

Gender Swap: BarbarianTo Bimbo

“Sorry Jarth, but slaughter doesn’t sell like it used to,” said Saffron, scratching underneath his gold trimmed robes.

“You can’t do this, the fight pits are my life,” I said, jumping out of my seat, knocking over a goblet of wine.

“Settle down,” Saffron motioned for a servant to take care of the mess. “I understand how upsetting this must be for you, but business is business. And the fight pits just aren’t my business anymore.”

“But a brothel,” I slammed my fist down onto his desk.

Saffron quickly settled his cup before allowing it to fall over, remaining unperturbed by my outburst. Though he was half the size of me Saffron was used to dealing with disgruntled fighters, having a sword shoved in his face wasn’t exactly uncommon when you manage dozens of hot headed barbarians.

“I’ll tell you what, I’ll give you five hundred gold pieces as a parting fee,” Saffron rummaged through a drawer and dropped a sack of coins onto the desk. “How’s that? Feel better?”

“Fuck no,” I said, grabbing the coins and tossing them against the wall behind him. The sound of cascading metal echoed around our silence. Saffron frowned, motioning once more for his servant to take care of the mess. The bastard didn’t even budge, never had to lift a finger. How I wished I could have tossed his ass into the pits and watched him flail and scream in horror.

“I don’t need gold, I need a job,” I said.

“What about the army? I’m sure they could use a warrior like you.”

I crossed my arms, “I tried that, said I was too undisciplined, a liability.”

“There’s a shock,” huffed Saffron. “Unfortunately for you, I don’t have much use for burly men in my new brothel. So unless you happen to grow tits and form a vagina, I’ve got no use for you anymore,” he let out a self-satisfied laugh. “Now if you will please allow my servant to see you out, I have work to do, construction to oversee.”

I slapped the servant’s skinny arms out of my face, taking my leave, slamming the door to Saffron’s office behind me.

On my way out I stopped by the pit, walking out onto the stone floor one last time. I watched as men pushing mops worked hard to clean up the blood-soaked stone. Some of it, I’m sure, my own blood. The memories of my prowess in the ring being washed away by scrawny laborers with no real skills to offer the world.

“What are you looking at?” One of the cleaners paused, leaning on his mop handle.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I ripped the mop out of his hands. “How’d you like to be mopping up your own blood.”

“I-” he snatched the mop back, “am doing my job. Which is more than I can say about the likes of you. You had your run… you’re all washed up now, brutes…” he spat on the ground, tossing mop water onto the blood.

I decided to go where all men go when they’re feeling washed up. To the closest tavern. And I wasn’t the only ex-fighter planning to drown his sorrow in a tankard of mead. I avoided eye contact with a few familiar faces, men who left scars on my body that won’t soon go away. Even so, they took no notice of my presence, keeping their eyes focused on their tables, each one sitting alone.

“Mead,” I said, taking a seat at the counter, my back facing the other patrons. The bartender soon returned with my drink. Not even a drink could bring a smile to my face, that’s when I knew just how low I had sunk.

“Figured I’d find you here,” said a delicate voice, followed by a delicate hand trailing across my shoulder. A woman, probably in her mid-twenties, took the seat next to me. I wished she didn’t, I wanted to be left alone, and tried to make that as clear as possible. I glanced out of the corner of my eyes, sipping on my drink, she had a fucking fine body though, big tits too. The kind of woman that used to crawl all over me after winning a fight.

“Don’t you remember me?” She asked, pouting, her plump lower lip quivering slightly.

I searched my memory for who this woman might be, but came up short. I’ve bedded a lot of willing women in the prime of my career. Every female in the kingdom wants a taste of your cock when you go undefeated. Oracles tell them if they want to get pregnant they should seek out the most virile of men, and that leads them all to me or one of my cohorts, if I’m not exactly the flavor they’re looking for. Still, I tried to make a habit out of remembering their names, I had a lot of return visitors. But whoever this woman was, I was certain I had never seen her before.

“That’s fine,” she said, after five minutes of neither one of us saying a word, her attitude remained perky and upbeat. “I didn’t think you would remember,” she smirked.

I had to admit, her words, they made me curious. Now I really wanted to find out who this was. Perhaps that was part of her little game, just trying to get me interested, and in reality we never met, probably just wanted something from me.

I let out a heavy exhale, so she knows how much of a bother it is to speak with her, “Sorry, but I don’t have a clue who you are. Look I just came here for a drink, I’d like to be alone right now.”

“The Praying Mantis rather be alone than with a woman, I don’t believe it,” she said.

The Praying Mantis… it was a nickname given to me in the pits. So at the very least she knew of me, but so what? A lot of people did. I always hated that name… I got it after ripping a combatants head clean off his shoulders. It’s just that... it’s the female of the species that would eat the heads of their mates, so it really didn’t make sense. Unfortunately, it stuck.

“Come on,” she said, placing a hand on my thigh, fingers lightly squeezing. “I want to take the number two fighter for a ride,” she smirked.

Number two… I knew she was only saying that to get a rise out of me. And of course it worked. I may be a strong man, but I’m not a strong man.

“Why would you want to sleep with the second best?” I asked.

“Haven’t heard? The first isn’t around anymore,” she shrugged, “good riddance to him anyway.”

“And who might the first be?” Why I was letting her get to me, I didn’t know. Maybe after losing everything, a bit of fun with a woman might help numb the sting of my wounded pride. Anything to make me feel on top again. And nothing makes you feel on top of the world, like getting on top of a sexy little wench like her. Not even victory in the pits compares.

“Garne,” she said, chuckling to herself, “Of course. But I can settle for you, how about it?”

Her hand slid from my thigh to in between my legs, her fingers nimbly searching for my crotch, giving me a playful squeeze.

“Seems like your buddy down there already has his mind made up,” she laughed, giving my hard cock a tug over my trousers.

Damn thing, always betraying me like that. To think, what a man might be able to accomplish if he didn’t have his cock calling the shots at least fifty percent of the time.

“Alright, I think I can let you have a go… only if you say I’m the number one fighter though. Let me hear you say it,” I got out of my seat, moving behind her, hand placed on those sleek shoulders, the floral scent of her hair wafting into my nose, making me throb all the more.

She got out of her seat, hand in mine, leading me up stairs to the private rooms. “You’re number one she,” said, her voice trailing behind her, filling my ears like sweet honey. “But only because Garne is dead!” She laughed, skipping ahead and down the hall.

“Hey, what the hell… you sneaky little…” I trounced after her. She slammed the door to the room in my face, taunting me.

“Come on big strong man, what’s the matter, can’t open the door?”

I jiggled the knob, leaning my shoulder into the door, trying to budge it open. She must have been leaning back on the other side, trying to keep me out. I gave it a little more energy, pushing harder. She pushed back. Fuck, she was stronger than she looked. Not that I gave it my all, of course, didn’t want to hurt her. Still, she had more strength in that tight sexy body than some men that I know. And that… that made me really want her.

“You asked for it,” I said, playing along. I tossed the door open, she stumbled back. I swooped my arm behind her, catching her before she fell to the floor. Her skirt lifted up and over her waist, her soft panties visible underneath, a wet spot in the center.

“Looks like I’m not the only one excited,” I said, sliding my hand between her thong, getting a feel of her wet pussy. She licked her lips, giving me the eye, her face saying ‘give it to me.’

I lifted her off her feet, and tossed her onto the bed, her petite body bouncing before settling down onto the mattress.

“Oh no,” she said, spreading her legs wide, “you’ve got me all sorts of worked up.” She pulled her thong aside, sliding a finger into her tight hole. “See,” she removed her fingers, her juices dripping down.

“And I don’t even know your name,” I said, working my way over to the bed.

“Call me Ginny,” she said, brushing the air out of her face, taking a deep breath as I gripped her by the waist and pulled her towards the edge.

“Alright, I’ll call you Ginny. And you can call me gurglrlgl,” I said.

“What?” She laughed, “I don’t get it.”

“Oh, you will,” I unbuckled my trousers, stepping out one leg at a time, my hard cock throbbing for her. I took a handful of her hair, bringing those sweet lips up to the tip of my cock. “Because it’s all you’ll be able to say with my cock in your mouth.”

“Mmm, is that so,” she cooed, licking her lips, her fingers wrapping around my shaft. “Let’s find out, shall we?” She teased the edge of her tongue along the tip of my cock, lightly flicking. I let out a heavy groan, her mouth making me shiver.

“That's all you got? I was hoping that sweet little mouth of yours could handle a bit more than just the tip.”

“Don’t you worry, I can handle a lot more than that,” Ginny opened wide, sticking her tongue out. She slapped my cock against her tongue before swallowing me up, sucking her way down my shaft. Spit drooled over her lips, out between the two of us, soaking every inch of my hard cock as she took me deeper and deeper down her throat.

“Fucking hell,” I growled, reaching behind her and giving her tight ass a squeeze. “Now that’s how you suck a cock.”

Ginny pulled her mouth off, strands of spit dangling off the two of us, she exhaled a heavy breath, “I know what men like. You can say I’ve spent some time in the mind of men before.” She latched back onto my cock, throating it deep, sucking the spit, bobbing her head back and forth, sloshing all around.

“I don’t give a fuck how you learned to do that, just keep doing it.”

Ginny had my legs shaking and quaking and aching for more. Her mouth, as perfect as it was, just wasn’t enough for me anymore. I needed that pussy, needed to feel that tight warmth that hid between her legs. I shoved her onto her back. Getting on top of the bed, hovering over her.

“Fuck, I want that pussy,” I growled, stroking my cock over her.

“Then come and take it, show me how a fighter fucks,” she growled back, snapping her teeth at me. Damn, she was something else. I pressed her legs open, ripping her thong to the side, no time to waste taking it off, I had to have her. And have her right fucking now. I slipped my cock up and down along her wet pussy, coating my shaft in her honey.

“Oh god, yes,” Ginny moaned, tilting her head back, her tits pressed out. My cock sank into her tight hole, stretching her open, taking her inch by inch. I gripped her voluptuous tits, squeezing and teasing those nipples, feeling them stiffen by my touch.

“Give it to me,” growled Ginny, “fuck me like you mean it.”

“Damn, you’re an animal, aren’t you?”

“Fuck yeah, I am. Now shut up and give me that cock,” she squealed, biting down on her lip, grinding herself against me, her wet clit sticking to my pelvis.

If she wanted it, I had no qualms giving it to her. Really giving it to her. I don’t know what it was about Ginny but she wasn’t like the other pit groupies I’ve taken to bed. She wasn’t submissive like they were, laying on their back just waiting for me, wanting me to do all the work, quietly taking my cock. Pressing against my chest if things got too rough. No, Ginny was not like that at all.

I thrusted myself up inside of her, our bodies slapping against one another, the bed rocking back and forth as I pounded into her sweet sweet hole. Ginny reached above her head, clutching the bedsheets, her knuckles turning white.

“Oh god yes, pound this fucking pussy, give it to me, please…” Ginny’s moans of pleasure echoed in the room, filling my ears. Wouldn’t surprise me if the entire floor could hear her. And that very image made me throb all the harder. Knowing others were listening to us, could hear me pound this insatiable sex freak, this woman unlike any other woman. Something was different about her, but what? I couldn’t place it. And I didn’t care, I was far too hard and horny to give a fuck about what made Ginny better than the rest, all I wanted was release. I needed it, yearned for it.

“More,” shouted Ginny, “Is that all you got, you really are number two after all.” Her little jabs at my pride made me all the more aggressive, made me fight for it. Reminded me of my trainer, saying I’ll never make it in the pits, saying I wouldn’t last a day. Those words made me struggle for it all the more. And hearing them now from Ginny, it had the same effect.

I gripped my rough hands around her little waist, my fingers digging into her supple flesh. I forced her pussy down my cock, shoving myself deeper in each time. Her tits bouncing, her body shaking on the bed.

“Fuck, you little bitch, you can really take it huh?”

Ginny placed her palms on my cheeks, bringing my face just inches away from hers, her chin jutting out, head nodding. “Damn fucking right, nobody fucks like me.”

Ginny wasn’t going to let her words be all talk. Not like a common wench, always saying, ‘you’d never had a girl like me,’ but wenches are all the same. Ginny shoved at my chest, and for a moment I thought it was too much, she needed to stop. But no, I was wrong. Ginny shoved me down onto my back. My cock standing tall and erect.

“You’re not the only one who knows how to take charge,” said Ginny, squatting over my cock. Grabbing my shaft, she teased the head of my dick across her soaking pussy lips, flicking it in and out of her little hole.

“Put it in,” I demanded, the torture of not having her killed me.

“Uh uh,” Ginny wagged her finger, “you’ll get it when I’m ready.”

“Fuck, you little slut, give me that pussy.”

“Say please,” chuckled Ginny, dipping the tip in and then pulling it out.

“Oh fuck, please…”

“Very well,” sighed Ginny, sinking herself down the entire length of my shaft. Her breasts hanging in front of my face, begging for a squeeze and a taste. I ripped the front of her blouse down. My tongue searching after those stiff and aroused nipples, sucking them into my mouth. Ginny bounced herself up and down my cock, her thick ass slapping against me, sweat dripping down her forehead, her black hair slick and sticking to her back. The amount of energy she burned, the endurance of this woman. I said I didn’t care where she learned her tricks, but now that was a lie, I had to fucking know.

I reached behind her, spreading her ass, thrusting my hips up. The two of groaning our pleasure together, louder and louder, enough to shake the walls.

“Spank me you bastard,” grinned Ginny.

I slapped her perfect ass, watching it bounce and dance for me. “Again,” Ginny demanded. She didn’t have to ask twice. I spanked her like the naughty girl she is, her cries a sweet serenade, better than what any minstrel could compose.

“Holy fuck, I’m gonna-”

“Do it,” said Ginny, hopping off my dick and spitting in her hands. She gripped my cock and stroked it faster and faster, working the tip with little twists of the wrist. “Cum on my tits,” her breasts poised right over my dick. I tossed my head back and forth, holding in the need to explode, wanting it to build up to its absolute peak until I couldn’t hold back any longer and… cum erupted from my cock, spraying her tits, sticking to her chest. Cum dripping down that curvy body of hers. Ginny laughed and smiled, delighted at what she accomplished.

“Thank you,” said Ginny patting my legs, tossing her legs over the side of the bed, wiping the sweat from her forehead.

I don’t know what she thanked me for, I’m the one who should be thanking her. Fucking hell, there was something special about this woman and I had to find out what. I haven’t felt this good about myself in a long time. Felt on top of the world, like I could do anything.

“You know, technically that was my first time. I had to try it out,” said Ginny.

“You’re first? No fucking way, there’s no way. No girl does that her first time.”

“Well I’m not like other girls,” said Ginny, cleaning the cum off her bust.

“Pfft, that’s what every girl says.”

“In my case it’s actually true,” Ginny shifted over to me, bringing her lips up to my ear, nibbling. “Want to know my secret?”

“Tell me,” I stroked the top of her head, her long locks falling nicely between my fingers.

“Alright…” Ginny pressed her lips to mine, “I’ll tell you…” she gave me one last peck. “Garne isn’t dead… I’m Garne.”

No, no way. The shock of what she said hit like a broadsword to the face. When she said it, I believed her, though I knew it couldn’t possibly be true.

“You’re lying,” I said, point blank. “Garne is a man… you’ve got tits and a pussy and…”

“And I was twenty-two and one in the pits if somebody didn’t succumb to cheap sneak attacks,” said Ginny.

“Like hell it was a sneak attack, you know damn well that… no, what the hell am I saying, you’re not Garne.”

Ginny shrugged her shoulders, “believe what you want, but I am.”

“Let’s say I do believe you, how did you go from being an ugly fuck to this sexy little slut, explain that.”

“Simple, a sorceress provided me with a potion that permanently altered my appearance. From now on, I am Ginny.”

“But why? Why would you do that? You were a great fighter, an alpha, why this?”

“Because,” Ginny adjusted her top, fighting with her tits to keep them tucked away, “sorry still getting used to bras. Anyway, it’s like Saffron says, there’s no money in the pits anymore, but sex always sells. And I’m gonna sell the best damn sex men have ever had.”

“But-”

“Tell me you wouldn’t pay for this… tell me that wasn’t the most fun you’ve had,” Ginny stared me down, waiting for my response.

I had no reason to lie to her… him… her… whatever I had no reason to lie to Ginny, she’s been more honest with me than any human alive.

“It was fucking amazing,” I admitted.

“See, because we’re men, we know what men want… what they really want, and can give it to them, well with the help of a potion that is. Fuck the fight pits, we both know I can make a shit ton more money doing this.”

Ginny was right. Hell, after it ended I was already contemplating someway to have another go with her, “you really think this will work?” I asked.

“You don’t?”

I knew Ginny would have no problem getting men. Just looking at her, she was irresistible, she had it all. I was all set to drown my sorrow alone in the tavern, but when she sat next to me, I knew I wouldn’t be able to control myself.

“Can- can anyone do this?” I asked, “Make the change?” I couldn’t believe I was actually asking that, actually contemplating becoming a woman. But what choice did I have. Fighting was out, fucking is in. And like hell I was going to let Garne get the better of me. I’m not wallowing in misery while he’s off fucking whoever he wants, raking in the gold, probably becoming the capitols number one prostitute. Like fucking hell I’d ever let that happen, if anyone deserves that title, it should be me.

“I don’t see why not,” said Ginny. “I can give you all the information you need. Madame Maria isn’t too hard to find, once you know where to look. Why? Are you seriously thinking of making the swap?”

I swallowed, “Y- yeah, I am,” nodding my final approval.

“Good,” smiled Ginny, “I look forward to the competition,” she offered me her delicate hand. The two of us sealed it with a shake, “It’s on.”

Under any other circumstance I would have a hell of a lot to think about. I mean, I just fucked a guy, didn’t I? Or maybe not, it was all too confusing. But to hell with the specifics, it felt fucking amazing, Ginny fucked like no other. So screw overthinking it, it felt good and I left it at that. Now I only had to hope that Madame Maria would be willing to do for me what she did for Garne. Ginny told me where to find her, what she looked like, all that, but didn’t say much else. Told me nothing about how much gold she wanted for the service, nothing about whether swapping was painful. Though, I suppose, it didn’t matter the cost… I was going to do this, whatever it takes, I’m all in.

Madame Maria lived in a small hut in the outskirts of the capitol, far off the beaten path. If you didn’t know what you were looking for, chances are you’d pass it right by. It blended in well within the surrounding foliage. Vines and the like all creeping up the walls of her little home.

I stood outside her hut, nothing but a cloth divided what hid inside and myself. I was nervous though, excited of course, but also nervous. There would be no going back once I made the switch, Ginny was sure to remind me of that. You only get one shot.

“Are you going to pace around out there all day or are you gonna come in?” Said a stern albeit delicate voice.

No point in beating around the bush any longer. I pulled back the cloth covering and stepped inside. The inside was no less strange than the outside. Candles dripping wax lined the walls, an iron cauldron bubbled over a fire in the center, bones of I don’t know what littered the floor. But Madame Maria, what a sight to behold. A beauty, mature yes, but stunningly gorgeous, a long black dress covered most of her body, her well endowed bust however practically spilled out over the top, her breasts jiggling with each step.

“Why have you come?” She asked, looking me over.

“I want to become a woman,” I said, looking away from her. “I heard you could help me.”

“I can…” she continued to circle around me, inspecting my body closely. She lifted my arm and squeezed my biceps, “And why would a man like yourself, want to become a woman?” I swallowed my spit. Do I tell her the truth? What if she thinks it isn’t a good enough reason. I wondered what Garne might have said when asked the same question.

“I met a girl… Ginny. She said you changed her. I want to be like her, I want to be better than her. The way she made me feel it was otherworldly. I want to do that, give men what they want, make them explode at just the sight of me.”

Maria wordlessly nodded, not taking her eyes off me. I wondered what she was looking for, what was she seeing?

“I’ll do it,” she finally said, “I don’t get many visitors, it gets lonely and though a sorceress I may be, I am still a woman. I still enjoy… company,” the last word dripped off her lips with an air of seduction. “Your friend didn’t disappoint, and I’m sure you won’t either.” Maria traced her hand along my arm, bringing it between my legs, grabbing my crotch. A smile flashed across her ruby red lips, “You certainly won’t disappoint,” she gave my cock a tug.

“I’ll do it, yes… I’ll give you what you want. But first you will give me what I want,” she pressed her chest against mine, squeezing me some more, “that cock,” she whispered in my ear, her tongue licking. Her voice had me shuddering, had me growing harder. “Besides,” she continued, “I’ll need that cum of yours for the potion anyway.”

“Whoa, wait, you mean I’ll have to drink my own cum?” If that was the case, count me out.

Maria shook her head, “the potion isn’t for you, it’s for me. I drink it, and then you drink from me. That’s the way it works.”

I let out a sigh of relief, that I was okay with. So long as I wasn’t the one drinking any cum.

Maria wasted no time, ripping my trousers clean off, getting on her knees. She was insatiable, thirsty for sex. I couldn’t stop her. Practically tackled me to the ground to get at my cock. Maria however paid little attention to how I felt. Only riding me for her own satisfaction, teasing her clit while she bounced herself on my cock. Rubbing and rubbing the orgasms out of herself one after another. And as she shivered on top of me, I couldn’t hold out much longer. Her warm pussy tightened around my cock, practically milking me on its own.

Maria hopped off me, “Don’t you cum yet,” she gripped my cock hard, cutting off the flow. “Into the cauldron.” Maria kneeled down beside me, my cock hovering over the boiling water, not exactly where I wanted my cock to be positioned. Maria spat in her hands, groping my shaft, sliding her wet fingers up and down.

“That’s it,” cooed the sorceress as my cock pulsated in her grip, her finger squishing their way to the top. “Spill that cum for me, give me what I want.” Faster and faster she stroked me, not stopping, no matter how much I groaned and shivered, my knees bending as I braced myself for release. Strands of cum spilled out, dripping down into the brew before me. The clear liquid in the cauldron shifted into a bright pink.

“Perfect,” sighed Maria, licking her fingers clean, “just perfect.”

Using a wooden ladle she scooped up a healthy amount of the strange glowing pink potion, bringing it to her lips. She carefully sipped upon it, a hand cupped beneath her chin, drinking and drinking until the ladle emptied. She finished with a sigh, smacking her lips.

“Now my darling,” Maria reached her hand into her bosom, scooping her tits out one at time, “come… drink.”

I placed a hand behind her back, pulling her in closer, bringing my lips to her tits. “Go on,” nodded Maria, “drink of my milk. Maria pinched  at her round nipples, droplets of milk leaking out and rolling down her tits, down onto her black dress.

I opened wide and latched onto her breast, cupping her tits with my hands. I sucked her nipple in, sweet creamy milk filling my mouth. Overflowing and drooling down my chin.

“Drink. Drink.” Maria demanded. “More.”

I sucked and sucked on her tits, after draining the one, I switched to the other. Maria moaning, her head tilted back, enjoying the pleasure my mouth gave her.

Then it started. I was changing. First my hair, growing down past my shoulders, long and blonde and full of delightfully bouncy curls. My face, less rigid and more smooth, my features growing smaller, more soft. My body no longer a burly brick of muscle but slender and curvy. And my chest, now with a pair of tits. Big and full and ripe. I placed a hand on them, my nipples sensitive to the touch. I let out a moan, not a loud grunting sort but a soft wispy and airy moan. So fragile, so elegant.

I removed my mouth from her breast, milk spilling down between my cleavage. My shirt tightened around my body, barely able to contain my new tits. I was far too enamored with myself to focus on Maria any longer. My own body, my seductive new body became the sole object of my attention. I groped my tits, lifting and lowering them, feeling the weight, feeling the pleasure that pinching my own nipples gave me. And if I had tits then… I shot a hand down my trousers, no longer did I have a cock, but a pussy and a clit. I slid a finger across my hole, shivering as I touched my little clit.

“Oh fuck,” I sighed, it felt so damn good, so much more sensitive than my cock ever did. I rubbed my little pussy more and more, shaking all the while. I couldn’t stop, this new sensation filled me with wonder. My fingers pruned as they coated in my juices.

“Like it?” Maria asked.

“Like it? I fucking love it,” I moaned, sticking a finger inside the wetness, curling and hitting a sweet spot. “Oh god, yes.” My body gave little spasms, my hair falling in front of my face.

“You’ll notice an increase in your sexual appetite,” said Maria, licking her lips as she watched me play with myself, “it’s a normal response to the sudden rush of new hormones and changes, but with time it’ll settle into something a bit more normal. In the meantime I suggest you enjoy it, get the most you can out of it.”

“Oh, I will,” I said, closing my eyes, letting the waves of pleasure roll over me. I grabbed onto Maria's shoulder for balance, not stopping for a second. I rested myself against her, grinding up all over her. “Fuck, I need more… more.” I understood why Ginny couldn’t help herself, why she fucked like such an animal. These new feelings I… I wanted cock, wanted it so bad and would do anything for it.

I dropped to my knees, my voices shrieking throughout the tent, exploding with an orgasm like I’ve never felt before. “Thank you Maria. Oh thank you.” I slid my pruney fingers out of my pussy. But I wasn’t done, not yet. I needed more, I needed to know what a cock felt like. I never hungered for cock before as a man, but now it’s all I can think about. I needed somebody to take this pussy, anybody.

However, I couldn’t let my lust get the best of me, couldn’t allow it to push all the rationale out of my head. I had to be smart about this. I didn’t want to just fuck anybody, well I did, but that wouldn’t be smart. No, not just anybody, I wanted to fuck Saffron. Show him what I’ve got, show him that he could no longer refuse me. And with a pussy this tight I knew I could get him to do whatever I wanted. Make me the number one prized whore in his brothel, the one every man would want to fuck. Saffron knew business, I could use him, use him and never be without again.

“Look you and the rest of the fighters are just going to have to deal with it, so fuck off,” said Saffron as I entered his office, his eyes fixed on the paper before him, not looking up.

“Ahem,” I cleared my throat, my soft voice catching his attention.

“Oh, very sorry,” said Saffron, taking a sip from his goblet, “thought you were another disgruntled ex-employee. Been having a lot of issues lately, had to hire a bodyguard and everything,” Saffron glanced at the man standing in the corner. A stiff and rigid man, a body like I used to have. “Anyway, how can I help… such a beautiful young thing.”

I sauntered my way up to his desk, head held high, I knew I had all the power here. Men like Saffron are all weak when it comes to a woman like me. I placed my hands on his desk, leaning over, giving him a clear view down my shirt.

“I heard you were starting a brothel. And I think I have what it takes to be your best seller,” I said, dipping a finger into his goblet, and sucking the wine off.

Saffron’s face turned red, such a weak willed man, “Is that so? Well, I haven’t decided on who’s getting the V.I.P room just yet, and there are plenty of other woman who-”

I pressed my pointer finger to his lips, quieting him down. “How about you let me show you what I can do first and then you can decide if I have what it takes.”

“Uhm.. yes… well, that’s not typically how it’s done but perhaps I can make an exception.” Saffron rolled up his sleeves, and shuffled his papers back into the desk. “Rob,” Saffron turned to face the man in the corner, “You may take your leave.”

The guard nodded and headed for the exit. I stepped out in front of him, blocking his path. I yanked the guard into my hold.

“He stays,” I said, “I want you to see just how much I can handle.” I got down on my knees before the guard, pulling down his trousers. I curled my finger toward Saffron, motioning for him to join. “Well, come on, I’ve got enough mouth for the both of you.”

Saffron stood next to the other man, his hands frantically undoing his belt. “Fuck, I think I just hit the jackpot.”

Damn right he did. And so did I. Not only because I was about to solidify my place in Saffron’s brothel but also because I was about to get, not only one hard dick, but two. And I was desperate for some good cock, these feminine hormones or whatever it was, drove me absolutely mad. I’d find no rest until I found a good cock and I just happened upon two.

I pulled the guard’s cock out, hard and erect. I gave myself a slap across the face with his thick member, showing the two of them what a naughty cock-slut I can be. The guard growled, clenching his teeth, my lips teasing the edge of his dick.

“Like that?” I said, flicking my tongue at the tip. “Hmm?” I sucked the guard’s throbbing tip into my little mouth, popping my mouth off with a wet smacking sound. “Don’t worry, I didn’t forget about you,” I spat in my hand, fingers wrapping around Saffron, stroking him up and down, sloshing my wet hand along that cock of his.

I switched back and forth between the two of them, sucking one and stroking the other. Saliva spilled over my lips, dripping down my cleavage as I worked the first few drops of precum out of the two of them.

“Fuck, what a nasty whore,” grunted the guard, his cock forcing its way deeper down my throat.

“Damn right, my fucking whore,” grinned Saffron, pushing the guard back and taking his place in my mouth.

“Easy boys, I’ve got enough for the two of you. Plenty of holes to go around,” I winked.

“I like the sound of that,” Saffron turned me around, pushing against my back, shoving me down on all fours.

I could hardly believe the words I was saying, were they really me. The sorceress’s spell changed more than my outward appearance, but something inside me as well. Or was I always secretly a slutty whore, just tucked away inside my manly exterior, waiting and waiting for the chance to finally come out.

Saffron slid his palm across my wet pussy, his fingers teasing my sweet little clit. He gave my ass a spank, leaving a handprint, marking his property.

“Fuck, do that again,” I begged, “Spank me.”

Saffron reared his hand back, letting me have it, slapping my ass and making it jiggle for him. “You can have her mouth,” Saffron said to the guard, “For now this pussy is mine.” Saffron slipped his cock over my pussy, between my cheeks, not yet inserting himself but torturing me with his teasing.

The guard came around front, his thumb pushing against my chin, opening my mouth wide to receive him once more. He slipped his cock in, his rough hands clutching the hair atop of my head.

“Uggh, fuck yeah,” groaned Saffron, sinking his cock deep into my wet cunt, “now that’s perfect.”

It was about to get a whole lot more perfect. Simply having them inside of me wasn’t enough, I needed to get a pounding and if they weren’t going to do it I was.

I rocked myself back and forth between the two of them, taking a cock in my mouth and pussy. My ass slapping against Saffron, my mouth choking down the guard’s dick.

“Shit! Slow down,” Saffron clenched his teeth. Not much endurance in that one. But like hell I was going to slow down. I needed my pleasure. Needed more cock. I bounced my ass of Saffron, taking that dick deeper and deeper. My pussy juices splashing out of my tight wet cunt.

“Shit shit shit,” Saffron shook and shuddered, unable to contain himself.

“Come on big man,” I said, “Cum on this ass for me,” I slapped my thick ass, showing him right where I wanted it.

Saffron slipped his pulsating cock out of my cunt. His warm load sprayed onto my ass in ropes.

“Fuck yeah, just like that,” I said, giving my ass a squeeze. “You’re next,” I said to the guard, adjusting onto my knees. My tits just beneath his cock. “Come on, cum for me, right on my tits.” I spat onto the guard’s dick, stroking him faster and faster, working the tip, bringing him right on edge and not stopping for a second. Twisting and turning my wrist and then, the guard lurched forward, his cum firing down my body, dripping off my chin, rolling down my big tits. I gave my nipples a pinch, pressing my breasts together, his cum pooling between my cleavage. “What a nice big load,” I said, licking my lips.

Their heavy breathing filled the air. And I hoped they weren’t done just yet, because I needed more. My pussy ached for another fucking, I wanted them to shower me in cum until each one of their cocks completely drained itself upon my body.

“Is that all you’ve got?” I asked. “I really hope I’ve got the job, because I’m ready to go again.”

“Oh you got the job,” said Saffron, patting my face, “I’m going to make you the most coveted whore in the capitol.”

“Good, now shut up and give some more of that dick.” I went after Saffron, grappling for that cock of his.

“Fucking hell,” groaned Saffron, his cock so sensitive from release, pushing me away. “Just- just give me a second here.”

“Uh uh, I want that cock now,” I licked his tip, his whole body shaking with post orgasmic delight.

I rubbed my clit, building myself up to an edge, “I need more cock now. She’s waiting for you,” I gave my slit a little tap.

“Alright, anything for my prized whore,” Saffron rolled his shoulders, stretching out his arms and legs. Getting ready for another go.

I had him, oh I had him. My time at the top wasn’t over yet. Hell no, it had just begun. I was going to milk Saffron of every drop of cum he had and then I’m going to milk his brothel for all it’s worth. Nothing could stop me, not when I looked like this, not when I fucked like this. No man could resist me. I was about to have everything I had as a fighter and more.

For more by Amelia Rose:

Super Futa

Futa Quest Bundle: Books 1-5

Twenty Futa Tales (Steamy Futa On Female Collection)

Naughty Futa Bundle

Ten Gender Swap Tales (A Steamy Collection Of MTF Transformations)

Daddy's Taboo Delights: 10+ Erotica Bundle

OEBPS/image_rsrc73.jpg
GENDER' SWAP
Uﬁwﬁfﬁoﬂﬂu

AMELIA ROSE





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




