

Gender Swap in Africa 1

Thurman Marshall the Third was not a patient man and he felt that little bit he had in him beginning to slip. This would be the end of him. He had already been kicked off several flights in the past for improper behavior. More than a few airlines had banned him entirely from using their services. It was always the same story. One of the attendants would say something stupid and he would have to put them in their place. 


Even now, he could feel his anger rising. The flight over to Africa took well over 12 hours and he felt like his legs were cramping up. Even in the first class section, there never seemed to be enough legroom or drinks to make the long flight tolerable.


Thurman would have chartered his own plane, but that would ruin the optics of this event. He was expected to arrive with the rest of the team, bright eyed and full of wonder at the splendor that Africa provided. It was all for the PR machine. If his agent never begged him to do this, Thurman had to admit to himself, he would never have put himself out there like this.


That circled back to the original issue. The ditzy blonde attendant that was hovering over him had overstayed her welcome. He turned over and looked up at her with a steely eyed gaze.


“I don’t recall asking for another drink. Can I help you with something?”


The tone from Thurman was so biting and caustic, the attendant recoiled from his reaction, but it was her job to settle disputes so she stayed.


“I understand you didn’t ask for another drink sir, but it seems that we have had more than one complaint from the other passengers that are in close proximity to you.”


Thurman was bowled over by the accusation and took immediate offense. He took offense to most things and this wasn’t going to be the exception.


“Who complained about me?” Thurman demanded, shifting around in his seat to give a death stare to a wizened old woman behind him that was reading a cooking magazine. 


The attendant held up her hands as if to defend herself. 


“Sir, I can assure you that we receive complaints all the time. It is not a huge issue. People were just concerned with how many drinks you ordered. You seem to be…quite loud.”


Thurman grit his teeth and began to stand up, but thought better of it. He didn’t want to get kicked off yet another flight and they were almost at their destination. Thurman rolled his eyes and tried to remain calm as he addressed the attendant next.


“I am sorry to hear that some people have found that I am annoying them.” Thurman was going to continue, but he was quickly interrupted as the attendant leaned in and lowered her voice.


“It was only just a few people around you sir. I am sure if you keep your voice down, they won’t complain further and we can all enjoy this ride. We will be touching down in just under an hour.”


When Thurman responded to her, he found that he hissed the words like a knife being taken to a tire. 


“If you could keep the people around me from babbling about inane things for the whole ride, I wouldn’t need to drink so much.”


The attendant seemed surprised that somebody would speak to her in such an abrupt and rude manner. Thurman didn’t care though as that look of discomfort and disgust spread across her face. He paid good money to secure a place on this craft where he could relax and get ready for the next week of difficult and tedious work.


Thurman thought about pressing her further with a real tongue lashing but thought better of it. If he caused enough of a commotion on this flight, he could get banned from yet another major airline. It was such a hassle just to get this flight short notice that he held back.


Digging into his pocket, Thurman shoved a hundred dollars at the attendant with a scowl still marking his face.


“Make sure that the people around me keep it down and keep the drinks flowing. If you can just keep me happy until we touch down, I will tip you another hundred.”


The attendant had her eyes go wide as she saw the large tip. She quietly swept the money away into her pocket and looked around to see if anybody was watching her.


In a low and careful voice, she told Thurman that he wouldn’t have anymore distractions. Thurman smiled and pulled up his agenda on his laptop. 


“Make sure you ignore the fact I will not be shutting down my laptop while we are descending. Those rules apply to other people and not the people in my entourage.”


The attendant nodded quickly and scurried away, anxious to get back to her duties. Thurman still had a smile stretched across his face as she vacated the area. It was funny to him how money could suddenly make all of his issues go away. Well, most of his issues.
  

A look at his agenda here in Africa told a tale of long hours and tedium that might put him under. At ten in the morning there was going to an opening ceremony that was done in their honor along with a traditional breakfast. If he drank enough the night before, the buzz might last long enough to get him through the traditional breakfast.


Thurman’s attention was drawn away from the agenda as the plane banked hard and started to descend. A voice came on over the intercom system, the low and gravelly voice of the pilot cutting through the din from the back of the plane.


“We arrived a little early due to excellent weather here by the Cape. I hope that all of you enjoy your stay and the current time is 7:30 at night if any of you need to adjust your clocks.”


Thurman chuckled and shook his head. The jet lag that was coming almost skipped his mind. He was really going to be a wreck for this trip. It was prudent to hit the bar early with the rest of the team so that he could try and pass out in his hotel room. Right now, he still felt wired and anxious from being surrounded by so many peons. Someone behind him bumped into his chair and he had to resist the urge to spin around and really open up on them. It was hard enough to get this flight last minute. One more outburst from him and his own company might drop him just to placate the sea of service people that lay in his wake.


Another quick swig from his drink and it was gone. The warmth and the effect of the alcohol slowly easing his nerves. The plane bumped a few times as the wheels set down and the plane eased to a halt. Thurman didn’t wait for the plane to stop moving to grab his bag from the overhead and rush for the exit. A few people were in front of him and they both received dirty looks to let them know that they were in the wrong for causing Thurman to stay on this flight even one second longer than he had to be.


He bolted out of the door as soon as the opportunity presented itself, moving onto solid ground and the busy airport that bustled with energy and strange sounds. Groups of people held up iPads with various names and organizations, trying to find the people that they were looking to pick up. 


Thurman finally found the name of his organization and motioned to his small team behind him to join him.


“Sir, you got off that plane so fast, I thought that it might be on fire.”


Thurman shook his head and brushed off the stupid comment from Anderson. Anderson had several more decades to go with the company before he could understand why he didn’t want to spend anymore time on that godforsaken plane. Once you had done this close to five hundred times, the novelty was completely gone and only the inconveniences remained. 
  

Thurman waited until his team clustered around him and then they made their way out of the airport, heading straight for the waiting luxury vehicle. It was a Phantom and the interior had been cleaned meticulously. Everyone in the area studied them as they got into a car that was worth more than what ten commoners could earn in their collective lifetimes. 


The leather seating conformed to every curve of his body and Thurman already felt his blood pressure starting to decrease. Management had fought him on the rental, citing the obscene cost to even rent a luxury car of this caliber. Thurman shot down all of their objections and told them flat out if they wanted the best in the business, they were going to pay through the nose. They finally accepted his offer and even wavered on the fact that he wanted a fully stocked bar inside with ice ready to go.


A little vodka dumped out on his hand as Thurman poured himself yet another drink that night. Even though their luxury vehicle commanded a high price tag, that didn’t mean they could also find a driver in this small backwater country to drive the roads correctly.


The glass divider slowly lowered and a very gracious and self-effacing man appeared, his clothing modest and lowly in comparison to all the Americans that he was currently driving through his streets.


“So sorry for that last bump sir. These roads are not like the ones you are used to back home I am sure.”


Thurman had to bite his tongue to avoid biting the man’s head off. Did he have any concept of how much this vehicle cost? Just the wheels alone were equal to his annual salary. Thurman’s associates all looked uncomfortable as the car continued to jostle back and forth. They knew if the driver didn’t straighten out his driving in the next couple of moments, there was going to be hell to pay. 


The vehicle shook and bounced, the impatience growing on Thurman’s face as he tried to restrain himself and pour another drink.


“How long before we get to the hotel?” barked Thurman to anybody that would answer him. Anderson was the first to step in and whip out his phone to access the GPS.


“We should be pulling in at roughly fifteen past the hour. According to this, the hotel is just five minutes away if traffic holds.”


Thurman bit down on his tongue as the car took another unexpected jump and hit a pothole that was the size of a basketball. Blood slowly began to pool in his mouth and Thurman was seized by an immediate urge to the throw the driver out of the vehicle so that he could take over. Anderson saw the look and put out his hand to try and stay the anger that was only seconds away from bubbling over.
  

“Sir, please, before you do something that you regret, we can just get out here and walk the rest. I know at this point, we will probably get there faster.”


Thurman was already on his way out, slamming the car door behind him. 


“You are sure as hell right this time Anderson,” said Thurman as he grabbed the bottle of vodka and brought it along with him. “There is no way that I stick around just to watch this beautiful machine get destroyed by the haphazard  streets and driving that could be better accomplished by a blind nun.”


Anderson chuckled under his breath and motioned for the remaining employees in the vehicle to stay with it.


“Make sure that this is returned right away. Mr. Marshall and I will find our own way to the hotel.”


The employees that they were leaving behind seemed hesitant to take the responsibility for something that was largely out of the their control. Anderson shook his head and pointed at the driver.


“I suggest you relieve him of duty first of all. Meet us back at the hotel and don’t delay anything. If we let this slow us down, the whole schedule is going to be screwed.”


Anderson slammed the car door to make it clear that the matter was settled and that they better come through for him. Thurman was already charging ahead, brushing past people and insulting street side vendors. Anderson rolled his eyes and rushed to keep up. This was going to be a long night.


Thurman was guzzling the strong and burn inducing vodka straight from the bottle as he marched through the crowded streets and pushed people out of his way. As he walked and drank, he became more surly and sure of himself. It wasn’t until he ran out of liquor that he stopped to look around for Anderson.


Fortunately, Anderson was just a couple beats behind him, pulling up the rear and apologizing to everybody that felt accosted by the senior member of the team. Thurman jabbed a thick finger into his chest.


“We need more booze Anderson. I am not going back to the hotel empty handed.”


Anderson nodded toward a nearby bar that was sporting bright lights and a funky name.


“How about the Witch Doctor House over there? Might be good for a few laughs.”


Thurman grunted in response and made a beeline for the building, pushing people out of the way if they dared to move in front of him. Inside the bright, one story, people milled about by the bar, but none of them seemed to take any interest in the vibrant old witch doctor that sat in the dark corner of the bar, fiddling with various charms and dolls.


Thurman wanted a drink as soon as possible, but he couldn’t help but pause as he surveyed the old witch doctor in the corner.


Tapping Anderson, he pointed out at a strange sight. “You ever see anything like this guy before? Does he really think he has any power?”


Anderson shrugged. “Ask him. I don’t know if they practice any real medicine. Probably just a cultural thing.” As soon as Anderson said that, he regretted his choice of words. Before he could take it back, Thurman was already next to the mysterious witch doctor.


“Listen, I need you to cast a spell on my ex-wife,” said Thurman, pulling up a chair next to the witch doctor. The brightly dressed witch doctor didn’t acknowledge the company except for just a simple nod and a few words.


“You don’t have need of my help. Be on your way,” said the witch doctor as he continued to busy his hands with a doll he was constructing of straw and stray fabric.


Thurman wasn’t one to be disrespected once he started drinking. He smirked and jabbed a finger into the doll that the witch doctor was building. 


“You think this really works? You people are more backwards than I thought.”


The witch doctor didn’t miss a beat as he snatched a long, black hair from Thurman’s head. Thurman yelped and grabbed at his head, surprised that somebody had the nerve to stand up to him. The commotion had attracted the attention of several men in the bar, their dark skin shiny with sweat under the flickering lights of the bar. The witch doctor folded in his bottom lip as he used the hair from Thurman to entwine and hold together his straw doll.


Thurman was pissed that somebody was finally standing up to him. As a bully, he enjoyed the place of power, not having hair stripped from him in some strange bar that catered to the backwater residents. He reached for the witch doctor who quickly put the doll in between them. Thurman felt his fingers brush up against the doll and immediately grasped at his chest, twinges of pain running through him.


The witch doctor smiled as Thurman looked around in surprise. “Still all just mumbo jumbo rude American?” The witch doctor continued smiling as he built a small phallic mound on the dolls crotch.
  

“How the hell did you do that?” growled Thurman, angry that he was forced to respect somebody that he considered beneath him. 


“I wouldn’t be concerned with that sir. You have more pressing things to deal with now.” With that, the witch doctor gave the doll’s dick a little twist, pulling it off. With a grin, the diabolical doctor added hair to the top of it’s head. Thurman gasped and grabbed at his crotch.


“My dick. It is gone.”


The witch doctor chittered happily as he put the final finishing touches on his voodoo doll. “Not only is your dick gone Thurman, you have a pussy now, you pussy. It will go well with your long and beautiful hair.”


“What the hell are –“ Thurman reached up and felt at his head. The witch doctor was right. He was turning into a woman in front of everybody. The witch doctor cackled and pointed at his chest.


“You have quite the chest on you now. I am a bit jealous I won’t be sampling your joys tonight. I will leave that up to the rest of the bar though. This should be quite the spectacle you disrespectful bastard.”


Thurman felt as his crotch just to make sure his dick really was missing. His jaw dropped as he felt pussy lips where his big, swinging cock used to reside. Several large men from the bar surrounded him now and some even offered him their drinks.


“What is going on here?” shouted Thurman. He was shocked to find that his voice was now very feminine and high pitched. Normally, he could bark out orders to his underlings and expect results. Now, he voice sounded so girly and underpowered. 


The witch doctor watched him with careful eyes and nodded knowingly. 


“You see Thurman, or should I say Mrs. Marshall, the men in this bar love white women. We don’t get many of them at all. Here in this part of the world, white women are valued and treated quite well. You see, for all of these large men, it is their highest goal to bed one. Very exotic!”


Thurman screeched, his voice going even higher. ‘I don’t want to sleep with any of you filthy cretins.”


The witch doctor just shook his head and gestured to the scene around them. 


“If you would like for me to reverse the process I can. First though, you will do something for me. To change you back to your original form, I need the semen of three men. If you can get that for me, I can change you back.”


Thurman started to protest as he felt a hand reach down and gently massage at his now very large chest. Another set fingers tweaked on his nipple and fingers were running through his long, silky hair.


Thurman was surprised how good it felt to be touched and stroked in this way. The female part of him started to take over. It felt nice to be wanted and stroked by all of these men. He wanted to please them, to take care of them, to take their sperm. 


He shook his head. What was going on? Why was he so turned on by the touch of these strange men? He wasn’t gay. This wasn’t like him at all. Still though, there was something exciting about being surrounded by so many men as they stared at him like a fine rump roast. 


“Anderson,” he said sweetly, “If you let anybody at our company know that this happened, I will personally fuck you into next week.” Thurman tried to say it with menace in his voice, but because he was quickly turning into a full on female, the threat came out all wrong. Anderson looked at his superior and licked his lips.


“Sir, if you are still sporting this amazing body, I will love it to see you fuck me all week long.”


Anderson placed his hand on Thurman’s shoulder. “Sir, I think you should get down on your knees for me and the rest of the men here. If you suck my dick, I think I can look past this little event and keep it between just us and every guy here.”


Thurman didn’t want to be in such a vulnerable and submissive position, but it was such a turn on to be in high demand. Several of the men that were staring him down were very good looking, with bodies that rippled with muscle from daily farm work in the hardscrabble fields.


He didn’t even notice the hard wooden floor as he was lowered down to his knees. The first man to step up for fellatio already had his prized possession in hand. He was sporting an elephant trunk sized member that hung down almost to his knees. Thurman was impressed with the man’s tool. It dwarfed his own cock back when he had one. Thurman held up the flaccid member and felt its weight. It was so heavy and seemed to be getting heavier by the moment.


“Don’t just play with it girl. If you want your male body back, you have to learn to love the cock.”


Thurman extended his lips, listening to the deep voice the boomed out above him. He gave the thick head a quick kiss, nervous that Anderson would think he was enjoying this. Anderson didn’t seem to even care as he placed his cock in Thurman’s hand and ordered him to start jacking him off.


“Jerk me off while you swallow down that monster cock sir. If you don’t take my cock next, I will make sure this video gets out to everybody in the office.”


Thurman wasn’t even paying attention to the weak attempt at blackmail. He was licking around the big, black cock that was in front of him, trying to remember what felt good when a woman licked his cock. If he was going to give every man in this bar a blowjob, he would make sure that they left satisfied. He popped the whole head into his mouth and it seemed to extend a few inches back toward his throat. The man above his groaned heartily, his fingers running through Thurman’s long and soft hair.


With a final, long, wet and juicy lick all along the bottom of the heavy shaft, Thurman decided to get down to business and start bobbing on the meat stick that was just begging to be sucked on. He tightened up his lips to make his mouth like a tight pussy, and began to flow up and down the shaft, creating a stiff seal with his soft lips and providing as much lubrication and friction as possible. The blowjob must have felt amazing because the man in front of him tightened his grip on Thurman’s hair so hard it started to hurt. 


“Suck that big cock,” came the growl from above. “I want to feel it go all the way down your throat white girl. Taste this Black Mamba.”


The dirty talk was such a turn on for Thurman. He never had women talk in such a vulgar way when he was with them. Being with men had some advantages he had never considered before. Maybe it wasn’t so bad being the center of all this delicious attention.


As soon as that thought skipped across Thurman’s mind, the huge member that he was gradually taking deeper and deeper slipped down his open throat and bore right down his air passage on a journey toward his stomach. Thurman felt his chest heave as he was introduced to a rough deepthroat for the first time, He didn’t want push away. His pussy was soaked and he loved it, but he found that both of his hands were occupied with big dicks so he couldn’t grab any ass. On the one side he was jacking off his assistant who seemed very pleased with this turn of events. On the other side, a man with a cock as thick as a hydrant was spitting into his palm to make sure Thurman’s hand was lubed up enough to jack him to completion.


“Take my big river snake all that way down that pretty throat white woman. I don’t care if you used to be a man, you are a woman now and I will show you how we please our women. Get between her legs and pleasure her in the same way she is pleasing me men.”


Thurman couldn’t look down with such a big cock bearing down on him. He had to go strictly by feel and the feeling was amazing. His thighs were slowly parted, just enough so that men could access his now wet and wild pussy but not enough to throw him off balance.


A hand stroked around his smooth cunt lips, tickling at his inner pink lips and drawing forth even more liquid to spill out onto the floor. Thurman spread out his thighs even farther, sinking down a few inches and providing better access to his wet core. It also gave the man fucking his face a better access point to fully spear into his throat.


“Yes, just like that slut. Take me all the way down like the whore you are.”


Thurman shivered as fingers roamed over his clit. He thought that a tongue on his cock head was nice, but fingers rubbing on his clit felt even better. The tiny nubbin was so sensitive that each stroke and rub sent shockwaves of electricity through his whole being. 


The hand between his legs left and Thurman twitched in surprise. He wanted more. More pleasure! More sensations on his love button. A sound of pure bliss gurgled out from his female throat as his throat got fucked thoroughly and a warm tongue hit his clit like a shock of lightning. If a hand down there was good, a wet tongue was infinitely better.


Thurman squirmed and shuddered as his throat continued to fill with thick black meat. It was surprising to him how big all of the cocks around him were. He had always heard that black men were larger, but he had no idea until it was actually sliding down his own throat and it felt like it could dip down into his stomach at any moment. 


Big and hairy testicles battered the underside of his chin over and over, a stark reminder of what was coming soon. The black balls were so full of cum, Thurman felt their weight each time they came up and smacked against his face. The pace was starting to quicken and Thurman knew the time was at hand.


The stream of cum came fast and furious and Thurman found that he was disappointed that he couldn’t taste the flow that was streaming down into his belly. When the climax started, the cock in his mouth was already buried so deep past his lips, none of it hit his tongue.


Thurman moaned in frustration, distraught that he might never get to taste the seed of man before he was reversed back to his old body. The witch doctor smiled and used his finger to swipe at a small dot of cum on Thurman’s lips, putting it onto the voodoo doll.


“You need several more loads to turn back my friend. I advise you to get busy.”


Thurman nodded, motioning for the next man in line to step up to the task. Several men were pushing each other out of the way, but it was one of the most aggressive and large men that claimed the next spot, grabbing Thurman by the chin and pulling him forward so that he could get a nice deepthroat blowjob immediately. 


While Thurman felt his throat stretching to accept the next black cock, something else was occurring to his newly discovered pussy. Someone was trying to fit their black snake into his small and virginal cunt. Thurman tried to indicate that it was too big for his brand new vagina, but his excited motions were just misinterpreted at ecstasy at the thought of finally getting penetrated. 


“The bitch loves the thought of her first black cock,” said the man that was filling his throat with thick meat. “We will give the slut her fill. Two cocks in her mouth. Who is with me?”


Thurman felt his lips stretching out even farther as the next man in line jammed another huge hunk of meat between his pretty lips. He tried to swallow down some of the excess spit in his mouth, but found that with so much black meat in his mouth, he was just drooling everywhere.


As the hard fucking from below started to commence, Thurman felt his body shake and quiver from the strain of such a huge prick. It was amazing. Better than anything he could imagine. Why had he been nervous about black dick in his love passage? The black guy that was screwing him now must have had to wrap his cock around his waist when it wasn’t hard!


Thurman felt the two dicks in his mouth rubbing together, salty surprises coming in sweet bursts that pooled on his tongue and went down his throat at times. The men laughed as some of their pre-cum came down his chin and dribbled on the floor.


“Keep your mouth closed when we fuck your pretty lips. You should be good at drinking business man”


Thurman tried to keep his lips closed, but it was impossible with the size of both shafts that were working their way deeper into his mouth. Thankfully, both men decided that they had enough of his writhing tongue and decided to give him a double load, intending to fill up his mouth so much, he would never forget the taste!


Thurman’s eyes went wide once their climaxes started to go off, a downpour of semen seeping into his mouth, filling every spot and causing his cheeks to bulge out like he was drinking right from a faucet that was left on full blast. The taste was salty and sweet as it filled all of his senses. The smell was so strong and the texture very unique as it started to drip down into his waiting stomach.


When they finally pulled away, the witch doctor stuck his fingers into Thurman’s mouth to take his own sperm samples, smearing the liquid onto the doll that represented the cranky businessman. 


Without any dicks in his mouth, Thurman could finally see who or what was screwing him from below. To his shock, he realized that it was Anderson. Anderson had a look of total pleasure stretched across his face from ear to ear as he got to finally screw his boss.


“Sir, have I ever told you how much I enjoy your company?”


“Damn it Anderson. You are taking advantage of this situation and you know it. Still, that dick you have is amazing. I never knew it was so big.”


Anderson just smiled up at his boss as he continued to plunge deep into his tight cunt and stretch out the newly formed vagina.


“Sir, not to be rude, but you have had this coming for quite awhile now. All those long nights in the office without pay, having to put up with your constant complaining and whining. This is my payment now. I have never felt a virgin cunt before. Getting to deflower you is one of the best feelings that has ever graced my cock.”


Thurman started to retort when Anderson grabbed his hips and thrust up inside of him with all of his might. The feeling was so intense and primal, having such a big prick impale his small, feminine body. Thurman cried out in shock and pleasure. The strain on his fresh pussy was intense, but so was the feeling of being full penetrated finally. 


Anderson stroked at Thurman’s clit and it started a chain reaction in his body, wracking Thurman with shockwaves of sweet, sweet bliss. Thurman shivered as his pussy convulsed and squeezed down on the shaft that was fully taking him. Anderson grunted as the pink muscles that surrounded him twitched and milked his dick, pushing him to his own climax and unleashing a torrent of milky fluid, blasting like a geyser into his superior.


Thurman took six more shots of cum in his pussy before he was pulled to his feet by the witch doctor. The witch doctor stroked his cheek as he stuck a few fingers into his cunt for another sperm sample.


“You did good white man and it seems that you have enjoyed the experience. Perhaps I should leave you in this form so that you can pleasure the regulars here each night.”


Before Thurman could respond, he felt something growing between his legs. His cock was returning, growing and transforming his cum filled pussy.


The witch doctor laughed as he completed his doll. “You would have too much fun as a woman you slut. It was meant to be a punishment, but you love to be used by these men. Get out of my bar and don’t come back.”


In a flash, Thurman found himself back on the street, looking around as if nothing ever happened. Had he just imagined all of that? Anderson looked at him as if something was wrong.


“Are you ok sir? You don’t look so good.”
  

Thurman struggled to regain himself. “Onward to the hotel Anderson. I really need a drink now.”


Anderson gave him a wink. “Maybe we can have another quick session together if you manage to grow a great rack again. You are really a lot nicer when you want your pussy filled.”


TO BE CONTINUED


Gender Swap in Africa 2
  

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.
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The bright lights of the event beamed down on Thurman Marshall the Third, making him squint a bit. He licked his full and bright red female lips, enjoying the trace amounts of semen that were still stuck there. After any big gang bang, he needed time to sit and enjoy what just happened.

When he was male, it was great to go to sex parties, engaging in lurid sex acts with people that were horny and desperate. Now, transformed by the magic of a witch doctor, he found that the gang bangs he enjoyed so much while male, were even better as a female.

Previously, he was an older man, a leader in business, and a real problem to deal with if you crossed him on the battlefield that was corporate America now. A simple curse from a witch doctor though and now Thurman was a cute, little blonde thing, young with supple skin and breasts, ready to fuck at the drop of a hat.

He had come to this event to promote philanthropy, try and get the name of his company in the local papers, maybe raise some money for a new well or something so that the people here would have clean drinking water. It was all moral and upbeat stuff that the company was trying to accomplish here.

Instead of focusing on helping people though, Thurman pissed off the wrong guy. It was normal for him to insult pretty much everybody he came across. People that were poor or below his social status were treated like dirt. He loved to feel superior to people.

Now, as a white woman in Africa, he found that he didn’t hold all the cards anymore. Black males in this region of the world were the ones that could tell other people what to do, snapping their fingers and then having people move to their beck and call.

When Thurman came to this big event, he was supposed to be here for his company. Something happened though that turned him into a woman again. What was it?

Thurman traced in his mind everything that occurred when he first walked into this place. He went straight for the bar, hoping to get drunk and not have to pay attention to all the crap going on around him. At the bar, there was a girl, an older woman that had expressed interest in him. He told her that he could get some olives from the kitchen or something so that her drink would be fresh. She was drinking a martini.

Thurman snapped his fingers. It was all coming back to him now in a rush. He remembered thinking about the woman and getting turned on. She was quite the tasty trollop and he was hoping for a nice roll in the hay with her, pulling her hair and fucking her from the rear, first the sweet pussy that she had between her legs, and then a little anal action would be in the cards if she wasn’t a prude.

That was when the transformation took hold of his body again. The cock between his legs disappeared. Nobody could figure that one out! It was fucking magic, so for all he knew, the witch doctor that cursed his ass was laughing and using his white dick to fuck every manner of whore and prostitute now. The issue was, somebody caught him feeling up his crotch. Mr. Odewalla mistook Thurman for the help, thinking he was a maid or something.

Odewalla pulled him into the office for a stern lecture, but somehow, Thurman as a cute blondie ended up fucking Odewall and his two beefy, black compatriots. Thurman would have been lying if he pretended he didn’t like the action. Black cock was nice and thick, just like the muscles on the men.

He had never thought of himself as gay, but it was just irresistible the thought of trying out this new body and enjoying every aspect of the new body he had been given. As a man, he always struggled to find willing participants for sex. As a woman, every guy around her would give their left nut just to use the remaining nut to fuck him and spurt their cum deep inside.

It was nice being in such demand. Thurman imagined if he had ever been homosexual, the response would be the same. Unprotected sex with as many partners as he wanted on demand. The idea was really exciting. How many people could just walk out their door and get a piece of ass in just ten minutes?

Now as a woman, all eyes were on him. He was dressed in a maid outfit given to him by Odewalla. The manager of this establishment thought it would look cute on him, and he was right. The sleek black and white outfit looked amazing on his new curvy body. With his female body, there was a nice, bubble butt in back, juicy boobs that guys loved to suck on, and bouncy blonde hair that the boys all liked to pull.

Thurman was fascinated by his new body. He still had his male mind, so he could enjoy feeling himself up, stroking over his nipples when people weren’t looking, or sitting in such a way that he could put pressure on his clit and get the tingles going.

When people were not paying attention, he slipped away, checking out his body in the mirror, admiring what he had now. He suspected that getting turned on was what made him transform. If he wasn’t turned on, more than likely he would just turn back into a guy. The issue was, he was horny as hell.

Now that he was in this cute little female body, he wanted to fuck as much as possible. After all, people knew who Thurman Marshall was. Nobody knew who Marsha was. That was the name that he came up with. It was pretty clever he thought.

Thurman treasured his C-cup tits, bouncing a little bit so that they would jiggle up and down, nipples hard even in the heat of Africa. Each areola was a nice pink shade which matched his nipples from when he was still male. A look between the legs when he pulled up his maid skirt didn’t reveal a hairy cock anymore.

Now he had a hairless pussy which had been cleaned up by Odewalla before the black guys all had their fun with his sleek and sexy body. The hairless pussy between his legs had taken so much cock, Thurman was surprised he wasn’t more sore. These black guys were fucking monsters with the clubs that were swinging from between their hard and muscular thighs.

Thurman thought about how beautiful he looked now. A flat stomach where part of his abs were showing. Smooth legs went up to curvy hips, everything hairless and sexy compared to his masculine form. Guys were always so hairy and unattractive, but as a woman, he felt hot and confident.

He turned around, checking out his ass from behind. The curve of his butt was looking great in the mirror, thick enough to attract any black dude and the hourglass figure was enough to attract even a blind man. Thurman was getting more and more turned on by his own figure, which meant the curse from the witch doctor was not going to wear off anytime soon.

It was only when another woman walked in, wearing a matching maid outfit that he was able to break out of the lusty trance that was taking over his mind.

“Looking good sister,” said the black maid, checking out her white counterpart. “You have some nice ass for a white girl.”

“Thanks girl,” said Thurman, checking on the backside of the black woman. “You ass is looking good as well.” This was so sweet. He could check out ass for days and nobody would say anything to him.

Taking a chance, Thurman flipped up his cute skirt, revealing the fact his white ass was not covered by panties. “Do you think I need more work on my ass sister?”

The ploy worked. The black woman walked over, feeling him up and squeezing his ass. She licked her lips, some lesbian tendencies coming out that she probably didn’t have before.

“This ass is working for you honey. What about mine?”

The curvy black maid, lifting up the hem of her skirt to give Thurman a nice look at her twin, chocolate cheeks. This woman was built like a mountain road with curves in all the right places. Thurman did his best to resist having his eyes bulge out of his head as he enjoyed the look of her sweet booty.

“Why you turning away sugar?” asked the sexy woman. “Just us girls in here. Nothing to be ashamed of. I mean, we don’t keep any secrets from each other right? If you want, you can go ahead and give this fine little ass a squeeze.”

There was nothing little about her ass, but Thurman wasn’t about to contradict the black beauty. He licked his pink lips, sliding up next to her and taking a look, slowly running his hands over her beautiful ass.

“There you go sexy. Just feel me up like that. Stroke all over my nice ass. A girl likes to be appreciated. I work for this booty, doing squats in the gym and taking the stairs. Go on and squeeze it hard. The booty might be big, but I got it firm as well.”

Thurman gave her a few squeezes and then slapped the chocolate marvel, watching with great interest as there were almost no ripples in her thick backside. The girl was truly unique and if he was a man right now, Thurman would have tore up that tight asshole while pulling her long, black hair.

He had to snap out of the thoughts that were running through his brain. He just kept thinking of sticking his big, dick in her tiny back hole, reaming her out until he could plant his white semen in her ass. The girl was looking at him with a smile and she moved in close to whisper something.

“I just got a big bonus to be honest wit’ chu. I mean a big ass bonus. So many rich ass dudes here, if you want to make a little side cash, go to room 213. Just up a floor and those guys pay great if you are willing to get nasty.”

“High rollers?” asked Thurman with a wink.

“The highest rollers I ever saw roll through this place. The dudes paid me 5k to run a train and that shit didn’t last longer than maybe an hour.”

Thurman was less interested in the money and more intrigued by the idea of getting some blackmail material on the high flying group that frequented these events. If he could capture on film his competition fucking the maid, which was going to be him, he would have the perfect way to really hold them over a barrel in the next negotiation.

“Thanks for the tip brown sugar,” said Thurman leaving abruptly. He had to get up to room 213 for this orgy and capture the scene for later. The room was easy enough to find, and he gave the door a quick knock.

The door swung open, an older man letting him in. Thurman made a face. All these dudes were old as fuck? Gross. Just when that thought crossed his mind, a dashing, young Italian strolled in with a three-piece suit.

“Don’t mind Jeeves. He is a bit slow with things. How can I help you? Are you here to clean?”

“I heard this is the place to go if I want to clean some other things.” Thurman made sure to lean over so the Italian business man could get a nice shot of his white cleavage in front. As the man approached, Thurman correctly identified him as Francisco Dario, famed shipping magnate.

Francisco gave him a dashing smile, his teeth white and perfect. Sticking his hand into his pocket, he pulled out an envelope, putting it on the table.

“Will this be enough for a very, deep cleaning? The last maid to come through was good at her job, but I feel you might be even better.”

Thurman flipped through the envelope, counting the money up quickly. In all, there was a solid 7k in the white envelope. That was a huge sum of money. What did this guy have in mind?

“That will work,” said Thurman pulling out his phone and turning on the video recording feature without the notice of anybody else in the room. Francisco liked the fact this maid was easy to please and pulled Thurman with him into the next room.

“Go ahead and get comfortable while I fetch some others for the hot action that we have planned for you. Just know, you will earn every last dollar with the crazy and debauched things we have planned.”

Francisco was not kidding. Even now, he was getting hard just looking at the blonde beauty in the cute, little maid outfit. He had no idea this was really a man that was trying to get good blackmail material on him.

As soon as Francisco left, Thurman set up his phone in a corner, making sure it could capture the orgy action. When he got back into position, three men entered and he recognized all of them. Francisco the shipping magnate. Charles DePierre, French leader in the oil business, and Chad Van Sant, American Playboy and all around nasty individual who was known for buying up patents on medical devices and raising prices. Thurman was cold hearted, but raising pricing on drugs for cancer patients was beyond him. He was glad all three of these guys would pay for what they were about to engage in.

Franciso was the first to take down his pants, smiling as he looked at the maid with hot lust. “Don’t mind if my balls hang down to the ground honey. They just happen to be unusually large.”

He wasn’t lying. His cock was big as hell too. Thurman found that his mouth was watering at the thought of wrapping his lips around the tan prick and tonguing the head for a salty treat that could hold him over until he got to the main course which would be a torrent of semen that would all go right into his tummy. That would be perfect since he had not had time to eat. Now he could just get a three course meal of cum.

The American also started to get naked, grinning at the idea of fucking another maid so quickly after the black one. His cock was moving toward Thurman, increasing in length and width, rising like a cannon that would soon blow load after load into whatever hole he choose to expand the contents of his balls into. It looked like it was just semi-erect as well, because each second that went by meant it just go bigger!

The last cock, the one on the Frenchman, it looked perfect for deepthroat. On the skinny side, but very long, Thurman could already imagine it going down nice and smooth like fine Scotch. None of the guys were flaccid as Thurman began to pull off his top and reveal the pillow like boobs he had been hiding under his outfit. They were all jacking off by the time he flopped over the bed to expose his wet cunt and bubble butt.

“See anything you like boys?”

Large hands appeared next to Thurman, groping at his tits and pinching his little nipples. Charles licked his lips, telling her that the tits he was feeling up were amazing. Thurman enjoyed the compliments, feeling his confidence rise as the other two men came over to stroke his body and feel him up. They knew they could do anything they wanted and Thurman would allow it!

The hot guy finished yanking his clothes off, revealing his body in full. One of them whistled, stroking his growing dick and picturing what he was going to do with the amazing woman in front of him. Thurman was pulled off the bed.

“Get up here girly,” growled the American Chad Van Sant. “I don’t want you covering up these big tits.”

Thurman squeezed together his boobs, displaying to all three men that he was ready to party and was willing to show off his amazing body. They all got a look at the whole package, dangling tits that hung like full udders on the tiny 120 pound frame that was balanced out by a tight but full ass.

The guys swarmed all over her, the French man kissing her hard and dipping his tongue into her mouth while the American boy grabbed her ass and ran his fingers over her taboo hole in the back. Francisco was jacking off furiously, turned on by watching this white beauty in front of him getting molested by his friends and dripping girl nectar onto thick thighs.

“I can’t take it anymore boys,” shouted Francisco, pushing Thurman down on his knees. “Open for me baby. Take this big dick for me baby.”

He was talking so fast as he ran the huge, purple head of his dick over pink, feminine lips. Thurman let his tongue slip out just a little, so as to taste the pre-jizz that was coating his bottom lip just like lip gloss. He enjoyed feeling wanted and used, beholden to the power of these titans of industry. All the while, his recording was going, sealing the deal for him later.

Francisco popped his swollen purple head into the mouth of Thurman and told him to suck hard, throwing his head back in total bliss. He drove his shaft in deep a few times, giving Thurman something to think about each time his dick hit the back of the newly changed man’s throat.

“Take that big dick girl. Open up for me like you are at the dentist.”

Thurman opened even wider, his white teeth sparkling and the tan, playboy drove his cock deeper, finding the small opening of the throat and getting off on the fact that Thurman was swallowing everything that was dripping out of his shaft.

“You nasty ass whore. You should be cleaning and instead you are making everything dirty,” said Francisco, pulling his cock out and wiping the head all over Thurman’s cheeks and forehead. The shiny smears were wet with saliva and pre-cum, and gave Thurman the smell of semen all over his face. He loved the strong and heady smell, wanting all the guys to give him a chance to taste their special blend.

Francisco couldn’t hold back anymore though. Yanking Thurman upward, all three guys moved him, picking up the small girl and pushing Thurman onto the bed, flat on his back with arms at the side. In just fractions of a second, a hard dick was placed on his lips again, this time from the Frenchman. It felt slippery as it slid all over his face before pushing inward, making him gag from the size.

Charles let out a throaty roar as Thurman sucked his big cock. Thurman never thought he would enjoy sucking dick this much, but these men were fit and in shape with the outline of their abs easily seen and muscles well defined. The package continued to shoot down his throat like a snake seeking to get as far into him as possible and Thurman kept sucking as hard as he could, using his hands rub the balls and get them warmed up.

Francisco put his hands on both knees for the lily white maid, pushing them open and spreading the legs out as wide as possible. He leaned in, getting a good whiff on the pussy smell, licking his lips in anticipation. Thurman was sweating now from all the activity, and Franciso commented that Thurman’s quivering cunt was a little salty to the taste.

A few fingers were placed in Thurman’s love box, making him come up off the bed, wrestling with the men as they all held him down for more love making. Thurman arched again in quiet desperation as a tongue hit his clit just right. He didn’t think he could handle much more of this amazing session without coming all over the tongue that was wriggling on his love button.

Right on the verge, Thurman begged for dick with a cock in his mouth already. Charles stroked his blushing cheeks, telling him what a good cock sucker he was while Chad fondled and played around with both huge tits.

When Charles pulled his cock out, there was a long line of saliva linking his cock head to the tongue of Thurman. Thurman could just barely speak.

“Please, give me some cock in my pussy. I am about to cum.”

The men roared with delight, happy that their little plaything was so sexually charged and easy to get off. Thurman could feel his ass arching up off the sheets again as he was dragged over to the edge of the bed to provide easy access for the big cock that was waiting.

The head of the cock was slapped against Thurman’s clit a few times, getting him primed and ready to go off. Thurman knew a climax was imminent, but he tried his best to just hold out for a few more seconds. He wanted to feel the cock go deep before he let go, spilling his girly nectar all over the bed and the boys that were using him.

Just the initial thrust was enough to cause Thurman’s eyes to roll back up into his skull, tongue panting with lust and skin covered in a thin sheen of sweat. The first penetration was like getting shot with a love gun, his senses exploding with so many new feelings and vibrations running the length of his feminine body.

When the cock found just the right angle, it went all the way in with the next thrust, sending the head deep and pounding up against the cervix. Thurman twisted and turned, trying to grind against the dick taking him so hard, and put it even deeper into his belly.

His stomach was heaving up and down with the desire for even more inches, the opening to his womb open to receiving tiny swimmers that could slip inside the egg that his body was housing. Each push seemed to go deeper and deeper and Thurman could only moan on the dick that was forcing its way back inside his throat.

This position on the bed was perfect for deepthroat, and Charles was more than happy to introduce him to the art of sucking cock from this angle, going in deep and holding Thurman’s throat so he could feel the dick going down the gullet of the cute blonde maid.

Love box sopping with girly nectar, Thurman found that his legs were shaking and only realized a few seconds later, this was his first orgasm with the three men. The triple team did the trick and pulled the first climax right out of his shaking core.

There was almost no strength left in him to try and control the dick in his mouth as the Frenchman pummeled his feminine lips, lost in the cloudy haze of reaching his own orgasm. Before Thurman could even start to recover from the climax coursing through his tiny body, sperm was being squirted right down into his stomach, blast after blast dripping down into his belly and mixing in with all the pre-jizz that was already swallowed.

The triple team continued and the constant squeezing on his tits from Chad just elevated Thurman’s orgasm up several levels. As a man, when he would come, the act would only last about ten seconds. As a woman, it was totally different. The climax stretched on forever, reaching a point where he started to think...he may never stop shaking from this insane pinnacle.

Semen smeared all over the opening to his mouth, and Thurman wanted more! Franciso grabbed both of his slim hip bones, pulling Thurman into each thrust and shaking his tits like they were in an earthquake. Chad quickly took the position of fucking Thurman in the mouth, using the semen left behind by his friend as throat lube to get his dick as far as possible down the helpless air passage that was begging to be fucked raw and hard.


Thurman didn’t know that giving head like this could be such a turn on for him. He was enjoying how each guy was so focused on their own pleasure, pulling as much fun out of the young maid as they could, grunting and slapping his ass and tits when they wanted, breathing hard and getting closer to the point where they would drown him in a sticky white storm of semen. 

To the surprise of the new owner of a pussy, Thurman saw the two guys ask each other if they wanted to switch it up. They agreed and did a high five over him as they continued to jackhammer his curvy body.

“Open baby. Time for you to get a taste of your own pussy.”

Francisco plugged his dick right into the waiting mouth of Thurman, and the gender transformed business man began to taste his own cunt off the fuck stick like he was sucking on a lollipop. Chad got between his thighs and spit on the pussy opening to add some lube before driving home his piston like shaft.

Thurman sighed in content bliss. If these boys could just keep pounding him like a piece of meat on a spit roast, he would be happy. That just couldn’t happen though. Thurman was just turned into a girl, so his tight cunt was practically brand new. For Chad the American, it was like diving into a virgin slut, the tight, pink walls constricting the jizz right out of his shaft, squeezing down hard and causing him to spill his seed almost as soon as he entered.

“This is bitch is too tight,” wheezed the playboy as his semen began to enter Thurman in a hot stream, coating the walls of his girl cunt with a steaming helping of baby batter. Thurman wondered if he would get pregnant from all this fucking he was doing. That question was postponed though as he felt the purple head of a tan cock pushed against his tongue and saw the man in his mouth jacking himself off at a furious pace.


The next blast of cum in his mouth was thick like pancake batter and Thurman found it a little bit harder to swallow all of it as it started to stick to his teeth and the side of his mouth. There was just so much thick cum, he would be tasting this load for hours after this little sex session. 

He felt large hands wrap around his tiny waist as Chad rode out his orgasm and pushed Thurman back and forth on his cock like he was riding a college slut. Chad withdrew, a white pool forming under the ass of Thurman when the cock was no longer inside of him to hold all that semen in the tight hole that was between Thurman’s thighs.

Thurman shuddered and realized that he was coming again, cum drunk from so many loads entering his body at once. His legs were shaking and his blonde hair was a mess when he tried to walk on both legs. Cum spilled down his legs as he bent over to pick up his maid outfit and his pussy made embarrassing sounds.

The boys all laughed as Thurman pulled on his outfit just to realize that it was dirty with cum stains all over it.

“Looks like the maid is the one that needs to clean up now,” called out Franciso admiring the handiwork of his boys. They had pounded the poor maid up and down in almost every hole, and now she was no longer welcome in the inner sanctum of the rich and affluent.

“Make sure to clean up on the way out,” smirked Chad, pulling his pants back on. Thurman smiled and pocketed the phone that recorded the whole thing. These guys all thought they had just fucked a simple maid in a foreign country. Little did they know, Thurman now had blackmail material on all three that would mean all subsequent business deals would have his company at an advantage.

He gave the three guys a little girly curtsey, blowing them all a kiss and giving his ass a little extra shake in their direction.

“It was fun boys. Be seeing you.”


The End 

Gender Swap action doesn’t end there. Check out this collection where a guy is turned into a girl and gets revenge on a mean girl by sleeping with the star quarterback. It is crazy gender swap action in Gender Swap Jock!

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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