where his cock normally would be, but he came up short. Nothing sat in between his legs.

“A little lower,” Shandi encouraged.

Heather let out a soft moan and cum squirted from her pussy down Seth’s face. Seth tried to focus on his hand, but the sound of Heather moaning over him drove him wild. He wanted to cum so badly but could not find his cock. Shandi gripped his hand in hers and slid it further down his groin into his jeans. He leaned forward, tilting to the side to reach. His index finger came to a soft flap of skin. Seth gasped for air and struggled against Heather orgasming over him. Her cock burst out, spraying cum across his bare chest.

“Yes, spray that sexy futa cum,” Shandi encouraged.

Seth tried to get out from under her, but Heather held him in place. Her pink tank top flailed as she stroked her cock, spraying cum across his tits and onto Shandi’s cock. She moaned and her breathing slowed. Sliding from off of Seth’s face, she lay on the bed perpendicular to him. Calming down from her orgasm, she ran a hand through Seth’s hair. The futanari cock still erect dripped onto the bed.

“Now it’s my turn,” Shandi said, pulling Seth’s pants down his legs. Seth stared at her massive cock. He probed into his newly grown pussy and felt at the moist flaps of skin. Tingling arousal formed in the pit of his stomach. He needed that thick black cock inside him.

Shandi tossed his pants onto the ground. She motioned with a curling finger for Seth to follow her to a nearby chair. She sat down and leaned back against it, pointing down to her cock. Heather panted on the bed, regaining her breath.

Seth stood in front of her and sat straddling his legs over the armrests, but Shandi interrupted him, and said, “Turn around,” He obeyed and sat down with his back to her, pressing the black cock against the lips of his pussy. Leaning forward, he lowered his as against her waist, rubbing the cock along his sensitive flesh. Hands on his shoulders, Shandi pressed him down onto the cock forcing the lips of his labia wide allowing her entry into his vagina. He moaned, unable to control his breath. The pressure against the walls of his flesh surged him to action. He raised and lowered his ass, sliding the cock in and out.

Cum from Heather’s cock dripped down Seth’s breasts as they bounced. Heather watched as Shandi fucked their new toy with jealous eyes. She slithered from the bed and crawled along the floor, staring up at Seth. Seth’s legs burned from the repeated slamming of his ass on the cock. The thick futanari dick delved deep into him, sending his mind reeling toward an orgasm. Never in his life had he experienced this much pleasure. A churn in his abdomen announced that he was about to orgasm. His breathing became irregular, and he lost the ability to keep tempo with his fucking.

Shandi encouraged him by whispering, “You like my thick black cock, don’t you?” Seth nodded his head. The black cock rammed hard against his vagina as she rocked her hips forward into him to make up for his loss of pace. Shandi fucked him as hard as she could, bouncing the gender-swapped man on her cock.

Heather stared up at them, kneeling in between their legs. She pressed her face into Seth’s full pussy and licked at the cock sliding in and out. She latched her mouth to his clitoris and sucked, pulling his stretching flesh into her mouth. With one hand she reached up and massaged up and massaged Seth’s breasts.

The door opened in the master bedroom and Ali walked in huffing out in frustration, “Seth, are you in here?”

Seth opened his eyes and stared at Ali, unable to respond. Ali took in the scene, Shandi beneath Seth, her thick cock penetrating him. Their sex obscured by Heather’s face in their groin, sucking on Seth’s clit. None offered her any attention. They all neared climax and needed to push harder.

Ali walked into the room and stammered, “Seth, is that you? What the fuck happened?”

“I’m a woman now,” he muttered between moans.

Heather massaged his large breasts, encouraging them to offer milk. After a while, Milk dripped down his breasts, spilling onto Heather’s head. Gleefully she rose and latched onto his breasts sucking his left nipple drinking the nectar it produced. Seth screamed out and his legs spasmed as his whole body shifted in an orgasm.

Shandi bit his shoulder and groaned as cum shot from her cock into him. Cum burst out in thick streams until it dripped down the shaft, spilling onto the edge of the chair. Still embroiled in an orgasm, Seth collapsed onto Shandi and his thighs spasmed as she shot load after load into him. Heather pressed her small tits against Seth’s through her pink tank top and his milk dripped down her shirt, staining it with his nectar.

Unable to hold himself up, Seth fell to the floor. Laying on his side, he stared up at a very confused Ali, “I’ve never had so much joy in my life.”

Ali stared down at him, but her eyes drifted up to the throbbing futanari cocks. Heather and Shandi grinned at each other. Ali blushed and closed the door behind her saying, “I’m not normally this forward, but I’ve never orgasmed that loud in my life. I could hear you all downstairs. I thought Seth had somehow gained new stamina, but this makes much more and a bit less sense at the same time.”

Heather motioned for Ali to join them in the bed, “Seth didn’t cheat on you with me. I met him today.” Heather blushed, grabbing Ali’s hand and pulled her to the bed. Sitting next to her, she grabbed the girl's hand and placed it atop her cock.

“I think I knew that all along,” Ali admitted stroking the smaller girl’s dick. Cum stuck on her fingers and she licked them clean.

“After you have my cock, you won’t ever want anyone else’s,” Shandi said, rising from the chair and sitting on the opposite side of Heather. Seth rose to a sitting position and watched as Ali stroked both of their cocks at the same time.

“I’m ok with that,” Ali said. She glanced at Seth and said, “I want you in this too.” He nodded his head and walked up to the bed. Sitting between her legs he rubbed her familiar pussy.

“This is the best anniversary ever,” Shandi announced.


Beach Retreat Gender Swap

Chapter 1

The sun beat down from its zenith on the horizon, heating the white sand and warming the beach with its glow. The waves crashed on the shoreline, soothing Blanche to sleep on her towel. Olive skin darkened to a soft brown as she let the sunlight bathe over her. Head straight down into a rolled-up towel, she lay face down on a red and white blanket. Reaching behind her back, she untied the thin pink bikini strap and pulled the ends off of her back. Blanche did not want a tan line across her back from the swimsuit. The narrow pink bikini bottom fit her ass more than a thong than a proper swimsuit bottom. It only covered a small triangle at the top of her ass and two narrow pink straps that wrapped around her wide hips.

Jeff interrupted the peaceful mood of the beach by crunching on chips. Blanche winced with every bite, trying to soothe her nerves unsuccessfully. He flipped a page of his book and tried to start a conversation, “Hey, do you want to go body surfing?” Blanche lifted her head slightly and shook her head no.

More time passed and the warm sun soothed her back to sleep. Ocean waves lulled her in and out of conscious thought. This beach was private access only and separated from the tourists by a long boardwalk and a natural barrier of a small river running from inland out to the ocean. Jeff’s parents owned beachfront property, which offered them access to the sparsely populated beach.

“Should we head up to the store?” Jeff asked, pulling her out of the peaceful moment again. Jeff stood from his beach chair, stretching his legs from side to side.

Blanche opened her eyes, squinted into the bright light. With her hand over her eyes casting a thin shadow, she stared up at him and asked, “No. I will sleep some more.” Her eyes focused after a lengthy breath. Jeff placed his book on his chair and Ester sat on the other side of him.

Jeff ran a hand through his short black hair and pulled a shirt over his muscled chest. Slender and toned, Jeff was Blanche’s ideal body type for a boyfriend. He stood over Blanche blocking the sunlight on her back and said, “I’m dying. I need a drink.”

“All right,” Blanche said, confused why he felt the need to say it to her. “You’re blocking my sun.”

“I like your bikini,” Ester commented from her beach chair under the shade. Ester had black hair and fair skin. She wore a long black fishnet shirt over her single piece swimsuit. Suntan lotion and shade kept her skin safe from the warm sun. She smiled at Blanche.

“Thanks,” Blanche replied.

Jeff shot Ester a glare and turned back to Blanche, “You aren’t coming with me?”

“No. I’m trying to get a tan,” Blanche replied. “You’re still blocking my sun.” Blanche closed her eyes again and lay her face back onto the rolled-up towel.

“Jeff leave her be. She’s trying to tan,” Ester said, defending his girlfriend instead of her brother. Blanche met Ester for the first time today after dating Jeff for a year and she already liked the cute pale-skinned woman.

“I don’t know why we invited you,” Jeff sneered, slapping his sandals onto his feet. He huffed out a frustrated groan and said, “This was supposed to be just the two of us today.”

“Ester isn’t in the way. She’s been reading that book the whole time,” Blanche’s voice came out as a muffled garble through the towel, but Jeff understood her and groaned.

“Fine. Do you want me to bring back anything for you?” he asked in a defeated voice.

“No, we’re fine,” Ester replied with a wry smile.

“I wasn’t asking you,” Jeff said, strutting past Ester off to the boardwalk in the distance.

Blanche looked up at him and said, “I don’t need anything, sweetie.” She wanted to cheer him up. His arm swayed angrily, and she wasn’t certain that he heard her speak. Face back into the towel, Blanche drifted off to sleep again. Distant talking and playing in the water became an echo of a different world as Blanche drifted in and out of consciousness.


Chapter 2

“Sorry about my brother,” Ester spoke, pulling Blanche out of a strange dream about sinking into the sand.

Blinking the bright light away, she adjusted to the sun by shading her eyes again, “It’s fine. We’ve been dating for almost a year now. I’m not sure why he never mentioned you before today.”

“He never mentioned me?” Ester laughed. She rose from her chair and ventured out of the shade of the umbrella and sat on the blanket next to Blanche. “Not even once?” Ester held a thin leather-bound book in her hand and spoke with it folded between her fingers.

“Yeah, I’m sorry,” Blanche shrugged. Family can be complicated, and she left it at that.

Ester wrinkled her nose and said, “I’m not sure either. The prick kept you all to himself.” The pale-skinned woman picked up her floppy navy sun hat and placed it onto her head. Short black hair hung out the sides behind her ears and the floppy hat cast a wide shadow over her cute narrow face.

“He can be a little touchy, but he’s a good guy,” Blanche said defending her boyfriend as she shifted her neck from side to side stretching it. Her browning skin felt warm to the touch, and she worried that after this much exposure she might burn.

“I know. I grew up with him,” Ester said with a wry smile. She flipped open the book and sat cross-legged reading it next to Blanche.

“What are you reading?”

“Oh, this? Its nothing. I’m just reading about some Wiccan rituals,” Ester said with a dismissive smile, downplaying the importance of the book with her face.

“Interesting. I don’t know anything about that,” Blanche commented, “That’s witches and stuff right?”

Ester nodded her head and replied, “Indeed. Witches and stuff.”

Worrying about her skin, Blanche asked, “Hey, do you mind putting some more lotion on me?” She reached to her swim bag and pulled out a brown bottle of suntan lotion and waved it at Ester.

“Are you sure Jeff is cool with that?” Ester asked nervously taking the bottle from Blanche.

“Why wouldn’t he be?” Blanche asked, laughing at the strange comment. “I’ve always wanted a sister. If I’m going to be his girlfriend, I want to get to know you better.”

Waves crashing in the distance and a dog barking near the water broke up the interminable silence before Ester responded to the comment. “I’m a lesbian,” she said. “He hates introducing me to his girlfriends because I slept with one of them.” Blushing, Ester waved her hands and passed the bottle of lotion to Blanche, “I better not.”

“That’s funny,” Blanche replied, pushing the bottle back into her hands. “It explains why he never mentioned you.”

“He didn’t think it was funny,” Ester chuckled, “but I dated her for a few months after they broke up.”

Laughing Blanche replied, “Don’t worry, I’m not a lesbian so you don’t have to worry.” She shifted on the blanket until she faced down and closed her eyes, “Could you please put it on?”

Ester nodded her head and squirted the lotion into her hands. Beginning with her shoulders, the pale-skinned woman rubbed up and down Blanche’s body. Hands massaging as they drifted down her back, Ester worked with the precision of a masseuse. Blanche groaned as her muscles relaxed and she drifted to sleep to the sensation of Esters firm fingers.

Waking a while later, Blanche apologized, “I’m so sorry, I fell asleep. You really know how to rub a girl.” Crimson colored her cheeks and Blanche blushed at the awkward way she phrased the comment. Ester sat in her chair again under the shade and raised a dark eyebrow, but said nothing. Blanche stammered on through her apology, “I… well, you know. You put me to sleep.”

Ester placed a finger in her leather-bound book and tilted her head. The navy hat flapped in the soft breeze. “You slept for a few hours.”

“What, where is Jeff?” Blanche asked, searching the horizon for her boyfriend. She spotted him a moment later in a bodysuit with a board in hand. He treaded along the coast and cut in towards the ocean. The waves crashed nicely, and he intended to surf them while his girlfriend slept.

“He’s out surfing,” Ester replied, pointing to her brother. She opened the book again and continued reading.

Blanche blushed and asked, “If it has been a few hours do you mind putting some more lotion on my legs? I need to lay on my back now and suntan my front.” Blanche gripped the pink bikini straps behind her back and shifted on the blanket onto her back. She held the loose bikini in place over her breasts, careful not to show off her tits to the world. Once in place, she lay the straps delicately over the wide triangles that covered her nipples. In this position the only part of her that would get a tan line would be her breasts, but that too was not ideal. Blanche considered taking it off, but Ester was a lesbian. Would that be mean to her?

“You want me to lotion your legs?” Ester said, closing her Wiccan book again. “Are you not capable of leaning over?”

“I am, but you did such an outstanding job before,” Blanche said, hoping that the woman would comply. The heat from the sun warmed her skin, and she felt perfectly at peace.

“Jeff won’t like this, but you’re super pretty and I won’t give up that opportunity,” Ester grinned and stepped out from her umbrella and picked up the bottle of lotion again.

“Thanks. You’re pretty cute too. Too bad I’m not a lesbian or bisexual, huh,” Blanche teased. A soft grin split her lips, but she felt sleep overtaking her again.

“Yeah, its too bad,” Ester agreed as she put the lotion onto her fingers and rubbed Blanche's toes digging deep into her skin. Ester moved slowly and rubbed evenly across every inch of Blanche’s legs. Ester drew her finger in a circle over Blanche’s navel, surprising her at the higher touch on her body.

Raising an eyebrow and opening one eye to her boyfriend’s sister, she asked, “What are you doing?”

Ester chuckled an innocent laugh and traced her finger in a pattern inside the circle, completing a six-pointed star. “Nothing. Just relax.”

The breeze and the even sound of the waves in the distance lulled Blanche into a state of relaxation, and she decided the girl meant no harm in drawing on her stomach. It felt good, and she sighed, “I want to remove my bikini top, but I don’t want to make it awkward for you.”

Ester lifted her hand from the intricate symbols she drew in the six-pointed star and said, “It’s not awkward. I’ll go back into my chair soon.”

Blanche smiled and closed her eyes again. She pulled the bikini off her average-sized breasts and tossed it to her side. Warm sun covered her naked chest in comforting warmth. Satisfied that the sunbathing would leave no lines, she rested on the rolled-up towel under her head. Ester drew a wider circle and the sensation of her finger tracing shapes felt oddly comforting. Soon Ester finished her drawing and moved back to her chair. Blanche missed the gentle touch and sighed.

A sudden irresistible urge took over her. Blanche opened her eyes and stared up into the clouds. Her nipples hardened at the thought of sex and the need for her pussy to be filled. She blushed, pushing down the emotions as best as she could, but it was more than she could handle. Ester ignored Blanche’s squirming on the blanket and flipped through pages without looking. Warmth spread from inside her pussy and shifted to her clitoris. Blanche gripped her breasts in her hands, massaging the light brown skin as soft moans escaped her lips. Unable to control herself, she wriggled on the blanket, arching her back and lifting her hips into the air.

As she raised her hips, a massive cock shot out from her clitoris snapping the thong of her bikini sending it flying over her head onto the sand beyond. Caught up in the intense orgasm, Blanche thrust her hips into the sky and streams of cum poured out of her newly grown cock, covering her abdomen and spraying across her breasts and face.

Ester ignored the display and focused on her reading, but a thin smile spread across her lips as she eyed Jeff on the waves surfing.


Chapter 3

Embarrassment took over Blanche’s mind, and she realized she was orgasming in a public beach in front of her boyfriend’s sister. She wrapped the blanket around herself, covering her naked body. As she held the blanket over herself she touched the erect futanari cock in between her legs and she screamed. She opened the blanket and stared down at the cock. It twitched to life, hungry for pussy. The nearest one was Ester, and soon Blanche lost control of herself.

“Ester, I don’t know what came over me, but I need you,” Blanche announced jumping to her feet and walking naked to the pale-skinned woman. Ester raised her eyebrow and said nothing. Their eyes glued to each, Ester rubbed a small circle around her nipples until they hardened, pressing out indenting the swimsuit.

The thin smile returned to Ester’s lips, and she raised an eyebrow. “What do you need?” She stared at the cock as if it were perfectly natural with no balls and hanging in between a woman’s legs.

Exploding with arousal, Blanche pounced down onto her, wrapping her legs around Ester and through the back of the beach chair until they touched the sand below. Her newly grown cock pressed into Ester’s abdomen, grazing the bottom of her breasts. Their lips touched as Blanche leaned down to kiss her. Shifting her hips, she rubbed her cock against Ester’s chest, pressing into her breasts. Ester placed her hands around the thick futanari cock and stroked it up and down as they kissed. Cum dripped from the cock spilling over Ester’s hands and dripping down onto her one-piece swimsuit.

Blanche pulled out of the kiss and tried to stand up, protesting, “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me or what is happening.”

Ester soothed her with a soft pat on the tip of the throbbing cock, “I’m here to help.”

In the distant background, Jeff fell from his surfboard, crashing into the waves below. He churned in the water and vanished out of sight.

Tossing the fishnet shirt from her chest, Ester pulled Blanche in for another long kiss. This time she gripped her breasts and massaged them around the thick cock as their tongues danced against each other in a give and take. Blanche bellowed a deep moan stopping the kiss as her cock thrummed squirting cum onto the swimsuit. All the pleasure in her body focused on the tip of her cock as it sprayed cum upward in a fountain of cream. Energy left her body, and she collapsed backward into the sand. Her legs caught in the chair, pulling it down with her, but Ester planted her feet and lifted Blanche’s legs free from the back of the chair. Her head landed in the sand with a soft thud. Conscious, but unable to move her body, she stared up at the blue sky.

Ester stepped over her out from under the shade of the enormous umbrella and asked, “Are you all right? You fell and almost took the chair and me with you.”

“No. I’m not OK,” Blanche gripped her throbbing cock in one hand and asked, “What is going on? Why won't it go down? I need to cum again.”

A thin smile spread Ester’s lips, and she lowered herself onto Blanche’s lap, “I can help you with that.” Still, in her swimsuit, Ester rubbed her pussy against the thick cock. “I want you to cum in me.”

Nodding her head, Blanche gripped the edges of Ester’s swimsuit at her groin and pulled them forward, “Get that off. I need to feel you.”

Ester reached the thin fabric that ran in between her ass and waist over her pussy and pulled it to the side until the lips of her labia pressed against the cock. Blanche groaned as the moist skin spread apart around her cock. Ester rocked her pussy up and dock the length of the shaft.

Blanche gripped her breasts and pinched her nipples to excite herself. She tweaked her soft brown skin until she felt her pussy drip with moisture. As Ester lifted her pussy away to slide back across it from the bottom, Blanche gripped her cock and angled it upward, forcing it into the tight pussy. Ester gasped as she lowered herself down onto the cock. Blanche lost control of her body again and thrust her hips up, ramming her cock deep into Ester.

The two shifted and writhed in beautiful unison. Their bodies intertwined in passion as they explored each other. Blanche had never experienced attraction to a woman before this moment, but something about Ester’s pale skin, slender body, and friendly face drove her wild with passion.

Angry stomping feet approached the two women locked in a passionate embrace. Jeff threw down his surfboard and screamed, “Ester, what the actual fuck.”

Blanche wondered why she didn’t regret cheating on her boyfriend. Nothing in her felt bad for this. Ester rocked her hips up and down and her small breasts bounced with each slam down onto the cock. Their movements slowed down to a manageable pace as they spoke with Jeff.

Ester shrugged her shoulders and said, “I can’t help it. Blanche jumped on me.”

“You didn’t have to take my cock,” Jeff pulled down his shorts, revealing a bare patch of skin where his cock once hung. In its place swung his balls, but no dick. “God, dammit Ester. You did this with my last girlfriend. Give me my cock back.”

Grinning, Ester said, “We’ll be done with it soon.” Her floppy navy hat waved in the slight breeze. A body rocking shiver spread up her spine and Ester collapsed down onto Blanche. Blanche tried to speak, but her mind was lost in the intense pleasure of the moment. Her hips rocked up, and she felt the cock prepare to ejaculate again.

“Dammit, why not take a horse's cock or something like that? I want to keep mine where it is,” Jeff growled and picked up his surfboard.

Twisting around until she was on top, Blanche took the lead of the moment, ramming her cock hard into Ester. Lifting her legs Ester moaned out as the cock slid deeper inside her. The hat fell back off her head, landing upside down in the sand.

Curling her toes, Ester screamed out, “Fuck me harder.” Her voice carried on the wind and Blanche sped up her pace. Soon Ester’s breathing shifted into steady in and out breaths. Blanche’s face fell to her chest, and she slammed the cock harder into Ester. Cum shot from the cock filling Ester’s vagina and spilling deep into her womb. Blanche thrust harder with each eruption of cum. Panting, Ester gripped her tits over the one-piece swimsuit and moaned out in pleasure.

Blanche lost the energy in her muscles again and she fell atop Ester. She pulled the cock out of the woman, but as she did it vanished from in between her legs. Cum dripped down onto the sand, leaving the only trace of it ever being there. Shaking her head, Blanche finally regained full control of herself. She stared down at the widely grinning Ester and sat back on the sand processing the moment. Naked and covered in cum on a sandy beach, she never felt more pleasure in her entire life.

Ester sat up and her breathing slowed until she could speak again, “Thank you. I’ve been wanting you to do that to me for the last few hours.”

“What did you do?” Blanche asked as her adrenaline returned to normal. This moment would never leave her mind.

“A little Wiccan magic,” Ester grinned.

“Can you do it again?” Blanche asked with an eager grin.


Futanari Penthouse Meetup

Chapter 1

The black door closed behind Sandra as she sat down into the Uber. Blond hair spilled out the sides of her black hoodie and curled at the tips near the nape of her neck. She pulled off her backpack and placed it in her lap in front of her, gripping it tightly. During clinical trials for a new drug, Sandra lost control of her libido, but today was different. Her stomach lurched every time that she moved, and her clit felt on the verge of exploding from the slightest touch. The blue jeans she wore threatened to make her cum from sitting down in the Uber.

The driver greeted her with a wave and said, “I’ve got all sorts of chargers in the back there, and if you want a different song, let me know.”

Sandra waved back to him and bit back her arousal by pulling the hood of her sweatshirt low over her eyes. The car pulled into the street and headed to pick up the next person in the UberPool. Sandra reached a hand below her backpack and gripped her crotch over her jeans. Squeezing tightly, resisted the urge to masturbate in the back of the car.

The door on her right opened and a tall woman with dark hair stared down at her confused. The sharp pants suit marked her as a businesswoman. She held a phone to her ear with one hand and the other carried a small leather planner. Annoyed that Sandra was in the way, the woman motioned with the planner for the girl to move.

“No. Tomorrow is too late,” the businesswoman spoke with a firm voice, “Hold on a moment.” She stared down at Sandra, annoyed that she was in the car. Eyes on Sandra, she spoke to the driver, “I ordered an Uber. Why is there someone else in here?” Sandra shifted under her gaze and scooted to the other side of the cab so that the woman could enter the car.

“You ordered an UberPool. I can take you home first if she’s fine with it,” the driver said with a wide customer service grin.

“Yeah. No rush,” Sandra said through gasping pleasure. She let go of her groin and gripped her backpack, trying to focus on not screaming in pleasure in the car.

The businesswoman sat down and nodded, satisfied with the resolution. Without a word to those present she spoke into her phone, “I don’t care how long it takes. That report will be on my desk first thing in the morning.” She pulled the door closed with a high heel and buckled without missing a beat. Sandra stared at the woman’s full chest. Wanted to rip the jacket and shirt from the woman. Blushing, Sandra pulled the hood lower until she could no longer see.

“I sent the entire team an email with instructions two days ago. I can forward it again if you deleted it,” the woman said. She turned in her seat and inspected Sandra. The businesswoman stared at the backpack and raised an eyebrow.  After a moment she said on the phone before hanging it up, “Good. I look forward to reading it tomorrow.” A loud sigh escaped her lips, and she said, “Good help is hard to find.” She turned away from Sandra and stared out the window as the street lamps lit up around them.

Unable to hold back her arousal any longer, Sandra reached a hand below her backpack again and rubbed her pussy through her pants. The rough jeans rubbed her labia raw, but she dripped cum moistening her pants where her fingers rubbed. She clenched her teeth and breathed out slowly. The jeans felt tighter suddenly, and she rubbed harder.

The driver glanced back at her through the rear-view mirror and asked, “Are you OK, miss?” The businesswoman stared at Sandra and narrowed her eyes as she watched the girl masturbate over her jeans. She did not turn away, but her eyes glued with intensity on the Sandra.

Moaning softly, Sandra let go of the backpack and it fell to the ground at her feet, exposing her public masturbation to everyone in the car. A bulge formed in her jeans and a new sensation grew out of her clitoris. Furiously she worked her hands, edging herself closer to an orgasm.

“Oh, no, not again,” Sandra winced as she recognized the transformation happening to her. Her clitoris twitched, and a cock grew from inside, stretching out and up against her jeans. Sandra rubbed harder against the growing bulge until the jeans were too tight around her waist. They dug into her growing cock painfully. She tore at the buttons of her jeans pulling them down freeing her growing cock to the air.

The businesswoman gasped, stared at the throbbing futanari cock. The driver swerved, avoiding a collision as he tried to watch as much of the scene as he could. Moments later the car came to a stop, and the businesswomen frowned and stepped out of the car. The businesswoman stared at the futanari cock fixated on the massive dick. Shaking herself free from its mental cage, she turned to leave.

The driver stuttered his rote response, “Have a nice day, and please rate me five stars.”

Sandra shot out of the car and grabbed her backpack. She followed behind the woman a few paces and pulled her hoodie low, covering her throbbing cock. The thick member pressed against the sweatshirt, leaving a clear indentation of what twitched below. The businesswoman glanced behind her and winked at Sandra as she walked to the revolving door of the tall building in downtown.


Chapter 2

The revolving door closed behind Sandra. The business woman about four paces ahead nodded to the lobby attendant without glancing back toward Sandra. The sparsely filled lobby held a few couches and a television. Behind a counter sat a woman reading a book. Businesses occupied the first few floors of the building. Opposite the counter sat an elevator. The business woman strode up to it and the bellhop beside. She motioned to the elevator, and he turned and pressed the button.

Sandra sauntered across the floor. Her sneakers squeaked, drawing everyone’s attention to her. She pulled gripped the edge of her sweatshirt trying to hide her bulging futanari cock below. The secretary at the counter raised her eyebrows and her jaw dropped.

As the elevator doors opened, the Bellhop walked inside and assumed a position in the middle. The business woman entered and stood to his right. Sandra dashed across the lobby before the doors could close. Her cock bounced against the hoodie, threatening to flop out and expose her cock to the lobby. Sandra entered the elevator and stood on the opposite side of the Bellhop from the woman.

The bellhop glanced at Sandra and did a double take, staring at the massive cock bulging out of the front of her sweatshirt. The two women stared forward, and the Bellhop asked, “Miss Hawthorne, what floor shall it be?”

The business woman breathed, “Mine. The top floor.”

The bellhop turned to face Sandra and tried to keep his eyes on hers, asked, “And you, miss?”

Sandra put her hands into the pockets of her hoodie and gripped her cock with both hands before answering, “I’m with Miss Hawthorne.” Miss Hawthorne nodded her head without a glance toward Sandra or the bellhop.

“As you wish,” the bellhop bit his lip staring at the gigantic cock and reached a hand to press the button for the top floor.

They rode in silence, all three staring forward at their reflection in the dull metal. Sandra wanted to fuck the woman right here in the elevator, but the bellhop stood in the way. Tension grew as neither woman looked at each other, but both knew they were going to fuck as soon as they were alone. Twitching her fingers on the shaft of her cock, she watched the numbers slowly rise on the display.

When they reached the top floor, the bellhop exited the elevator and welcomed them both, “Have a nice evening, Miss Hawthorne.” A wide grin split his lips, and he motioned for the women to exit. Miss Hawthorne walked to the door a few feet in front of the elevator and put her key inside. For the first time since entering the building, she turned around and glanced at Sandra.

Sandra waved goodbye to the bellhop and walked up to the door next to the business woman. She said trying to think of a pickup line, “Hey, you forgot something in the car.”

“I have my planner and my phone,” Miss Hawthorne said, gesturing with each in turn. “I don’t leave the house with much else. Are you stalking me?”

“No, you forgot something,” Sandra said, leaning against the door.

Miss Hawthorne turned the key in the lock and opened the door, “What did I forget?” The large penthouse beyond spanned the entire length of the building. Windows on every wall looked down to the world below. Black and white modern decorations filled the room with sharp angles and shapes. Red accents here and there displayed Miss Hawthorne’s taste for a bit of variety. The woman stared at Sandra, holding her hand on the doorknob and blocking Sandra from entering the room.

“My cock,” Sandra said bluntly. “You left my cock in the car.”

“Excuse me?” Miss Hawthorne said, twisting to face Sandra. Hands on her hips, she glared down at the shorter, futanari woman.

“I need to fuck you,” Sandra said pulling the business woman close she kissed her on the lips. Her futanari cock grazed the woman’s thighs through the sweatshirt.

Miss Hawthorne cut off the small peck and grabbed Sandra by the collar on her sweatshirt, lifting her onto her toes. She pressed her tongue deep into Sandra’s mouth and then pushed her into the door mashing her breasts against, Sandra. Locked in a passionate kiss, the two spent minutes breathing each other.

Abruptly, Miss Hawthorne ended the kiss and walked into the room, leaving the door open for Sandra. Gasping for air, Sandra closed the door behind her and walked into the large condo. Miss Hawthorne left a trail of discarded clothes leading to the distant sitting room in the corner. Miss Hawthorne stood against the window in the corner, inviting Sandra to join her. Sandra walked across the room pulling off her clothes leaving a similar trail of her passing.


Chapter 3

The window in the far corner of the room was rounded to give a better view of the city below. Miss Hawthorne stood in her white bra and panties leaned against the window. Her navy high heels clicked against the tile floor as she tapped her heel, waiting for Sandra. Large breasts spilled from the plain white bra and the edge of her brown nipples.

Sandra dashed across the room, tearing her sweatshirt from her chest. It fell to the ground atop the suit jacket rumpled at the edge of the kitchen and living room. Free from the sweatshirt, her cock fell forward. Fully erect it stood out straight toward Miss Hawthorne. Black panties hid the base of her cock and her pussy from view. The thick shaft pulled the panties down slightly, but they stayed firmly in place.

“I wasn’t planning on anyone seeing me in this plain bra and panties,” Miss Hawthorne spoke, tilting her head. Her brown hair shifted over her shoulders, spilling down the left side. “I have more enticing clothes in my room, but it seems you don’t want to wait.”

The shirt came off next, Sandra tossed it to the ground. Her average sized chest paled in comparison to Miss Hawthorn, but she was proud of her body. The black bra fell from her chest as she reached behind her back and unclasped the strap. Her breasts swayed as she trotted the last steps up to Miss Hawthorne. The small pink nipples grew hard from the cold air in the room.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t plan this either,” Sandra said stepping up the taller woman. Miss Hawthorne leaned down and kissed Sandra gently. Her hands groped the shorter woman’s breasts. Fingers traced the small mounds and lingered on the firm nipples as kissed. Sandra pressed her body against Miss Hawthorne. Pointed straight between Miss Hawthorne’s open legs, Sandra’s cock pressed against the other woman’s panties and touched the window behind her. Miss Hawthorne’s ass pressed against the glass too.

Pulling out of the kiss, Miss Hawthorne said, “I don’t even know what you are, but I need you in me.”

Sandra gripped the base of her cock with her left hand and angled it up toward the other woman’s pussy. Scrunching around the head of her cock, the panties entered Miss Hawthorne first. Sandra growled, standing on her toes for better leverage into the woman. Back against the window, Miss Hawthorne braced herself against the cock by gripping the glass with her hands flat against it. The move offered little friction, but it was enough to keep herself upright as Sandra rocked the tip of her cock in and out. The panties blocked them from touching, but neither wanted to stop their passion for long enough to move them.

Miss Hawthorne’s breasts bounced gently with each small thrust. Sandra bends her head low until her chin touched her chest. She focused on her cock and pressed firmly into the panties, driving them deeper into Miss Hawthorne. Her nipples spilled from the plain bra as they ramped up the tempo and Sandra’s cock pushed in another inch.

Soon the panties blocked Sandra from fully penetrating the woman and instead of a fun distraction they became a deterrent to their fun. Sandra pulled her cock out. Precum dripped from the large cock landing on their toes. Miss Hawthorne turned around, offering her ass to Sandra. The taller woman pressed her tits against the window for the world to see if they could only look up high enough to the penthouse suite. The panties bunched up inside Miss Hawthorne’s vagina., Sandra reached with her left hand and pulled them free. The moist panties rolled down her legs and Miss Hawthorne stepped out of them.

“I don’t even know your name and I don’t want to,” Miss Hawthorne said leaned her head against the glass.

Sandra pressed the tip of her dick against the woman’s exposed labia. The lips spread around the thick cock dripping with the woman’s nectar. “You think it's hot that a stranger is fucking you against the window?”

“I want that cock in me now,” she replied.

Miss Hawthorne’s breasts squeezed against the glass as Sandra pushed her cock deep into the woman. The force of her thrust mashed both of their bodies together against the glass. Placing her head over the other woman’s shoulder, Sandra bit gently down into her neck. Miss Hawthorne groaned as their bodies rocked back and forth, pressing into the glass. Sandra’s cock stretched deep into the woman, churning her insides.

On a rooftop far below their building, a man sat with a pair of binoculars scanning the horizon. Miss Hawthorne turned her head and pointed him out to Sandra. Locked in their intense tug of war, of cock in and out, Sandra smiled and waved down at the man. From the distance, neither woman could see his reaction, but his binoculars stayed glued onto them as they fucked.

Milk dripped from Miss Hawthorne’s tits. The liquid ran down the glass in thin streaks. The constant pressure against her tits forced her milk out. She leaned her head back and placed a hand on the back of Sandra’s head, pulling her in to nibble again. Sandra bit down on Miss Hawthorne again and the taller woman moaned out in pleasure.

The man on the rooftop below lowered one hand from his binoculars and placed it into his pants. From their vantage point, the motion of his masturbating was undetectable, but they knew he was beating off to them because he dropped his pants and gripped his cock.

“You spank that cock, little man,” Miss Hawthorne encouraged the distant stranger with her whisper even though she knew he could not hear her. The man watching them put her over the edge and she screamed out. Losing control of her legs, Miss Hawthorne stumbled back into Sandra. Sandra rammed her cock harder into the woman nearing her climax. The soft skin spread around her cock, enveloping it in a warm embrace.

Miss Hawthorne slammed a fist against the window as she moaned. The tip of the futanari cock tingled with pressure as it burst out the first jet of cum. A torrent of white liquid poured into her vagina and spilled down the shaft and out onto the floor. When the second and third eruption came, Sandra lost control of her legs and fall onto the floor. Her cock slipped out of Miss Hawthorne and swayed as she landed on the tile. Miss Hawthorne turned around and knelt in front of Sandra, stroking the cock as cum shot from the gently throbbing penis. After each burst of cum, the cock shrank, and each stream carried less cum than the last until Sandra sat on the ground a woman again.

“Where did it go?” Miss Hawthorne asked, lifting Sandra’s panties and searching for the missing cock.

Sandra shrugged and panted out her response, “I don’t know. It grows back every few days.”

Miss Hawthorne bit her lip and stared out the window at the man on the distant balcony. He pulled his pants up and waved goodbye. Miss Hawthorne waved back at him and blew him a kiss. “Hmm… I was barely getting started with you.”

Head on the floor, Sandra stared up at Miss Hawthorne, “I don’t control this. I’m on a clinical trial for a new drug and ever since I started taking it, I’ve grown a cock for a few hours every few days.”

Miss Hawthorne walked to her discarded leather planner and pulled out a business card. She flicked it down onto Sandra’s tits and said, “When it comes back you know how to find me.”


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