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Futanari Specter

Chapter 1

Wide willow trees encircled the Victorian-style home on the corner. Shadows covered the house on all sides, but the crowned peaks on the corners stood above the treetops. Peeling in wide swathes along the side of the home, paint decorated the old home in faded blues and grays. In need of repair, the old Victorian home sat at odds with the modern homes on either side of it on the street. Inside the home, modern furniture clashed with the peeling wallpaper.

Eve closed the front door behind her. Two weeks after moving into her new home, she settled into a routine with her ghostly roommates. Two futanari ghosts lived in the home with Eve, Angel, and Dorothy. Both domineering, but loving in their way. Eve had been a man named Evan when this all began. Angel haunted Evan and turned him into a woman at night for a week, but when Dorothy got involved, Evan became Eve permanently. 

The sports game clicked off, and the television shifted to a black screen. Eve turned around to face the kitchen behind her. “I was watching that,” Eve said. She spoke to the empty room but knew one of her roommates was there. Eve shifted on the couch. Ruffles hung from the capped sleeves on her dark red blouse. She shifted her legs to her right and leaned over the back of the couch, looking around the room. Her flaccid cock bulged out of her tight black business pants.

“Did you have a good day at work?” Angel asked from Eve left. Angel was only visible in the mirror. The times Eve had seen Angel, she was a futanari in her mid-twenties with long brown braided hair.

“I did, but I’m still confused about a few things. When I walked in as a woman for the first time the other day, nobody batted an eye,” Eve said. She turned to face the space where Angel sat and added, “It’s as if they have always known me like this. I spoke with my boss and told him about my new pronouns, but something felt off.”

The ghost made a mewling sound and said, “It's wonderful, right?”

“I guess, but the world is that progressive yet,” Eve gripped a pillow at her waist and hugged it tightly. “It felt like something else, though.”

“It was,” Angel replied. Her voice came closer than before. Eve stared at the empty space to her left where the ghost sat. A soft, invisible hand rubbed Eve’s shoulder.

“What was?” Eve asked. The jarring sensation of touch without seeing Angle sent a shiver up Eve’s spine. She closed her eyes and placed a hand atop Angel’s.

“Something else,” the ghost said coyly. The hand drifted down Eve’s back. It lifted her shirt and softy scratched her bare skin at the small of her back.

“That feels good,” Eve said, leaning forward. The ghost scratched softly as Eve purred like a cat out of instinct.

“Fine, it was me,” Angel’s hand drifted up to Eve’s bra. The ghost unclasped it. The undergarment hung over Eve’s shoulders and dangled in front of her breasts. The ghost scratched up her back and whispered into Eve’s ear,  “Sometimes I follow you at work. I may have been whispering thoughts into everyone’s ears about you.”

“I don’t even know what that means,” Eve said, shivering at the thought of the ghost following her around.

“Don’t you have a friend coming over?” Angel asked. “Dorothy told me about it. She said she was planning something for him.”

“Yeah. His name is Nate. No messing with him. He’s a friend,” Eve stood up from the couch. The loose bra swayed under her shirt and she clutched it to her breasts. Angel clasped it back into place as Eve said, “Dorothy, no messing with my friend Nate. Do you hear me?” No response came from the house. Angel giggled and her touch ended. Eve turned around expecting to see the ghost, but she sighed when she came face to face with the empty room. “Angel, are you still here?” Alone in the house for a time, Eve turned the basketball game back on. A small platter of snacks ready, Eve sat watching the television waiting for Nate to arrive.

A short while later the doorbell rang. Eve shot up and ran to the front door. She smoothed out her blouse and opened the door.

Nate stood on the front porch holding a case of beer. His jaw dropped when he saw Eve. This was his first time seeing her since the transformation. Tall and angular, Nate had the confidence of a shark. He stepped into the foyer of the old home and offered his hand to Eve, “I feel like I should introduce myself.” He kept his short red hair cut tight around his head. A trim red beard framed the rest of his face.

“I’m still me,” Eve said, slapping his hand away. She grabbed the case of beer from him and walked past the curving stairs and into the kitchen beyond.

Nate paused at the grandfather clock and said, “The time is off on this.”

“I know, I’ve been trying to find someone to fix it,” Eve replied, ripping open the box and grabbing two cans. She placed the rest in the fridge and motioned for Nate to sit by the television.

“Hey, I love the new place. You’ve made it cozy,” Nate walked around the couch and sat opposite the television.

“Thanks,” Eve sipped her cheap beer and sat a few spaces away from him on the couch. Nate’s eyes drifted from the game to Eve regularly as they watched. His leering brown eyes gazed at the bulge at her groin and across her ample breasts. Eve wanted to shout at him to stop staring, but ignore the gaze.

“So your phone call the other day was pretty strange,” Nate said, bringing up their conversation from a few days prior. “Do you still think the house is haunted?”

“Yeah. It’s not a problem though,” Eve waved a hand, dismissing the subject and turning back to the game. As she did, the show shifted to a commercial break. Her attempt at changing the subject shattered, Eve, sighed and dipped a chip into guacamole.

“Wait. It is haunted?” he asked, glancing around the room staring long at the shadowy corners and shabby walls.

“Yes,” Eve spoke through a mouthful of chips and crunches.

“Like ghosts?” Nate asked, rubbing his trim red beard.

“Yeah. They’re cool though,” Eve said, dipping another chip. The commercials played louder than the actual show. Eve muted the volume and shook her head, frustrated.

“You talk to the ghost?” Nate asked. He scooted to the edge of his seat and glanced around the room. “Is there one in here right now?”

After sighing, Eve said, “No. I don’t always know where they go. I can only see one of them in the mirror, and the other is only visible when she wants to be seen. I think they hang out in that room downstairs.”

“That’s right. You mentioned not having a key. I found it from the previous owner. I’ve got it here. I’m going down there,” excitement in his voice, Nate shot up and darted out of the room.

Eve stared blankly at him as he walked around the couch. She called after him, “No. Wait.” When he pressed on toward the basement, Eve stood up from the couch and sighed as the game turned back on.


Chapter 2

Harsh footfalls echoed down the narrow basement steps as Eve darted around the corner after Nate. Out of view, her friend ran across the basement. Eve yelled after him from the top of the steps, “Don’t open the red door.”

A guttural scream filled the basement. Nate bellowed in terror from below. A harsh thud sounded up to Eve. She nervously stepped down to see what had transpired. Whispering out to her ghostly roommates, she said, “Angel, Dorothy? What are you planning?”

The home groaned, settling into place on the grounds. Walls creaked, giving the impression of a long sigh. Eve stepped slowly down. The surrounding walls seemed to bend and warp with her passing. She ducked her head to enter the low-ceilinged basement and stared across the room. Nate lay on the floor face up in front of the red door. The door swung back and forth on the hinges. Darkness filled the basement, but a dim glow shed a sliver of light across Nate’s forehead.

Nate shifted on the ground and reached a hand up to rub a bump on his forehead, “What the hell was that?”

“I told you I have two ghost roommates. Their very horny futanari ghosts,” Eve sighed and walked to the red door. She wanted to look inside, but she closed the door without glancing at the dim light.

“What’s a futanari?” Nate asked, sitting up.

“The best of both worlds,” echoed Dorothy’s wicked voice. The dark-haired pale ghost stepped across the room and stood over Nate. She wore her old-fashioned clothes and cloche hat but appeared in shades of gray.

Nate twisted around to face her. Startled, he scrambled away toward the red door. “What the hell?”

“Dorothy, this is Nate. Nate, this is Dorothy,” Eve said, introducing her friend to the specter.

“You brought me a treat. How nice,” Dorothy said, floating across the room toward Nate. She swirled around him without moving her legs. “I didn’t get to scare him yet. I like to scare them first.”

“Stop that,” Eve said.

“We have an arrangement,” Dorothy reminded Eve with a wide grin. “This should do for now.

“What? What arrangement do you have with this ghost?” Nate panted, standing up and hunching forward so the ceiling would not hit his head. He stepped backward, keeping the ghost and Eve in front of him at all times. Edging toward the stairs, he said, “I don’t want any part of this.”

“It’s not so bad,” Eve said, bouncing on her heels. Dorothy spun in a circle without moving her body. At the end of the spin, her colors shifted to sepia tone. Clothes spun off of her and fell to the floor. She hovered in a loose-fitting neglige. Her small breasts formed peaks on the undergarment. At her groin, her massive futanari cock bulged forward, forming a canopy. The indentation of the head of her cock stared straight at Nate.

Eve shook her head and muttered, “That was dramatic.”

“Quiet you,” Dorothy teased with a dismissive flick of her wrist at Eve. The ghost floated toward Nate, who paused at the sudden shift in the tone of the haunting experience. The ghostly neglige fluttered in an unseen wind, revealing her upper thighs and the shaft of her cock momentarily.

“Wait, you're not gonna kill me?” he asked, shaking in place. He stared at Dorothy's eyes fixed on her cock.

“Kill you,” Angel asked from the stairwell. The invisible ghost’s voice floated across the room toward Nate. He jumped toward Eve as the ghost touched him. Eyes darting around the room. Nate tried to find the second ghost.

“We can only see Angel in a mirror. I told you that already,” Eve explained. She smiled at Nate’s jittery attitude and wondered if she had looked the same during her first encounters with the ghostly futanari pair.

Dorothy pursed her lips. Her eyes stared at the empty space in the room as she said, “You said I could have him by myself.”

“Did I?” Angel replied. The question hung in the air.

Nate widened his eyes and opened his mouth to speak. He shifted on his feet and glanced at the empty space where Angel hovered. Fright took over his mind and Nate bolted. Turning on his heels, he took two quick steps away from Dorothy.

Dorothy clicked her tongue and floated to Nate with inhuman speed. Without looking at him, she said, “Do not move. We haven’t decided what to do with you.” The sepia-toned specter blocked Nate’s path to the exit, and he turned around and faced Eve with terrified eyes.

Eve walked to Nate and said, “It’ll be fine.”

“Are they going to turn me into a woman?” Nate asked, panicking. He stepped toward the door, but Dorothy lunged forward, gripping him by the cock. He stopped in place. Eve recalled a similar lung that held her in place when she had been a man. It turned her on. She wished Dorothy would grip her cock and throw her around the room. Eve adjusted the growing dick in her pants. The bulge spread down her left leg.

“There aren’t enough holes in him for three of us. We have to turn him into a woman,” Angel said in a matter-of-fact tone.

Eve nodded her head. The ghosts only had two dicks between them. That meant the statement included hers in the mix. The bulge in Eve’s pants grew. Tonight would be a ghostly foursome.


Chapter 3

“We’ll need to get rid of this,” Dorothy said, tugging on Nate’s cock as she spoke. He winced, but the dick grew erect as she spoke. A wicked grin split Dorothy’s face as she licked her lips. She slapped Nate across the face. He spun on his heels in place until his back faced her. Dorothy wrapped her arms around him from behind and stroked his cock through his pants.

A soft groan escaped Nate’s lips as the ghost ran one hand up his shirt and the other down his pants.

Angel unzipped his khakis while Dorothy stroked his growing member. The invisible ghost placed her lips over the tip of his cock and sucked while Dorothy stroked it with one hand. Nate lost his balance and crumpled backward. Dorothy caught him in her ghostly embrace and held him aloft as she serviced his dick. She took off his shirt and ran circled his nipples with her free hand.

Eve walked around the room until she could see the show better. Stripping herself free from her clothes, Eve stood in front of Nate in white lace. Her cock pressed out of the lacy panties, throbbing as she watched her friend turn into a woman.

As Dorothy stroked his nipples, breasts formed on Nate’s chest. His groaning shifted from a manly grunt into a panting moan as he transformed. Round hips formed and his waist narrowed as he groaned. Nate’s cock exploded. The cum squirted into Angel’s invisible mouth and spilled onto the floor below. As soon as Nate’s cock stopped throbbing it shrank. Sucking and folding into itself the thick cock melded into his groin. Angel pulled down his khakis the rest of the way, revealing a hairy pussy. The trim bush shaped into a v pointing down to Nate’s vagina.

“Oh, god,” Nate screamed. Now a low alto, his voice came out unfamiliar to his mind. Eve giggled as the transformation was completed.

“Now the real fun starts,” Dorothy announced. She gripped Nate by the shoulders and spun him wildly through the air. The pants around his ankles swirled as he tumbled. They fell from his legs and landed near the red door in the back of the room. Nate’s large tits swayed as he turned in the air. He fell, nearly touching the ground. Dorothy stopped the now female Nate from his chaotic spin and held him in place a few inches above the floor. He hovered below her. His collared shirt folded up to his chin, revealing his breasts. The large tits settled into place, wobbling on his chest from the sudden movements.

Nate tried to talk, but when he opened his mouth instead of words, he gagged. Eve squinted at him, wondering why he gagged. She reached out to the empty air above him. An invisible hand stopped her and pulled her close. Angle hovered above Nate, fucking his mouth. Nate pulled his head back until he could suck on the cock without gagging. Eve grinned as Angel guided her hand. Angel stroked Eve’s cock as she pounded Nate’s face with hers.

Dorothy filled the room with her wicked laughter. “No fair starting without me.” She called out to Angle. The domineering ghost flung Nate’s legs up and pressed her cock into his pussy. Nate tried to moan, but the cock in his mouth made the sensual sound come out in a garble. Dorothy yelled, “I want to hear you moan when I fuck you.”

Angel pressed her cock deep into Nate’s throat, preventing him from speaking. He panted out of his nose, trying to catch his breath. As the two ghosts slammed their cocks into him, Nate’s body spasmed with ecstasy. His breasts bounced wildly with each thrust.

Eve’s cock throbbed in her hand, yearning to penetrate the recently transformed Nate. She groaned, “Girls, you said we’d all get a hole.”

Nate’s eyes widened. He tried to say something over the invisible cock in his mouth, but nothing intelligible came out. Eve smiled down at him and knelt at his side. She massaged his tits as the two ghosts rammed their cocks into him.

Angel and Dorothy found a rhythm in unison, and soon their thrusting came in even intervals. Nate leaned his head down to take more of Angel’s cock into him. She stood over him, facing Dorothy. For an instant, Eve could see the transparent ghost. Angel wore a thick brunette braid that lay down her shoulder, reaching her bare chest. Large breasts bounced as she thrust forward into Nate. Dorothy and Angel leaned forward, forming a triangle over Nate. The two ghosts kissed and groped each other’s breasts as they fucked Nate.

Protesting again, Eve said, “I want in too.” She lay flat on the ground and rolled underneath Nate. He hovered over her a few inches. Eve lined up her cock with Nate’s ass. Spitting on her hands, Eve wiped her cock, moistening it. “Can you two line her ass up with my cock?” she asked the ghosts.

Gripping Nate’s ass cheeks, she spread them wide and stared at his puckering asshole. Eve pressed her finger into it, widening the opening with her finger and some spit. The ghosts complied and shifted Nate above her until her cock lined up with his ass. Dorothy straddled over Eve, slamming her cock into Nate’s pussy. Eve’s cock pressed against the tight lips of his ass and she thrust forward, spreading his ass wide. Nate groaned when the cock filled him. He mumbled through the cock in his mouth and lout out a bellowing scream.

In any other instance, the haunting scream from this ghost-infested house would have frightened any visitor. Eve wondered if she misinterpreted screaming and moaning ghosts for her whole life. Perhaps ghostly howls in the night were not malicious only horny. Nate’s ass clenched around Eve’s cock as she thrust upward into him. The three futanari all working their cocks in his holes in a ghostly orgy. Eve wrapped her arms over Nate’s chest and massaged his tits from behind as she fucked him. Dorothy and Angel kissed passionately over them and they humped Nate.

Nate moaned low around the cock in his mouth. Cum burst from his lips as Angel ejaculated. He gargled and swallowed it as she rammed her cock into his face. Nate gripped Eve’s hands over his breasts and squeezed as his body contorted flexing the muscles in his abdomen as an orgasm overtook him. Eve giggled as she thrust her cock into his ass. Dorothy pulled out of the kiss and slammed her cock hard into his pussy, releasing bursts of cum into him. Slapping flesh echoed through the room as they fucked Nate through his orgasm. He wailed over the cock in his mouth. Tears streamed down his face as his eyes rolled back in his head. Spasms shot through his body as the cocks ravaged him.

Eve came last, filling his ass with her cum. Her thick cock throbbed inside his tight asshole, pulsing with warm liquid. She pinched his nipples as she thrust harder with each burst of cum. Her cock throbbed as she penetrated him.

Dorothy shifted Nate in the air and lowered him on the ground next to Eve. She stood over him with inquisitive eyes. “Normally we start slower, but I don’t think any of us could control ourselves tonight,” the ghost blushed. Eve raised an eyebrow at the ghost but said nothing.

Angel slowly faded from her translucent form and vanished from view. As she disappeared, she said, “Dorothy, are you feeling sorry?”

“No, not sorry,” Dorothy said defensively, “I’m eager for more.” She licked her lips again. “I’m taking her into the red room.”

“What no,” Eve protested.

“You know he wants it. You heard him scream,” Dorothy said, frowning at Eve.

Angel giggled and said, “You came willingly into the red room.”

“I know, but…” Eve trailed off, staring at Nate. His naked body slowly shifted back into a man. Breasts flattened into his chest and his form normalized into his old self.

Nate groaned and tried to lift himself to his hands and knees, but his strength gave way and he crumpled to the ground. “What happens in the red room?” he asked timidly.

“Transformations are permanent there,” Eve said, frowning down at him.

Kneeling below the three futanari, Nate said, “I’ll go, but I want to be a futanari. Not a woman.”

The two ghosts floated toward the red door. It swung open without them touching it. Dorothy floated in without a word. Eve followed them wordlessly. Nate rose to his feet and stumbled after them. The door closed with a withering creak as the rusty hinges groaned.

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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