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Unexpected Gender Swap

Chapter 1

Sweat dripped down Seth’s tan forehead as he sat slipped the long way around the office avoiding the conference room and his boss's office near the front. The long room housed a dozen cubicles lined up in three groups of four. Seth held himself in a crouched posture as he dipped in between cubicles and smiled at his coworkers. A loud sigh of relief fled his lips as he sat in the chair. The laptop offered a satisfying click as he latched it onto the dock at his workstation. He ran a hand through the freshly shaved sides of his head and adjusted the short bun at the top.

“You’re going to get caught coming in late one of these days,” Seth’s coworker Jason leaned over from his cubicle and greeted him. “Did you see the auditor on your way in?” Always up to date on the latest happenings in the office, his overweight coworker nudged Seth and pointed towards their boss’s office.

“We’re getting audited?” Seth rose from his chair, peeking his head over the cubicle to look into Mrs. Locke’s office. The closed door and blinds blocked his view, but two silhouettes stood out against the cream-colored blinds.

Jason rolled his chair back to his cubicle and replied, “Yeah. It’s not a big deal. It’s an internal audit. We have them every year” He typed on his keyboard and added in a low whisper, “Dude, she’s so fucking hot.”

“Yeah,” Seth glanced at the shadows in the office and sat down. His laptop loaded, he brought up his client list and resumed work from where he left off yesterday. After logging into the company server he asked, “Where is she? I’ll go bump into her.”

Jason wiped a greasy finger on a napkin as he took the last bite of a danish and said, “I saw her in the break room getting coffee, but she’ll be in the conference room after she chats with Mrs. Locke.” Jason tossed the dirty napkin into the garbage bin behind them.

Work prodded along at the pace of a long yawn, and at the back of Seth’s mind, all he could think of was the auditor. She left Mrs. Locke’s office about twenty minutes later and entered the conference room as Jason had predicted. Seth rose and tucked in his light pink collared shirt into his khakis. The outline of his muscular frame stood out through the fabric. “I’ll be right back. I’m gonna check her out.”

Jason leaned back in his chair and offered an encouraging thumbs-up, “What are you going to say to her? Why would you need to go to the conference room?” Arms stretched behind his back, Jason’s spine popped as he twisted around the chair.

“We met in there last night with the whole team. I’ll just say I left something,” Seth nodded his head and stood from his chair.

The conference room blinds were open, and he could see into the room. Jason offered a second thumbs up and said, “Cool. Let me know how it goes.” Nodding, Seth walked towards the water cooler and bent to fill a cup.

In the middle chair, on the opposite side from the door, sat a light-skinned young woman in a pastel blue blouse. Heart-shaped hoop earring hung from her ears and poked out of the straight blond hair that flowed down to her mid-back. Seth walked into the open conference room door and smiled down at the woman as she worked on her laptop. Her eyes never lifted from her work. Green eyes moved from side to side as she read the computer screen.

Seth shifted his weight from side to side before he stepped into the room and said, “Excuse me.”

The auditor lifted her head and said, “Hello.” Her green eyes barely acknowledged Seth’s presence before they drifted back to her work.

Startled by her impartiality to his presence, Seth walked into the room and glanced up and down the row of chairs, pretending to look for something. He wondered why she paid him no attention. Was there something wrong with him today? Most women found him attractive with his chiseled features and dimples. “I think I left my briefcase in here yesterday. Did you see it?” he asked, realizing it was a terrible lie because he did not even own a briefcase.

“No sorry,” she said as her fingers slicked and moved along the keyboard with grace.

“I’m Seth by the way,” he said, offering a hand over the table to the auditor.

She lifted her head to stare up and him, and her hair slid back behind her ears. The hoop earrings dangled as she said, “Nice to meet you.”

Shock spread across his brow. This beautiful woman wanted nothing to do with him and even refused to introduce herself to him. Her indifference sparked a desire to get to know her better. She was beautiful and playing hard to get. Seth rounded the conference table onto her side of the room and pretended to look for his briefcase again, “How is the audit going?”

“I’m not allowed to talk about it until I finish,” again after she spoke she went immediately back to work.

“Alright,” defeated by her demeanor, Seth walked to the door. His idle left hand gripped the string to lower the blinds for the office. Leaving without asking her out would be a crime. He wanted to get to know this woman better. He asked, “Do you want to grab drinks later tonight?”

“No.”

“Another time then,” he said, trying to save face by assuming that she rejected him because she was busy. How could she not be attracted to him?

“I doubt it.”

“Maybe once you’re done with the audit,” Seth nodded his head, convincing himself that that was why she rejected him. She can’t let her feelings for him affect her review of their office.

“I do need help with something. I’m trying to find the Perkins account information. Do you know where you keep them?”

“If you can’t find it on the server, we keep the physical copies of some files in the basement.”

“Will you get it for me?” her sweet voice called out the request, and Seth felt compelled to do whatever he could to please this unnamed auditor.

“I’ll get it if you hold a conversation with me,” he said, grinning sideways at her. He flashed a broad smile, making sure his dimples stood out.

“OK,” was all she said before turning back to her work.

Seth nodded and turned out of the conference room. Jason eyed him from their cubicle group and held out his hands as if asking, “What happened?” Seth offered a thumbs up across the room and walked towards the back door. Descending the steps to the basement, he flipped the light switch. The long room held rows of filing cabinets and shelves full of boxes of reports and receipts. The Perkins file would be organized into the cabinet marked N-P. He sorted through the cabinet idly pressing the tabs searching for the folder. A thin metal clank echoed from behind the shelves with boxes. Drawing his attention away from the folders, he turned to search for the source of the sound. He gripped the Perkins folder in his right hand and closed the file cabinet behind him.

An old-fashioned oil lamp sat sideways on the ground behind the shelves. Seth bent down and reached his arm under the shelf to retrieve it. Oil dripped from the lamp over his hands. It was a hooded lantern with a large hoop on the top with a black handle. The hoods on the sides lay open, and the oil dripped from a crack in the reservoir. Seth wondered how the lamp got down here in the first place.

His left hand rubbed the side of the lantern and he said, “I wish I were that girl's type. Damn, she’s so fucking hot.” Rumbling laughter spilled from his lips as he amused himself with the thought that it could be a magical lamp. He placed the lantern on the top shelf made sure it was secure in place before

Back in the conference room, Seth held the folder in his right hand and announced, “Here’s the file. Now you need to introduce yourself and have a conversation with me.”

“Thanks,” the auditor smiled and let out a long sigh. “I’m Jenna,” she held out her hand to him. It was open, but the palm face upwards.

Seth took her hand in a firm handshake. She glanced at it, confused that he shook her hand instead of giving her the folder. Seth blushed and said, “Oh here sorry.” He placed the folder on the desk and said, “Where are you from Jenna?”

“I’m from corporate, but I live here in Portland,” she reached across the table and picked up the folder. “Hey, sorry if I came off as rude,” she added, glancing over the contents.

“Don’t worry. I get it, you’re busy,” defeat sank in and he realized that this woman would be too hard to get.

“I’m not attracted to men is all. I’d hang out and grab drinks, but only as friends,” relief washed over Seth. His good looks had never failed him with the opposite gender until today, but now this anomaly had an explanation.

“I’d be up for that. I know a few cool spots around town,” Seth smiled down at her.

Jenna turned back to her work and said, “I’d like that,” but was consumed by her focus. Seth tried to recall his wording to the lamp to make sure nothing bad would happen to him, but magic lamps do not exist. He chuckled and left the woman in peace.


Chapter 2

A soft tongue traced along Seth’s nipples. Eyes closed to the world around him, all that existed was the tongue and the occasional soft kisses. He wanted to open his eyes, but found them too heavy to lift. A long nail scratched his abdomen, tracing a line from his chest down to his cock. He knew his dick was hard, and the anticipation of attention surged his senses to life. The tongue kissed down his chest, following after the scratching nail. The finger lifted, jumping over his dick. A hand on each thigh spread them wide. A blow job, Seth needed a blow job.

The mouth kissed him gently, but when it met the flesh where his dick should have been it came upon smooth shaved skin. Panic coursed through Seth. He struggled to reach down to his groin and grip his firm dick, but he could not move. The lips kissed him in between his legs. A tongue spread wide the labia on his vagina. The mouth latched onto his clitoris and sucked gently. Seth screamed and his eyes shot open.

Sheets scattered crossways. He sat upright in bed. Fear filled his mind as Seth lifted the blanket to look down at himself. Cum stained his gray boxes. He lifted the boxers and stared down at his dick. It was hard, and white cream jizz dripped down onto his thigh. The nightmare ended, he shakily raised from the bed and paced around the room.

“What the fuck was that?” he asked the empty apartment. Luckily, it did not respond to him in his shaken mindset. In the shower, he gripped his dick tight, trying to hold on to it as if the member would vanish at any moment. Seth shaved and noticed that his face appeared more slender than normal. His chiseled features appeared softened by rounded edges and plump cheekbones. Smiling at himself in the mirror, the dimples shone back at him.

Thinking aloud he said, “I must be going crazy. I think I look more boyish than normal.” He flexed and inspected each of his muscles. Everything was in place, but a sinking feeling hung in the pit of his stomach. He appeared the same, but more slender and boyish.

While dressing, Seth found his clothes sagging over his shoulders. His muscles did not protrude anymore. Teeth gritted, he muttered, “I need to hit the gym and bulk up.” An extra protein shake and bicep curls to get his blood flowing, Seth pushed down the growing fear that his nightmare might become reality.

The nightmare shook him into action. Ready for work, Seth arrived much earlier than normal. Determined to finish his tasks and hit the gym to bulk up, he put on headphones and worked on his weekly report. The familiarity of the work put his mind at ease, and he forgot about his nightmare and the muscle loss overnight.

An hour later, a tap on his shoulder brought his attention back to the moment. “Hey man,” Jason greeted Seth with a wave. “You are way early today.”

Seth removed the headphones and spun in his chair, “Hey Jason. I plan on dipping out a bit early today, so I came in about an hour ago.”

Surprise furrowed Jason’s brow, and he asked, “What’s wrong with your voice?”

“Oh, nothing. I’m just not feeling well,” Seth realized that his voice spoke about an octave higher than his normal bass. After clearing his throat with an unnecessary cough, he added, “It’s just a bug. I’ll be fine tomorrow.”

“Are you sure? You don’t sound sick.” Jason narrowed his eyes, appraising Seth’s features.

Seth arched his back and flexed his pecks, trying to force them to bulge out of his clothes, but it had no effect on the end result. Seth sighed, “Yeah. I just had a rough night.”

“Dude you never told me what happened when you chatted with the auditor,” Jason rolled his chair over and raised an eyebrow ready for details about a glorious escapade.

Seth blushed, ashamed that he was unable to conquer the woman. He lowered his voice into a whisper and replied, “Oh, it was nothing. She’s a lesbian so neither of us stands a chance.”

“I don’t know man. You sound like a woman right now,” Jason teased.

Wide-eyed Seth said, “Fuck you.” The overreaction caused him to pause. Jason frowned at him, as Seth sighed, trying to ignore the comment and ease his mind. “I think I’m coming down with something.”

Jason patted him on the shoulder and asked, “How did you find out she’s a lesbian?”

“I asked her out for drinks and she said we could go as friends, but that she’s attracted to women,” Seth felt a tingle in his groin as he spoke. Memories of the mouth sucking on his vagina flashed into his mind and his cock hardened. He twisted in his chair, trying to hide his erection. The tip of his cock pressed into the stiff khakis. A quick hand into his pocket hid the bulge from view.

“I’d pay to see her pussy get rocked by another hot chick,” Jason replied as he scooted back to his chair.

“Me too,” Seth let out a long slow breath as the image in his mind solidified into Jenna sucking on his pussy. He slammed a fist into the table and pressed the image out of his head. Flustered, he rose from his chair. The faces of his coworkers stared at him. He because acutely aware of his diminished musculature and he slouched away from their curious eyes. At the water cooler in between the conference room and Mrs. Locke’s office, he breathed deeply while water filled the Styrofoam cup. Jenna sat in the same chair typing away at her keyboard. The straight blond hair arced over one shoulder, baring her left ear and the heart-shaped hoop earring below. Seth stared at her as he sipped the water. A tap on his shoulder drew his attention from the auditor.

Mrs. Locke stood in the doorway to her office, leaning against the frame. Arms folded below her chest, accenting the large bust, she said, “Seth, can I chat with you for a moment?”

Water gushed down his esophagus, and he gasped, spitting it across his boss’s white blouse. The damp fabric revealed the outline of a white lace bra. Seth coughed, trying to regain his composure. Mrs. Locke pressed an arm over his shoulder and ushered him into her office. She closed the door behind them and brushed at the damp blouse with a nearby tissue. Short brown hair framed the edge of her face and hung low as she craned her neck forward, wiping at the wet spot.

“Are you OK?” she asked, guiding Seth into a chair. She sat on the edge of her desk and her legs dangled a few inches away from his knees.

Another cough later, Seth wiped at his watering eyes and finally regained control of his body. He nodded and forced a smile at his boss. Where normally he would flex and flaunt his muscles to Mrs. Locke when they chatted, he felt deflated and sank into a timid position. “I’m fine. Thanks.”

“Are you feeling ok? You look different,” she asked leaning forward inspecting him with her dark brown eyes. She was older than Seth by about fifteen years and had aged like a fine wine. Seth often masturbated to his boss, but she was married and he did not want to lose his job by hitting on her.

He forced the feelings of attraction to and shifted in his chair, “I’ve been getting that a lot today. I need to hit the gym. I’ll be back to myself in a couple of days.”

Mrs. Locke nodded her head and smiled widely. The faint outline of wrinkles forming at the edge of her lips showed her age. She asked abruptly, “Hey, did you happen to touch anything in the storage room?”

Seth sighed, relieved that the conversation left his changing body, and he answered quickly, “I went in there to find an old file for the auditor.”

“Did you do anything else while you were in there?” she inquired, folding her arms below her large breasts. Seth’s dick was still firm from his idle thoughts about Jenna sucking his pussy, raged at the sight of her tits.

“No,” Seth lied and the image of the oil lantern entered his mind. He wished for something while rubbing it. Could that have caused this change? He shook his head, convinced it was nothing, and he would return to normal soon.

“Good,” Mrs. Locke replied. The picture of her and her husband sat on the desk behind her. They looked happy together, and Seth did his best not to undress the woman in his mind.

“Did you need anything else?” he asked before standing.

“Nope, keep up the good work,” she replied. Mrs. Locke stood from her seated position on the edge of the table as well, but there was not room enough for both of them in between her desk and the chair. Their bodies pressed into each other, and Seth’s dick brushed against her leg.

He jumped backward and apologized. “Fuck, I’m sorry.” Seth ran from her office and darted back to his chair.

He worked through lunch and dipped out of the office as early as he could manage. At the gym, he struggled to lift his normal weights. He stayed the whole evening, forcing himself to work out every muscle in his body to exhaustion before going home. Sleep came easily, but dreams kept him tossing and turning through the evening.


Chapter 3

The tongue returned for the fourth night in a row. Awareness of the world around him watered down into a black endless sea of mixed emotions. All that he could feel or see was his naked body and the tongue licking his nipples. He wanted to ascribe Jenna’s face to the mouth, but it was an incomplete image of a face. The mouth kissed his left nipple, and the muscles shrank around his chest. A kiss on his arm and his muscles shrank again. As the mouth kissed and licked him, his frame narrowed and his muscles although still defined with firm edges softened.

A long nail scratched his chest, tracing wide circles. With each pass, his chest grew and expanded as breasts formed. He wanted to scream and tell the finger to stop, but intense pleasure coursed through his nipples as they grew and stiffened. He didn’t know breast cup sizes, but he knew these were small.

The nail stopped circling his chest and traced a line down to his groin. He knew this part well, and it was the end of the dream every time. His dick would be gone and he would wake up with cum all over his sheets. The tongue kissed down his chest, following after the scratching nail. The finger lifted, jumping over his dick. A hand on each thigh spread them wide. Seth forced his eyes open in the dream. The dark visage of an unfamiliar naked woman stared up at him, surprised. His dick was in place, but much smaller than normal. The woman winked and the dream ended. 

Seth lay in bed, his dick rock hard on the verge of ejaculating. He sat up and held it in his hands. It wasn’t smaller than normal, right? He rubbed one out in bed, thinking of both Jenna and Mrs. Locke. Dressing for work on his last day of the week, he found all of his clothes much too baggy to wear. Panic coursed through his mind. Running to the mirror, he inspected his naked body. His whole body shrank overnight. Where once his defined eight pack abs sat now was a flat curved waist with defined outlines of the muscles below. His arms, the once massive guns, now were slender, well-defined twigs. His shoulders and frame made him appear as a little boy. Scariest of all, his chest no longer had defined pectoral muscles, but two small mounds of breasts hung and the areola of his nipples had grown to match the sagging flesh.

Seth could not go to work like this.

He fired off a text to his boss, “Hey, I’m not feeling well. I don’t think I can make it in today.”

About five minutes later, Mrs. Locke sent a reply, “We have an important meeting, and the auditor needs to give her closing remarks to the group.”

“I’ve got a fever and a cough and sore throat. I need to sleep,” he typed into the phone.

The phone rang before he could press the send button. Mrs. Locke’s name appeared.

Seth tried to speak in a scratchy voice, but it came out sounding more like his normal voice from days past, “Hello.”

“You don’t sound sick at all. You sound more like yourself than you have in days,” she replied in a happy tone.

“I promise I’m sick,” Seth pleaded over the phone.

“Fine, just come in for the meeting at nine and you can take the rest of the day,” she spoke in a tone that allowed no rebuttal.

“OK,” Seth sighed and ended the call, ignoring the goodbye of his boss.

Seth dressed in his smallest clothes. He tied a knot in his shirt in the back, trying to make the fabric tight against his chest as he normally did, but all it did was accent the small breasts. He left the knot and put on a large jacket to cover his whole torso. One last glance in the mirror and he realized that his facial hair had not grown in the night. He rubbed his cheeks and chin with curious fingers, and no stubble or growth appeared anywhere.

As he entered the office, Jason spotted him and walked over to say hello, but his expression shifted to shock when he stood a few feet away, “Dude did you lose weight last night? You look fifty pounds lighter.”

“No. I don’t think I did,” Seth groaned at the comment and pulled the jacket tighter around himself. He knew that he looked and sounded like a woman now. At least he still had his dick.

“You can be honest with me. Your clothes don't even fit you,” Jason said, tugging on the jacket for emphasis.

“Maybe I have lost weight,” Seth said, pulling the jacket from Jason’s fingers. “Let’s just go to the meeting.”

Jason nodded, and the two walked the short distance to the conference room, “Whatever you’re going through, you’ll be fine. If you need to talk, let me know.”

“I’ll be OK,” Seth said more to comfort himself than a reply to his friend.

Seth avoided the eyes of his coworkers. A few whispered as he entered, but none addressed the subject of his changed appearance. Seth looked and sounded more like a twin sister of his old visage than he looked like himself. Jason sat next to him at the table and stared hard at their coworkers, forcing them to leave the subject of Seth’s bodily changes alone.

Mrs. Locke stood at the front of the room next to Jenna the auditor and she smiled at the group welcoming everyone. “Thanks for making it on time to the meeting today,” she started. “Please forgive Seth. He is feeling a bit under the weather. I’ll excuse him for the day shortly.” Seth shrank in his chair and stared down at his lap. A soft twinge of pain formed in the tip of his dick. The sensation grew to encompass his whole groin, as Mrs. Lock continued, “In the last quarter our new accounts have had a steady increase in sales and engagement. I credit this great sales team for that.” She worked her way through their reports and numbers, highlighting successes and failures and encouraging the team to grow and accomplish more together. Seth stared at his boss’s gently swaying tits as she motioned with her hands to the numbers on the projector. The black cardigan she wore hung open and framed her tits. Seth recalled the lace bra he saw a few days ago and envisioned the same under her light blue shirt.

Seth tried to focus on her words, but the tingling sensation shifted from pain to pleasure and his dick grew erect. It did not press against his pants. Fear shot his eyes wide open. Why didn’t his dick press out and bulge through his khakis? Jenna saw his reaction and tilted her head, confused. Wide-eyed, Seth placed a hand onto his groin and pressed down, trying to find his dick. It was there, but no larger than a baby carrot. As he felt the flesh through the fabric, the dick shrank into his flesh and vanished. A soft peep of despair escaped his lips, and all eyes turned to him.

Mrs. Locke tilted her heard distracted by the interruption, “Seth, are you alright?”

Bright crimson, he shook his head no. Mouth opened, he tried to form words, asking to excuse himself, but nothing came out of his mouth.

Mrs. Locke's eyebrows raised into a concerned expression and she said, “I was about to thank Seth for his hard work this last quarter, but it seems he needs to excuse himself. Jenna, can you go through your reports with the team, while I chat with Seth?”

Jenna nodded at Mrs. Locke with a smile. The tight-fitting pink blouse accented her small bust and flared out at the bottom hanging over her belt. She wiped a hand on her dark gray pants and moved up to the table. Seth stood from his chair ignoring the concerned expression on Jason’s face and he stepped towards the door. The auditor plugged her laptop into the projector and looked at his sad green eyes. Seth turned from her face. A surge of energy coursed through his veins, sending Seth into the wall. The blinds rattled and bent under his grip. The small breasts on his chest grew with each labored breath. The jacket pressed outward, displaying the growing bust. His shirt stretched and tore under the pressure of the massive bust.

The whole staff in the room watched him groan in what sounded more like pleasure than pain. Mrs. Locke ran up to help Seth. She placed an arm around his shoulder and guided him out of the office. Muttered confusion spread around the conference table.

His breasts hurt. Seth needed relief from the pressure. He darted out of Mrs. Locke’s grip and ran for the bathroom.

“Wait where are you going?” she called running after him.

Seth ignored her and slammed open the door to the women’s bathroom. Subconsciously he knew that this was where he needed to go now. Shedding his jacket, he tossed it to the ground. His blue collared shirt torn at the seams on his sides barely contained his massive chest. The pressure on his tits by the cloth fabric hurt. Ripping the fabric the rest of the way was easy. The shirt fell from him into a pile on the ground at his feet. Seth stared into the mirror at what was a different person. Seth was now a woman.

“You’ve got a nice pair of tits,” Mrs. Locke spoke softly behind him. Her mouth touched the back of his ear as she spoke. Warm hands reached around his chest and gripped the massive tits. She bounced the flesh, appraising and fondling the breasts.

“What?” Seth gasped, unable to process the woman’s reaction. She worked her fingers around his nipples and kneaded the flesh with her palms. The soft touch felt good, and Seth’s nipples hardened with the attention.

“You heard me,” she spoke in a sensual voice and licked the back of his ear as she rubbed his tits.

“Wait. I…” Seth turned around facing his boss. Her hands dropped at his spinning motion. Seth stood naked from the waist up in front of her and his pants barely stayed on his waist. “You’re married you can’t do this.” Years of fantasizing about this older woman shifted his despair at the situation to an opportunity to sleep with his boss.

“My cock isn’t satisfied with only one partner and he knows it,” she stared up at Seth with her dark brown eyes glistening.

Panic shot through Seth, “You’re what isn’t satisfied?”

Mrs. Locke placed a hand on the back of Seth’s neck and pulled him in until their bodies pressed against each other. His tits smashed against hers, their legs straddled each other, and a massive erect cock pressed into his thigh bulging out from the black skirt that his boss wore. “My cock,” she whispered in his ear.

Seth tried to struggle out of her grip, but she held him in place. Mrs. Locke leaned up and pressed her lips against his in a tight-lipped kiss, but all Seth could feel was the dick pressing hard into his thigh. His eyes fluttered closed, and he tore at the black cardigan she wore. Mrs. Locke’s tongue eased its way into his mouth and they kissed as he undressed her. Their bodies briefly separated as he pulled off her shirt. Her large breasts pressed firmly in place by a white bra with a light pink trim.

In between kisses, Seth managed to ask, “How did you hide your dick for this long?”

Mrs. Lock pulled down her skirt and stepped out of it. The cock bulged out of a pair of white panties with pink lace. It extended out of the fabric and pointed directly at Seth. A large ball sack hung below the shaft but pressed firmly in place by the white panties. Mrs. Locke licked her lips and pressed Seth against the bathroom wall, “I have my cock drained of all its cum daily so I don’t get an erection at work.” Mrs. Locke gripped Seth under his arms and lifted him into the air. His legs dangled behind her back and she thrust her hips in between them. The large cock pressed firmly against Seth’s labia. His boss rocked her hips, grinding her cock against his moistening pussy, as she said, “When I saw you this morning all curves, I knew I couldn’t resist. I knew I needed to fuck you.”

Seth reached his arms around her neck and held himself aloft with his back against the wall. His naked tits rubbing against hers, still caged back by the white bra. He asked between gasps of pleasure, “Do you know what happened to me?”

“You fucked with my magic lamp,” she said one hand at her groin aiming her cock towards his pussy. “Now I’ll fuck you.” She thrust her hips hard, penetrating deep into his virginity.

Seth slammed his head back against the wall at the abrupt penetration, and he groaned out in pleasure. Mrs. Locke worked her hips pressing herself against his body holding him raised against the wall as they fucked. He tried to ask a question about the lamp, but all thoughts fled him as their passion enveloped his body. Fire coursed through his veins and he let out a soft cooing moan. Mrs. Lock grunted, ramming her thick cock into him.

In between thrusts, she said, “You must be a dirty girl if you wished for a gender swap.” Her cock reached deep inside his vagina. The base of her cock slammed into his flesh, the pounding echoing through the small bathroom. Her balls swaying and slapping her ass in the fierce movement.

“I didn’t want this,” Seth protested, but the cock in his vagina urged him into fitful moans of pleasure.

“It sure doesn't sound that way,” her hips rocked against his thighs as she fucked him faster. The tempo of their sex ramping up to a crescendo. Mrs. Lock leaned her head against Seth’s shoulder and surged her cock deeper into him.

Seth tried to control his breath, but liquid passion surged from his vagina and spread out to every part of his body in waves of joy. His first female orgasm coursed through his whole body and he gasped for air, then bellowed out a scream of emotion. Encouraged by the howling pleasure, Mrs. Locke rammed her cock harder. She flexed her ass, preparing to blow a load into him. Seth placed a hand on her cheek and they stared into each other’s eyes as she erupted into him. Cum burst from her cock, filling his uterus. Throb after throb, she shot her load deeper into him. The thrusting subsided, and she let out a sigh of relief.

“I do want this, but I never knew it,” Seth breathed softly as the orgasm subsided.

Her dick still hard in his pussy, Mrs. Locke tilted her head, “You scream too loud. I’m worried someone might have heard us in here.”

Seth blushed and kissed his boss on the cheek, “I bet you can make me scream harder if you tried.” She leaned in for a kiss. The dick inside his vagina twitched back to life.

The door opened. Shocked, Seth tried to jump off of Mrs. Locke, but she held him firmly in place against the wall. Jenna stepped into the bathroom, and her jaw dropped at the sight. No words came to Seth, but he desperately wanted to explain away the situation. Mrs. Locke grinned over her shoulder and offered the auditor a timid grin.

Jenna unzipped her pants, revealing a massive bulge in her panties. She licked her lips and asked, “Is there room for one more?”

If you’re interested in reading the next chapter, 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.


Best Man to Maid of Honor

Chapter 1

Timed button presses activated the abilities on the game in perfect combos. Jessie twisted his neck to the side, popping his bones after he won the bout on Street Fighter. He spoke into the microphone, “You up for another round?” The headset pressed his short red hair back in a wild peacock display on top of his head. Shirtless he scratched his lean muscular abs.

“Sure,” Andrew answered through the microphone. The two queued up for another online match as the phone at his side on the couch vibrated. He set down the controller and glanced at the phone.

The name of the sender displayed Cunt Do Not answer, and the text said, “Can I call you for a minute?”

“Why not just text?” Jessie replied.

“It’s important.”

“Fine.” Jessie spoke into the microphone to his friend, “I need a sec. I’ll keep playing, but I need to mute my microphone and take a phone call.” He didn’t wait for his friend to reply before he switched it off and picked up the ringing phone.

“Hey,” spoke the cunt on the other end. Her name was Allison, and Jessie’s heart never fully recovered from their breakup.

Jessie pushed the memories from his mind and replied, “What do you want?”

“It doesn’t have to be weird between us,” she said in a comforting voice.

“You’re marrying my best friend tomorrow, and I’m really trying not to make it weird. What did you want?” The Street Fighter match started up again, and he spoke while fighting against his friend.

“I need help with a gift for Drew.”

Jessie sighed as Andrew pulled off a long combo on him, and he lost the first round. “Why do you need my help?” he asked after the long pause.

“It’s a surprise for after our honeymoon. I need you to help me carry it up into our apartment and set it up,” she breathed into the phone softly and it pulled up memories of her breath on Jessie’s neck.

A shiver ran up his spine and he shook his head no, “Why not ask your brother or dad?”

“They won't be in town in time to help me. Please, I need this,” she begged him as her voice raised in pitch.

The second round started, and he sighed, “I’ll do this for Andrew. Not for you.”

“Thank you. I’m sorry for how it ended between us,” she threw in the apology as an afterthought that only caused more irritation for Jessie.

“It’s in the past,” he mumbled, ready for the conversation to end. Andrew pulled off another win and ended the match. Jessie gritted his teeth, frustrated by the turn of events.

“OK. Can you swing by before the bachelor party tonight?”

“Sure,” Jessie said. He glanced at the phone and hung it up without saying goodbye. He switched the microphone back on his headset and said to Andrew, “I’m back.”

“What was that about? You never lose two rounds in a row. You must have been distracted,” his friend observed.

“Allison has a surprise for you for after you get back from the honeymoon. She wants me to head over there and set it up,” he said in a casual tone.

“Don’t be late to the party dude,” Andrew said.

“I won't be.”

“I gotta go. That was my last match,” Andrew said smugly into the headset.

Jessie teased back, “Sure leave after a match I was too distracted to win on.”

“You know it,” Andrew said, ending the conversation.

Left with his thoughts, Jessie sat on the couch, trying not to let jealousy fill his mind. Andrew would marry the woman of Jessie’s dreams tomorrow. Emotions battled for attention. Part of him was happy for his friend, but he still loved Allison, and maybe always would. After sitting in quiet contemplation for an hour, he pulled on a shirt and his green beanie and headed out to visit his ex-girlfriend.


Chapter 2

A short and stressful drive later, he walked up the steps to her apartment and knocked on the door.

“Thanks for coming,” Allison held the door open with one hand and waved with her other. The spaghetti strap yellow tank top hung loose on her shoulders. The nipples of her small breasts pressing out in tiny mounds against the fabric. She smiled up at him with her wide, full lips.

“Yeah,” Jessie spoke, trying not to look at her body. He adjusted the beanie on his head and a few clumps of red hair escaped the front and curled up around the bottom of the beanie.

“It’s in my car. This way,” she spoke leaving the door open she walked past Jessie down the stairs leading to the parking lot. The gentle breeze tousled her shoulder-length brown hair.

Jessie followed her wordlessly. Her blue Taurus served as both garbage can and vehicle, but most of the trash was in the passenger seat. In the back sat a television and a set of surround sound speakers. None of which could not be lifted by Allison on her own. Jessie shook his head and carried the pile of electronics up to her apartment in two loads.

“Thanks for doing this,” she said, closing the door behind her when he dropped off the second load. The small one-bedroom apartment would be a good starting place for the newly married couple, but Jessie could not help but compare his living situation to Andrew. Jessie owned a home and felt as though he would be a better provider for Allison, but he pressed the thoughts down and brushed some dust from his hands.

Jessie turned to face her and glanced at the closed door. He desperately wished for it to mean something, but he knew it didn’t. “I gotta go. I’ll be late for the bachelor party,” he said.

“Can you set it up for me as well? I don’t know how to do that,” she spoke, clasping her hands behind her back. Jessie sighed and did as instructed, unpacking the sound system and hooking it up. He tested blue tooth connections and made sure the whole thing ran before standing and letting out a long-frustrated sigh.

“I’d invite you to stay for a drink for a minute, but…” her voice trailed off.

“Don’t make this harder than it already is,” Jessie walked past her out of the living room through the kitchen. A pile of packages sat on the counter, and a granite statue caught his attention.

“OK,” Allison said, following him towards the front door.

Shaped like a large disk propped up on a wooden base, the granite statue bore two intertwining women locked in eternal lovemaking. Jessie stopped in his tracks, staring at the statue. It pulled his attention and begged for inspection. He asked picking up the disk from the wooden base, “What is that?”

Allison reached over to take the granite disk from him, but Jessie shifted it away from her as she replied, “I don’t know. I thought it was a wedding gift, but it was addressed to you and me instead of me and Drew.”

“Is that a sick joke? Why would you say that to me?” He tried to pull his eyes away from the statue, but he was drawn to the women. One was transgender and clearly bore a cock half thrust into the other woman. “Why would anyone send this to us?”

“No I swear,” she reached for it a second time and pulled it away, but Jessie would not let go. They struggled against each other. Allison pushed at his hand, trying to force Jessie to let go. A light grew from the eyes of both women, but neither noticed as they fought for control of the strange statue.

Lashing out with a punch aimed at his chest, Allison said, “I’m sorry for how things ended between us. I think about what I should have done differently every day.” The lights in the eyes of the statue glowed a soft green.

Jessie let the fist hit him and he pulled hard on the granite statue until it came free of Allison’s grasp. He yelled, “You broke up with me, and now you’re marrying my best friend tomorrow.” She punched him twice more, forcing him to step backward. Trevor stumbled on the garbage can behind him and dropped the statue. Both lunged downward to catch it. The granite smashed into the ground, shattering into two distinct pieces. Jessie and Allison lay in a heap on the ground. Her breasts pressed into his back as she lifted herself.

“You fucking broke it,” she said, picking up one piece of the broken statue.

Jessie picked up the other and saw that the whole form of the woman was intact. Allison held the transgender woman with a cock in her hands. Although the tip of the erect cock was not broken. Jessie tried to recall if the woman had been penetrating the other or not. It puzzled him, and he recalled the cock distinctly inside the woman. “If you just let me look at it for a second it wouldn’t have broken.” Jessie pressed his piece together against the other, and it slid into place forming a disk again. Light emitted from the eyes, and the granite melded into a solid piece.

Allison stared up at Jessie and asked, “What did you do?”

“I don’t know, I fixed it,” he said, stepping past her towards the door. “I’m going to the bachelor party. I’ll see you at the wedding tomorrow.”

“Fine,” she replied, staring at the faintly glowing statue in her hands.


Chapter 3

Women danced in various states of undress. Money hanging from thin straps of underwear as they slid around poles. Jessie sat with Andrew and a few of their friends drinking shots and watching the women. Jessie soon forgot the strange statue and sat staring at a dancer across the room. A woman hung upside down on a pole. Her black hair shaved on one side dangled down. Massive tits swayed as she turned around the pole. Large heart stickers covered her nipples.

Andrew slammed a shot and passed one to Jessie as he asked, “So what did you set up for me at the house?” Andrew was shorter than Jessie and slightly pudgy. The friendly-faced gamer raised an eyebrow at Jessie, awaiting a response.

“It’s a surprise. You’ll like it,” Jessie said, turning from the stripper to his friend.

“You’re not gonna tell me, huh?” Andrew said with a scowl. A blond stripper strode over to their side of the room shaking her ass at Andrew who placed some bills into her thong.

“Nope,” Jessie said, watching the ass bounce a few feet from his face. His dick hardened as he thought of penetrating the woman. He shifted in his chair and stared across the room at the woman swinging on the pole.

“You didn’t fuck my fiance while you were there right?” Andrew asked, sitting back in his chair after paying the dancer.

“Been there done that, not interested,” Jessie drank the shot and avoided eye contact with his friend. He had not slept with her, but in his heart he still loved her.

“Good. Dude, that chick has been staring at you all night,” Andrew pointed at the dark-haired woman on the pole. “Here’s some cash go get yourself a lap dance,” Andrew said, pushing his friend from the chair.

“I need that,” Jessie replied, walking towards the woman. He adjusted the stiff cock in his pants and hired her for a dance. She grinned and guided Jessie to a private room where she rocked her ass across his lap. Jessie’s cock hardened as she swayed with the music across him. Nausea swept over Jessie, and he struggled to stay in the chair. Pain filled his abdomen, and chest and his cock tingled. The granite sculpture flashed across his mind and he shook his head, pushing away the thought. He tried to enjoy the dancer on him, but he felt sickness rising in his stomach. Not the bile of throwing up, but the unease of seasickness.

The dancer leaned down and whispered in his ear, “Come find me after my shift and I’ll give you the full showing.” She slipped a paper into his pocket. Warmth spread between his legs below his dick, and his boxers moistened. His erect cock deflated, but a fire of passion welled in between his legs. Jessie blushed, embarrassed that his dick did not stay erect.

The stripper searched for his dick with her ass and turned around on his lap to face him. Her ass rocked back and forth and her tits mashed into his chest. Jessie placed his hands on her back as she worked, but his cock would not react to her. It sat flaccid unmoving. Panic shot through Jessie. Could it be erectile dysfunction? This had never happened before. The dancer offered him a questioning glance but continued her dance. Nausea still filled him, and a soft tingle burnt into his nipples. Jessie rubbed at his nipples, trying to stop the sensation, but quickly his nipples hardened to the touch. A soft moan escaped his lips, and the dancer raised an eyebrow at him.

The dance ended, and the dancer said, “If you can get that cock up, give me a call.” Jessie blushed, embarrassed at his situation and ran from the room. He fled the strip club, trying to avoid his friends.

Andrew saw him and followed him to the parking lot calling after Jessie, “Hey where are you going?”

Jessie turned to his friend. Pain welled in his abdomen and nipples. Something strange coursed through him and he felt damp in his boxers. He replied, rubbing sweat from his brow, “I don’t feel well. I gotta go home.”

“Alright, but you will be there tomorrow. You’re my best man,” Andrew called back.

“I’ll be there. I just need to sleep,” Jessie said, waving goodbye to his friend. In his red Pontiac, Jessie unzipped his pants and stared at his flaccid penis. It looked normal. His hand wrapped around the soft flesh and he tried to rub it to life thinking of fucking Allison, but nothing happened to his dick. He recalled a soft wet sensation between his legs while the stripper danced on him. Jessie probed between his legs to find the source of his moist boxer briefs. As he raised his balls, his index finger met the labia of a vagina. Jessie screamed in his car and drove home in a panic. He forgot all about the phone number in his pocket.


Chapter 4

Scared to reach down and inspect himself, Jessie lay awake in his bed well into the morning. Worry about the vagina he’d found the night before filled his mind. He ignored it and showered. His cock was firmly in place and he knew that he was a man. In the shower, he tried to masturbate again, but his dick offered no response to the attention. Unfortunately, he didn’t have time to deal with his predicament because of his best friend's wedding. He drove to the chapel and carried the tuxedo into the changing room. Andrew’s father greeted Jessie with a wave and left to welcome guests as he entered the small room. Normally a Sunday school room for children, pictures of Jesus hung on the walls along with cute uplifting sayings for kids.

Jessie greeted his friend with a wave and said, “Good luck, man. I’m happy for you.”

Andrew nodded and replied, “Thanks. Let me help you with that.” He took the tuxedo back from Jessie and hung it from a stack of child-sized chairs. Shirt unbuttoned, curly brown chest hair poked out from the long ‘V’ tracing down Andrew’s pudgy chest.

“Thanks,” Jessie unzipped the bag and pulled out the pressed white shirt. He pulled his shirt off and stared at his reflection in a standing mirror. Small mounds of breasts sat on his chest. Jessie cupped them in his hands in a panic. Sweat dripped down his forehead. The breasts were no larger than his friends, but since Jessie was no overweight, they should not have been there. Arms through the white shirt, he buttoned up the fabric. It had been fitted to his smaller chest size and his tiny breasts pressed out against the material.

“Shit,” he muttered under his breath.

“Did you forget something?” Andrew asked, buttoning his shirt and glancing at his best man.

Jessie shook his head no and tied on the bow tie around his neck. “It’s fine, the shirt is just a little tight.

Andrew nodded his head and continued changing as he hummed a song. Jessie ignored him and unzipped his jeans. A tingling sensation ran up his spine and he lost his balance. Holding tight to a stack of chairs, Jessie shivered as a warm pleasure shot from his abdomen throughout his body. The tight-fitting white shirt stretched outward as his breasts grew. Pain welled in his nipples and he knew they were growing along with the stretching skin.

“Are you OK?” Andrew asked again.

Jessie shook his head no and steadied himself. He glanced in the mirror, and saw that his shirt was only tight around his chest, but tapered at his waist. Hands wrapped around his waist, he felt that his hips narrowed into a curve. The buttons threatened to burst from the shirt. The fabric stretched along with his breasts, revealing diamond-shaped gaps between the two sides of his shirt. Each gap displayed an angle at his cleavage below. He let out a soft breath of fright and pulled off his jeans. Slipping into the tuxedo pants, Jessie could not button them at his hips. The clip hung half an inch apart.

A quick glance at his friend to make sure Andrew was not watching, Jessie said, “I don’t feel well. I think I need to go to the bathroom.”

“Dude, you look different. What’s going on?” Andrew asked, walking over to stand next to his best man.

“I don’t know. I,” Jessie paused, grabbing the black tuxedo jacket. It swung around his shoulders and he slipped his arms through. When he buttoned it into place, it pressed into his breasts, accenting their curvature even more. Jessie panicked and wiped the sweat from his brow.

Andrew appeared behind him in the mirror, staring at his womanly figure, “What is going on?” Jessie tried to step away, but nausea spread along his limbs and he stumbled into his friend. Andrew caught him, but Jessie’s breasts pressed firmly into his friend's arms.

Terror shot through Jessie and he yelped, “I need to go to the bathroom,”

“Wait,” he called after Jessie, who darted out of the room. “Allison is in there,” he said when the door closed, but Jessie could not hear him.

One hand gripped his unbuttoned pants as Jessie glanced up and down the hall. None in sight. He crept towards the bathroom. Voices echoed from the foyer, moving in his direction. Jessie panicked and scurried the last steps to the bathroom, but it was too far down the hall. The nearest door opened to another small classroom. He opened the door and immediately turned around to close and press it shut behind him. Soft breaths escaped his lips. The voices on the other side of the door approached. “Shit,” he muttered, “What if they need to come in here?” He asked to himself while facing the door.

“Uh… I still need a little privacy,” Allison said. Her voice echoed through the small classroom. In his haste to flee the people outside the room, he never noticed that this one was already occupied.


Chapter 5

Jessie turned around and faced into the room for the first time. Allison stood in the corner facing away from the door. An elegant, simple white dress hung from her shoulders. The soft swirling embroidery danced along the dress leading down the hem. The blond hair atop her head was tied into an elegant bun decorated with pearls and flowers. She gripped the edges of the hem of the dress in her hands and raised the front portion into the air. The soft curves of her ass cheeks visible to Jessie. She stared down at herself in the mirror, distracted by what she saw there. Allison leaned to the side, and their eyes met through the mirror.

“Shit,” Jessie mumbled.

“Jessie, what are you doing here?” she asked, dropping the dress down. It caught on something hidden in front of her, and she pressed it down before turning around. Jessie tried to think of an answer but blushed red. Her eyes narrowed as she inspected his feminine features, “What the fuck happened to you?”

“I don’t know,” he walked up to her, tears welling up in his eyes. He was a man but stood in unfamiliar skin. “It was that thing on your counter. What did you do to me?” he accused, pointing a finger at her. She stepped away from the accusation and bumped into the mirror behind her.

“Something happened to me too,” she explained. “I don’t know what’s happening to me.” Red lidded her eyes and tears threatened to spill from them.

Jessie did not want her makeup to spill on her wedding day and he said, “We can figure this out.” Arms outstretched, he pulled her in for a hug. Their breasts pressed into each other. His pants fell to his ankles. Jessie blushed, worried that his attraction to the woman would give him an erection, but his cock refused to come to life. A firm tip pressed into his legs. It felt like a dick, but that did not make sense. Allison was a woman.

“Jessie,” she said, staring up at him. He held the woman he loved and stared back at her nodding for her to continue, “I’ve always loved you.” She lifted herself onto her toes and pressed their lips together in a soft kiss. Jessie expected his dick to react to that, but instead, he felt warm from in between his legs. He knew he was aroused, but only his pussy reacted. He probed with a finger towards his waist and felt for his dick, but it was not there.

Allison pulled away from the kiss and blushed. Jessie stared down at her, terrified that his cock was missing. She bit her lip and said, “I need to show you something.” Jessie tried to calm his nerves. Allison pulled up the dress until it raised above her waist. A firm cock hung between her legs, pointing upward. It bent with a slight curve and pulsing with life. An intense desire built inside Jessie.

“I’m not gay. I can’t,” he protested, backing away from the woman he loved.

She held the dress up and stepped towards him, “You’re clearly not a man anymore.” Arm around the back of his neck, she pulled him in for another kiss. Jessie lost control of his legs and he melted into her arms.

“I don’t even know what you are at this point,” Jessie said, trying in vain to pull away from Allison.

She purred into his ear, “We’re perfect for each other.”

Jessie let go of his reservations and leaned kissed Allison back. Their tongues danced and swirled. Allison pulled down the boxer briefs that hung on Jessie’s hips. They fell to the ground at his feet. The massive cock pressed its way between Jessie’s legs and grazed across the moist lips of his labia. He let out a soft coo and kissed the love of his life. The breath from her nose pressed across his cheek as they kissed passionately and the dick between his legs gently rocked back and forth.

Allison pulled away from the kiss and stripped off the tuxedo jacket that Jessie wore. The black coat lay in a heap atop his discarded pants. She asked, “I’ve never used one of these before. How do I get in you? I can’t seem to get it.”

Desperate to feel the cock penetrate him, Jessie smiled down at her, “I’m taller than you. This angle is bad.” Jessie turned around and leaned forward into a chair. Back arched, he said, “This should be easier.”

The tip of the cock pressed against his pussy. Allison thrust, but the cock failed to enter. Jessie reached down and guided the cock towards his vagina. Her hips swayed the tip eased into him. The moist opening folded around the cock, and the two connected. A soft knock on the door pulled their attention away from the pleasure of penetration.

“Uh, who is it?” Allison asked. Unmoving, her cock sat half inside Jessie, and he thought of the image of the granite sculpture.

Andrew responded, “Uh, Jessie turned into…” After a pause, he changed course and said, “Have you seen him? Jessie ran off suddenly.”

Unable to wait for the cock to penetrate him further, Jessie pressed his ass into the dick and the cock entered him fully. Allison let out a loud moan that filled the room. Catching her breath, Allison replied, “I haven’t seen him.”

“I’m coming in there,” Andrew said, twisting the door handle.

“Shit,” Jessie muttered.

“Wait, I’m in my dress. You can’t see me in my dress yet,” Allison protested. The door swung open, and she flipped the fabric of her wedding gown over Jessie. It dangled over his naked form, but only half covered him.

Andrew stormed into the room and Jessie tried to pull himself from the cock, but Allison placed firm hands on his hips keeping him in place. Jessie’s clothes on the floor and half of his body visible. The groom stared at the scene in confusion. If Jessie were fucking his fiancé, then Jessie should be the one standing.

“What the fuck?” he asked, unable to voice the accusation.

Allison blushed and thrust her hips into Jessie. The firm cock pressing deep into his virgin pussy. The chair in his grasp creaked with the sudden force. “I don’t think I can explain,” she said. Unable to control her hips, she rammed her cock into Jessie as her fiancé watched.

Shock froze Andrew in place. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. Jessie let out a long moan of pleasure as the cock filled him. Flowing nausea filled his stomach again. He knew the drill. His body would soon change again. Allison rammed her cock into him, and his breasts swayed with the motion. The wedding gown bunching on his back. He lifted it enough to lean over his shoulder and look at Allison as she fucked him.

His tight white shirt stretched as his breasts grew again. A button popped off the shirt, firing against the chair and soaring across the room. Andrew watched the button bounce and roll into the pile of Jessie clothes. Despair filled his eyes as he realized that it wasn’t Jessie fucking Allison, but Allison fucked Jessie. His wife to be had a dick. His best friend was now a woman.

Jessie let out a cooing moan as nausea subsided and shifted into intense pleasure. Rolling waves of emotion coursed through his vagina and spread throughout his body. Allison rammed her cock hard into him and grunted as she readied to blow her virgin cock into his virgin pussy. Andrew fell to his knees, watching her climax.

“Oh, god, Allison. It feels so good,” Jessie moaned as the cock stretched his insides.

Jessie wanted to speak to his best friend and apologize, but the cock moved in and out of him, pulling his mind towards the woman he loved. Allison’s hips slammed into his ass cheeks and his now-massive breasts swung wildly as she fucked him. She placed her hands on his hips and forced his vagina deeper into each thrust. The slapping sound of their sex filled the room and mingled with their groans of pleasure.

Allison bit her lip and gasped for air as she ejaculated into him. Cum erupted from her dick, filling his vagina and spilling into his uterus. Jessie closed his eyes and rode out the waves of intense pleasure. His breathing slowed, and he realized the gravity of what he just did. He cheated on his best friend with his ex-girlfriend. Allison pulled her dick from Jessie and the wedding gown fell from his back and draped down to the ground. Cum dripped down his legs spilling on the carpeted floor below them.

“I’m so sorry,” Jessie tried to explain.

Andrew wiped a tear from his eye and stared at his gender-swapped best friend, “What the fuck is going on?”

Allison drew in a deep breath and tucked a loose strand of hair that escaped from her bun back in among the rest of her hair. One of the small pearls fell from its place and bounced at her feet. “I don’t know what came over me, or even what happened to us, but…”

Andrew cut her off and said, “Jessie, when I saw you gender swap in front of my eyes I wanted to fuck you, but you went to my fiancé and fucked her first.”

“Excuse me?” Jessie asked, staring in shock at his best friend. Jessie pulled at the sides of his white shirt, but his massive bust prevented the shirt from covering him. The shirt pulled against the reaming few buttons holding his breasts in place but showing a massive amount of cleavage. `

“I’ll deal with both of you cheating on me later. Allison, Let’s both fuck him,” he said pulling down his pants and stepping towards his gender-swapped best friend.


Stranded at the Roadside Motel

Chapter 1

Smoke billowed out of the hood. Josh screamed and swerved the car, trying to see the road. High up in the mountain pass, the roads pivoted, and the car careened towards the rocky mountain edge on their right. Kendra in the seat next to him gripped his arm tight and tensed for the incoming crash. Terror seized Josh’s muscles, and he pulled the steering wheel hard in the opposite direction. The car slammed into a tree. Glass shattered, spraying both of them. Airbags burst out, smashing into the young couple and deflating.

Breathing slowed, and a gentle wind gusted through the cracked windshield. Josh lifted his head and brushed glass chips from his light brown hair. Blood dripped down from his temple, and he focused his eyes on his wife.

“I can’t believe that just happened,” Kendra groaned, lifting her head from the dashboard. Her long brown curls in frazzled disarray swung as she spoke, “What on earth happened?”

Josh twisted his hips, but the seatbelt held him in place, as he replied, “This is terrible. I don’t know what happened to the car.” Distant clouds loomed threatening rain in the near future. Josh unclasped his seatbelt and leaned forward, stretching his arms. The wide tree in front of them smashed the hood upwards and bent long lines across the red metal.

After letting out a long sigh, Kendra said, “We’re in the middle of nowhere. Do you have cell service?”

“No.”

“Me either,” she put her phone down and gritted her teeth.

“Dammit.” Josh pushed open his door, frustrated at the situation. Pacing the car twice, he nodded and opened Kendra’s door. “OK. There was a small town and a motel about fifteen miles back down the mountain. I guess we’ll have to hike.”

“I’m not dressed for that,” she protested, pointing down to her sandals and shorts.

The soft skin of her thighs distracted Josh before he could respond, “Me either.” He stood in the road barefoot in jeans. The rocks just now bothering him as the adrenaline wore away.

Distant lights rounded a bend in the road and Kendra shouted in excitement, “There’s a car coming. Flag them down.”

Josh ran into the middle of the road and waved his arms wide. The white truck slowed to a stop in front of him. At the driver’s seat sat a woman with long dark hair and a sharp nose. Her arm swung in circles as she manually rolled down the window in the old truck.

The country woman leaned out the window and asked, “Are you alright?” She wore a white button-up shirt that barely contained her large breasts.

Josh ran to her window and winced at a sharp rock on the ground, “Our car broke down and we need a ride into town to call a tow truck and get a room at the motel down the road.” Kendra leaned out of their car and nodded her head, smiling.

“You need a room? I own the motel. Come on in. I’ll drive you back,” replied the woman.

Josh turned back to Kendra and offered a thumbs up. “Thanks,” he said to the friendly woman.

“We don’t get many visitors out here,” she said, unlocking the door and motioning them to climb in.

“It’s our one-year anniversary,” Kendra said, walking up to the old white truck. “We’re going camping up in the mountains.”

“Lots of nice spots up there,” the country woman replied, motioning to the sweeping view of the valley and trees below them. “Grab your things and lock the car. I’ll get you a tow back in town.”

A soft tug at the back of Josh’s shirt pulled him away from the truck. Kendra’s green eyes stared up at him intensely. “Hey are you sure about this?” she asked. “It feels like the intro to a scary movie.”

“She’s harmless. Just a country girl trying to help,” Josh said, walking back to their car. He pulled out a duffel back with a change of clothes and his laptop.

Kendra grabbed her bag and said in a tight voice, “OK.”

“You two all right?” asked the woman in the truck.

“Yeah. Just discussing what to leave and what to take with us,” Josh said with a smile. He grabbed a pair of sandals and slipped them onto his feet and locked the car door behind him.

“Hop in when you're ready,” she said.

Kendra stepped into the truck first and held her bag at her chest. “Does your phone work?” she asked, sliding across the bench until her hips touched the country woman’s jeans.

The woman smiled down at the shorter Kendra and said, “Not up here. It will back in town though.”

“Is there a towing company? Or someone we can call to get the car looked at?” Josh asked, stepping into the truck. He wanted to be the one smashed in between the two women, but only in his dreams. His cheeks flushed crimson at the thought of fucking both women at once, and he cleared his throat and closed the door.

“I own a tow truck. I’ll come back and grab it for you,” the woman replied.

“Are you the town mechanic too?” Kendra asked sarcastically.

“I am,” she said flipping the truck around facing the direction from where she came.

“Well, thanks for being neighborly and helping us out,” Josh said as he pinched Kendra, trying to get her to stop acting that way.

She grinned at the compliment and “Anytime.” 


Chapter 2

Kendra slammed her duffel onto the bed and said, “She was way too into our business.” The country woman decorated the small motel room with a western theme. Cowboys and horses stared back at them from all the paintings, and the wallpaper bore horseshoes and old-time sheriff badges. The queen-sized bed sat opposite a television from the early eighties. The bathroom door sat open across from a fridge and tiny kitchen.

Josh ran his hand along the seam of the wallpaper and replied, “Just relax. She was being friendly.”

“I don’t like her.” Kendra lay down on the creamy-colored comforter and stared up at the popcorn ceiling.

Thirsty, Josh walked to the kitchen and looked for a glass of water. He opened a small door and looked under the sink, but could not find any cups. He replied while searching, “She’s offered to tow the car and fix it. Why don’t you take a bath while I head back to the car with her?” Josh turned around and muttered, “Where the hell are the cups?”

Sitting up on the bed, Kendra said, “A bath sounds nice. I will take one.”

Josh unzipped his duffel bag and pulled out the empty water bottle. Walking back to the sink, he filled it up from the tap water. “I won’t be gone long with her,” Josh paused, sipping the water, “We never asked her name. That was rude of us.” He finished the bottled and refilled it.

“I’m looking up reviews of this place. I still don’t trust her.” Kendra said slipping out of her shorts. Josh watched her cute heart-shaped ass as she stepped into the bathroom. She filled the tub and undressed with a grin for her audience of one. She had a small frame, and her ribcage was visible on her chest. Her small breasts barely filled a ‘B’ cup, but she refused to wear an ‘A’.

“Let me know what you find. We don’t have much of a choice right now,” Josh said, picking up the clothes she dropped and folding them for her. Josh drank the second water bottle full and placed it next to the sink for easy access.

Phone in hand, she stood naked in the bathroom while navigating to yelp. Her eyebrows raised in surprise, “Wow, five stars. It just says don’t drink the water, but everything else is great.”

“Wait, why shouldn’t we drink the water,” he glanced at his water bottle and worry swept over him at the two bottles worth now in his stomach.

“It doesn’t say,” she said scrolling through her phone. “None of the other reviews mention it.”

Josh tried to comfort himself and said, “I’m sure they just got sick or something. I’ll be OK. I’ve got a great immune system.” Normally Josh would fill the water bottle and keep it with him, but the brief comment in the review gave him pause. He opened the refrigerator and noticed a stack of water bottles.

A note on the fridge read, “Please do not drink the tap water. Inside are complimentary water bottles.” Josh sighed and grabbed one before turning to kiss his wife.

Their lips touched, and she reached around and squeezed his ass tightly, “Hurry back. I want to fuck you so loud that lady complains,” Kendra grinned widely at her husband and retreated into the bathroom. He stepped towards her in the bathroom, but she closed the door, shutting him out. “Not until you take care of the car.”

“I’m OK with this. I’ll be back soon,” Josh said, pulling a light blue jacket from his duffel bag and slinging it over his shoulder. He palmed the key to the room and stepped outside into the fresh mountain air. Trees lined the parking lot, offering a shield from the highway beyond. The large motel sign poked up above the trees. A Square manor house sat at the far end of the parking lot. In the driveway sat a tow truck. The country woman waved a hand as Josh walked out towards her. 


Chapter 3

“I never asked your name. I’m Josh. Thanks for all your help today,” he said, climbing into the tow truck. Next to the large manor house sat an open garage filled with tools and the frame of a car. The fresh evergreen smell filled Josh’s nose, and he grinned at the idyllic home.

“Ashley, but most locals just call me Ash,” she reached a hand out for a proper greeting and Josh shook it. Soft callouses lined her hands. She started the truck and said, “Hey, I forgot to mention, don’t drink the water.”

“Why not? Is there something wrong with it?” Uncertainty filled him. He did not want to get sick and wondered what could be so bad that you cannot drink the tap water. “Was there lead contamination or something?”

Ash shook her head no and pulled out of the motel parking lot. She turned up the road for the short drive to their car and said, “I put free water bottles in the fridge. Sometimes the tap water can make people sick.” They left the tightly packed trees and entered the highway on the ridgeline of the mountain.

“Only sometimes?” Josh asked.

Ash turned to him and raised an eyebrow, “Sick might not be the right word.” She pursed her lips in thought, but never offered a better explanation.

“Well, I drank it already,” he said, throwing up his hands. A twang of pain struck his gut, and his eyes shot wide open.

“Really? How much?” she asked, slamming on the brakes. Concern filled her face.

“Just a glass or two,” he explained as he stared into her dark brown eyes, hoping to read an answer in them.

“Two glasses? Shit,” she muttered and continued driving. The concern on her face at odds with her casual demeanor.

“What?” Josh demanded, turning in his seat towards Ashley. His nipples tingled slightly, but he ignored the sensation and focused on his stomach ache.

“Uh. Let’s just get your car and bring you back to the hotel,” Ash replied, avoiding eye contact with him. She pressed the gas pedal down hard and sped off towards their wrecked car.

The pain in his stomach shifted into a lurching, swirling sensation that filled his chest and groin. His eyes rolled back into his head and he tried to ask more questions, but no words came out of his mouth. He turned to face her, but Ashley remained focused on the road in front of her. The red car came into view and Josh felt himself stretch.

Ashley turned the truck into a position to pick up their car and said, “Hang tight. This won’t take long. We still have time to reverse this.” She hopped out and worked on hooking up the car and lifting it into the bed of her tow truck.

Josh leaned out the window and called after her, “Reverse what?” The aching pain of shifting bones sent him reeling. He fell to the bench in the truck, and the leather pressed into his cheek. Pulling at his hair, he tried to ignore the pain in his body. In that instant, Josh thought he would die, but the pain slowly shifted into pleasure. His dick grew erect and bulged out of his pants. He writhed, trying to apply pressure to his dick. Focussed on ejaculating, he shot upright in his chair.

“What the fuck,” he muttered, “Why am I so turned on right now?”

The beautiful country woman wiped the sweat from her brow as she hooked a chain to the frame of the car. Josh could not wait until he got back to the hotel room. Kendra would forgive him. He forgave her already for a similar indiscretion. Josh smiled out at her, and she winked back. He wondered if she had sent him unnoticed signals before this. The pain of shifting bones surged through him again, and he fell back down out of view. Groaning in pain, Josh felt his shoulders narrow and frame shrink. His body groaned with the pressure of condensing in on itself.

Ashley finished loading the car and stepped back into the cab. “Let’s get you taken care of back at my place.”

Josh immediately thought of fucking this woman. His cock flexed in his jeans and he imagined ramming it into her. The thought sent a shiver up his spine, and his nipples tingled to life. The blue jacket pressed outward as breasts grew on his chest. Josh screamed, staring down at them. They were larger than Kendra’s and Ashley’s and would easily fill a ‘D’ or ‘DD’ size cup. The teeth on the zipper to his jacket ripped apart, tearing off of him.

Ashley glanced down at him on the bench and said, “I’ve never seen that before.” She raised an eyebrow and stared down at Josh hungrily.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” he asked, gripping his breasts and pressing down on them. The soft pillows felt real and Josh’s eyes fluttered, and he fainted. Darkness filled the void of his mind, and images of his body passed through his unconscious mind. He saw himself as a woman and chuckled at the absurdity of the idea.

A soft hand shook him awake. Ashely hovered over him on the bench in the truck. Thoughts of fucking her lingered in his mind, and he leaned up and planted a soft kiss on her lips. Ashley pressed Josh back down onto the bench and said, “Well, that water can do weird things to people. We need to get you back to my place.”

Terror coursed through Josh and he shot up in his seat, “I can’t go into my hotel room like this. My wife won't understand or even recognize me.”

Ashley placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “I have a cure, but…”

“Do it. Do whatever we have to do,” Josh replied, cutting her off.

“Are you sure?” she asked, licking her lips.

Josh still wanted to fuck her and considered trying once this whole breast thing was sorted out. He said placing his hand atop hers, “I just need to be me again.” 


Chapter 4

Standing in the driveway to the manor home next to the hotel, Josh glanced down at his pants. The jeans touched the ground and bunched into a pile at his feet. The sandals appeared to be three or four sizes too large for him. He turned to look at his reflection in the tow truck's mirror and his legs gave out. The image in the reflection was a woman with short brown hair. She looked vaguely like him, but with softer features. The image had large breasts and a narrow curving frame. Josh fell to the ground and yelped.

Ashley offered him a hand and said, “We’ll get this sorted out. Come inside.”

Josh took her hand and stood on shaky feet. She placed an arm around his shoulder and guided him up the steps and into her home. The front room was full of artwork made from recycled metal in the vague outlines of people engaged in romantic poses. Ashley guided him towards the sitting room and pushed him towards a couch. He collapsed onto the light brown couch and stared down at his slender fingers. Bookcases lined the walls with no television in sight. In between each bookcase sat a wide window looking out onto the parking lot below.

A loud snap brought his attention to Ashley. She stood in front of him, and said, “In order to reverse this you need to suck my dick and drink my cum?”

Eyes wide, Josh stared down at her groin and said, “Is that a joke?”

“Do you want to be a woman forever or would you suck a dick to turn back?” Ashley unzipped her jeans and pulled down her pants. The jeans hung at her mid-thigh revealing a pair of purple lace panties. Inside the purple fabric sat a flaccid dick. She pulled out her dick and let it flop down the fabric.

“I don’t think I can do that,” he said, shaking his head no and leaning away from her. This was the opposite of what he wanted. Josh wanted to ram his dick into her. The thought of his dick gave him pause. Josh unzipped his pants and reached down to feel himself. Probing fingers came upon smooth skin and no dick. Reaching further down, he felt the edges of his labia and clitoris. “Oh, shit.” Terror filled him. “Sucking your dick will turn me back into a man?”

“Yeah. It works every time,” Ashley said, gripping her flaccid dick in her left hand and aiming it towards Josh.

“Does this happen often?” he asked unsure if he could actually suck the dick.

“Only a few times a year,” she said leaned her hips towards him.

Josh reached a hand out and traced a finger along the cock. It was much larger than his had been. As his finger traced the outline of the tip, the dick grew until it pressed into his lips. He sighed, trying to rationalize the situation in his mind. The half-erect cock twitched against his lips. Josh pulled off his jacket and removed his shift, revealing the massive tits. Committed to getting this over quickly, he gripped the tits and rubbed them against the cock.

A soft moan escaped Ashley’s lips. Josh felt a soft inkling of desire in his groin. His virgin pussy wanted to feel the dick. Josh shoved the feelings aside and focused on the dick in his face. He kissed the tip and rubbed his massive tits against the shaft. Ashley’s cock grew until it split the length of his tits and escaped the other side. After taking the tip into his mouth, Josh sucked gently. He rubbed back and forth, coaxing the dick to life.

Ashley groaned in pleasure as he worked the shaft. “Get ready to swallow. This will turn you back into yourself.” She spoke as if this were a mundane experience. Josh ran his tongue along the tip of the dick and sucked gently. The boxer briefs in his pants moistened from his wet pussy. All he could think about was getting this cock into his vagina. He sucked on it imagining what it would feel like. Eyes closed, he moaned in pleasure at the thought.

The cock flexed and surged to life, erupted with cum into his mouth. Stream after stream filled him until his cheeks swelled. Josh tried to swallow the cum but gagged on the cock in his mouth. It continued to squirt and fill him. Josh pulled his mouth off the cock and it shot another load onto his face.

“Shit,” Ashley cursed, “Why didn’t you swallow?” She pulled her cock from his mouth and sighed.

Josh caught his breath and wiped the cum from his face, “I tried, but it was too much.” Josh panted, trying to catch his breath.

“Not true,” Ashley accused. “I heard you moaning as you sucked me off. You wanted to stay like this. You want me to fuck you.”

“So what if I do?” he protested, glaring up at the beautiful country girl.

“Fine,” Ashley said, unbuttoning her blouse. She wore a matching purple lace bra, her soft brown nipples visible in between the gaps in the lace. She stepped out of her jeans and sat on the couch. “You want this then get on top of me.”

Josh pulled his jeans off and straddled over Ashley. An idle thought of the open windows behind him danced across his conscious mind, but he ignored it. Sitting atop the woman, he lowered his vagina down onto the dick. Ashley bit her lip and gripped his large tits in her hands. Josh swung his hips back and forth along the erect dick tracing across the length of his clitoris. He leaned forward and planted a kiss on Ashley’s lips. The woman breathed him in as she massaged his breasts. Josh groaned in pleasure and felt the lips of his labia widening for penetration.

A firm hand pressed hard onto his hips, forcing the dick inside of Josh’s virgin pussy. Josh had the sensation of eyes on his back, but ignored the feeling and raised and lowered himself along the shaft. The intense pressure on the sides of his vagina made him pant in pleasure. He tried to control his breaths, but it slowed his humping motion. Ashley took control and shifted him onto his back on the couch in a swift move. She rocked her hips back and forth rapidly, forcing her cock in and out of him.

Pleasure burned through the length of his vagina and swelled into a rolling sensation of joy. Josh turned his head to the side on the couch and stared out the window. Kendra on the porch watching them fuck. Josh wanted to stop and run out there and apologize, but he’d never felt this good in his life. Ashley rammed her cock harder into him. She paused, then kissed his tits for a time. Josh bit his lips and ripped his eyes from his wife. He gripped his massive tits and massaged them and pinched his nipples. The roiling pleasure emanating from his vagina filled him.

“You can invite her in,” Ashley said in between thrusts. Josh let out a loud moan and gripped the edge of the bed. His abdomen flexed uncontrollably, and he spasmed with pleasure. Ashley rode him hard through the thrashing and pounded his pussy with her cock. She gritted her teeth and flexed her ass as cum shot from her dick into the moaning Josh.

Wide eyes and open mouth, she stared in shock at the scene through the window. Josh tried to reply to the comment, but could not speak. He let out a loud moan and gripped the couch until he regained control over his body.

The two lay on the couch panting as the door slammed open. Kendra stormed into the room and stared at the clothes littered across the floor, “What the fuck is going on here?”

“Oh shit. I can explain,” Josh said, trying to sit up on the couch. Ashley pressed him back down under her with a firm hand.

“Explain now?” Kendra said, but her eyes were on Ashley instead of Josh.

“Well, sometimes the water here can,” Ashley began, but Kendra cut her off.

“Why the fuck do I have a cock?” she shouted pulling down her shorts. In between her legs sat an erect dick. Pre-cum dripped down the tip and stained the jean shorts.

“Oh. That’s not what I expected you to say,” Ashley grinned and rocked back and forth, her cock still inside josh as she spoke.

“How the fuck do I get rid of this?” she demanded, placing hands on her hips.

“Well. I know of a cure, and you will enjoy this,” Ashley said, grinning down at Josh.


The Interview

Chapter 1

Gunshots echoed through the speakers of the TV and Sam dodged his character behind cover. Messy hair and yesterday's clothes, he sat in his bean back chair playing video games with his friend before doing anything productive with his day. Sparse decorations hung on the walls, but the ones present all portrayed Sam and his girlfriend Jemma. The Call of Duty Modern Warfare theme played in the game's background.

His best friend Jake spoke over the party chat, “I heard they’ve got quotas on gender and race and now. They won't even hire a guy anymore. Tough luck on your interview dude.” Jake’s character died in the game and he cursed. “Fuck that guy. He’s behind that barrel. Get him.”

“I’m on it,” Sam replied navigating to the enemy player. He responded to his friend's comment after dying himself, “I’ve got straight A’s and hell I interned at their company my freshman year. There’s no way they don’t bring me on the team.”

“I don’t know man. It’s a tough spot to be in. I doubt you’ll get it.” Back alive Jake waited in the spawn point for Sam to arrive.

“If they don’t give it to me I don’t know what I’ll do,” Sam replied spawning his character next to Jake.

“What’s up? Everything OK?” Jake asked turning his avatar in the game to face his friend.

“I don’t know. Not really.” Sam moved forward and enter the fight again trying to forget his worries. “I’m strapped for cash, my girlfriend wants to get married and she picked a ring that will set me back thirty grand.”

Jake followed his friend into the fight and together they killed another player. “Dude What the fuck? Does she know you just graduated from college?” Chips crunched in the background of his microphone.

“Not in my ear dude. Mute when you chew.” Sam chided, then answered his question. “I don’t know. She just knows what she wants.”

“It sounds like you need to find another job prospect because no way in hell are they hiring a guy.”

“Damn. I’ll have to look around.” Sam sighed into the microphone.

“Mute when you sigh so hard. It sounds like you're sitting in a windstorm.” Jake teased using the same tone that Sam used. “When is your interview?”

“It’s tomorrow afternoon at two,” Sam paused the game and glanced at his watch. He needed to get dressed and meet his girlfriend within the hour.

“I’ll pray for you,” he began praying to Satan over the microphone. “Are you logging off?”

“Yeah. I got to go meet up with Jemma,” Sam stood up and walked into his bedroom holding the controller and talking into the headset. A distance runner in college, Sam had a muscular, slender build.

“Sounds good. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Yup. We’ll kill more baddies,” Sam tossed his clothes into the hamper and stepped into the shower. Water ran down his long brown hair dripping from his slender body to the tile floor. He scrubbed himself clean wondering if he could get the job. Dunn and Associates have to hire men, he thought, but the words offered no comfort as he washed and dressed for the day. On his way out the door, he tied his long hair into a bun on the top of his head.


Chapter 2

“Jake said they won’t give me the job. Apparently, they only hire women these days,” Sam leaned over the table and stabbed his fork into his girlfriends Salad. Sam smiled wide accenting his soft facial features.

“Good for them,” Jemma replied as she slashed her fork against Sam’s trying to save her salad from him. Metal clanked as their forks clashed. “You ate yours already. Leave mine alone.” A droplet of Salad shot from the plate and landed on her tight gray blouse. With a glare for her boyfriend, she wiped her left breast clean of the dressing.

Sam leaned back in his chair at the Olive Garden and let his girlfriend have her salad. They met most afternoons during her lunch break.“ Gender equality doesn't mean preventing men from getting jobs,” Sam said.

“In a perfect world Women would rule everything,” Jemma smiled at the thought. Dark brown hair waved down to her chin. She brushed it over her ear out of her face.

“I’m not sure I could deal with the objectification if I lived in a Matriarchal society,” Sam tried to think about the role reversal and all the differences he would face if men and women’s roles in society switched.

“I know you’re worried about the interview, but you’ll do fine.”

“That’s the thing. I looked up Dunn and Associates on Glass Door and a ton of people confirmed what Jake said. They only hire women.” Sam smiled up at the waitress as she topped off his glass of water.

She asked, “Is everything OK? Anymore Salad before your lunch arrives?”

“Just breadsticks thank you,” Sam said to her.

As the waitress left, Jemma asked, “Why not just pretend to be a girl? Your name is Sam. It’s kinda gender-neutral.”

“No way. I will not dress up as a girl to get a job,” Sam folded his arms and glared at his girlfriend.

“I don’t know. You’d be kinda cute. I bet if you let that man bun down and curled it you’d look hot.” She made overly feminine gestures placing her hands under his chin and batting her eyes. Lips pursed into a kiss, she added, “Sam my little cutie pie.”

“I’m a guy. There’s no way I will dress up as a woman and pretend to be a girl through a whole interview.” Anger flushed into his cheek and they turned red. Sam pulled the collar of his blue shirt forward frustrated, but unable to deal with his girlfriend's comments.

“Put you in high heels and a tight skirt. I bet all the boys would turn their heads and check you out,” her hands moved imitating a chef adding spices and seasoning to a dish and finished with a kiss to her fingers.

“You think I could pull it off?” Sam considered the idea but pressed it out of his mind the minute the words left him. Face in his hands he reeled at the thought of dressing as a woman. Convinced that his girlfriend wanted him to dress as a woman, fear, and disgust coursed through him.

“I love how easily I can change your mind on something,” Jemma reached out and took one of his hands in hers and smiled at his reddened face.

“Wait. Did you want me to do this or not?” The shock came in spurts as he deconstructed the moment and realized that she didn’t expect him to cross-dress for the interview.

“It’s up to you. I’d say just keep looking for another job,” she put his hand down on the table and finished her last bite of zesty salad.

“Fuck. This process takes forever.” He snatched the last bell pepper from her plate and added, “The job market is terrible right now.”

“Listen, go home and you can look up more job postings and browse indeed or whatever. I’ll be home later tonight.” Jemma smiled at him and placed her fork onto the plate.

“Ok fine,” the two finished their meal chatting about her job at the US Bank.

At home, Sam looked up job postings for an hour, but his mind wandered to the idea of dressing as a woman for the interview. Dunn and Associates had been a dream of his after he followed their famous deposition. Glass Door and other sites confirmed his fears that the company only hired women. Frustrated he googled cross-dressing and feminization. After a series of YouTube videos on how to make his voice sound like a woman, he tried to speak in his falsetto voice and make it sound believable. One site recommended reading a book out loud in the new woman’s voice. He spent the better part of an hour reading the hobbit as if he were a woman. One night of practice would never get him to a convincing sounding voice.

He looked up bra sizings and clothing styles and set his mind on a few ideas. The more he thought about his plan the more determined he became. Dunn and Associates would hire him, and they would only know him as a woman.

The door to the apartment opened and Jemma walked in, “How’s the job search?” His laptop screen opened on a page describing how to walk as a woman panic shot through Sam. He wanted to slam the laptop closed, but that would draw more attention to his plan.

“Well, I’m definitely not going to dress as a woman and land the job interview,” he quickly pressed alt and tab at the same time to bring up a different window on his laptop, but it popped up a second window full of pictures of shemales and tranny women. “Fuck,” he muttered closing the laptop.

“That’s too bad. You’d be so cute in a skinny black dress.,” she kissed him on the cheek and glanced down at his closed laptop.

“What are you looking up?” she asked stepping into the bedroom. Sounds of opening drawers and shuffling clothes came from the other room towards Sam.

“Nothing. I’m just trying to find a job.” Sam ran through a checklist in his mind of the steps to prepare for his interview in the morning. Phone in hand he typed out a to-do list: Get women’s clothes, Get makeup done somewhere, Get hair styled. He closed the notepad and stared at the wall wondering if he could really do any of that. He typed in a quick note at the end. “I’m a guy, not gay, not queer. I just need to dress like a woman for a day.” The thought never crossed his mind that if he got the job, he’d be forced to dress as a woman for the duration of his tenure.

“Are you coming to bed?” she asked from the other room.

“Yeah. I’ll be there in a minute,” he sighed as confused emotions drifted around his head.

Jemma stepped into the doorway wearing a black lace negligee. Sam shot up in his chair at attention and ran to the bedroom with her. Their sex normal and uninteresting neither of them satisfied with the result, but their relationship was happy and neither complained very much.


Chapter 3

Deep breaths readied Sam for the razer. Shaving cream covered his whole body. The razer traced lines up his legs towards his thigh. He wondered how high he should shave the hair. A long while later he stood in the shower the only hair left on his body above his penis and the top of his head. On a whim, he shaved his pubic hair.

Toweling off his hair, Sam sorted through Jemma’s clothes. He pulled out the black silk negligee and wondered if he was supposed to wear anything under a dress. He left the neglige on the hanger and thought it might be fun to try it on another time.  A soft white pair of panties stood out to him. “That’s a simple one. Not too feminine.” He said slipping his legs through the fabric. At his upper thigh, he pulled the elastic nervous to place it over his cock. Two quick breaths in and he slipped the material up. His penis bulged out of the white lacy material. Penis bent in half, he adjusted it up then to the side, but it stuck out from the panties. After shifting his cock around, he finally pressed it straight up on his abdomen. The tip of his circumcised penis smashed by the tight elastic band.

Sam looked at himself in the mirror. Shock spread across his face as he thought he looked cute. Forcing the feelings down he turned to the closet to find a suitable dress or dress pants. Hangers slid along the wooden pole as he moved dresses and blouses from side to side searching for something that would fit him well. A long pencil skirt caught his attention, Sam pulled it down and unzipped the back. Pulling the black fabric over his legs he slipped into the skirt and checked himself out in the mirror. Never in his life had Sam noticed that he had a slight curve to his hips. Feminine features on his body stood out as he clothed himself.

“Ugh, I almost forgot a bra,” Sam groaned opening Jemma’s drawers looking for something that would match his panties. A plain white bra fitted around his chest, but he had no breasts or anything to fill the bra. A quick google search gave him an idea. On his side of the closet lay a Nerf football, Sam scooped it up and cut it in half down the long side. The foam material squishy stuck out too far. Sam cut them in half again until he had two small mounds that matched his slender form. Satisfied so, he placed duct tape on the back of each and stuffed them into the bra against his chest. Another glance in the mirror and they convinced him he could pull this off. A light pink blouse and the ensemble was complete.

In his car out in public dressed as a woman, Sam hyperventilated trying to gain the courage to step outside. “I need this job. I need to pay for that damn ring,” he opened the door and stepped out into the parking lot. He walked into the beauty salon and glanced at the pictures on the wall. Beautiful women with long hair posed to accent their features. Sam found his thoughts drifting. He wondered if he could ever look that pretty, but quickly he shut down the idea, stopping himself short. This is only for an interview.

“Hi, I have an appointment this morning,” he spoke in his falsetto voice trying to sound as much as a woman as he could.

“Ah yes, I’ll take care of you right over here,” said a friendly black woman. Hair up in a tight bun, the woman smiled pulling out the chair.

Sam sat and smiled at her through the mirror, “I’ve never really done anything with my hair.” He spoke in his normal male voice and shock split his face and hers at the same time. “Fuck. I’m sorry,” he said once again in his woman’s voice. “This is what I want you to do with my hair,” he pulled up a picture of a curly-haired brunette.

“Oh, honey you’ve got the hair for it. Let me take care of this for you,” she winked, and no judgment crossed her voice.

“If it's not too much to ask, can you do my makeup as well?” He asked timidly.

“Is this your first time?” she asked placing a hand on her hips.

“Yeah. I…” Sam looked at the ground ashamed of his decision to dress as a woman.

The woman spun Sam around in the chair and snapped her finger from side to side, “There’s nothing to be ashamed of. You just be you.”

“I wasn’t sure this was me this morning, but I’m feeling pretty confused.” Sam confided his feelings with the stranger.

“It’s all right. Just take the day and see how it goes,” the hairstylist began her work trimming, washing, shaving a missed spot.

“Thanks,” Sam said as she pulled the apron off of him. His long brown hair hung loose to his shoulder and flipped out away from his head at the tips in a soft curl. Sam liked the way he felt dressed this way and dolled up, but the internal struggle of dealing with the implications plagued his mind.

“No problem. You’re so cute,” she pulled out her makeup and began the next phase of the job.

“I hope so,” Sam closed his eyes for the light pink eye shadow. Sam was a whole different Sam. His body and face looked the part, but his mind had not yet transitioned. He worried that doing this might change him forever. Sam thanked the friendly woman and walked out of the salon. As his feet crossed the threshold out to the parking lot, pink and white colors darted across his vision until he could no longer see. Stumbling backward he reached for the door to steady himself. A breeze darted across his exposed skin tickling him and leaving a lingering warm sensation on his flesh.

“I can’t see,” Sam called out. He wiped at the warmth covering his arms and legs. Soon it covered his whole body and he stumbled falling to the ground.

Footsteps echoed from the parking lot and a firm hand gripped his forearm holding him from hitting the ground. A comforting male voice spoke, “It’s OK. Miss. What happened?” The stranger pulled Sam to his feet and placed a comforting hand on his shoulder.

Sam’s first thought was that the makeup and clothes worked. This stranger thought he was a woman. He grinned up at the stranger and said, “I’m not sure…” As the words left his mouth his vision returned, but the burning sensation lingered on his skin. “I don’t know what happened, but as I walked out of the salon I couldn’t see for a moment.” Sam turned to face the friendly man and slowly he made out the details of the person.

The tall man adjusted thin glasses as he smiled staring below Sam’s eyes. The stranger’s gaze was level with Sam’s chest. Sam let out a small giggle and blushed at the attention even though he knew he didn’t have breasts. Instinctively he twisted his chest away and covered it with his hand. His nipples firmed inside the bra and rubbed against the fabric. Sam idly wondered if his chest had filled the bra before.

The man let go of Sam’s shoulder and said, “I’m glad you’re OK. You nearly fell to the ground there.” In the stranger’s eyes, Sam saw an enticing hunger that caused him to blush deeply.

Sam replied, “Thanks. I have to go. I have an interview to get to.” He turned to go and walked past the man towards his car.

The man took a few steps to follow Sam, and asked, “Can I have your number?”

Sam turned and winked at him replying, “I have a girlfriend already.” The stranger nodded his head and waved goodbye without saying anything else.


Chapter 4

Along the drive into the office, Sam practiced his falsetto woman’s voice, and after speaking this way for most of the morning it began to feel more natural. He stepped out of his car and stood on black high heels. The pencil skirt clung tight to his legs and ass. He worried that an erection would give away his gender, but the thought drifted away quickly. He admired the sign for Dunn and Associates and pictured himself becoming an associate at the firm one day. He pulled open the glass door and walked into a large waiting room.

A friendly young woman sat at a desk speaking into a phone at her ear. Sam approached the counter and politely waited for her to finish the phone call. With a smile, she said, “Welcome to Dunn and Associates. What can I do for you?” The secretary adjusted the business card holder on the counter so it sat evenly spaced between her computer and the phone.

Sam cleared his throat and said, “Hi, I’m here to see Mr. Nord.” His voice cracked slightly, but he recovered with a soft cough. The warm sensation coursed through his body lingering from the strange event at the salon. He wondered what could have caused it, but left the matter alone.

“Yeah, he’s finishing up an interview. He’ll be with you shortly. You can take a seat over there.” She motioned to a row of seats where a confident young man sat. His blue eyes pierced Sam, and he felt the eyes on his back as he spoke to the secretary.

Sam shifted his weight onto one leg leaning out with his ass knowing that the young man in the chair was watching him. If only he knew that I was a man, he thought. An inkling feeling at the back of his mind wondered if that were true still. “Thank you,” he said turning around. The blue-eyed man smiled at him with half of his face.

“We’ve got water around the corner if you’re thirsty,” The secretary added.

“I’m fine thanks,” Sam sat in the chair two seats away from the handsome man. Phone in hand, he texted his girlfriend, “I just made it here. Wish me luck.” He glanced down at his chest and saw that the small bra on his chest was full. Shock filled Sam and it took all the composure he could muster not to place his hands on his chest and check if he had breasts.

The confident young man stood up and walked to the water cooler. After a quick drink, he returned and sat in the chair next to Sam. He felt uncomfortable for the attention, but at the same time confident that his new-look passed for the real thing. Sam wondered if he were the real thing now. He needed to check if he had breasts but now was not the time.

Wide shoulders and a wide smile he turned to face Sam, “What position are you interviewing for?” His rich low voice reeked of confidence. The man leaned to the side towards Sam with a confident glint in his eye.

“I’m for the paralegal position,” Sam edged away from the man, uncomfortable at the unwanted attention. He wondered how women deal with this all the time. 

“Really me too. Maybe we’ll be coworkers,” the young man replied. He missed the social cues of Sam leaning away, and he stared at Sam’s chest openly.

“Yeah. I’m nervous about the interview. I’m not sure how this will go,” Sam replied searching for help out of the conversation he turned to the secretary who smiled at Sam and shook her head eying the other applicant warily.

A strong hand gripped Sam’s thigh, and the young man said, “You’ll do fine. I bet you’ll ace it.” He leaned close and winked.

Sam wanted desperately to run away and change his clothes back into his normal attire. The experiment had gone too far. Sam wanted out, but it was too late to change his mind now. “Thanks,” he replied fear running through his mind.

“Trevor? He’ll see you now,” the secretary said smiling at Sam.

“Well, that's me. Hey before I go. Can I have your number?” the young man asked.

“Excuse me?” Sam asked offended at the question. He pulled out his phone and checked for a response from Jemma, but he had no notifications.

“Oh sorry. I…” he stammered, “I’ll see you around.” The young man entered the nearby office. Frosted windows prevented Sam from seeing into the room, but the silhouette of the young man glided towards the opposite end and sat in a chair.

“What was that?” Sam asked the secretary looking for some understanding.

“Ugh. Men are the worst,” she replied.

The irony in the statement lost on the secretary Sam giggled, “I know right?” He could not remember if he had ever giggled in his life, but this female persona took over his demeanor. Every conversation with a woman he could remember playing in his mind. Sam worried that he’d offended or acted poorly at some point, but he was a nice guy and nothing too terrible stood out to him. In reverie, he lost track of time. His phone vibrated, and he checked for a text, but it was just an unknown number calling him. “I need to use the restroom real quick. Can you point me in the right direction?” Sam asked rising from the chair.


Chapter 5

Motivational posters hung on the walls down the hall towards more office rooms and the restroom. Mountain landscapes with inspirational quotes. Sam turned to the bathroom and opened the men’s door. “Shit,” he muttered. A blush painted his cheeks red and he turned to the women’s bathroom. He locked the door behind him and ran to the mirror. Shaking hands unbuttoned the pink blouse until the plain white bra stood out against his skin. To his surprise, Sam had breasts filling the small bra. They were tiny compared to his girlfriends, but they were there. His skin pressed against the nerf footballs he’d taped there. The bright orange squishy material discarded he glared at his chest hoping that his disdain for this gender swap could reverse it.

“What the fuck is going on?” he wondered aloud. Sam unclasped the bra and freed his small breasts to the world. The dark pink skin of his areola had grown about half an inch in diameter covering a large portion of the small tits. “I must be dreaming this can’t be real,” he said slapping himself in the face. The sound echoed through the room. Sweat beaded on his forehead. Sam loved tits, but never wanted a pair of his own. He pulled on the soft nipples and poked them as if touching them would make it turn back to normal. The pressure on his soft breasts caused his nipples to harden. It felt strangely good. Sam pressed the thought out of his mind.

He paced the bathroom trying to think of a solution to this strange problem. The shoes clicked on the tiles filling the room. “What would Jemma say if I came home with tits,” panic set in full and he ran to the sink. After turning the faucet on he splashed cold water onto his face trying to clear his senses. The lingering warm sensation from the salon swirled on his skin twisting and forming a ball inside his stomach. I need to go see a doctor. Sam ran to the door at the point of throwing it open to flee his chance at getting his dream job.

“Do I still have my dick?” he wondered aloud. He reached his hand down to his groin, but the black pencil skirt prevented him from getting a good feel of himself. He reached around behind him and unzipped the skirt.

A friendly voice called through the door, “Hey you’re up hon.” The shadow of her form shifted under the door.

“I’m almost done in here,” Sam let out a soft peep of fright. Panicked he zipped the black pencil skirt up and ran to the door. The thought of his dick out of his mind.

“Are you OK. If you need a minute I can tell Mr. Nord,” she said in a friendly tone.

Sam paced the room twice and replied, “I’ll be out in a minute.”

“OK,” the secretary said through a smile. After a moment her shadow left from below the door.

Fidgeting fingers buttoned the blouse up again. In his haste, Sam latched one of them wrong and the shirt sat bunched and open to his abdomen. The bottom of his now full bra visible through the hole. Sam did not notice and he walked out of the bathroom towards the lobby. The secretary smiled at him and motioned to his shirt, but Sam mistook the gesture for encouragement and walked towards Mr. Nord’s door.

The secretary clicked her pen once and said, “Good luck.”

With his hand on the door, Sam looked back and said, “Thanks. Today has been off, and I really need a bit of luck.” Sam walked into the wide office and closed the door behind him.


Chapter 6

The door swung open and Sam walked into the room his high heels clicking against the floor tiles. A tall wide-shouldered man sat behind a desk flipping through a stack of papers. Dark hair grayed into a salt and pepper on the sides of his head. He glanced up from the papers and rose.

“Mr. Nord? Hi. Thanks for having me,” Sam spoke in a soft feminine voice. The higher-pitched sound shocked him and he blushed flustered at the sudden changes in his physicality.

“Oh. It’s my pleasure,” he said with a dimple-cheeked smile. Mr. Nord motioned to the chair opposite him, “Come here have a seat.”

The clear glass desk hid nothing from view. Sam’s eyes drifted down to the man’s groin. Sam sat in the chair and held his hands at his waist. He desperately wanted to search for his dick under the skirt, but instead said, “Thanks. Here’s my resume.”

“I read it from the email,” Mr. Nord smiled and lifted the paper to his eyes. They darted across the writing and he placed it atop a pile in the corner marked applicants. “You’re very qualified. I’m surprised you applied here. You could go anywhere and get a job with that resume.” Mr. Nord rose from his chair and walked around from the front of the table. A pen and paper in hand he leaned forward and glanced down Sam’s shirt.

Sam blushed at the not very discreet attempt to look down his shirt, and said, “I’ve been looking for a job since I graduated. I worked a part-time job as a bartender, while I’ve been looking for the perfect opportunity.” He twisted hoping that the response was good enough.

“Why did it take you so long to find an opportunity? With this resume, you could get a job anywhere.” Mr. Nord asked putting his paper down he sat on his clear desk. He never wrote anything on the paper instead stared down at Sam the whole time.

“I’ve dreamed of working for you ever since I read the big deposition you guys had last year,” Eyes beaming with excitement at the opportunity to an interview with the firm he wanted, Sam spoke with enthusiasm. As he explained his favorite parts of the case.

Mr. Nord grinned Sam displaying his dimples and firm features, “Really? I had no idea you were a fan.” He wore a white button-up shirt with no tie. Light gray pants led down to brown suede shoes. Firm muscles bulged from his shirt at his biceps.

“I know that I can contribute to this company,” Sam spoke up a little too quickly cutting off Mr. Nord.

“I want to ask you a question,” the older man said standing from his leaning position he walked to stand behind Sam in the chair.

Sam stared forward unsure why the man stood behind him, “Alright,” but the anxiety of expected interview questions helped him to focus on the moment at hand.

Two firm hands rested on Sam’s shoulders and rubbed gently at the base of his neck and upper back. Mr. Nord pushed Sam’s hair aside and rubbed with his firm thumbs up to Sam’s ear. “Most of the applicants for this position don’t have the grades or background that you do. I wanted to hire you from the minute I read your resume, but now after seeing you. God, I want to hire you on the spot,” he whispered leaning close to Sam’s ear. “I want to hire you now.”

The soft breath tickled the back of Sam’s neck and goosebumps formed on his skin. “Oh, thank you,” Sam said unable to respond to the attention. This is not the direction he wanted this interview to go to. Sam was not gay. The thought gave him Pause. He did not even know if he was a man anymore. He hadn’t been able to check if he had a penis anymore.

“I mean it. You are beautiful. Am I too forward in saying that?” Mr. Nord walked around to stand in front of Sam again.

“I’ve always wanted to work here Mr. Nord,” he stammered in response.

“Just call me Blake,” Mr. Nord leaned down and planted a firm kiss on Sam’s lips. Hand on the back of his neck, he held Sam in the embrace. Sam felt his mouth open to the probing tongue, but his mind screamed at him that this was gay and that he was not gay. Their tongues swirled and Sam felt his breath escape leaving him panting as Mr. Nord pulled away.

“What are you doing?” Sam protested rising from the chair. Hand brushing through his hair, Sam turned to run towards the door.

Mr. Nord caught him by the hand and said, “Offering you a job. Do you want to work here?”

“Yes, but I…” Sam protested trying to pull away from the man, but he could not. Blake pulled him close again and wrapped his strong arms around Sam’s hips and kissed him. The two held each other and kissed barely breathing as their lust and passion flowed one to another. Sam pulled out of the kiss, but Blake would not let him out of the embrace.

“Then just accept the position,” Blake leaned in to kiss Sam again.

Pushing away from the kiss, Sam felt aroused at the touch. It confused him and send his mind reeling. “I want to, but…” he trailed off.

Blake pressed his hips into Sam firmly. His dick rubbed Sam’s waist. The thick cock against his stomach caused Sam to let out a soft cooing purr. Blake let out a grunt and placed a hand at Sam’s lower back pulling him into the cock. Blake kissed Sam firmly on the lips. Sam melted at the touch.

“I knew there was something special about you Sam,” Blake said pulling out of the kiss. “I want you to take off your clothes. Are you wearing panties under there?”

“Fuck, are you sure this is OK,” Sam protested and spoke in his normal lower toned voice.

“We’re two consenting adults,” Blake questioned leaning against his desk.

“I don’t know,” Sam replied confused emotions a distorted mess in his mind.

“I want you to take off your clothes,” Blake spoke in a firm commanding tone.

Sam jumped to attention and found himself obeying. “Yes sir,” he said. He unzipped the pencil skirt and slipped it down his legs. The black fabric formed a circle around his feet. He bent to remove the high heels, but Blake stopped him, “Keep those on.” Nodding his head Sam adjusted the white lace panties. Sam took this chance to run a hand along his groin. He no longer had a dick. Wide-eyed he fought the urge to flee. Mr. Nord motioned for him to continue undressing, and Sam obeyed. He removed the blouse and pulled it up over his head.

Mr. Nord reached a hand forward and cupped Sam’s left breast and rubbed it through the white bra. Blake walked a slow circle around Sam inspecting his body. Blake was a good five inches taller, and he ran a ringer along Sam’s shoulders. “God, you’re sexy.”

The praise to his body made Sam feel beautiful in ways he never knew that he needed. Blake unzipped his pants and pulled out his large cock. He leaned against the desk and motioned to it. “I want you to suck me.”

Sam nodded his head and knelt on the floor. He took the dick in his hands and tried to recall how his girlfriend did this. He placed his mouth over the tip of the cock and made out with it while rubbing firmly up and down with both hands along the shaft. As he worked his mouth his mind wandered, and he screamed internally still unsure about doing any of this. A bead of pre-cum dripped into his mouth and Sam took that as a cue to take the cock deeper. He dropped his hands and forced the dick deep into his mouth. Thick veins pressed against his lips as it slid in and out.

“Fuck, you’re good at this,” Blake groaned as his cock throbbed surging cum into Sam’s mouth. “You better swallow that.” He commanded smiling. Sam liked Blake’s dimples, and he pulled his mouth off of the cock and swallowed the cum. Sam glanced at his clothes on the ground uncertain if this exchange would continue. He bent down to pick up the pencil skirt, and Blake slapped his ass hard.

“I want you to beg me,” Blake said slapping Sam’s other ass cheek. Sam rose and stared up at Mr. Nord.

“Are you sure? I…” Sam searched for words to describe these new feelings.

“Beg me, Sam,” Blake unbuttoned his pants and pushed them to the floor. He stood wearing only his white shirt and socks.

“Please fuck me,” Sam said timidly.

“On your hands and knees.”

Knees on the ground Sam placed his hands at Blake’s feet, “Please Mr. Nord. I want you to fuck me.” He spoke in a timid voice, but the urgency and demand came through.

“That wasn’t very convincing,” he bent down and lifted Sam’s chin. “Beg me like you mean it.”

“Mr. Nord, please, I need your cock in me,” Sam cast his face down again and yelled the words.

Blake nodded his head. “Bend over the desk.” He walked to a filing cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of KY jelly. Blake applied it to his fingers as Sam lay his stomach down on the desk. He aimed his ass out toward Blake. Sam did not know if he had a pussy or not, but he hoped there was somewhere for Blake to ram his cock. Moisture dripped down his bare legs and Sam reached a hand to his groin probing. Exactly where he expected, his fingers touched the tight lips of his virgin pussy.

Sam nodded his head against the glass. “Yes, sir.” Sam rose to the desk and leaned over it directing his ass towards the commanding man.

Blake glanced at it holding Sam’s ass cheeks wide with his hands. “Just a little warming lubricant.” He rubbed the KY jelly along his dick and pressed two of his fingers against Sam’s pussy. He grinned, “It seems your already wet.” Sam’s nipples hardened against the glass desk and he stared at the floor waiting for penetration.

“You look really tight is this your first time,” Mr. Nord spoke in a very hopeful voice.

Sam nodded his head and glanced back at the smiling Mr. Nord. Blake said pressing the tip of his cock against Sam’s labia. An eager grin faded and Mr. Nord ran his dick up and down along the soft wet lips. Lubricant dripped down his dick landing on his balls. It pooled on the carpet below him. The head of the cock entered Sam’s pussy pressing the soft flesh apart. Sam winced breathing short quick breaths trying to maintain composure. Blake pressed forward each time that Sam’s breathing normalized until his entire shaft rested inside Sam. Blake pressed in and out to a slow cadence. Same pressed firmly into the glass desk and he held his hands at the edge holding himself in place.

The firm cock slid back and forth along Sam’s vagina filling him with pleasure that curled his toes. Sam’s insides coiled and twisted with pleasure.

Blake whispered, “You’re my little bitch now. I’m going to fuck you every day at work.” Sam nodded breathing slowly enjoying the pain and attention. Blake rammed his cock hard into Sam’s pussy. The force sent him rocking against the glass atop the desk. Sam stared at the ground enjoying this moment more than he ever enjoyed sex with his girlfriend.

“Take my cock,” Blake groaned and Sam expected an eruption of cum, but he slowed the pace regaining control of his ejaculation.

“I want you to start Monday and I want your next skirt shorter than this one,” he leaned down and pulled on the white bra strap snapping it back into place against Sam’s skin. Blake leaned forward gripping the table with both hands. His hips rocked with intense speed sliding in and out. Sam let out a moan as the forceful thrusts smashed his small breasts against the desk.

“Oh God. Fuck,” Sam groaned as intense warmth spread from his vagina throughout his body.

“You like that?” he asked groaning. Eyes closed, he leaned his head back facing the ceiling. Flesh slapped flesh and the sounds of their sex echoed through the room.

“Fuck it hurts, but I love it.” Sam felt beautiful and appreciated in a way he never had before.

Blake groaned flexing his ass cheeks. “Take my cum,” he surged forward into Sam and burst a stream of cum.

“Oh Mr. Nord, fuck me,” Sam groaned his hair askew all over the desk. Blake rammed into his pussy filling it with cum.

Blake pulled his cock from Sam’s vagina and shivered. In a soft voice, he said in Sam’s ear, “You’re hired.”

“Thank you, sir,” Sam said looking up at the tall man. His dimples drew Sam’s attention, and he felt ready for another round of sex. He stood from the glass desk and felt cum slowly dripping down his pussy spilling onto his thighs.

Blake pulled up his pants and glanced at the clock on the wall. “You’re welcome. Monday, I want you in sexier panties.” He adjusted his wrinkled white shirt.

“What?” Sam’s eyes widened. Dressing as a woman every day could be an exciting new adventure. He liked feeling beautiful and wanted, but he was a guy and loved his girlfriend. Could he consider himself a man without a penis? Sam wondered what caused this or how long it would last.

“You heard me, Sam,” Blake smiled walking towards his chair and stack of papers.

“Yes sir,” Sam answered. He wanted to fuck this man again, and if he had to dress as a woman to do it, then so be it. Sam pulled on his pencil skirt and blouse. Checking himself in the camera on his phone he adjusted the blouse and ran his fingers through his hair to make it look less askew.

Blake pressed a button on his phone and dialed the secretary, “Hey Jane can you draw up the new hire paperwork. Sam here is going to join the team.” Sam could not hear the other end of the line, but Blake added, “Thanks, I’ll send her your way shorty.” Blake offered one last dimpled smile to Sam “I’ll see you first thing Monday morning.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” Sam smiled.


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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