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Gender Swapped Confrontation

Chapter 1

The sun glared through the side window of the car. Sam held up a hand, covering his eyes. Cum dripped down his vagina, moistening the panties he wore. Mr. Nord’s dick left a lasting impression not only on his twitching pussy but on his psyche. He wanted to forget the events of the interview, but Sam knew he would never recover from this. Shoulder length hair swayed forward as he pressed his forehead into the steering wheel. What had begun as a cross-dressing stunt to land a dream job had turned into a gender swap and identity crisis.

The phone in the cup holder vibrated, filling the car with sound. Sam turned his head on the wheel until his ear pressed against the leather. He picked up the phone. Jemma’s pretty face stared back at him. Dark chin-length hair swooped over half her smiling face in the photo. Sam pressed the red decline button and shifted his head on the wheel until he stared down to the ground again.

“What the fuck am I going to tell Jemma?” he asked into the wheel. “Hey, you know how you encouraged me to dress like a girl for the interview? Well, I took it too far and turned into a woman. I hope your cool with that. I love you and hope this doesn’t affect our relationship.”

The phone vibrated once as Sam received a text. Jemma asked, “How did the interview go?”

A low groan escaped his lips, and he wondered how she would react to him having sex with his new boss. Slow fingers tapped the letters, and he replied, “I got the job.” He adjusted the thin black pencil skirt on his hips, pulling it higher so his legs could move more freely.

The phone rang, showing Jemma’s pretty face. Startled by the sudden vibrating phone Sam dropped the phone. It bounced against his leg and slid between the seat and the door. Sam leaned over to pick it up and stared at it until the line disconnected.

Another vibration and Sam expected a voicemail, but instead, Jemma sent him another text, “Answer me.”

“I can’t right now. I’m going through the new hire paperwork,” Sam lied. An angry fist slammed into the steering wheel three times. Sam knew he couldn’t keep this up for long. Jemma would find out he was now a woman. Angry thoughts twisted in his mind and he blamed her for this thinking it was her fault for encouraging him to crossdress. Never once did he want to change back into a man, but he lamented that their relationship would end with this dramatic gender swap.

“Wow. They hired you on the spot?” She sent over a heart emoji and celebration gif.

Happiness mixed with his sour attitude and he tried to feel excited about the new opportunity, but his mind dwelled on his girlfriend. Neither had committed to saying they love each other yet, but Sam had long wanted to profess his feelings to her. He typed out, “Yeah,” and stuffed the phone into the cup holder again.

“Wait, you’re going to have to dress like a girl every day of the week,”

Sam glanced at the phone and sighed. He wanted the conversation to end. He wanted to run. He needed to decide how to tell his girlfriend he was now a woman. Instead of saying all of that, he typed into the phone, “Yeah, I think that might get easier over time.” Sam needed a cute purse. The thought startled him and he glanced around the parking lot as if someone else placed the idea in his head. The clock read 11:27 and not a person walked into the parking lot.

“It’ll be a blast to do your makeup. Can I call you yet?”

Sam could almost hear her cheerful voice, and he desperately wanted to talk with her. His hand hovered over the phone, on the verge of calling her back. Instead, he typed out, “No. I’ll be home later.”

A quick drive to a restaurant, Sam found himself in the lobby of a nearby sushi shop. After ordering his roll, Adam sat on the bench and went over the events of this morning. His mind never drifted to changing back into a man, but he wanted the rest of his life to stay the same. With red-lidded eyes, he leaned against the wall on the verge of tears.

“That will be $11.97,” said a friendly dark-haired Japanese woman, gray streaks visible at the roots of her hair.

Sam rose from the bench and pulled out his wallet. With no purse he had no place to keep it, he held the thick leather in his palm. “Here,” he reached for the to-go bag and smiled at the woman.

After passing the card to the woman, she read it and asked, “Is your name Samuel?”

“Yeah,” he said, tilting his head with curiosity.

The woman turned the card around and narrowed her eyes at it. “Samuel is a boy’s name. Can I see some ID?” The few clients in the restaurant did their best not to stare, but Sam barely held his composure, shaking with frustration.

“Shit,” Sam cursed and the emotions from a stressful day exploded in him. Tears streamed down his face. He grabbed the card and ran from the restaurant. The ID in his wallet bore an image of him from four years ago when he wore short hair and a long beard. Nobody in their right mind would see them as the same person. Salty tears dripped onto the pink blouse, staining small circles near his collarbone.

Slamming his car door shut, Sam sobbed into the steering wheel. “I’m still me, he screamed. I’m just a woman now,” he slapped the steering wheel and a loud honk made him jump in his chair.

The Japanese woman outside his car jumped, too. The bag in her hand nearly fell from her grasp. She smiled down at Sam, nodded his head.

After rolling down the window, Sam wiped the tears from his eyes and said, “I’m sorry, I’m just emotional right now.”

“Here,” the woman passed the sushi into the car to Sam. Sam took it. Snot dripped from his nose and he wiped at it with a napkin from the sushi bag. “this one is on the house. I hope your day gets better,” she bowed deeply and turned to go before Sam could reply.

Sam wanted to take the sushi home, but he didn’t want to run into Jemma. He at the sushi in front of the restaurant crying over the friendly gesture.


Chapter 2

“I’m here, and I just got out of my interview. I’m still dressed as a woman. Don’t freak out and don’t make this weird. I need a friend right now,” Sam sent the long text to Jake as he walked up the steps towards his best friend's apartment. Sam buttoned the pink blouse up covering his cleavage. After swapping to a woman, his breasts did not grow very large, the ‘A’ cup that he wore fit the small mounds of flesh nicely.

In front of the door, Sam knocked and pursed his lips, calming his mind for another weird interaction. Paint chips peeled from the old cedar siding on the complex. Sam ran a finger along with a large flake. It crumpled below her fingers and fluttered to the ground.

The light brown door slid open and Jake stepped into the doorway. His short friend moved his eyes up and down, inspecting Sam slowly. He wiped a greasy hand across his trim beard and opened his mouth to speak, but said nothing. Sam glared at him and shook his head. The long brown hair swayed angrily, the curly tips flicking across his cheeks.

“Dude, you pass for a woman,” Jake said clearing his throat through a clenched fist. He leaned against the open door and stared at Sam’s breasts. “Actually, you don’t even sound like yourself. You sound like a woman. You’ve nailed this cross-dressing thing in a single day.”

“Can I come in I don’t want to stand outside,” Sam said pushing past his best friend stepping into the apartment. Jake lived in a large studio. The big-screen TV took up most of one wall and the rest of the room was covered in video game and movie posters.

“Yeah. Come in,” Jake said, following Sam with his eyes. He wiped his greasy hand onto the faded Destiny logo on his shirt. “You hardly look like yourself. Your face is rounder and you…”

Sam cut him off in a huff, “I know, I have something to show you.” Sam reached back and unzipped the black skirt and shimmied his hips, slipping it down. Jake closed the door behind him and watched in fright as Sam dropped the skirt to the ground.

“Fuck keep your skirt on. You’re cute like this, but I’m not a gay dude,” Jake protested, turning around and covering his eyes. Jake’s neck twitched, and he felt with his free hand for the small table nearby. Blindly he sat in the lone pinewood chair.

“Please look,” Sam blushed realizing that he stood half-naked in his best friend's apartment as a woman. He hoped his friend did not take this the wrong way, but it was too late to take back now.

Still facing away, Jake replied, “I’m not gonna fuck you, but I’ll humor you.” Jake turned slowly and lowered the hand covering his eyes. His gaze moved from the skirt on the ground up Sam’s smooth, thin legs to his groin. “Where’s your dick?” he asked, and he took an involuntary step forward staring at Sam’s crotch.

“Something happened today. I was at the hair salon and I… I don’t know,” Sam muttered, motioning at his whole body. He shifted his weight, accenting the curves of his feminine hips. Jake raised an eyebrow, taking in the whole womanly effect of his best friend. Sam continued unaware of Jake’s predatory grin, “I lost my vision for a minute and when it came back my body started changing. Now I’m a woman. I grew breasts and a pussy.”

“I’m still freaking out about this,” Jake bent forward, inspecting Sam’s breasts from a better angle. “What happened to your dick? Wait, how do I know it’s you? People don’t just change genders?” He rose to his full height and placed his hand on hips.

“Apparently it can happen,” Sam said resigned to his new fate as a woman. “It’s me. You and I  play Street Fighter weekly. I usually win, but on our last match, you crushed me. It was just a day ago.”

Jake sighed, narrowing his eyes, “You look like you could be Sam’s sister, but not him, but I’ll play along.” A quick hand adjusted the loose-fitting jeans he wore. A red blush colored his cheeks, and he said, “I’m having a very weird boner. Not that I was harboring any feelings for you before, but now you’re a half-naked woman in my apartment. I can’t do anything about it right now.”

“Shit,” Sam cursed, bending down to pull up the pencil skirt. A hip shimmy later, he zipped up the skirt and sat in the lone chair. Staring up at his best friend, he said through a cracking voice, “I need help. I love Jemma, but I don’t know how to tell her I went through a gender swap.” A tear trickled down his cheek, dripping onto the pink blouse.

“Just tell her. If she loves you, it won’t matter what gender you are,” Jake leaned against the wall below a Legend of Zelda Trifold symbol.

“We’ve never said I love you before,” Sam said through teary eyes. “I love her though, but I’m worried she doesn’t love me back.” Sam buried his face into his hands.

Jake’s hand rested on Sam’s shoulder and he said, “You should tell her how you feel, and be open with her about this change. Perhaps your relationship will change, but you’ll know how she feels.”

Startled by his friends change in tone and advice, Sam smiled up at his friend and said, “I’ve been ghosting her.”

“You shouldn’t do that. Go be open with her,” Jake sat on the floor in front of Sam and said, “Dude, you go this. Just get it over with and tell her. That way you don’t have to agonize over the unknown.”

Sam nodded and stood from the chair. He wiped at the tears in his eyes, and he smiled. “I just need a day. I’ll talk to her tomorrow.” Sam wanted to leave and paced towards the door and turned at the fridge back towards Jake.

“Did you get the job?” Jake asked, changing the subject.

“Yeah and my new boss fucked me in the interview,” Sam said sheepishly.

“Shit, what did it feel like?” Jake asked with a devilish glint in his eyes. Jake crossed his legs on the ground and held his knees with each hand.

“What kind of question is that?” Sam replied, glaring down at him. His friend’s dick pressed into the jeans, bulging out in a single point at his groin. Sam tried to ignore the ache in his pussy. He yearned for a cock to fill him. This desire went down to his core.

“I don’t know. I’m curious,” he said, leaning back against the wall.

“Honestly? It felt amazing. It took longer to get warmed up, but my orgasm lasted a long time,” Sam said. His voice purred as he imagined the feeling. He bent down to the table and leaned down towards Jake with a longing look in his eye.

“Shit. I want to feel that,” Jake said, nodding his head.

“What the fuck, man? I never wanted any of this,” Sam said, but he never wanted to change back.

“You were quick to crossdress though,” Jake accused, staring up at Sam’s small breasts with jealous eyes.

“Yeah. I wonder if this part of me was always there,” Sam mused, walking towards the door.

“Who knows, man? As long as we still hang I don’t care what gender you are. Grabbing drinks might be a bit different, but I’ll manage,” Jake rose and walked with Sam towards the door. He gripped the handle and smiled at his best friend, “You might make the best wingman. Wing woman? Wing person? We’ll find the right word later.”

“Yeah, let's cross that bridge another time. I need to get home and grab some of my things. I’m gonna get a hotel for the night and figure out what to tell Jemma tomorrow.” Sam patted Jake on the shoulder and said, “Thanks.”

Jake opened the door and let Sam out with a wave, “Good luck, man.”

The cold early evening weather chilled Sam in ways he’d never experienced. The cool air swirled up into the skirt, sending chills along his body. He sat in his car and checked the discarded phone in the cupholder. Two more missed calls and a few texts from Jemma sat waiting for him.


Chapter 3

The deadbolt slid into place with a satisfying click. Sam had an hour before Jemma got off work. The black Jansport backpack slung over Sam’s shoulder and flopped open. Sam bolted to the bedroom and opened Jemma’s closet. Fidgeting fingers slid across a white silk blouse. Sam pulled it off the hanger and stuffed it into a backpack.

“I need a purse,” Sam mumbled glancing over a small black purse with long arm straps. He slung the purse over his shoulder and turned to leave.

The locked door loomed in front of him. Sam stared at the locked deadbolt and placed his hand on the knob. “Shit,” he muttered. He pulled a sticky note off the pad on the refrigerator and he scrawled a quick note in hasty letters.

Jemma,

I’m not going to be back tonight. Something happened and I don’t know how to deal with it or how to deal with our relationship after this. I love you.

When Sam wrote the words, he scratched them out and crumpled the paper and started over. The pencil moved quickly, scratching the letters into the sticky note.

Jemma,

I’m sorry. Today was very confusing for me. Dressing as a woman felt more right than I would have expected and I don’t know how to deal with these emotions. I need to take the evening to think about my life. I promise I’ll be home tomorrow and we can talk.

Sam

The deadbolt on the door clicked unlocked and Sam turned to face the door in horror. The color drained from his face, and he bolted into the bedroom. He ripped the backpack off his back and tossed it behind the bedroom door. He pushed the door closed against it and paced along the edge of the bed, anxiety filling his mind.

The door opened in the distance and Jemma called out into the small apartment, “Are you home? I saw your car out there.” Her footsteps moved around the apartment. Keys jangled into a container in their kitchen.

Sam stopped pacing the room and stared at the open door. He could see her shadow from the kitchen, but his mind stopped processing the world around him and he froze.

“Are you still all cute? Don’t change your clothes yet,” she said, leaving the kitchen. “I want to see you like dressed as a girl and all dolled up.” She walked around the corner and came face to face with Sam. Jemma dropped the small pink handbag. It bounced onto the ground, hitting her black shoes.

“I’m here,” Sam said resigned sitting on the bed behind him. The worst possible outcomes from this conversation moved around in his mind. She would leave him. They would never get married. Sam blushed at the thought. They had never spoken about marriage.

“Oh, my god. You look so cute,” Jemma ran into the room. Her tight-fitting black dress pants swished against each other in soft tones. She wore a loose blue button-up shirt that fit tightly around her medium-sized breasts. “Don’t sit down, I need to see you better.” She gripped his forearm and pulled on Sam trying to get him to his feet, but he resisted shaking his head.

“Don’t. Something happened,” Sam said with sad eyes. At first, he thought of the recent sex with his new boss, but instead, he focused on the gender swap instead of infidelity.

“I know you got the job. I’m so happy for you,” she said with a wide grin. Her dark hair fell in a sharp angle down to her chin, framing her face. “I’m looking forward to dolling you up every day,” she rubbed her hands together and her face filled with excitement.

“Well, I… I don’t know how to tell you this but…” Sam gripped the bedsheets and bunched them into his fists trying to think of the right words to use.

“I don’t know why, but you’re making me hot right now,” Jemma stepped over Sam on the bed and stood over him straddling her legs over his. Jemma’s red-painted fingernails ran through Sam’s hair, lightly scratching his scalp.

“Dressed like a girl?” Sam stared up at her in shock.

“Yeah. You’re so cute like that. My little cutie pie,” she pushed him onto his back and lay on top of him. Her breasts pressed against his chest, smashing into his own. Jemma closed her eyes and leaned in to kiss Sam.

“I have to tell you something,” Sam pulled away from the kiss and held a hand up to block her.

“It can wait,” Jemma grinned, moving his hand down to her breasts. She encouraged Sam to massage the soft flesh through her shirt.

In the back of his mind, Sam wondered if he were now only attracted to men, but at the touch of her breasts, he felt a spike of excitement. He turned on the bed to face her better and gripped both of her breasts, massaging them softly. With closed eyes, he said, “Uh It can’t wait.”

“Shut up and kiss me,” Jemma leaned close and pressed her full lips into his. Their mouths opened, and passion passed between them as their tongues. Sam breathed in the smooth scent of his girlfriend and felt his pussy tingle in anticipation.

Jemma ran a hand down Sam’s stomach and pressed her palm into his groin. When her fingers came upon nothing, she felt around searching in between the black pencil skirt. She pulled out of the kiss and held her face inches from Sam’s. Her eyes shifted, focusing on each of his eyes in turn. “Is this not exciting for you?” A slight frown formed on her face. She brushed her dark hair over her ear. It fell down the back of her head, spilling onto the bed sheet below her.

“Uh well it's not that,” Sam whispered, kissing Jemma again.

“Where’s your dick?” Jemma asked.

“Gone,” Sam said sadly at the sudden change in the tone of their conversation.

“Just gone?” She reached around to Sam’s ass and unzipped the black skirt. A gentle tug and the fabric slid down to his mid-thigh. She lifted the simple white panties and peeked inside at Sam’s shaved flesh.

“Yeah, I don’t know,” Sam said. He tried to speak again, but the words caught in his mouth and a tear welled in his eyes.

“Fuck, this is just getting hotter and hotter,” Jemma exclaimed, lowering her hand down into his panties. Her fingers probed for the lips of his pussy. The long red fingernails lifted the flesh, pulling it apart.

“What?” Sam said, gasping at the gentle touch. Jemma’s fingers spread his pussy wide and rubbed gently up and down around the perimeter. Sam tore at Jemma’s blue shirt. Button pulled, threatening to fly free of the shirt as her breasts fell free against his chest.

“Yeah,” Jemma pressed her breasts against Sam’s chest and kissed him passionately as she rubbed his pussy. Her fingers worked quicker, moistening Sam’s soft skin. Jemma slid his panties down and pulled them off. Sam lay on the bed half undressed, the pink blouse pressed up revealing his navel and gently toned abs. Jemma slid off her pants and pulled down her pink panties. The pink lace hung on her big toe and she flicked it up at Sam. It landed on his face, covering his left eye.

Sam pulled it from his face and asked, “Are you bisexual? I never knew.”

A quick smile flashed across Jemma’s face and she replied, “I don’t know, but this is hotter than anything we’ve ever done before.” She slid her legs around Sam, intertwining with him until their pussies kissed. Sam let out a soft coo as Jemma rubbed her clitoris back and forth against his. She grabbed his leg lifting it high offering support for her thrusting. Arching his back, Sam gripped his small tits with his hands, massaging the tender flesh. Their passion increased and the pace of their humping matched the tempo of their heartbeats. Jemma purred a long moan, pressing Sam’s lifted leg between her breasts.

“Jemma,” Sam said through panting breaths. Without a verbal response, Jemma turned her head inquisitively. “I love you,” Sam confessed. As the words left his lips, Jemma grinned and let out a long moan. Her abdomen flexed, and she bent forward, trying to keep up the pace. Sam rocked his hips against hers, keeping the pressure firm between them.

“I love you too,” Jemma admitted. As the words left her, she shot upright and groaned closing her eyes. A twisting shiver spread up her body, and she stopped humping him, but Sam needed to orgasm. He rocked his hips against hers. Roiling waves of pleasure surged from his clitoris, spreading up his abdomen curling his toes. Sam lifted himself onto his elbows and ran his hips in a circular pattern. His abdomen screamed in pleasure as he struggled to keep up the pace of the scissoring.

Jemma screamed, “Something’s happening.” She glanced down at her hips and stared at her groin. Their pussies kissed, and the lips spread as they moved. The lips of Jemma’s labia hardened and twisted. The flesh stretched and grew, contorting pressing against Sam’s pussy. As the flesh elongated, Jemma wailed in pleasure. The tip of the flesh growing from her formed into the mushroom shape of a circumcised penis. A small hole opened on the tip and white cum shot out. The dick flapped against Sam’s groin as their pussies rubbed together. The dick growing larger by the second, Jemma reached a hand down and gripped the cock in her hand. She pressed down against it, trying to force the flesh back into herself, but the dick outgrew her hand. Cum shot from the growing dick covering Sam’s pink blouse, shooting streams of cum up over to his face.

The orgasm churning through Sam’s vagina and abdomen shifted into an intense longing for the still-growing dick on Jemma. Sam lay on his back, grinding his pussy against the thick cock. Jemma wailed in pleasure as the cum covered the bed in her warm liquid. The cum stopped flowing, but the firm futanari dick stood firm in between her legs. Jemma fell to the bed exhausted and panting.

“What the fuck happened?” she asked through gasps for air.

“I don’t know, but I need that dick in me,” Sam demanded as he spread his legs wide. The wet pussy glistened ready for penetration. 

“It’s so big,” she said, gripping it in both of her hands. The dick stood about ten inches long. Thick veins swirled around the flesh, pulsing with life. Jemma sat on her knees over Sam, gripping the cock in both of her hands. She pointed it down toward Sam and added, “Let’s get married. I want to be with you forever.”

Sam grinned up at Jemma and said, “I’ll marry you, but we can talk about that later. I need that dick in me now.” Jemma winked at him and lined up the cock towards his pussy. He twisted on the bed and rose to his hands and knees.

The futanari dick spread the lips of his moist labia aside and slid deep into her vagina from behind. The angle of her dick pointed up against the pressing against the top of his insides. Jemma rose higher on her knees and gripped Sam at his hips. She pulled his heart-shaped ass into her dick as she pumped her cock forward. Sam’s breasts swayed with the gentle motion as he clenched the cream-colored bedsheets in his hands. Jemma pulled his hair tossing it over his left shoulder. As she rammed her cock in and out of Sam’s pussy she slapped his ass. Jemma groaned losing her breath.

The cock tossing his insides forced Sam to let out a cooing moan. His voice cracked and he screamed, “Jemma, fuck me harder.”

All Jemma could manage was a nod of her head, the intense pleasure coursed through her dick. It throbbed with energy and cum dripped from the tip as she arched her back. Instead of ejaculating her cock grew two more inches in length filling Sam even deeper. The tip of Jemma’s cock pressed against his cervix.

Sam collapsed onto the bed unable to hold himself up. The dick thrummed and grew again until it no longer fit lengthwise inside his pussy. Jemma rammed him as hard as she could, but each time she felt at the point of ejaculating it grew larger.

Jemma grunted in frustration, “I need to cum, but it keeps growing.” Sam could not lift himself into the air for Jemma to keep fucking him. He lost all strength and lay on the bed. The futanari cock slid out of Sam. Jemma gripped his ass and spun him around onto his back. She mounted him and rammed her cock deep into Sam’s vagina, but her cock stood out three full inches even after it pressed into Sam’s cervix.

“Have you ever seen a cock this big?” Jemma asked amazed at the size of her member.

Sam shook his head no and opened his mouth to speak, but all he could muster was a low moan of pleasure. His eyes rolled back into his head and the lids slumped closed as Jemma rammed her cock in and out. Their bodies moved in unison and for the first time in their long relationship, their sex became more than intimacy but passion-filled with love. The bed groaned under the continued humping and the headboard banged into the wall. Jemma lurched back and the veins on her newly grown dick pulsed. Sam gripped his breasts as bursts of cum flowed into him. Jemma groaned pumping her hips. Each thrust accompanied a torrent of semen. Soon Sam was too full to receive any more cum and the next three thrusts cum spilled out of Sam’s Vagina as Jemma rammed in and out.

Panting Jemma pulled her cock from Sam and collapsed onto the bed next to him. Cum dripped down Sam’s vagina spilling over his ass cheeks onto the bed. Jemma breathed deeply and placed a hand over Sam’s bare breasts. She leaned over and whispered, “Let’s start planning the wedding. I can’t wait to see you in a wedding dress.”

Sam bit his lip and found himself envisioning white lace and flowing silk over his body. He leaned his head towards Jemma and nodded silently.


If you’re interested in reading an extra sexy scene for this story, you can find it on my Patreon. Amazon won’t let me link directly to it though. You can find the link on my website. 
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