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Futanari Apparition

Chapter 1

Four-foot walls encircled Evan in his cubicle. Motivations pictures pinned to the wall decorated his cramped space. He sat in the tall computer chair, spinning it side to side as he typed on the computer. No amount of effort could clear his mind of the sexual adventures at his new home. After only a few days, he began thinking of his life in two parts. The male Evan during the day and the female Eve at night. Through some haunting trick, his home turned him into a woman at night and he quickly adopted the name Eve while interacting with the ghost in his home.

After emailing with his auditing reports to his boss, Evan pulled out his cell phone and clocked out for a quick break. He dialed his best friend Nate and stood up from his cubicle. The line rang twice while he walked down the hall to the break room. A few of his coworkers sat in a meeting in the boardroom discussing a new client. Evan waved at them and ducked into the break room.

Square and cramped, he sat in a chair next to the refrigerator as Nate answered the phone.

“Hey Evan, how's the new place?” Nate asked in a friendly voice.

Evan covered the edge of the phone and whispered nervously in reply, “Hey, I uh… I think this house might be haunted.” Although he knew it was haunted, he played it down knowing the reaction he would get from his friend. He opened the fridge and took out a single serving of yogurt.

“We walked it before you bought it, are you sure?” Nate asked. “The house is an old Victorian. It sure looks like a haunted house, but dude, ghosts? Come on.” His friend grunted in disagreement.

The yogurt stirred and swirled in white and red patterns as Evan ate it. Through a small bite, he said, “I’ve slept there a few nights now and very strange things are happening.” Evan wanted to tell his friend all about his sexual adventures with his hot ghost friend, but he didn’t know where to begin.

“Like what?” Nate asked.

“I… well. It’s hard to explain.” Evan cleared his throat, exploring his thoughts on how to explain the gender-swapping sex. “It’s haunted. Strange noises?” He paused and added, “Moaning?” With no explanation or context, these words could describe a normal haunting or sexual hauntings.

“Strange noises and moaning?” Nate asked. “You signed the papers, man. Do you want me to check it out with you? Sometimes those old homes settle and make odd sounds at night.”

“I’m not sure I want to talk about it,” Evan tensed and regretted bringing it up with his friend. “Are we getting together at the bar for the fight next week?”

“Is it haunted or not?” Nate asked, bringing the subject back to the ghost.

“It looks like it’ll be a good fight,” Evan insisted on the subject change. The meeting in the next room ended and shuffling feet sounded down the hall. His time alone in the break room would soon end.

“Yeah, the fight will be fun. If you get your TV set up, we can meet there,” Nate suggested. “I’d be willing to pay for the fight so you can host it.”

“I’m not sure,” Evan nervously spoke into the phone, “I haven’t unboxed most of my things yet. It’ll be a while before I get the house in order.” Conversations from the hallway filtered into the room from his coworkers chatting after their meeting. Evan tried to end his conversation quickly. “I’ll see you around.”

“Suit yourself, man,” Nate said, grunting in frustration into the phone.

Evan frowned, worried that he offended his friend, and said, “There is a locked door downstairs. I can’t open it. Did the seller leave any additional keys with you?” Evan asked. A few coworkers entered the cramped room and gathered their lunches, speaking in a hushed conversation, Evan turned away from them and faced the wall as he added, “I tried to pry it open, but it wouldn’t budge.”

“I have a housewarming gift. I’ll bring it over in a few days,” Nate said. “Why don’t you tell me about these haunting noises. Maybe we can solve the problem and hire a repairman to fix any issues with the house.” Nate’s mood shifted, and he sounded excited to help.

“Thanks,” Evan said. “Why don’t you come over tomorrow night. See if you can find a key for that room from the previous owner.”

Nate said his goodbye, and the two settled the details for tomorrow night. Evan’s coworkers in the break room attempted to offer him a private conversation, but as soon as he hung up the phone they asked him about his home and the mysterious locked door. He shrugged and did not explain as he returned to his cubicle to finish his day at work.


Chapter 2

The garage door slid closed, squeaking against the metal track as it slammed into the ground. Evan let go of the rope and stared at the door, wondering how much an automatic garage door installation would cost him. He walked out the back door of the garage and stepped across the paving stones to the house proper. The garage was a later addition to the home, and it sat disconnected from the house on the east side. Evan stared up at the looming willow trees surrounding his home. From this vantage point, he could not see the houses on either side of his home. 

The door clicked unlocked and Evan entered his home from the side door into the laundry room. Two doors led out of the laundry room. One down the stairs to the basement and the locked red door and the other door led into his house.

“Ghost?” Evan called out as he closed the door behind him. When no response came he set about unboxing his things. Evan walked into the front room and stared up the curving staircase leading to the second floor. Dim lights flickered from the open door into his room. He shook his head and muttered, “Damn haunted house.”

A grandfather clock sat below the stairs. The hour and minute hands hung straight down reading six-thirty. Evan wanted to fix the clock, and he walked up to it. Opening the bottom compartment, he pulled the chains to lift the weights that operated the mechanism. The gears in the clock shifted and the gold chains clicked as he raised the weights, but when he let go of the chain, the clock did not respond.

“I hear you at night. What are you doing during the day?” Evan asked turning away from the clock and walked up the stairs.

The ghost did not respond to him, and he set about unpacking his things. Hours passed as Evan set up his two most important rooms, the bedroom, and the entertainment room. Television in place, he turned on the basketball game. It played in the background as he made dinner.

“I want to talk to you,” Evan said as he prepared his meal. Water boiled in the pot as he stirred in some noodles. Across the room, the television turned off. Evan jumped and stared at the black reflection in the television, searching for his invisible ghost. It was only visible to him through mirrors. An idea popped into his head and Evan picked up a large metal soup ladle. He turned it over and inspected the room through the distorted reflection on the metal. No ghost in sight. He sighed and walked over to his television. He turned it back on to his basketball game and set about preparing his meal again.

The lights flickered in the room and the channel changed. Instead of basketball, it switched to the hallmark channel. Two perfectly beautiful people hugged as rain poured down as a dramatic scene unfolded on the screen. Evan glanced about the room through the ladle again and muttered, “I need to carry a mirror so I can find you.” When the ghost said nothing again, he said, “Are we going to play this haunted house game every day or are we going to be roommates?”

Evan turned his game back on and finished preparing his spaghetti dinner. When he sat down at the table, the television turned off again. Frustrated, he slammed his fork onto the table and groaned, “Fine. I’m going into the basement. I’m gonna break down that red door.” He stood up and stormed off through his home, muttered obscenities at his ghostly roommate. After each step, the ground groaned at his passing. Evan paused and a chill spread from his neck down his spine. He calmed his nerves and said, “Angel, is that you?”

A cold feminine voice whispered behind him, “No.”

Evan jumped and ran through his home. He turned up the stairs to hide in his bedroom, but as he glanced up the stairs, a dark-haired woman in a white billowing dress floated passed along the railing above him. Fright took over him and he darted to the front door. He twisted the handle, but nothing happened. Giddy laughter filled the home, and he turned up the stairs to find the source. The dark-haired ghost vanished from view as he turned around.

Evan turned on his heels and ran to the laundry room for the nearest exit. As he entered the laundry room all three doors opened and two slammed closed again. He stared at all three doors. The one leading back into his home and the one leading out sat closed. The only open door was the one leading down into the basement.

“I see what you're doing ghost. I won’t be a part of this. You don’t scare me,” he tried to sound confident, but his voice cracked. The giddy laughter echoed from the basement below.

With the flashlight on his phone illuminating his path down, Evan walked down the steps to the basement. Each footfall on the wooden stairs creaked, filling his ears with tension. He worried that this would be his life every day now that he lived in a haunted house. The next thought was that he could never sell the house because it sat on the market for years before he bought it.

A musty air filled the square basement. Evan glanced around the empty room. The only feature of note was the red door at the far end and the low ceiling forcing him to crouch as he moved. As his light touched each corner, shadows cast from invisible furniture sent tall silhouettes onto the cement walls. Frightened, he pointed the flashlight onto the ground and breathed in and out twice. Lifting the light again, instead of square furniture shadows, tall statuesque figures dotted the walls wherever he turned his light. Evan darted to the red door at the end of the room and ignored the shadows.

With his hand on the door, Evan breathed in softly. He turned the knob, and a voice echoed in his ear from behind, “Get out.”

Evan turned around to see the pale, dark-haired ghost standing in front of him. He breathed in softly and said, “Hello.” The timid greeting came out too quiet to hear.

The ghost tilted her head and floated closer to him. Evan scooted backward until he bumped into the red door. Inches away from his face, she said, “I told you to get out.”

“Where is Angel?” Evan asked. He tried to scoot to the left and get out of the ghost’s reach, but she floated along with him, keeping him square in front of her.

“You need to leave,” she said in a hollow, creepy voice.

“This is my home. If you want to stay you need to behave and talk nicely to me. I could have the place demolished. What would you haunt then? A pile of rubble?” Evan stared at her defiantly, but his voice came out in nervous cracks.

The pale-faced ghost grinned and said, “I can see why she likes you.” In a flash of darkness, the room filled with ghostly visages of people drinking and partying. They dressed in roaring twenties fashion and danced to music that Evan could not hear. Suddenly the ghost in front of him wore a pencil skirt and tight-fitting cloche hat with a large flower set over her left ear. Color seeped into her pale visage until she appeared almost human.

With her hands against the wall on either side of Evan, she leaned in close and whispered, “What would I haunt? If you dare destroy my home, I’ll haunt you. I’ll follow you forever. You’ll never have a moment of peace.” The ghost leaned in close, pinning Evan against the wall.


Chapter 3

Terrified, Evan’s eyes darted around the ghosts dancing in the room. None looked at him or the woman pinning him against the wall next to the red door. The dancers in the room ignored the low ceiling and flailed their arms about as they moved to the music that Evan could not hear. He wanted to scream and run away, but the ghost lifted him into the air a few inches until his head touched the low ceiling. Feet dangling below him, the ghost reached a hand up to his shirt and tore it from his chest. It came apart in two pieces and fell to the ground on either side of him. With her left hand over Evan’s throat, the ghost pressed him against the wall. The smallish ghost woman could never manage this feat of strength in real life with her dainty arms and slender frame.

“Let’s get you ready for me,” the ghost whispered in a haunting voice.

The erect dick in Evan’s pants struggled for his attention, but he was too scared to think straight. Pinned against the wall, he stared down at the ghost and asked, “What are you doing to me?”

Adjusting her cloche hat, the ghost grinned and dropped Evan to the ground. Each moment that passed, she appeared less as an apparition and more as an old photograph. She pulled Evan down from the wall and kissed him, biting his lip as she pulled away. Evan groaned at the sudden change of tempo. The ghost’s hand shot down to his dick and gripped it through his khaki pants, then pulled him closer as she squeezed.

Evan winced at the ghostly grip on his cock and said, “Not so hard.”

Riotous laughter escaped the ghost, and she slapped Evan with her free hand. Instead of falling to the ground when she let go, Evan hovered in the air over the ghost. Still gripping his cock, she gripped his left nipple with her free hand and massaged the sensitive skin. As her fingers worked his nipple, Evan felt the familiar shift in his body. Hips widened and legs narrowed. He soon transformed into Eve. The ghost rubbed his forming breasts until they filled her hand. She bounced them and stroked his cock at the same time.

Night after night in his new home, the other ghost that lived here named Angel turned him into a woman and fucked him deep into the night. In that time, Angel never mentioned any other ghosts that live in the haunted house. Evan worried that there might be countless other beings haunting the halls of his home, but he pushed the thought aside and stared down at his gender-swapped body. The ghost stroked his cock, and he felt cum dripping from it. The white liquid dampened a small circle on his khakis.

The ghost tilted her head satisfied with the gender swap and leaned forward kissing Eve’s nipples. Evan fully identified as a woman during his nightly transformations, but this time it felt different. He glanced down and saw that he still had a cock. Eve looked vaguely similar to Evan, but as a woman, his face was more rounded and his features softened.

“Wait, why do I still have a dick?” Evan asked.

“I want you this way,” the ghost whispered. She stroked his cock harder, running her hand along the bulge in his pants as she gripped him by the throat again. The ghost did not strangle him, but she moved him from the wall and spun him in the air. Eve hung facing away from the ghost. The ghost pulled Eve’s pants down until they hung at her ankles. Eve turned around, glancing at the ghost as she pulled her pencil skirt down. The woman’s grin widened as she lifted her slip revealing a thick futanari cock.

“Wait, I’m a futanari now,” Eve said with a giddy giggle. Probing at her ass, she felt for her genitalia. Probing fingers found a pussy and a cock, but no balls. Eve felt more right with the world than she had in her entire life. The ghost slapped her hand away. Cold fingers traced up and down her clit. Eve closed her eyes and bit her lip as the ghost peeled the labia aside and dipped a finger into her vagina.

The ghost traced a long fingernail down Eve’s back with her other hand as she whispered, “I don’t want you turning back into a man again. Now that you’re in my house you live by my rules.”

“I own this house,” Eve protested. Eve paused a moment as a second question formed in her mind, but she let it slide when the ghost replied.

“I own you,” the ghost replied thrusting her cock forward penetrating deep into Eve’s cunt.

Eve groaned as the thrust pushed her forward. Breasts and cock swayed as the ghost pounded her. Eve reached her hands down and stroked her cock with both of them as the ghost fucked her. Her legs did not touch the floor as she hovered a few inches from the ground. The stomach-dropping sensation of falling stayed in the pit of her stomach as the ghost placed her hands on Eve’s shoulders and pulled her hard into the cock.

The ghostly dancers all around them pivoted and stopped dancing. All eyes focused on Eve and the ghost fucking her. Silent mouths dropped. Men and women stripped their clothes and a ghostly orgy took over the room. Eve wondered if it were all real or if she would wake up as a man again in the morning. Icy fingers gripped Eve’s breasts. The ghost thrust her hips and massaged Eve’s tits as she worked her cock inside Eve. Stroking her cock the whole time, Eve moaned as she felt her dick throb, ready to burst with joy.

“I need to know your name,” Eve said in between thrusts. The sentence ended in a long sigh as cum burst from her cock.

“Dorothy,” the ghost whispered. Her haunting voice at odds with the intimate cock inside Eve’s pussy.

Eve screamed as Dorothy’s cock spread her pussy wide, filling her insides with the thick member. “I never want to be Evan again,” she moaned.

The apparitions locked in eternal orgy fucked all around Eve and Dorothy. Men and women and futanari in all manner of positions locked in endless gyration moaned and squealed in glee at the edge of Eve’s perception. She opened her eyes, trying to focus on the sensual vision, but Dorothy slapped her ass in between thrusts, pulling Eve back into the moment. Dorothy gripped Eve by the thighs and spun her in the air until she hovered on her back facing the ceiling. Eve wrapped her legs around Dorothy’s waist and closed her eyes as the ghost fucked her.

Dorothy’s pink slip swayed, billowing up with each thrust. She still wore her white blouse and cloche hat. Brown hair curled out from below the hat. The ghost smiled wide as her cock flexed and pulsed inside Eve. Eve massaged her breasts as the ghost rammed into her. Pinching her nipples, Eve’s hair dangled back behind her head midair. Her now flaccid cock swayed wildly, flopping with each slam of the futanari ghost cock inside her. Eve moaned as her mind melted in pleasure. The scream filled the air and the ghostly orgy paused, watching Eve and Dorothy climax. Ghosts mid fucking stopped and turned their transparent faces. The ghost's cock exploded, filling Eve’s cunt with warm liquid. The ghost slammed harder, showering cum inside Eve. Cum dripped down her pussy and pooled on the floor below them as the ghost cock sprayed an inhuman amount of semen inside Eve. Dorothy pulled her cock out and stroked it as the last burst shot up in the air and sprayed across Eve’s naked floating body.

The lights dimmed in the room, and Eve floated down onto the floor. The ghostly men and women vanished from view as Dorothy shifted back to her black and white self. Backing away, she melted through the red door out of view. Eve lay on her back naked, covered in cum, panting. She stood and glanced around the dimly lit room. Her mind told her to be afraid of the ghosts, but all they did was fuck her. How could that be bad?

“Dorothy? Where did you go? I have a question,” Eve said, walking toward the locked red door. She tripped over the khakis around her ankles and kicked them off as she reached for the handle and twisted. The door slid open and a blinding light flashed in her view. She tried to focus and look into the room, but it was too bright to see anything. Eve forced her eyes closed. An image burned in the back of her eyelid. The silhouette of three women sitting down at a table melted from view and she fell backward, losing consciousness.

Light reflected off a picture frame on Eve’s dresser and bent across the room, shining in her eyes. She raised a hand to cover them and pulled the blanket up over her head. In the darkness below the sheets, she opened her eyes. The world felt right. She tried to pinpoint why she felt that way, and images of the haunting fuck from the night before played on repeat in her mind. A phrase that Dorothy said came up over and again. Dorothy said she did not want Eve to be a man ever again. Eve reached a hand down to her groin and felt a dick. Sadness filled her.

“I’m Evan again,” she said, turning into her pillow on the verge of tears. When she lay on her stomach her breasts smashed into the bed below her. The sensation startled Eve, and she flipped around and pressed her hands to her breasts. “Wait, what?” She lifted the blanket and stared at her naked body. Now a futanari, Eve leaped from the bed and ran to the bathroom to examine her beautiful new body.

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

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.

Thank you
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