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It was a pretty wild night. The boys couldn’t get together enough to go out drinking and have some fun. When they were still bits of kids it was easy for them to be able to hit the town but now that they had families, jobs, responsibilities they had to hope the stars aligned just for the chance for some entertainment. Tonight those stars had gotten into position.

To quote a famous song, the boys are back in town. For the first time in far too long the guys managed to get together to go out drinking.

There were six guys in the group; Bruce, Larry, John, Phil, Henry and Martin. They’d been friends ever since their college days and they all still kept in touch and saw each other on the odd occasion, however it was rare that they all managed to unite. Usually it was only on special occasions like weddings and some birthdays. However tonight they were unleashed without reason.

The gang went down to a pub they liked to do the kind of things that guys do on a night out; a little bit of catching up and a whole lot of drinking.

Of course the limits that they’d set before they began the meeting, those self boundaries each men had placed before this night were pretty much forgotten about as soon as the alcohol got flowing and one drink led onto the next. It was hard to control yourself when you were out with the rest of the guys.

They only planned to stay in the pub having some drinks but it’s funny how plans can change as well once you’re well past the drink driving limit and you have a bunch of guys egging you on for more while you’re doing the same. That was how they ended up in a strip joint which would be the scene of tonight’s trouble with Martin acting as the main offender.


All the guys were pretty much the same level of drunk when they were in that club but of course alcohol does different things to different people. Martin was usually a very reserved chap but a bit too much to drink brought out his wild side.

“Hey I’m gonna go get a private dance,” he insisted. This was the man who usually liked going with the flow as just another member of the pack but as soon as he began to get drunk suddenly he was all action.

“Woah looks who’s all big and important, going getting a private lapdance,” John mocked.

“Someone’s too good to watch with the rest of us,” Phil added.

“Fuck you guys, I’m gonna get a dance,” Martin declared as he blushed off their banter and marched off through the club to find a girl to give him some private attention. Seeing where he was it wasn’t that hard, “Miss I would like a private dance!”

He was led off into a back room, a private area where he’d be able to get the most out of his twenty five dollars by getting his own exclusive dancing show. The chick was fine, she was dressed skimpy and as soon as she began to work those hips she demonstrated what a pro she was. He was definitely going to get his money’s worth out of this, but wouldn’t it be even better if he didn’t have to pay at all?

Martin had came into this dance very much with the intention of paying however his drunken mind began to whisper, started to give him ideas. He found himself listening to his own mischief with a child-like glee, he could totally get away from here without paying.

Once that thought had entered into his mind it was set. Suddenly the lap dance had taken a back step in his focus no matter how pleasant it may have been, no matter how sexual the girl grinding and rubbing over his lap was, no matter how excited watching that curvy body dancing was to him. He was too excited to get a youthful burst of adrenaline by cutting and running before paytime.

When the first dance came to an end Martin asked for a second, of course ‘willing’ to pay for it, just like he was willing to pay for a third dance, a third titillating experience with that sexy stripper.

“Okay time to pay,” the stripper asked him once that final song had came to an end.

“Alright,” he slurred out, “lemme just get my wallet.”

He twisted his body around to reach back into his pocket and then he darted! With little to no warning he suddenly made a dash out through the back door.

As Martin made his grand escape he felt like the absolute king of the world. He was completely buzzing, he’d managed to get a lapdance and then escape without having to pay a dime. This was the greatest thing ever was what his drunken brain told him. However he was about to hit a roadblock.

Fleeing through the back of the club brought him into the realm of the club’s owner, a big mistake. The owner of this particular strip joint was a strange and mysterious woman one who happened to have a very special way of dealing with troublemakers.

When Martin darted to the exit he found his way blocked by the mistress, body cast in darkened robes.

“Outta the way!” Martin called out as he stumbled through the halls at speed but she did not move, instead she rose her hands and began to cast.

Whatever language she spoke in it wasn’t English. Her eyes glowed and a light shining hue rose from around her hands as she directed her magical spell towards his body. He made a big error trying to steal from a witch.

The magic struck its target and stopped him in his tracks, Martin almost falling down as he felt something hit him sharply despite nothing physical being in his way.

His heart began to pound as his insides heated up, small tingles coursing through his veins. He had no idea what was going on, his mind couldn’t comprehend magic being something of reality and not fantasy, however it was in his best interests to quickly get with the program.

Martin began to feel weaker as his whole body tingled, the butterflies swirling in his stomach, he had no idea what was happening. That witch on the other hand was getting a front row seat to her magic’s influence.

That strapping man was losing his height advantage as well as his wide, strong, toned build. The chiseled features of his masculine face was softening, that square jawline starting to loosen as it became a lot less rigid and more circular.

His lips began to get fuller and thicker, growing fat and puffy before her eyes. His lashes grew longer and more well defined as his short brown hair began to grow in length.

By this point he was already too small for his clothes, his casual clothing now too big for his smaller and shorter frame. It was hard to notice what was happening to his body shape with his baggy shirt covering that front and those pants somehow managing to stay on even if the bottoms were being scrunched up against the ground.

However she knew what was taking place beneath even if she couldn’t see it with her naked eye. Those broad shoulders had gone, that large back had shrunk and that wide chest had turned into a different kind of large.

Martin on the other hand didn’t know a thing apart from something was definitely wrong. He’d been feeling weird ever since she began to chant but it finally hit home when a strand of hair slapped down over his face; his hair shouldn’t have been anywhere near the length to do that!

“What’s going?” he asked in confusion. He’d known something had been up ever since that strange woman had appeared in front of him.

In a panic he turned a full one eighty and headed off back the way he’d came, moving awkwardly as his pants were now far too big, the same for his shoes, making him trip and stumble around; not that he’d been moving too gracefully to begin with.

He managed to get as far as the changing rooms for the strippers and dancers when he came face to face with a mirror. His jaw dropped when he saw his own reflection and instead of seeing himself he saw a woman looking back at him.

To make sure it wasn’t some sort of illusion he began to rub his own face; the girl in the mirror did the same thing. He checked out his hands in the flesh. Gone were those thick fingers and large, strong, hands and instead were a soft, smooth, feminine pair with long nails.

He began to pat lower, down across his body that was being masked by his shirt. It just got worse and worse as he brushed lower as he instantly came into contact with two large bumps on his chest. He pulled his skirt open to reveal his fears, he had a pair of big breasts.

Not only did he have those huge tits his stomach was completely flat missing all of that toning he’d worked on and his waist narrowed inwards to give him a Barbie doll figure.

Sharply he pushed his hands down to his crotch. There was no way that that could be missing was there?

His fingers and palm rubbed and patted but he couldn’t feel any sort of lump, any sort of bulge. The only thing waiting for him there was a smooth, flat, mound. Had he seriously turned into a woman?

“This can’t be real, can it?” he asked, his self-patting becoming a lot more desperate. There had to be an off-switch, a zip, some explanation to how the guys managed to pull this prank on him.

“Oh very real,” the mistress of the club informed him as she slinked into the room after him, “Did your mother never tell you that actions have consequences?”

“What did you do to me?” he cried out. Even his voice was different, that masculinity drained away in favor of a feminine whimper.

“What does it look like? I turned you into a woman. This is punishment for thinking that you could run without paying in my establishment.”

If it wasn’t for the fact he could see and feel himself in a female body he’d have found her words utterly ridiculous. Whatever she had done he was unable to deny it.

“Fine, I’ll pay you!” he yelled, reaching into his back pocket to pull out his wallet.

“Sorry your scene has raised the price. If you want to come back to being a man the price will now be ten times what you owed me.”

His eyes bulged out as he whimpered, “T-ten times?”

“That’s right. You have that on you right?”

He already knew the answer but still he went through the motions of checking through his wallet; the fact he was running low on cash had been added motivation for his drunken tomfoolery. At least he still had his credit card to rely on, even if he didn’t want that showing up on his bill.

“Do you accept cards?”

“Oh no, cash only. Something wrong with that?”

“I’ll pay it, I swear, I’ll pay every penny.”

“Sorry but you’ve already tried to steal from me once, I don’t see a reason to trust you but it’s okay I have a solution,” she told him, her lips curled into a smirking grin, “Your friends are still here I’m sure they could help you out. Of course I doubt they’d help a strange girl they’d never before without a reason.”

“Then how am I supposed to get their help?” he protested.

“Do you know what kind of establishment you’re in right now? I’m sure you can work it out, I’ll even let you lend an outfit free of charge. Now unless you want to stay in that body I suggest you go and earn me what you owe me.”

Martin was stuck between a rock and a hard place. She had all the cards in her hand and he was only holding scraps. He had no option but to do as she told him; he did not want to stay a girl forever.


His friends were all still in the club, hanging around in one of the booths, having some more drink, a bit of food as they enjoyed the dancers swinging around those poles. They hadn’t seen Martin in a while but they didn’t concern themselves, he was a big boy he could look after himself; if only they knew.

Nervously Martin stepped out of the changing room and into the open floor. He’d gotten changed out of those oversized, baggy, clothes and into something a lot more appropriate for a strip joint.

He balanced awkwardly on red high heels, finding it hard to walk on the inconvenient footwear. His legs were wrapped up in a tight pair of black fishnet stockings which led up towards a red bikini, a bit smaller than the type you’d wear on the beach.

Luckily with how different he looked he didn’t have to worry about being recognized. Apart from those who knew the truth nobody would suspect he was actually a guy, his body was that of a stripper.

That fact wasn’t much of a consolation as he approached his friends in this strange body, his legs shaking like jelly as he raised his voice.

“E-excuse me?” Martin asked with a small, high pitched squeal, drawing the attention of his pals who looked at him with hungry eyes.

“Well hey there,” Bruce replied with a grin, “What’s your name lovely?”

“My name is…” Martin quickly digging through his mind for a cover, “May, the name’s May.”

“What can we do for you love?” Larry asked, all their attention on the sexily dressed Martin.

“I was wondering,” ‘May’ taking a deep breath as he got to the meat of the conversation, “if you guys wanted a private dancer for your stay.”

They looked up and down his female body. While Martin had been too distraught to appreciate it his body was absolutely smoking hot and that small bikini only made it more noticeable.

“Hmm that sounds good,” Henry said.

“So how much will that be?” Phil added.

Now it was onto the big stumbling point, “S-seven hundred and fifty.”

This was Martin’s punishment for being greedy. He could simply have gotten one dance but no he got so carried away he got another and another before trying to dart off; he’d managed to pick up quite the tab.

Naturally the answer was laughter from the guy’s camp as they were given such a ridiculous figure for such a high amount.

“What you’re joking aren’t you? We ain’t gonna pay that much for any dancer.”

“You know how much it is for a lapdance?”

That was pretty much the problem yes. None of this was what he wanted to hear, if he didn’t find a solution to this quick he was going to remain as a woman, maybe forever! It wasn’t like he could go to the police or anything, who would believe his story?

“Please, I really need the money today. You have to help me, what can I do?” Martin whined in desperation, begging his friends for help.

The remaining give guy group huddled up together, whispering between each other, plotting and planning until they managed to come to an arrangement which worked within their social circle. Now they just needed to extend it to a desperate stripper.

“Alright we’ll help you out if you help us out,” Bruce explained to Martin, “but we expect our private dancer to give us some very special service.”

His hand brushed up along Martin’s leg as he spoke, making his body shiver as those fingers brushed across his thighs, heading up towards his pussy. It was very easy to interpret what special service meant, especially with all of those hungry eyes watching his sexy body.

Of course he wanted to say no but if he didn’t agree to them how long would he have to stay for a woman for? Would he ever be allowed to change back? Would he ever be freed?

Martin’s throat was getting dry as his words were being caught in his neck but he had no option but to agree to something he never thought he would.

“If that’s what you want, thank you,” he said timidly, brushing his hands down his own body. All Martin could hope for was he wasn’t making a big mistake.


The six person group ended up back inside the private area, five rowdy men and one former man now trapped inside the body of a bimbo stripper.

He looked around nervously as his curvy, big breasted, wide hipped body was only hidden in a very skimpy bikini. Was there anyway he’d be able to stall them for time so he wouldn’t have to do anything like… that?

“So should we start off with some danc-ah!” his words being cut off as his friends were already unbuckling their pants, fishing out their hard dicks for attention.

“I think we’ll start with blowjobs,” Larry said.

“Yeah, get down onto your knees,” Bruce added to their host, “let’s get this service started.”

It wasn’t like Martin had never seen them naked before, they’d all spied each other in the changing room at the gym back in their college days but seeing someone after a sporting game while unchanging and having them revealing themselves demanding blowjobs are two very different instances. One couldn’t help but feel even those changing room days would have been very different if Martin had been in this current body.

Sadly for him he didn’t have much choice but to comply or he was going to be stuck like this. He dropped down onto his knees with his friends forming a circle around him, all of their hard cocks pointing inwards, the stench of musk in the air strong, tickling his snorting nostrils, making him squirm from side to side.

He hesitated which was noticed by the men demanding worship.

“Do you want the money or not?” Henry asked down to their private stripper. He didn’t just want it he needed it.

Martin closed his eyes as he moved into position, puckered those thick lips up and planting a smooch on the head of one of those fat cocks. Despite the fact he’d never done something like this sliding himself down around the cock felt uncomfortably natural; it had to be that damn bimbo body of his.

“Oh she’s good at this!” John moaned out, revealing which cock he’d gobbled up into his warm, damp, insides.

“Hey don’t hog the whore all to yourself, give me a taste too,” Larry demanded, grasping a handful of Martin’s long blonde locks, dragging him back off from one hard dick and across to another, forcing him to get sucking on another dick.

The shape, the size, the taste, it was all different. It made his body shudder to be able to notice the differences so quickly; it made him shiver even more when he realized his body didn’t seem to have any problem performing this act. He wasn’t feeling as horrified as he knew he should.

Of course once he was stolen away once to be used as a cocksleeve it became acceptable to take control of his head, dragging him out away from one cock and into another lap, demanding a hot, sloppy, wet, blowjob.

Martin was dragged around to each man in the circle in turn, being yanked back and forth from dick to cock to rod to girth, having to serve each manhood as it was presented to those full lips, rolling those thick dick sucking pillows across the meat, slurping the inches up towards his throat.

He barely noticed when his hands rose up from the floor to above his shoulders, wrapping those soft, thin, feminine fingers around cocks in waiting, pumping his palms up and down the saliva covered lengths with a messy, wet, squelch.

As he was passed around like a toy he felt his pussy starting to tingle, throbbing in hotness, trickling juices as his nipples grew rock hard, poking into the front of his bikini, tenting the skin tight outfit over his firm mounds. Why was his body having such a hot reaction to being used like a slut?

Each cock in his grasp and in his mouth as he was passed around the room was getting thicker. Those dicks pulsed and bulged, veins surging up the rods as an orgasmic end to their fun was approaching. The men began to grunt to each other.

“Fuck I think I’m gonna blow.”

“Me too, this slut is gonna make me cum a river.”

“I know the feeling, I’m about to burst any second.”

“Shit I can’t take it anymore,” yelled Henry.

He pulled ‘May’s’ head tightly into his lap as he began to orgasm, releasing all of that hot, thick, bitter cum directly into his mouth, gushing and squirting the denseness of that liquid orgasm down into his throat.

That set the done for what was to cum. Each man had an orgasm to give and they gave it in turn. As soon as Martin was done sucking down one orgasm his head was grasped by the next man who would pound into his wet, soaked, warm insides until they too sprayed out their orgasm, the loads of five men being pumped down into his stomach.

He was out of his breath as soon as he was finally freed from their possessive grips, coughing and spluttering as his stomach felt warm with that thick, gooey, cum and his throat felt sore from having to accommodate so much pounding. Why did none of this feel as unpleasant as he knew it should?

“Thank you,” Martin said with a panty wheeze, his voice still as girly and feminine as it’d ever been, “now about the money.”

“Money? Not yet May. See I’m still hard,” Bruce said down to him, stating fact as his dick was still completely erect.

“But I just gave you--”

“Yeah but how do you expect your customer to be satisfied like this? If you want that money you better make sure we’re taken care of.”

This was what he feared, there was only one place they could go from here. They were going to have sex!


Martin’s body shivered as he stood completely naked. His tiny bikini had been completely discarded. It barely covered a thing to start with but it still covered far too much for their liking. They wanted to see that stripper body completely naked.

If his body had still been male, if his body had still been as it should this wouldn’t have been an issue, he wouldn’t have minded being seen naked by a couple of guys. However in this feminine body it was completely different so why, why was his nipples still standing to attention and why was his pussy dripping?

“That’s fucking nice,” Bruce said as he inspected that sexy feminine body, leering it with hungry eyes, even giving that ass a firm slap.

A small shivering groan trickled from Martin’s lips as he was naturally forced into a bent over position with his ass pushed upwards, his juicy pussy being put on display.

“Please,” Martin begged to his old friends, even if they had no idea about their connection, “be gentle.”

“Yeah yeah, don’t worry, I’ll be gentle,” Bruce promised as he kissed his bulbous cockhead into those juicy pussy lips and then suddenly thrust forward, filling his insides with a fat dick.

Snap. It was like a shockwave shot through Martin’s mind. What was this feeling, what was this sensation? Even if he’d been doing things before this he’d never do as a man they were all things men could do but this was a sensation that men were never supposed to know. He was being fucked in his cunt, this was a feeling meant for women, this was a feeling meant for May.

May began to moan out hotly as that tightness was spread open around a fat dick. It was unbelievable, it was mind shuddering, leg shivering, nerve surging; he’d never felt anything like this as a man!

His resistance began to crumble away as Bruce began to thrust, no longer just holding him in place and molding that pussy into the shape of his rod but thrusting into that tightness like a stallion, pounding and stirring him open.

Hot moans flowed out as that sensitive mound throbbed and shocked in pleasure. May… no Martin, he felt like he was going crazy from having that cock thrust into him. He’d felt like a stranger in the wrong body all this time but now it felt uncomfortably natural, it felt like it could be his body, like he could really be a she.

Every thrust from those strong hips, every inch and fold that that hard slab of throbbing manhood grinded against sent more shockwaves surging through that girly bimbo body, making pussy juices gush out. Martin couldn’t take this level of pleasure, pleasure incomparable to what he knew as a man. His brain was melting away.

“Does this feel good baby?” Bruce growled down to his stripper toy as the rest of the group watched on, waiting for their turn.

This was the final straw as Martin snapped and transformed into May.

“Yes!” she moaned out hotly, squealing in pleasure, overly sensitive insides throbbing, “It feels incredible, I’ve never felt this good before. More, more!”

He followed those orders. His hands gripped hard onto his hips as he rapidly pounded himself into that trickling honey pot, stirring around those juices with his veiny meat rod, sending more shockwaves surging through her body.

Something even more powerful, more brutal, more dangerous to the mind was building up. May’s orgasm was approaching, an explosion of pleasure that was engulf her from head to toe.

She wasn’t the only one going to cum. Bruce’s hard cock was bulging, orgasm imminent.

“I need to cum,” he growled down to her again, “it’s fine if I cum inside isn’t it?”

“Yes please cum inside,” she begged him, “please cum inside my slutty stripper pussy.”

Once again he listened to her wisdom and erupted into those tight insides, spraying and painting them white with a hot, messy, seed filling as she was pushed over her edge as last, crying out in total pleasure as the euphoric rush of orgasm shot through her, making her eyes roll back and every inch of her shake, hairs standing on end.

It seemed to go on for hours, the pleasure so great as it messed around with her mind, leaving her body tingly, before she came crashing back down to reality from her place in the clouds.

“That was amazing,” Bruce said as he slowly drew his hips back, cum trickling from her insides as he unplugged her stuffed insides, May panting hotly.

She looked spent, like she was done. She wasn’t done yet as the circle which had been waiting approached.

“Hey it’s my go now.”

“Fuck you I want a turn.”

“Hey she has three holes, why wait?”

Even if she was exhausted May still had a lot of service to provide her friends.


She was fucked in every hole. She was filled in every way. She had cum inside of her and sprayed all over her. She was used as a toy to satisfy their lust.

For at least an hour they used her body to satisfy their lusts, milking out their orgasms using that hot, sexy, stripper body until she felt too weak to move, her orgasm count too high to keep track of, well for her to do so when each one made her mind go so dumb and dizzy.

It took a long time until the men finally seemed satisfied as she was slumped down, cum covered, leaking with that thick, white, hot, cream.

“Damn that was amazing.”

“You’re telling me. My wife can’t fuck like that, this bitch is amazing.”

May gargled as he listened to their words. Slowly Martin began to resurface in those thoughts. He wasn’t here for pleasure no matter how much of it he had felt, he needed the money to return to normal.

“The money,” he managed to groan out from his weakened position.

“Oh yeah the money,” John said, “we’ll be right back, we’re just gonna go and fetch it.”

The five men took their leave from the room. Martin waited for a few minutes. Then a few more minutes. Then for a few more. What was taking them so long?

“I guess friends think alike,” a female voice said from behind. Martin had to turn to identify the owner. The woman who had put him into this body, the owner of the club; that damn witch.

“What do you mean?” he groaned out, breaths still deep and heavy.

“They aren’t coming back. They’ve already skipped, already left without paying, just like you tried to do.”

His eyes bulged out. No it wasn’t real was it? That money was his last hope of getting back to normal. Sure the sex was amazing, sure taking cock and cum in every hole was the best pleasure he’d eve… he shook his head to get rid of those thoughts, he wanted to be a man again.

“Please, I’m sorry,” he begged her, body too weak to move but still he could cry out to her, “please turn me back into a man.”

“Well I think you’ve learned your lesson. However you’ve also cost me quite a bit of money so I’ll throw you a new deal. You’re gonna stay as a woman until you pay me back one hundred times what you owe me. From now on you’ll be working here as a stripper until you pay off your debt to me. I hope you won’t let every man cheat you like they did or you might never change back.”

He felt his pussy throb at those words. He wanted to be turned back into a man so desperately so why did his pussy weap, why did his heart pound and why did his brain still feel so dizzy.

“If I have to,” he said back to her. He didn’t have a choice after all he had to do it. It wasn’t that he’d enjoyed it he simply didn’t have a choice.

And with how much money he owed her he wouldn’t have a choice for a very long time.
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