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Futanari Fright

Haunting at Futanari Manor

Part 1

Chapter 1

The house on the corner loomed over the street, enshrouded by wide willow trees. Evan looked up at the home through the window of his car. Leaning back in his chair he replied to his mother on the phone, “Thanks mom, I’ll be fine.” The moving van sat next to his car. The tall door open on the back and the ramp led to the open garage in front of him. A later addition to the house, the garage did not connect to the home, but a path behind it curved around to a side door.  Paint peeled in a spotty pattern along the cedar siding. In need of repair, the old Victorian home sat at odds with the modern homes on either side of it on the street.

“How did you manage to move all your things in so fast?” his mother asked through the phone.

After opening the car door, Evan twisted in the driver's seat and placed his feet on the pavement. He explained, “No. I paid some guys to move in most of my stuff, but when I bought it the house came with a bunch of furnishings.” He closed the door behind him and walked into the garage and down the curved path to the home. Leaves twisted and ruffled in the wind as he passed.

“I’m so proud of you, son. Buying a home at your age,” she said lovingly.

Evan smiled at her praise and nodded. “It was a good deal. The home had been on the market for a long time. My old buddy Nate got me a good deal on it. He’s a Realtor now.” He stood on the steps leading up to the home and stared at the window. His reflection in the dirty mirror shifted and twitched. With a quick motion, he reached out and wiped the dirt from the mirror. As he glanced at his reflection again, the image stabilized. Shaking his head, he cleared his mind and added into the phone, “I couldn’t have gotten into this home if it weren’t so cheap.”

“Regardless of how you got it, I’m still a happy mom,” she said enthusiastically.

“I appreciate the call. I gotta go. Love you mom,” Evan said.

“Love you too.”

After the call ended, Evan entered the home on the left side door. As he stood in the room converted into a laundry room, he glanced at the stairs down to the basement and the door leading into the house proper. Sounds came from both directions. The footsteps of the men loading his things into the home. Evan stared at the basement leading stairs and wondered what boxes he marked for the basement. He couldn’t recall any, but the sounds of shuffling feet and boxes sliding on cement drifted up to him.

Evan placed a hand on the rail leading downstairs and took the first step down. He stopped in place when a tall, lean man walked into the room from the opposite door. The owner of the moving company worked with his two sons.

“Thanks for your help,” Evan said, stepping back into the laundry room. He glanced one last time down the stairs before offering the man his full attention. “You guys were quick. I’m surprised you moved it all in already.” Even did not own very many things, and this home was nearly three times the size of his condo. His belongings would not fill the garage next door if they were all put into the same room.

“No problem. We put all the boxes in the rooms you specified,” the man spoke with a gruff low voice and his lip stuck out from the wad of chew in his mouth. His eyes darted around the room and the mover avoided staring at Evan. As they stood in silence, one of the two sons walked into the laundry room from the house.

Evan wondered why the man stared at him with such a strange expression, and he blinked before answering, “Oh yeah. Here’s a tip.” Evan pulled out his wallet and passed the man a generous tip for his hard work.

“Thanks,” he said, adjusting the chew in his mouth. His son walked up to his side, and the two raised eyebrows at each other but said nothing. The father was in his fifties and the son in his mid-thirties. The other son looked to be in high school, but he was still unloading boxes, Evan assumed the youngest son was downstairs in the basement.

“You should tell him,” the man’s son said.

“I will just leave me alone,” he lifted the Dixie cup to his mouth and spit out the brown liquid.

Evan leaned against the wall behind him and asked, “What’s going on?”

“You know this house is haunted, right?” the man said in a matter-of-fact tone.

“What?” Evan asked. Incredulous, his eyes drifted to the stairs leading down to the basement. A soft shuffling sound of feet on the concrete drifted up the stairs.

“The last three owners listed it for sale the same week they bought it,” the second son said, stepping into the room from the door leading to the main house.

Evan stared from the youngest son to the stairs downstairs, confused. If both sons were in the house Evan wondered who made the shuffling sounds from the basement. He nervously shifted against the wall, wondering who was downstairs. Evan said after a long pause, “Really? My Realtor never mentioned that.”

“Look, I don’t know what’s going on in this place, but just be careful,” the Mover said. He motioned to his two sons to follow him out the door. The youngest son pulled off his gloves and tucked them into his back pocket and waved to Evan.

“Well, it was super cheap. As long as the ghost are good roommates they can stay,” Evan replied after them as they walked through the garage and began closing their moving van.

The men did not reply and left Evan wondering about his new home and the strange noises from the basement. As the men left, he walked into the front room. A Tall staircase curved around the wall to the second floor. The white painted door to the master bedroom was barely visible from his vantage point. Evan sighed, taking in the sight of a home he owned.

Sparse furnishings decorated the home from the previous owner. As a part of the sale, Evan now owned anything left behind in the house. A tall grandfather clock sat below the staircase. Long metal chains dangled from the weighted mechanism. The hands of the clock hung down to read six-thirty.

“I’ll throw away a lot of what they left, but I might fix you,” Evan said, pointing to the clock. The rest of his afternoon on and evening faded into night as he cleaned and organized his belongings.


Chapter 2

Boxes lined the wall opposite the window. Long shadows filtered into the room through the moon outside. Idle worries about work and unpacking muddled through Evan’s head as he tried to sleep. The movers put together his bed. It was the only piece of furniture in the room. Laying on his back, Evan stared up at his phone. He switched it into night mode and the light shifted to a dull amber tone.

“Ugh… I should have scheduled the Internet guy earlier,” Evan groaned, rolling over onto his stomach. Without his Internet connection, browsing and videos used his mobile data.

The house let out a long groan, and a creaking sound echoed through the walls. The sounds of shuffling feet and boxes sliding across the floor filtered into his room from downstairs. The same sound as he heard when he arrived earlier in the day. Fright faded and Evan twisted on the bed listening for the source. The sound lingered in the air and drifting upward. Evan sat up in the bed and stared out the window.

Worried that the house was haunted, he assured himself, “There’s no such thing as ghosts.” He got up from the bed and stretched his arms. “I’ll put this to rest and get it over with. Alright, ghost, if you’re here I’m coming to meet you. If you’re in my head, I’ll know soon enough.”

Dressed only in his boxer briefs, Evan considered putting on pants, but all of his things were in disarray from the move. He decided to explore in his black boxers. Evan exited the master bedroom and strode across the landing. Tall railings lined the curving staircase down to the first floor. Running his hand across the worn wood, Evan listened for more strange sounds. The only sound was his heartbeat echoing in his ears.

Standing at the base of the staircase, a clicking sound started. Evan glanced about the room, searching for the source. The tall grandfather clock sat motionless below the staircase, but the clicking sound drifted from within the ornately carved wooden clock. He stepped closer to it and turned his head to listen more carefully. Metallic gears shifted within the clock and the minute hand shifted at even intervals. Evan stared at the weights in the tall hollow chamber below the clock, but they were all resting on the ground. Without those weights connected and lifted, the clock should not operate. After tapping the glass in front of the clock face, Evan wrinkled his nose. This sound was not the one he heard. He knew he needed to go into the basement to find the source of the noises.

The light on his phone illuminated the home. Evan dawdled toward the laundry room and stairs leading to the basement. As he took his first step down, the sounds started up again. Shuffling feet scurried across the floor below, and it sounded as if a heavy box were sliding against the concrete floor below. Evan paused, worried that this was a terrible decision.

“Ghost? Are you down there?” he asked timidly. He wanted to rationalize the paranormal entity and thought that if they were real, he should be able to speak to them.

The shuffling sounds in the basement stopped. It felt as though the house breathed at him in reply when it groaned softly settling in the night.

Evan shivered and shook himself, “Ghosts do no exits.” He stepped down into the basement and shined his phone around the square room. Low structural beams hung on the ceiling. Built before modern codes, Evan had to crouch to stand in the room six-foot-tall room. Although he only stood five feet ten inches, the low ceiling gave him the impression he would bump into it. The room was empty. Not a box or person in sight. The only thing in the room was a door on the far end. Set into a cement wall, the door stood five feet tall. Red paint chipped from the old door flaking onto the ground. Evan wrinkled his nose at it and walked up to the door.

“I’ve come this far. If I don’t check every corner for ghosts, I’ll worry about it and I won’t be able to sleep,” Evan stepped across the room crouching forward. Heart racing, he pressed his hand to the door, and he twisted it. Locked, the door handle clicked against the mechanism preventing him from opening it. “Damn,” he muttered.

Wind gusted up from below the door, sending a shiver across his almost naked body. The faint sound of groaning and moaning drifted through the closed door. Evan wanted to listen further, but the frightening sound drove him mad. Goosebumps formed on his skin and he let go of the door handle. As he let go of the doorknob, the sound vanished.

Tired and convinced that the whole mess was in his mind, Evan grumbled and walked back upstairs to the master bedroom. Before laying back in his bed, he entered the bathroom and washed his face. Rubbing his temples, he closed his eyes and pushed all thoughts of ghosts from his mind.

When he opened his eyes, the reflection staring at him in the mirror was not him. Or at least not the body he remembered. Standing opposite him in the mirror was a woman. She wore his exact outfit and mirrored his moves and expression. Evan waved at the reflection and the woman mirrored his moves. She wore a black pair of boxer briefs and no bra. Average sized breasts hung perky on her chest. Evan pressed a hand against his chest and bounced his pecs and the woman in the mirror bounced her breasts. Shaking his head, Evan splashed more water on her face and closed his eyes. The woman’s image burned into the back of his eyelids, Evan could not help but wonder if that is what he would look like as a woman.

“I’m a man, I’m tired and only seeing things,” he assured himself. After rubbing his temples again he said in a loud voice, “When I open my eyes again, my reflection will be a man, not a woman.” Evan opened his eyes and jumped in fright. Behind him in the mirror stood a naked woman. Not him or a gender-swapped version of him, but another person entirely. He turned his head and stared at the space behind him and back to the mirror where the naked woman stood.

“You’re not real. First, I imagined myself as a woman, now I’m imagining a naked woman behind me,” he gripped the edge of the counter in the bathroom and stared at the woman behind him. Auburn hair twisted in an elaborate braid down her shoulders, resting top her full breasts. She stood at least seven inches taller than Evan, putting her at least at six feet five inches.

“I have a name,” spoke the soft voice behind him. Evan glanced backward, but she was only visible in the mirror. She towered over him from behind. The tall, muscular woman grinned down at the back of his head with hungry eyes.

“What?” Evan asked, confused. His reflection appeared the same as he always looked. An idle worry vanished that he might turn into a woman during this strange haunting encounter.

“I have a name,” she said again. Hands on her hips, the naked woman stepped from behind Evan and walked up to the mirror. From her groin hung a large flaccid cock. Balls hung below the cock, swaying as she stepped.

Evan stared at the futanari ghost and a hundred different questions passed through his mind, but all he could say was, “A name?”

“Angel,” the futanari ghost introduced herself. “You keep calling me ghost when you called after me. Angel is my name.”

“Oh,” Evan said, shaking his head. “You’re very naked.”

“You’re very cute,” the ghost replied. In the reflection, her body appeared ethereal and almost transparent. Her laughter and sensual whispered breath grazed across Evan’s ear and a shiver ran down his spine.


Chapter 3

The futanari ghost placed a hand on Evan’s shoulder and he felt the touch, but when he looked for her hand physically, it was not there. She rubbed a circle around his shoulder. Evan closed his eyes very confused by the whole encounter.

“Why was I a woman in the mirror?” Evan asked, stepping away from the ghost.

“I want to have fun with you,” Angel said, stepping up to Evan. She pressed her body against his side, one breast on either side of his left arm. Only visible in the mirror, Evan glued his eyes onto their reflection to watch her every move. The ghost leaned down and licked across his ear, moaning softly as her tongue traced his earlobe. She nibbled on it and made eye contact through the mirror.

“I’m all for a little fun, but you’re a ghost,” Evan said. He wanted to push her away, but her soft breasts against his side aroused him. Evan wondered when his dick would get hard but knew it would happen soon. The ghost’s cock grew and pressed into Evan’s side. She gyrated against his leg and hip as she licked his ear.  “Wait, what kind of fun?” Evan asked, trying to clarify what her plan was for him.

Angel wrapped her arms around Evan, linking her hands at his right hip. In the mirror, Evan’s cock protruded from his boxer briefs, the tip of his cock visible through the small gap in the front, but when Evan looked down at himself, he did not see the same body as in the mirror. His body had shifted places with the gender-swapped one from moments before. Now the reflection was his old male body, and he was a woman. Evan let out a shriek of panic. He reached into his pants, groping for his penis, but all he found was smooth skin. When he probed deeper, his hand came to the tender lips of his labia.

The ghost grinned wickedly at him. “This kind,” she said, answering his question. Angel turned him away from the mirror and groped at his breasts. She leaned into him and her hard cock pressed into his abdomen. Evan could no longer see the woman, and each of her touches came as an unexpected shock. The jarring sensation of not knowing what she was doing forced him to close his eyes. When she pressed her chest against his, the hair down her shoulder rested in between their bodies. The futanari ghost pressed her lips against his and the two locked in a passionate kiss. After a short time, Evan was convinced the whole thing was a dream, and he decided to go along with it.

Tongue locked in an epic struggle, angle hoisted Evan onto the counter. She tugged at his boxers and pulled them from his legs. Evan stared down at his body, confused at the feminine features. He groped the newly formed breasts and bounced the soft flesh gingerly.

The ghost giggled at him. He could not see her while staring away from the mirror, but her breath danced along his cheek showing that she stood close. When the invisible cock pressed against his cunt, he turned over his shoulder to stare at their reflection in the mirror. Evan gasped at the sensation. His cunt dripped with moisture, preparing for penetration. Evan locked his arms around the ghost’s neck, pulling her closer as they kissed.

“Why am I a woman?” Evan asked, panting in between kisses.

“You can be anything you want in my house,” Angel replied. She swayed her hips, rubbing her cock from left to right across his pussy. The lips of his labia folded and squished around the cock as she moved.

“I’d like to be myself again,” Evan replied without thinking.

“If you wanted, you would change back without me doing anything. You’re curious that’s why you’re still a woman,” the ghost said. She giggled and gripped Evan’s ass, ramming her cock into him. The sudden stretching and pushing sent an icy shiver through Evan. Never in all the sex of his life had anything turned him on as much as this. The cock filled his cunt and mind. In that single thrust, he lost himself to this new identity. He leaned back to glance into the mirror. Evan wanted to see the ghost woman as she fucked him. The futanari winked when he turned around. Her cock filled him, pressing deep into his vagina with each thrust.

It was jarring to see himself as a man getting pounded by a woman in the mirror, but in the real world his body was feminine and the futanari dick pressed into his vagina spreading his virgin pussy wide. Evan wanted the reflection to show the image he saw when he looked down, not the man he once was, but he worried that it might turn him back into a man. Instead, he closed his eyes and leaned his face against Angel’s shoulder.

The cock slid in and out, filling him. Each thrust drove it deeper. Her balls swayed, slapping against flesh with each movement. Evan moaned as a roiling sensation emanated from his pussy and spread through the rest of his body. His ass slid back along the counter, preventing the cock from penetrating him fully. Evan placed his hands behind him, leaning backward for support. His head bounced against the mirror behind him as she rammed her cock into his pussy. Angel gripped his ass with both hands, forcing him back to the edge of the counter. She pulled him close with each thrust sending the cock even deeper into him.

“I’m almost there,” Evan moaned. Intense pleasure surged through his body as the cock filled him. He screamed a gut-wrenching cry as the futanari ghost grunted. “I’m gonna cum,” he cried out in between thrusts. Breasts bouncing wildly with each slam into his cunt, Evan curled his toes as the futanari ghost filled him.

Her voice panting in reply, “Take my ghost cum.”

As she thrust her cock flexed and bulged. Flesh slapped against flesh, filling the room with a rhythmic pounding. As she thrust her cock erupted filling Evan with cum. Evan wrapped his legs around her back, hooking his feet together above her ass. Angel pulled him into the air and slammed him down onto her cock, riding out her orgasm while pounding him upward. Evan watched as the floor drifted more distant. She pounded into him and each time they floated a few inches higher. Soon his head gazed at the ceiling. Cum poured from his vagina as the ghost filled him with her semen. Each burst of cum filled him with a torrent of cum. When the next burst came, there was no room inside of him for more and it burst out of his pussy, pouring down onto the ground below.

Evan screamed as his insides stretched. He moaned as she rocked his world with her massive cock. After a few more thrusts, Angel sighed and lowered them to the ground. Evan’s eyes drifted closed, and he tried to remain conscious but failed. The last thing he recalled was an image in the mirror of Angel pulling him in for a hug.


Chapter 4

Faint light drew a line across Evan’s face from the window in his room. He sat up in the bed and stretched. The phone on the counter next to him read Six-thirty. He opened it and shut off the alarm that would sound in fifteen minutes. Vague images from a strange dream flashed across his mind. Evan dismissed them as the weirdest dream in his life and rose from the bed. Evan pulled off his boxers and checked for his dick. His entire body was back to normal, and he shook his head, trying to ignore the strange sensation of stretching from a pussy that was no longer there. He checked for a pussy twice before he was convinced the whole thing had been a dream.

After the first night in his new home, Evan set about getting ready for work. Showered dressed and fed, he sat on an overturned box and ate a bowl of cereal in the sparsely filled kitchen. The silent home comforted him. After his strange dreams and the noises from yesterday, Evan worried that the home was haunted, but he knew ghosts were not real. He pressed the issue from his mind, deciding that the events were a product of an overacting imagination.

“That was a fucked up dream.,” he said, rinsing the bowl in the sink and placing it face down on a rag on the counter. Evan glanced at his watch and grabbed his briefcase. He stared around his new home in awe that he owned the place.

“Off to work,” he called back to the house. In what he thought was a joke to himself, he said, “And ghost, I’ll see you later.” Evan laughed to himself and walked to the front room. The grandfather clock stood motionless and silent. It comforted Evan that all had gone back to normal. He smiled one last time at his house and opened the front door.

When Angel replied, Evan jumped backward, “Have a good day at work.” He could not see the ghost, but her voice came from a few inches away.

Thank you for reading my story. This story was written with the help of my Patrons. If you want to have an impact of the story check out my two Patreon Projects. 
You can find them on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. I have two ongoing Patreon projects. One for my writings and another for an RPG Maker Futanari game I’m developing. Check them out and give me feedback. I love to hear from my readers.
Note From the Author
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