

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


Want even more Gender Swapped action with men turning into women and suddenly desiring big cocks to fill all their holes? Check out Gender Swap Jock by Victoria Midnight. It is going to turn you on.
  

https://www.amazon.com/Gender-Swap-Jock-Collection-Feminization-ebook/dp/B082S1BMDK/ref=sr_1_1?keywords=gender+swap+jock&qid=1577041492&sr=8-1
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