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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.
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