

Thurman Marshall woke up with a pounding headache. Did he have too much to drink last night, or was it the fact that he had been pounded the night before? Anderson, the assistant that he had so much disdain for knocked on the door to his room.

“Go away you twat,” shouted Thurman, throwing a pillow at the closed door. “Can’t you tell when somebody is sleeping?”

“Sir, it is one in the afternoon. I wish I could let you sleep further, but that simple will not do. If you are late to this event tonight, both of our jobs could in in jeopardy.

Thurman paused and looked in the mirror. He had his dick back! He looked normal again.

There was no longer the giant breasts where his chest was and his balls rested in comfort against his legs. Thurman sighed a big sigh of relief. It had all been some sort of weird and strange dream. He had never actually been a woman. That was impossible.

Anderson knocked again. “Sir, I must insist, please let me in so that I can prepare you for the event tonight. If the dignitaries of Africa find that you stood them up again, are relationship will be strained again.

Thurman rolled his eyes. The PR people would have some heads roll once he got back from the the Cape of Africa. It was one thing to have him appear at a couple of events, snap the pictures, and then he would get sent back on the next flight to the US. Once they had all the photos they needed, have some SEO writer tag the thing correctly so it would rise in the rankings and everybody could see what a good person he was.

Instead of doing things in an intelligent manner, it seemed the PR firm decided that he would need to make a tour de force PR spree for the whole of the continent. Thurman didn’t have the time or patience to spend on this crap. There was a company to run, and many of the board members seemed to forget that.

Walking on unsteady legs, but happy to feel a cock between his legs, Thurman treaded lightly over to the door. Anderson was there smiling which triggered some sort of strange memory in Thurman.

“Anderson...last night...did we?”

“Did we have sex sir? Of course, your body was too delectable to resist. I am sure you didn’t mind. From what I remember, the witch doctor told you to collect the semen of three different men to change back. For quite a bit there, I am not sure you wanted to change back. You seemed quite happy to be a woman and take a pounding from a lot of different guys.”

Thurman wrinkled up his nose. It took him several moments to realize that Anderson was telling the truth. It had not all been a crazy dream. He had in fact slept with an underling, and apparently, a few strangers here in Africa as well.

“This is total shit Anderson,” shouted Thurman looking down at the tray presented to him.

“I am sure this is total shit sir,” said Anderson with a grin. “Still though, you need to keep up your strength. The people over you, the handlers as you call them, well, they explained that if I don’t get you to this damn dinner tonight, the next person to be let go is me. You are going to that dinner, and you are going to be gracious and kind for the whole thing.”

Thurman crossed his arms in front of him, his taut face soured by a frown that pulled his mouth down into an arc. “Why would I care about your job Anderson?”

“First of you, we slept together.”

“Nobody will believe you,” said Thurman with no tremor in his voice. “You expect me to think that you have leverage now because we fucked while I was a woman?”

Anderson shrugged. “Perhaps there is footage of the night, including you transforming into a woman and loving some black dick inside of you. Not saying it is gay, but you didn’t really need to be convinced to fuck a man.”

Thurman seethed because he knew that Anderson was correct. If there really was footage that showed the transformation due to the witch doctor, that could ruin his career. This little bitch was pushing all his buttons.

“I am not trying to be a dick sir, but you need to head to this event tonight. We are not going to negotiate on that.”

Thurman sighed and nodded, grabbing the food tray from his subordinate. Anderson had him in check. If he didn’t go to all these stupid events, it might come out that he had turned into a woman and loved every thrust and speck of cum that he savored from those black dicks.

He had never considered himself a homosexual, but now, Thurman had to admit, he kind of desired to be transformed again, his cock shrinking and turning into a wet pussy. His chest expanding outward to form giant, dangling tits. He was older, and sex was becoming more boring with each passing year. When he was switched over into the body of a woman, everything was new and exciting.

There was no way he could ever let Anderson know that he enjoyed the romp on the other side. Anderson was so cut throat in the company, he would use that fact as leverage against him later. Instead, he had to pretend he hated the idea of being a woman.

“Can I eat my breakfast in peace?” said Thurman as he brought the food over to his bed. “At the very least, you can afford to let me off the leash long enough so that I can enjoy this food and not worry about you hovering over me like a mom that is making her child eat all the veggies on the plate.”

Anderson grimaced at the analogy. “Really, you think I want to be here? The PR campaign sucks for me too, and you think I like riding you.”

Thurman chuckled and knocked back some orange juice while spreading jam over toast. “I don’t think you would mind riding me under some circumstances.”

There was a pause as both men looked at each other and then looked away. The event with the witch doctor was a unique situation that would never be repeated. Neither one of them had to worry about Thurman turning into a woman again, because the witch doctor with his curse was long gone and far away now.

Thurman finished up with his food in record time, trying to order a double shot of whiskey from room service before Anderson pushed him into the bathroom.

“Get shaved and presentable before you fucking start drinking old man. You are crazy to think I would let you get away with that crap.”

The bitter older man rummaged through the cupboards, finally finding the shaving cream stuffed behind towels and washcloths. He began to go over his face with a badger brush, getting things lathered up and ready for a closer shave. Thurman was old school when he did his shave, using a safety razor that gave him that close finish that he enjoyed.

When he got done shaving, he went to put his shaving supplies back, and was surprised to find a few extra bottles down in the cupboard area. Pulling them out, he examined the labels. One of them was conditioner and the other was blonde hair dye. It seemed that the person that had this hotel room before decided to dye their hair while they were taking their trip through Africa.

The instructions on the hair dye were surprisingly simple. Thurman was getting older and regretted how his hair looked now. Perhaps a little color was in order. Applying the chemicals to his hair, Thurman washed up with the rest of his body while the dye took hold on his roots.

It felt so nice to have his cock back. At first, he thought the witch doctor incident was just a crazy dream. When it became obvious it wasn’t, Thurman was even more grateful that he finally had his cock back.

Being a woman would be horrible, constantly being second guessed and struggling twice as hard to rise in the ranks of a corporation. Thurman Marshall the Third had no idea why anybody would ever accept being a woman if they could make the decision.

Still though. There was something to that feeling of femininity. The big and bouncing breasts. The hot crotch that was just made to accept thick sausage. Having a clit was pretty fun as well and much more sensitive than having a dick. The rich older man felt the social standing of women was repugnant, especially in Africa, but from a sexual perspective, it was quite nice having so many choices.

The dye for his hair finally completed the process of changing him into a blonde. Thurman liked the new look. The blonde hair made him look twenty years younger and more virile. At the multiple galas and stupid events he had to go to, he would be looking much better.

Stepping out of the bathroom, his assistant in this mess took a step back when the new hair color was spotted.

“I didn’t think you were the type to go blonde sir.”

“Makes me look younger which is what I am after to be honest. No sense in going to these insipid events looking drab.”

“That is very right sir. Glad you are getting more into the mood.”

Thurman sighed and checked his watch. Only an hour before they had to be there and traffic in this part of Africa was dreadful. He switched into an elite looking suit while fluffing up his new hair and admiring his physique in the mirror. Anderson also seemed to be checking him out in the mirror. Was it possible Anderson was gay, or was this just residual lust from the time that Thurman had become female?

Both men left the hotel, getting into the Phantom that had pulled up to the curb. Thurman smiled and ran his fingers over the leather, enjoying the way it felt under his touch. He cleared his throat when the driver seemed to tarry and not gun it away from the expansive hotel.

“Get us to the gala event in the next twenty minutes, and that will be an extra hundred for your trouble driver.”

“Sir, I would love to help you, but that is just not possible. The roads are clogged and crazy.”

Thurman thrust money into the face of the driver. “Get us there in twenty and make it three hundred.”

The car bucked and squealed as they crawled up onto the sidewalk and began to rumble past roadside vendors and fruit merchants. People scrambled out of the way of the Phantom as it passed by the long line of traffic in front of them.

Thurman laughed and tossed the money onto the seat for the passenger. He didn’t really care if this man got them to the event in the next twenty minutes. After all, it didn’t start for an hour. Thurman enjoyed watching what people would do for money. It entertained him which was something money could not always buy.

They pulled up to the event in a cloud of brake dust and smoke. The driver anxiously looked around to see if anybody would report him for reckless driving. Thurman threw down a few extra bills for his trouble and exited the vehicle with a grin. This event might be more fun than he thought.

Inside, Thurman broke away from his partner and went straight for the bar, the best way to get through an event that was going to be boring and tedious. A beautiful woman with straight, black hair and a dark complexion greeted him as he made himself comfortable at the bar.

“Not everyday we are graced with looks and stature of somebody like you,” said the woman, a sly smile on her face.

Thurman smiled back, more than ready to engage in a one night stand if that was what she was looking for. She pushed an olive around in her drink with a toothpick, trying to think of what to say next.

“Great event isn’t it?” said Thurman, eager to keep the conversation going. She grinned back at him.

“Of course. Just wish I had a few more olives for this dirty martini.” She extended a hand. “Rude of me not to explain I am running this event. Kali is my name.” Thurman took her hand, kissing her dark skin and feeling enchanted by her eyes.

‘Thurman,” he said in a calm and measured tone. He felt something change inside of him, a tingle going through his whole body as he enjoyed the feeling of being desired.

“Let me head into the kitchen and I will be sure to retrieve whatever you need.”

He headed off, confident in his chances of scoring tonight, even though a few people were giving him odd looks now. When he got to the kitchen, Thurman realized he had boobs. Very big boobs. You could call them milk bags, tits, or breasts, it didn’t really matter.

A quick check of his nuts and cock revealed what he dreaded. The curse was taking hold again, this time, just as he was about to try and make it with this beautiful woman. Thurman gazed down, feeling the two huge weights hanging down off his chest and drawing him down to the floor of the kitchen. His tits felt so heavy on his body.

When he looked down at them closely, they seemed to still be expanding as people watched him in awe. Without even being concerned with what people around him would think, Thurman thrust his hand down into his pants and rubbed up against his pussy.

Swearing under his breath, he pulled his hand back. It was wet with lust. Female lust. He was once again the owner of a soft, very wet pussy all over again. There was a small rush of fear that ran through him. What if he was trapped this way?

There was no time to care about the gender switch. A man was approaching who seemed to be in charge and he was pissed.

“I hire you for one night and you have your hand down your pants, feeling your own pussy up? I should have you fired on the spot you white, blonde bimbo.”

Thurman looked up in shock. Who did this guy think he was? The name tag read Mr. Odewalla and right now, the older black man looked frustrated that Thurman wasn’t taking the job seriously.

“Dumb white girl. You dare to disrespect like this?”

Thurman wanted to get into his face when he realized that he couldn’t reveal he was a woman. There would be too much shame. He had to go along with whatever this guy said to keep his secret.

“To my office now,” ordered Mr. Odewalla.

Thurman followed, still wearing the very oversized suit that didn’t fit his new, female and blonde form. As soon as he was in the office, Odewalla snapped his fingers. “Get that stupid outfit off. Doesn’t fit you.”

He tossed down a maid outfit.

“This is what the help wears.”

Thurman began to undress in front of the older, black man, his cheeks turning red. When Odewalla saw he was not wearing a bra with such large breasts, he told her that she was quite slutty and looking for black cock.

Thurman licked his lips, anticipating another round of big, black dick. If he was going to risk being stuck as a woman, he might as well enjoy the ride. In this case, the ride was long and black. Odewalla on the other hand was not impressed with the fact that Thurman was sporting a full bush of pubic hair.

“Have you ever heard of a razor woman?” complained the black manager, calling in an assistant to get Thurman primped and ready for fucking. The assistant was a lowly worker that took out an electric razor and promptly began to shave the groin area on Thurman. He had to admit, it did look terrible on his blonde, feminine body to be displaying so much pubic hair. The issue was, before he transformed, it was totally normal for a guy not to do his pubic bush. Odewalla was getting turned on by both transformations now.

The assistant shook her head when she saw that Thurman also had chipped and worn down nails that were plain with nothing to make him look more fem. After his new pussy was nice and shaved, she quickly painted his nails red, giving him a hint of red lipstick and making his cheeks slightly rosy. The assistant stood back and admired the work, even though she knew that soon this lipstick would probably be smeared all over monster dick soon.

She held up a mirror for Thurman and Odewall smiled. “Now you look more like a woman you white slut. You walk around my place of business feeling your crotch and expect me to pay you. The help these days, I can’t even deal with it.”

Thurman liked the way he looked in the mirror. As a man, he found that he was enjoying checking himself out. His very appearance was turning him on. Odewalla also liked the way Thurman looked now and dismissed the assistant who slinked out.

Thurman finished putting on the maid outfit, even though he didn’t think he was going to be doing much cleaning in it now. More than likely, he would be getting dirty into this cute maid ensemble. So this was what the help was wearing here...

Odewalla rubbed his hands together, eager to get his hands on a rare blonde white woman, a special treat in this part of Africa. “Very cute honey. Are you married?”

“No sir.”

“Even better,” said Odewalla reaching down and grabbing himself through his dress slacks. “Just looking at you gives me an instant erection my dear. Why don’t you bend that cute ass over my desk and lift up the maid skirt. I think I can overlook what you did if we can both be friends.”

Thurman did as he was ordered, leaning over the broad desk and feeling the cold surface against his massive tits. There was the sound of a zipper coming down and then the black business owner had the maid skirt pushed up while he began to rub the head of his black dick all over the smooth, white ass in front of him.

The sound of the door opening could be heard clearly and at least a few more people entered into the room. “They did a good job shaving this slut,” said a new voice. “She is quite aroused now,” said another voice.

Thurman felt fingers tracing the outline of his soaked slit, feeling him up and squeezing his pussy lips. Right now, he was dripping with the excitement of taking on several BBCs. Thick fingers entered his cunt and found the inner workings to be slippery and smooth with arousal. It was obvious that Thurman wanted more than just a pussy tease.

A large, black man rounded the table and stroked his pretty blonde hair, kissing Thurman and rubbing the rosy cheeks he saw while fingers now rubbed at Thurman’s erect and exposed clitoris. Thurman could feel an orgasm building up inside of him already, and he had not even taken his first dick yet.

Odewalla wiped off his wet fingers on the thick ass of Thurman and placed the head of his big, black dick at the small opening that Thurman had just developed. Thurman was pretty much a virgin, his pussy brand new and unfucked. This would be a tight fit.

“Spread that ass for me honey,” said Odewalla as he began to insert himself into the shaking white woman. “Let me see that pink asshole that looks so cute on all you little, white girls.”

Thurman did as he was told, hoping to get a finger or two in the ass so he could experience that as he got fucked. The big, black penis began to spread open his tight hole, pushing into his body, and slowly sliding up into his vaginal canal.

The pressure of the black cock on the brand new white pussy was intense. Thurman shifted around in discomfort. Maybe he should have had a few white guys spread open his tiny cunt before taking on a gang of monster cocks. He groaned, feeling the dick go in deeper, while the pants in front of him hit the floor and he felt fingers opening his mouth, checking his tongue and making him suck on a big, black thumb.


A few drips of arousal squirted out of his pussy as the black dick in his hot box continued to push higher in the tight, white vagina. Thurman felt somebody reach down and spread his pussy out so they could see every detail of him getting fucked over this desk. 

In an attempt to make the cock inside of him feel better, he squeezed down with his pussy, trying to give more pleasure to the cock that was pleasuring him. His small tunnel gripped down hard, despite how wet it was in the love cavern.

Odewalla growled with animal passion, seized with lust as Thurman used kegels to massage his prick. It made him shove even more of his length into Thurman.

“You have some tricks then white whore. Good for you. Continue to squeeze my black snake then slut. I will make you work for this cum that you so desperately want.”

Thurman didn’t respond. He was still watching the giant, black dick in front of him unfolding in almost comical and cartoon like proportions. This cock was so long, it almost hit the guys knee while soft. It just kept going like a long hose.

“Open darling,” he heard above his and felt the black hose press in on his painted lips. The lipstick on his lips began to smear as the black dick began to enter into the hot mouth that was now the perfect place to put a prick.

Thurman felt the cock getting harder in his mouth and he smiled around the three inches that were currently opening his mouth wide. He never thought that he would like tasting cock this much, but the flavor was strong and delicious like fresh brewed coffee jolting him awake. The black guy fucking his mouth grinned and grabbed the back Thurman’s head, riding those tightly compressed lips like a pro and pulling on those long, blonde strands.

His pussy continued to grip down hard on the intruding cock at regular intervals, soaking up all the pre-jizz that was getting deposited inside of him.

“Got to stretch that pussy out nice and good honey,” said Odewalla as he held onto the changed man’s hips and started to make circles with his hips so that his length would hit every part of the pussy he was fucking.

Thurman had totally forgotten about the third guy until he felt fingers brushing up against his ultra tight butthole. He took a big gulp when he realized they were going to do some sort of triple penetration. When Thurman swallowed hard, the guy fucking his mouth groaned and moved his cock in deeper, trying to have Thurman deepthroat when he had so little experience giving blowjobs.

His ass clenched up as something began to push up against it. Thurman didn’t know if he was ready for all this, as hands continued to rub all over him, feeling his breasts, squeezing his ass and pulling his head in hard to fit as much dick into his throat as possible.

The thick, dark, and long kielbasa sausage in his mouth was gigantic and no matter how much suction Thurman provided the large man, it was never enough. He kept pushing in more dick to that point that the new found woman felt like it would never end as it kept pressing against his tight throat.

Pictures were being taken now and somebody slapped a white ass cheek hard. Thurman bucked from the blow, accidentally sending a few inches of something solid up his rectum. It felt like a sex toy was going in his ass, but there was no way to tell. He didn’t really get fucked with dildos before, so this was all new to him.

Odewalla also sank deeper into his molten core, flexing his dick and grabbing the base and squeezing to avoid coming in the beautiful woman right away.

“You are just pulling the cum right from my big, black balls honey,” crooned Odewalla into his ear. “You know what you do to a man like me waving these huge tits around? I can’t resist you and then I need to fuck you hard. You did this parading around here with a hand down your pants like the whore you are.”

Thurman felt several more inches of black dick added to the eight inches already inside of his tiny pussy, pushing the limits of his pink walls and making it feel like he might burst from the sensation inside. The triple penetration was bending his mind, taking the newbie from all angles and creating a orgasm deep inside of Thurman that would be better and stronger than anything felt before.

In a sense, Thurman felt like this was payback for all the terrible things he had done in his life. That could not be what was happening though, because he was all too willing to get plowed in all holes. His cheeks bulged out as the first spurt of jizz hit his tongue and made his whole mouth swell up with semen.

In a rush, Thurman swallowed everything dumping into his mouth, not even thinking as the black guy drained his balls into his sweet mouth. The taste was strong which turned on Thurman even more, the dick slipping out with a loud “pop” as the suction of his lips were yanked over the slowly shrinking member.

Odewalla saw his opportunity and took it, sticking his slimy tool in Thurman’s mouth and having the new girl taste his sweet cunt. Thurman licked it all over, even extending out his tongue when Odewalla went deep in his mouth so that he could tongue at the nuts as well while he swallowed dick. The guy playing with Thurman’s tight ass was no longer blocked by anybody, and replaced the toy with his real cock, sliding right into the already well stretched orifice.

He started going faster, deeper, and harder with free access to Thurman’s cute ass. Each thrust pushed Thurman hard against the table and he loved the way he felt so used and dirty. The desk began squeak with a rhythm as strong hips bounced off of his white ass cheeks in a harmony of grunts and groans.

Thurman found he could no longer hold back as places in his ass were touched for the first time and he started to spray out girl jizz from his cunt like a sprinkler watering the lawn. Spasms ran through the whole length of his shivering body, jerking and twitching with each wave of intense pleasure the blinded him temporarily.

The orgasm didn’t seem to phase the guy bucking into the backdoor as he grabbed onto the set of ample hips in front of him and used them to pound harder, Thurman squealed like a little girl with huge cock still stuffed in his mouth which turned on Odewalla to the point he started to pump black jizz right into the belly of his new favorite white girl.

A combined taste of jizz and pussy flowed freely in his mouth now as Odewalla pulled away only after his nuts were totally empty, shooting so many white strings of stickiness in his help girl. The last guy that was reaming out her anal highway rocked with a strong rhythm, trying to go as deep as possible while bouncing off the thick, white ass cheeks that pressed down on his black meat.

Thurman was careful to swallow every last drop of jizz he was fed, showing the utmost respect for semen as he mentally prepared for the white flood that would soon invade his ass. He didn’t have to wait long as the strong man scratched his back in a mind rending climax that left him breathless and Thurman’s butt so full, semen was gushing out of it before the guy even stopped hosing down the inside of his white girl ass with white batter.

It felt good to be used thoroughly in all three holes. Thurman could not have asked for a better end to the day, and it beat the boring meetings most of these events had. Just as he started to pull his panties back up around his milky hips, Odewalla surprised him.

“You can pull those panties back on girl, but just know, your services are still needed. You think we used you hard? The rich people that attend these things have tastes that would shock you and you are just the right type for them. Cock hungry and thirsty for the cum.”

It wasn’t over yet. In fact, it seemed that things were just getting started at this party.

TO BE CONTINUED

Want even more Gender Swap action? Find out what happens when a jock is turned into a beautiful girl and then goes after half the football team for their hot cocks!

https://www.amazon.com/Gender-Swap-Jock-Collection-Feminization-ebook/dp/B082S1BMDK/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=gender+swap+jock&qid=1577038489&sr=8-1
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