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Alpha in a Mini Skirt

Chapter 1

The alarm buzzer heralded morning and woke Adam from ceaseless dreams of the fairy woman. Instead of him fucking her, she penetrated him in each of his dreams. He lay in a tangle of semen-stained blankets. Purple glitter shimmered across the bed. Twisting about, he untangled himself and sat on the edge of the bed, trying to rationalize the events of the night. Adam brought his hands to his chest, unsure if he’d find breasts or his toned pecs. A sigh of relief fled from his lips as he ran his finger along the edge of the muscles.

“Fuck that was a strange dream,” he muttered rising from the bed. He frantically balled up the sheets and tossed them into the nearby hamper. Better to hide the evidence from his parents than leave it for his mother to find. He reached for his boxers to pull them off, but they were discarded on the floor next to the bed. After a long stare at the stained underwear, Adam tilted his head and said, “That was the weirdest dream.”

A fire burned across his forehead and he rationalized the strange visitation as a fever-stricken wet dream. Although he had no other symptoms, he felt a fire burning across his body, tensing his muscles and straining his frame. The sensation reminded him of the growing pains he experienced as a child. Adam did his best to press the thoughts from his mind as he ate breakfast and mentally prepared for the day and the big football game that was only two days away.

Adam walked to the shower and stretched his sore legs. Painful memories from the nightmare pulsed in his asshole. Arousal lingered on his mind, and his penis stiffened at the thought of the woman penetrating him. He recalled the puff of pink magic that covered him. In his mind, he locked the experience away and ignored the implications. The powerful orgasms made him wish for a female body, but he pressed down the thought and turned on the water. After cleaning his body and mind from the taint of the fairy woman, he dressed for school.

Jeans and a white polo on, Adam drove his truck to school and waited outside the senior locker room for Jeremy. Sariah approached him from the side and waved. The tight dark-colored pants flaunted her toned legs and plump ass. Jeremy sighed at the sight of her and pushed out the fairy woman’s comments about treating her nicely.

After throwing her arms around Adam in a hug, she said, “I need to talk to you.” She laced her fingers around his and pulled him into a locker bay. She wore Adam’s letterman jacket over a pink shirt.

“Can it wait? I didn’t finish my homework and I need to find Jeremy,” he avoided looking at her. A door opened down the hall and Jeremy strode through. The tall square-shouldered man waved at Adam but stopped a few paces away to chat with another member of their football team. Jeremy smiled down at the teammate and made a passing motion.

“It can’t wait,” Sariah said. Sariah’s hands barely poked out the ends of the sleeves. She rolled them up and leaned her breasts against Adam, trying to whisper up to him. Panic welled up in her eyes and she pulled his chin in towards her face, forcing him to look at her.

“Not everything is about you, Sariah,” he growled. Pulling his face away from her, he groaned, adding, “I had a horrible night. This lady told me I treat you poorly, but that’s not true, you love me.”

“I do,” she said excitedly. “We need to talk though.”

“Good. I’ll talk to you later,” he ignored Sariah and walked away towards Jeremy. She stood leaning against the locker, shocked at his actions.

Jeremy offered a wave and said, “Good to see you bud. Two more days before the big game.” His wide nose flared as he spoke. Jeremy stood a few inches taller than the rest of the guys on the team.

“I’ll be ready,” Adam said puffing out his chest and assuming the same casual stance that the rest of the teammates held in the circle. The guy chatted about which girls put out at their school, but Adam struggled to pay attention. The lingering pain in his ass drew his mind to the fairy woman. He refused to admit that it was real.

The bell rang, calling his attention to the group. Jeremy waved goodbye to the team, but Adam stopped him, “Hey, here’s my homework, can you fill it out?” Adam pulled a small worksheet from his backpack and held it out to Jeremy.

“Are you alright? You seem distracted and you sound different,” Jeremy placed a hand on Adam’s forehead. The warm skin of his palm covered his eyebrows and blocked his vision briefly. “You feel clammy, but you’re not warm.”

“I’m fine,” Adam said, and he noticed that his voice sounded different. It was almost a full octave higher than normal. He spoke again, testing it out, “What’s wrong with my voice?” He dropped his hand and the homework spilled from his grasp onto the ground.

Jeremy stared at him and raised an eyebrow, “You sound like a girl almost, that’s creepy man, how are you doing that?”

“I’m not doing anything,” Adam protested and slammed his fist against the locker next to him. The tone of his voice shifted higher as he spoke.

“Alright,” Jeremy said, bending down to pick up the dropped papers. Adam knelt and wanted to speak, but the girlish timbre of his voice held his tongue. Jeremy stood holding the worksheet and said, “I’ll have it back to you in class. Stay loose, we’ve got a big game tomorrow night.” He turned to walk down the hall to his first class. Adam watched him go and wanted to say goodbye, but he worried that his voice was broken and said nothing.


Chapter 2

The next day his voice rose another octave. His clothes hung on him like a ghost of the man he had been. His frame shortened both in height and width, but his hips grew wider. He wanted to call in sick, but the game against the warriors drove him to get dressed and do his best to hide the rapid changes taking place. His pants refused to button at the waist and pressed into his hips when he tried pulling them together. He threw on a pair of sweatpants and a large hooded sweatshirt, hoping the bagging clothes would hide his slender figure.

As he drove to school, he recalled the words the fairy had spoken, “Perhaps a little fun is to teach you a lesson.” After that, she doused him in a puff of pink smoke.

He sat in his truck wondering aloud, “Did that happen?” The blood fled his knuckles as he gripped the steering wheel tightly. “If it did, then she fucked me. I got fucked by a woman with a dick, and I liked it.” He leaned his face against the dashboard and sighed, “I’ll keep thinking it was a strange dream.”

The day passed in hiding. He went to class but refused to speak. He hid from his friends and avoided the normal hangout spots. When school ended, he needed to see if his pads and uniform would fit. The game began at six, and he had plenty of time to find a solution to his problem. His phone vibrated, and Sariah’s face displayed on the screen. Adam blocked the call and ran to his truck to get his uniform and pads.

On his walk back into the school, she sent him a text, “You’ve been avoiding me. I really need to talk to you.”

Adam cleared his throat and tested his voice, “What do I sound like?” No change to the tone. He still sounded like a woman. Adam shook his head and decided to type out a text response to her. “I can’t talk. I think I lost my voice. I’ll see you at the game.” He darted inside the locker room and sat down on the long wooden bench. A sigh of apprehension left his lips, and he pulled off his shirt. Adam stared at himself in the mirror. Everything looked the same, except he was shorter and narrower. He looked like a girl about to go through puberty. It was a weird thought, and he pressed it out of his mind.

The door to the locker room opened. Panicked, he grabbed his shirt and covered his chest. Jeremy walked into the room in tight-fitting exercise shorts.

“Dude, you can put that down, I’ve seen you wearing less when we get ready for a game,” he placed his duffel bag with his gear down onto the bench next to Adam. Adam blushed and lowered the shirt aware that his figure had altered. Jeremy did not look up from his bag. He tilted his head and pulled out a Gatorade bottle. Adam stared down at his uniform, knowing that it would not fit him at all. A buzzing sound echoed through the room, barely audible. Adam recognized the sound of tiny flapping wings and stared in horror at the purple-haired fairy. She darted around the room, avoiding Jeremy’s gaze. Adam glared at her past his friend. She stayed in her smaller form to avoid sight from the other man in the room.

“You alright?” said raising an eyebrow. Adam’s confusing body language misinterpreted because the fairy stayed out of his view. Jeremy rifled through his bag, searching.

“I’m fine. I… I just need a minute,” Adam replied, turning away from his friend.

“Dude, you need to see a doctor. Your voice is all sorts of crazy,” he unzipped a side pouch on the bag and sighed. “I left my mouth guard somewhere. I’ll be right back.” Adam nodded his head and stared at the constantly darting fairy hovering above him.

The door closed behind Jeremy as the fairy came to a rest on the bench next to Adam. She sat cross-legged on the wood, looking up at the much larger Adam, “Good afternoon. Have you recovered from our evening together?” She winked and fluttered her long purple eyelashes.

“That wasn’t real. This isn’t real,” Adam backed away from her and bumped into the locker behind him. The metal lock pressed into the soft flesh on his lower back. He shifted his weight and slide across the locker further away from the tiny creature.

“Now that hurts my feelings,” she rose to her feet and placed hands on hips as she stuck her lips out in a pout. “You came with my dick in you,” she teased, pointing down at her naked body.

“Not true. That was a dream,” he slashed his arms in the air in an ‘x’ motion.

The purple fairy lifted into the air and fluttered over to within inches from his face. She pointed at his right eye and said, “Let’s finish this ensemble. Then we can end this dream of yours.” She blew into an open palm and a plume of pink smoke rose from the fairy and doused Adam.

Adam glanced at himself in the mirror and saw his features shifting before his eyes. The hard chiseled chin softened into rounded cheeks. The short-cropped hair atop his head churned and grew until it was shoulder length, but the magic kept it shaved on the sides. It flopped over his head and draped down the left side of his face in a silky fountain of glistening brown hair. The skin on his bare chest rippled with commotion. Pain welled up in him and Adam doubled over onto the bench. His pectoral muscles flinched and shrank before expanding into two plump mounds of flesh. The areola grew along with the flesh stretching to the size of a silver dollar.

The purple fairy landed on the bench next to him and giggled with glee. Adam slammed a palm onto the bench, trying to squash her. She twisted in the air, darting between his fingers out of harm's way. Purple glitter drifted down to the ground from where she flew. Adam followed her with his eyes until she rested above the nearby mirror. The image staring back at Adam was unrecognizable. A sexy young woman with large breasts stared back at him.

The door behind him creaked open and Jeremy said, “I’m back. Let’s go throw the football around a bit.”

Adam screamed and grabbed the bag with his uniform and pads. He held them to his chest and ran towards the door. Jeremy stared at him in shock with his mouth wide open. Adam pushed his friend to the ground and darted out of the locker room topless.

Behind him in the locker room, Jeremy asked, “Adam, are you still in here? Some girl took your bag and ran off. It wasn’t Sariah either.”

Adam wondered how his best friend couldn’t recognize him, but he thanked his luck and ran down the hall. His newly formed breasts bounced with each step. His shoes squeaked on the tile floor and he darted past the gym towards the cafeteria beyond.

The locker room door opened behind him and Jeremy trailed behind calling, “Hey, stop. You took my friend’s bag.”


Chapter 3

Adrenaline urged Adam forward. The women’s locker room offered an escape from pursuit. The newly grown breasts bounced as he kicked out at the door and ran into the room. The bright orange door slammed into the doorstop, filling the room with a loud crash. Adam forced the door closed behind him and leaned against it, listening for Jeremy. He focused on slowing his breath to listen to his friend. Footsteps followed and stopped outside the door. Adam clenched his jaw and set his shoulder against the door.

Jeremy pressed against the door once and grunted through the door, “I’m not going in there, but I’ll be here when you get out.”

“Shit,” Adam cursed and stepped away from the room. He rounded the corner and looked into the locker room. A familiar face stared back at him from the wooden bench in between the lockers.

Sariah sat on the bench in her blue and gold cheer uniform. A makeup bag in hand, she tilted her head and asked,  “Adam, is that you?”

Aware of his naked chest, he placed a hand over each of his nipples and blushed, “What is happening to me?”

“I wanted to talk to you about it,” she sighed, “You’ve been avoiding me.”

Adam glared at her and threw his gym bag on the ground, “What the fuck, Sariah. Did you do this to me?”

Sariah rose from the bench and ran toward Adam shaking her head, “I was visited too, and I wanted to ask you what happened?” She placed a hand on his shoulder and pulled Adam in for a hug.

The familiar, intimate move caught him off guard, but Adam pushed her away and said, “That fairy bitch talked to you? Is that why she did this to me?” He glared down at her and placed his hands on his hips.

“No. She came to me after she visited you,” she said, sitting back on the bench. Adam noticed that the skirt on her uniform lay bunched up near her crotch. She lifted her bag and placed it over her lap and said, “Lavender told me we need to talk.”

“Lavender? That’s the bitch’s name?” he shouted. “Did you have nightmares about it too?”

Crimson spread across Sariah’s cheeks as she blushed deeply. She stared down at her groin and said, “No. We, uh… She comforted me.”

Adam sat on the bench next to her and asked, “Why did you need comfort?”

“No reason,” she said, adjusting the bag on her lap.

“I need to hide. I need clothes so I can get out of here,” Adam said, motioning to his bare chest. “My old clothes don’t fit and I need to get away from Jeremy out there.” He motioned to the door.

Sariah giggled and glanced up at him, “There’s an extra cheerleading outfit.” She rose from the bench and strode across the room to a closet. A key in her bag opened the door, and she grabbed a folded cheer uniform and slung it over her shoulder. Adam let out a deep sigh and stared at the ground, resigned to his gender-swapped fate for the evening.

“Let’s be quick. I need to get out of here,” he stood up and walked to the closet with her. Sariah stared at his exposed nipples and bit her lip. He watched her expression, confused at the response. His new breasts were much larger than hers. Perhaps she was jealous. The gold uniform slipped over his head and down around his breasts. His breasts overfilled the cups on the bust, cleavage spilled out the low v cut into the fabric. He blushed, trying to pull the uniform down further, but his bust held it in place. The bottom of the shirt rested two inches above his navel. He wore the dark gray sweats from earlier in the day and turned to leave the locker room.

“Where are you going?” Sariah asked. She grabbed him by the arm and pulled down the sweatpants. A cold shiver ran up his slender legs. The gray boxers hung loose on his thighs, but tight at the waist. “You need to wear the cheer skirt,” she added, pulling off his boxers.

Eyes wide, he grabbed her hand and said, “No. No. I’m fine like this.” He pulled the boxers back up, but Sariah reached up and pinched the exposed flesh of his left tit. The sudden pain shocked him and Adam yelped, “Ouch. What was that about?” He lifted his hands and rubbed the sore flesh. Sariah grinned and pulled the boxers down his legs. Her breath caught, and she hesitated, staring at his groin.

“You need to wear the skirt,” she said.

“What about my dick?” he said leaning forward glancing at his groin. His dick was gone. He reached down and felt the soft flesh and panicked. “What is going on?”

“Damn I can’t hide it anymore,” Sariah said pulling Adam in for a kiss. She wrapped her arms around his neck and forced her tongue into his mouth.

Gasping for breath, he pushed her away from him and said, “Hide what?”

“I lied. She did do something to me, but I wasn’t going to use it,” Sariah lifted the short skirt of her cheer uniform, revealing an erect dick.

Adam stared at it and his first thought was he wanted it inside him. The idea confused him and he said, “What the fuck? Why do you have a dick?” His breath came in short gasps. “Are you still a girl?” Images of the fairy fucking him danced around his conscious mind, and a sudden desire for the cock filled him. A soft blush turned his cheeks red.

“Lavender wanted me to show you what it felt like,” she leaned forward and rubbed a hand across his large breasts. Adam backed away slowly and bumped into the bench behind him. Sariah pressed her lips against his and their tongues played cat and mouse. She reached around behind him and gripped his ass cheek and pressed her firm dick against Adam’s leg.

“No way. I won’t let you touch me with that,” he said, stumbling back onto the bench. His eyes never left the dick pointed at him. Adam wanted to be his old self, but this experience changed him and opened his sexuality to a new world of transgender pleasure.

Sariah stood over him and said, “I touched yours all the time.” She leaned forward and brushed a hand across Adam’s long hair and pressed her dick against his tits. “You know you want this.” The phrase was reminiscent of his words to her in their old relationship before his gender confusion.

Adam bit back the desire for penetration and shook his head no, but his hands drifted down to the olive-skinned dick. He stroked the dick once and said, “There. I touched it.”

Sariah pushed him onto his back on the bench and said, “Lavender told me all about how many times she fucked you that night.” Adam’s legs spread wide across the narrow bench, and he looked across his body at her. She loomed over his naked lower half and ran her dick across his labia. The soft flesh moistened at the touch. Sariah held her cock in one hand, guiding it along his flesh, and she rubbed her breasts with her other hand. A soft moan escaped her lips.

“No, that wasn’t real,” he mumbled as a shiver ran up his spine. All he could focus on was the dick at the point of penetration. No thoughts of his gender swap or his missing dick entered his mind. He wanted the dick to penetrate him. He wanted Sariah to fuck him on the bench. A shiver ran up his spine, and he wiggled his ass against the dick.

Sariah eased her cock into his virgin pussy and whispered, “She told me all about it when she fucked me.” The dick parted the soft flesh and slid deep into him. Adam gasped, gripping the bench with both hands. “Oh, fuck that feels good,” Sariah said panting with her dick fulling inside Adam. She tried to move but tensed at the intense pleasure. The cock flexed and pulsed, releasing tiny squirts of pre-cum. A soft moan escaped her lips, and she trembled, trying to regain composure.

“Harder,” Adam whispered, blushing up at his girlfriend. “I need it harder.” He pushed against the bench and forced his body against the cock. Sariah nodded her head and pushed her dick further into him. Her hips moved at a steady pace, sliding in and out. Adam lay his head against the wood. The rhythmic pumping bouncing his head gently. He lifted his feet and wrapped them around Sariah’s waist, hooking his ankles at her lower back.

Sariah gripped her breasts over the blue and gold cheer uniform and moaned as she moved. The sound filled the room as she groaned. The moan shifted into an eager grunt and she pumped quicker and more forcefully into him. The blue and gold mini skirt flapped as her hips rocked. Cum dripped from Adam’s pussy, dripping onto the bench below them. They fucked harder and Adam’s breasts bobbed back and forth. His left tit escaped the tight-fitting cheer uniform.

Pleasure coursed through Adam and he moaned out, “Oh Fuck, Sariah. Fill me with your cock.” He gripped his left breast and pressed his fingers into the nipple, rubbing himself as she fucked him. Sariah arched her back and leaned back on her palms on the bench. She let out a loud grunt and hammered her dick deep into him. A tingle spread from his vagina, filling his abdomen with intense joy. Adam screamed as cum shot from the dick filling his insides. Sariah rocked her hips, riding out the intense orgasm and pounding her hard dick deep into him.

Their breath subsided, and Sariah pulled her cock out from Adam. She lay her head on the bench away from him. Their legs spread over each with her cock dangling a few inches from his pussy. Adam struggled to breathe. He wanted her to pound him again with the thick cock.

Sariah cleared her throat and said, “You’re super cute in that uniform.”

A confusing thought passed through his mind. Adam wondered what it looked like. He stared across his body on the bench and tucked his breast and back into the cheer uniform. His hard nipples pressed out against the fabric, poking out for Sariah to see the indentation. Adam asked softly, “Do you think so?” She nodded her head in response. Adam asked in a louder tone, “Do you still love me like this?”

“I do love you, I just wanted you to treat me better,” Sariah shifted on the bench and rose to a sitting position. Adam followed suit and stared down at her thick cock poking out from below the mini skirt.

A loud shout cut off their conversation, “Is everything OK in there? I heard screaming.” Sariah and Adam stared at each other, shocked. The door opened in the distance, and Jeremy walked into the room. His eyes swept from Sariah to Adam and then to Adam’s discarded gym bag on the ground. “Adam, is that you? Why are you in a cheer uniform?”


If you’re interested in reading an extra sexy scene for this story, you can find it on my Patreon. Amazon won’t let me link directly to it though. You can find the link on my website. 
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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.
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